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PREFACE 


OF 


THE    EDITOR. 


It  is  pecnliarly  pleaung  to  trace  the  histoiy  of  every  science  through  its  pro- 
gressive dianges.  The  examination  of  each  distinct  epoch,  and  of  every  indi- 
vidual amendment,  tends  to  gratify  the  cariosity ;  while  a  comparison  of  the 
im  rude  sittempts  with  the  grandeur  of  modern  improvements  cannot  fail  to 
awaken  emulation,  and  inspirit  all  our  efforts,  in  the  career  of  literary  ad- 
tsncement*  These  observations  will  be  found  to  apply,  with  peculiar  justice, 
lo  the  Dramatic  Art.  For,  on  perusing  the  finished  productions  of  the  modem 
druna,  we  can  scarcely  believe,  that  this  splendid  style  of  composition  owes 
its  origin  to  the  wild  and  uncouth  ballads  of  strolling  singers  in  Greece,  who 
met  at  certain  seasons  of  the  year,  to  celebrate  the  festival  of  Bacchus.  Yet 
no  hct  is  better  authenticated  in  history,  than  that  Tragedy  derives  its  exist- 
ence from  the  choral  songs  in  honour  of  that  god. 

Hie  Chorus,  as  these  singers  were  afterwards  called,  whether  composed  of 
itinerant  rhapsodists,  or  appropriate  minstrels,  confined  their  effusions,  in  the 
first  instance,  to  the  praise  of  the  deity,  whom  they  met  to  celebrate;  and,  as 
the  entertainment  was  yet  entirely  musical,  the  festival  consisted  of  an  unin- 
terrupted flow  of  song,  till  the  5d6th  year  before  the  Christian  sera,  when 
lliespis  conceived  the  design  of  introducing  an  actor,  to  amuse  the  people  by 
recitation,  while  the  chorus  enjoyed  a  few  moments  of  repose.  This  bold  in- 
novation was  followed  by  others,  still  more  daring,  which  led  to  unforeseen 
and  incalculable  improvements.    JEschylus  introduced  a  second  actor,  who 
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conversed  with  the  firsts  and  thns  laid  the  fonndation  of  dramatic  dialogue. 
Bat,  as  the  dramatis  persona  increased,  the  sabject  of  their  discourse  also  gra- 
dually  underwent  a  change.  At  first,  the  praise  of  other  heroes  was  interwo- 
ven with  that  of  Bacchus.  As  the  dialogue  became  more  extensive,  it  be- 
came more  interesting ;  till,  at  length,  the  chorus,  from  a  principal,  began  to 
be  considered  as  a  subordinate  part ;  and  Bacchus,  from  being  the  hero  of 
§very  line,  lost,  by  degrees,  his  ascendancy  in  the  entertainment,  till,  at 
length,  he  was  altogether  set  aside;  and  subjects  of  general  history,  dramati- 
cally disposed,  now  entirely  supplied  the  place  of  bare  dithyrambics.  These 
important  changes,  begun  by  Thespis,  were  improved  and  confirmed  by  £s- 
chylus,  Sophocles,  and  Euripides,  the  illustrious  dramatic  triumvirate  of 
Greece,  who  were  justly  the  favourites  of  their  own  times,  and  whose  works 
have  been  handed  down  to  posterity  with  the  accumulated  admiration  of  each 
succeeding  age. 

Notwithstanding,  however,  the  fame  which  the  works  of  these  illustrious 
tragedians  so  justly  enjoy,  an  accurate  inquiry  into  the  laws  of  the  Grecian 
drama,  will  prove  it  to  have  been  marred  by  a  singular  defect,  from  which  the 
more  judicious  compositions  of  modern  times  are  happily  exempt.    We  have 
already  observed,  that,  as  the  dialogue  of  the  drama  improved  i^nd  extended 
itself,  the  chorus^  which  had  given  birth  to  it,  sunk  in  importance,  and,  at  last, 
became  altogether  unnecessarv*     Yet  Tragedy,  in  the  frdl  maturity  of  its  an- 
cient splendour,  as  if  afraid  of  giving  the  parricidal  blow,  never  ventured  to 
cut  off  the  chorus,  though  it  had  now  become  a  usele^  and  embarrassing  ap- 
pendage of  the  stage,  no  less  an  enemy  to  verisimilitude,  than  a  bar  to  scenio 
variety.    For,  as  the  persons,  who  composed  it,  never  quitted  the  stage,  they 
were  the  auditors  and  spectators  of  all  that  passed,  the  necessary  confidants  of 
all  parties ;  by  which  means  probability  was  violated,  and  the  common  char 
racteristics  of  human  nature  confounded  and  lost    What,  indeed,  can  be 
more  incredible,  than  that  Phcedra  should  trust  her  incestuous  passion,  or  Me- 
dea her  murderous  revenge,  to  an  undistinguished  troop  of  attendants  ?   Iq 
addition  to  this,  the  constant  presence  of  the  choral  band  imposed  on  the  dra» 
matist  the  necessity  of  preserving  the  unities  of  time  and  place.    The  scene 
could  not  be  changed,  when  the  stage  was  never  clear ;  nor  the  time  of  actioa 
prolonged  beyond  that  of  the  representation.  Accordingly,  we  find  (with  a  few 
exceptions)  that,  in  the  Greek  tragedy,  the  place  is  never  varied,  the  actioa 
never  su^nded,  aod  th^  dramatip  time  exactly  commensurate  with  the  time 
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ofperfermaiice.  Such  inconveniences  may^  in  some  measure^  be  surmounted 
by  the  first  masters;  bnt^  in  other  hands,  must  necessarily  have  the  effect  of 
leodering  the  piece  barren  of  incident^  languid^  and  uninteresting.  It  is  then 
to  the  taste  and  genius  of  later  times,  that  we  are  indebted  fbr  the  more 
finished  prodoctions  of  the  Tragic  Muse«  As  the  first  grand  and  necessary 
step  in  improvement,  the  modem  dramatist  disbanded  the  chorus,  and  thus  re<- 
leased  himself  £rom  the  shackles  of  ancient  thraldom.  He  is  no  longer 
obliged  to  make  a  court-yard,  or  the  street,  or  the  sea-shore,  serve  for  the 
ssme  doll  scene  through  the  whole  performance^  He  is  no  longer  forced 
to  measnre  his  time  by  the  hour-glass :  for,  as  the  falling  curtain,  at  stated  in*- 
terfab,  suspends  the  action,  and  clears  the  stage,  the  imagination  of  the  audi- 
ence IS,  as  it  were,  in  the  hands  of  the  poet,  and  the  lapse  of  minutes  can  easily 
be  fancied  the  flight  of  hours.  Thus,  then,  the  tragic  writer  of  our  days, 
though  he  still  observe  the  unity  of  action,  as  necessary  to  just  delineation 
of  character,  and  progressive  developement  of  plot,  has  seized  on  a  greater 
htitnde  of  time  and  place,  by  which  he  is  enabled  to  throw  more  variety  of 
scene,  intrigue,  incident,  and  action,  into  his  piece.  The  examination  of  any 
modem  tragedy  will  illustrate  the  truth  of  these  assertions.  In  Gustavus  Vasa, 
forinstaocej  the  action  first  lies  in  the  copper-mines,  then  in  the  ipountains  of 
Dafecarlia ;  now  in  the  camp,  now  in  its  precincts.  And  in  Philaster,  if  we 
iachide  the  various  apartments  of  the  palace,  the  scene  changes  no  less  than 
tvdve  times.  It  is  by  this  single  power  over  place,  that  the  modern  drama- 
tist is  enabled  so  to  involve  his  argument  and  aggregate  events,  as  to  arrest 
sttention  by  multiplicity  of  incident,  interest  by  perplexity  of  plot,  and  sur- 
prize by  unexpected  catastrophe.  To  employ  such  extensive  materials,  and 
iadnde  sach  variety  of  occurrence,  in  one  scene,  would  be  impossible :  and 
ill  the  interest  of  an  English  tragedy^  nay,  the  tragedy  itself,  would  be  anni- 
hilated in  an  attempt  to  adjust  it  to  the  ancient  model. 

Besides  the  advantages  already  enumerated,  we  possess,  in  the  passion  of 
lore,  a  rich  and  invaluable  mine  of  dramatic  gold,  so  little  explored  by  the  an^ 
cients,  that  that  tender  sentiment  does  not  form  the  foundation-plot  of  mor& 
than  one  of  the  Greek  tragedies.  And  this  will  appear  the  less  surprising, 
when  we  contemplate  the  amazing  distance,  at  which  women  were  kept  in 
those  primaeval  times ;  and  recollect,  that  female  performers  were  not  allowed 
OB  the  stage.  Happily  for  us,  joster  notions  of  human  nature,  and  purer  feel- 
n^  of  generous  attachment^  have  so  interwoven  and  blended  us  in  one  com- 
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mon  interest  with  the  fair  sex,  thai  th^ir  pleasures  and  pains  are  onrs^  nay^ 
rise  pre-eminent  over  those  of  man^  and  never  fail  to  excite  a  more  lively 
sympathy.  Accordingly,  though  overlooked  by  the  ancients,  to  what  interest* 
ing  scenes  does  the  passion  of  love  give  birth  in  the  hands  of  a  Southern,  a 
Congreve,  and  an  Otway  ?  Is  it  possible  to  view  the  romantic  feelings  of  Isa* 
bella,  without  sentiments  of  admiration  and  sympathetic  sorrow  ?  Where  shall 
we  find,  in  tragedy,  a  scene  more  truly  affecting,  thui  the  tenderness  and  dis- 
tress of  Castalio,  in  the  fine  interview  with  Monimia,  in  the  fifth  act  of  the 
Orphan  i  Can  any  thing  be  imagined  so  exquisite^  as  the  picture  of  conjugal 
affection,  and  persisting  fidelity,  in  the  characters  of  Almeria  and  Belvidera  i 

Having  thus  vindicated  the  superior  excellencies  of  the  modem  drama 
against  the  boasted  claims  of  Greece,  it  Would  be  agreeable  to  the  tenor  of 
the  editor's  plan^  and  the  objects  he  has  in  view,  to  shew,  that  Britain  pes* 
sesses  as  decided  a  pre-eminence^  in  this  branch  of  literature,  over  contempo- 
rary nations,  as  she  does  over  remote  antiquity.  An  examination  into  the 
state  of  the  various  theatres  of  Europe  would  incontettably  prove  the  truth  of 
this  remark.  But,  as  our  right  to  the  dramatic  palm  has  never  been  disputed, 
such  an  inquiry  seems  unnecessary.  It  remains,  therefore,  to  explain  the  mo- 
tives, which  led  the  editor  to  the  present  undertaking. 

Impressed  with  the  highest  admiration  of  our  Tragic  Muse,  the  editor  con- 
ceived, that  a  collection  of  her  best  works  would  be  highly  acceptable  to  the 
public,  on  account  of  the  difficulty,  that  at  present  exists,  of  procuring  the  fa- 
vourite productions  of  the  stage  in  a  convenient  form.  For  many  of  our  best 
tragedies  are  not  to  be  obtained,  except  in  a  detached  state^  and  others  are 
only  to  be  found  in  a  complete  edition  of  the  works  of  the  respective  author. 
So  that,  a  lover  of  the  drama  is  reduced  to  the  necessity,  either  of  scattering 
his  room  with  heaps  of  pamphlets,  or  loading  his  shelves  with  numerous  vo- 
lumes, of  which  the  dramatic  contents  bear  but  a  small  proportion  to  the  bulk 
of  foreign  matter.  It  is  the  purpose  of  publications  like  the  present  to  obviate 
these  inconveniences.  But  his  predecessors,  in  this  humble  walk  of  literaturcj 
have  given  to  the'world  miscellanies,  rather  than  selections :  they  have  fre- 
quently jumbled  together,  in  the  same  volume.  Tragedy,  Comedy,  and  Farce, 
without  attention  either  to  choice  or  arrangement.  They  have  preferred  with- 
out taste,  and  distributed  without  judgment.  .So  that,  in  such  volumes,  it  is 
no  unonnmon  thing  to  see  the  **  Lying  Valet"  precede  ''  Cato/'  and  the 
''  Roman  Father"  following  '^  Miss  in  her  Teens." 


Ai^  as  Tragedy  and  Comedy  possess  entirely  distinct  characters,  the  former 
bciBg  intimately  related  to  epic  poetry,  and  rising  ahove  it  in  lofty  style  and 
soblime  imagery^  ivfaile  the  latter  is  the  most  perfect,  as  it  more  resembles 
commoii  conYeisation,  it  has  been  thought  more  classical  to  publish  perform- 
ances, so  essentially  di£Eerentfrom  each  other,  in  distinct  volumes,  rather  than 
coofoond  tfiem  in  heterogeneous  combination.  The  editor  has  therefore  pre- 
pared one  Tolnme  of  Tragedies,  another  of  Comedies,  and  a  third  of  Farces  and 
Operas,  which,  together,  will,  it  is  presumed,  be  found  to  constitute  a  commo* 
dious,  cheap,  and  judicious  theatrical  library,  while  the  public  will  find  the 
advantage  of  arrangement,  in  being  able  to  procure  either  volume  separately, 
if  there  shooid  be  any  persons,  who  exclusively  prefer  either  species  of  coropo- 
alioB*  The  man  of  sentiment  and  the  humourist  can  now  suit  themselves  ac- 
conling  to  their  respective  tastes.  Nor  is  Heraclitus  obliged  to  buy  glees,  nor 
DemocritDs  ditties,  bound  up  with  the  appropriate  objects  of  Aeir  individual 
paradt.  Even  those,  who  are  equally  admirers  of  the  Comic  and  Tragic  Muse, 
will  find  a  convenience  in  this  division,  as  they  will  hereby  be  better  enabled 
to  gratify  the  inclination  of  the  moment,  whether  it  tend  to  the  grave  or  gay. 
And^  as  each  play  has  been  chronologically  arranged,  the  reflecting  mind  will 
be  able  to  see  the  progressive  changes,  that  have  taken  place  in  dramatic  com- 
position, and  mark  the  distinct  sera  of  improvement. 

Such,  then,  have  been  the.  motives  of  this  publication,  and  the  principles 
which  have  guided  the  editor  in  its  arrangement.  If  the  execution  be  an- 
swerable to  his  own  wishes  and  intentions,  this  volume  of  Tragedies  may 
serve  as  a  register  of  national  genius.  For  dramatic  composition,  of  this 
kind,  as  it  is  the  most  valuable,  so  is  it  the  most  difficult  of  all  Ihe  spe- 
cies of  poetry :  it  demands  the  most  bold  and  vigorous  conceptions^ 
the  most  rich  imagery,  tender  description,  and  impassioned  language; 
it  imposes  a  restraint  on  the  inordinate  flights  of  poetic  enthusiasm,  and 
forbids  imagination  to  overstep  the  lines  of  character,  or  soar  beyond  the 
regions  of  probability.  Yet  this  is  not  all,  that  is  required  of  the  Tragic  writer. 
It  is  not  sufficient,  that  he  be  poetical  and  chaste,  unless  his  plot  be  so  con- 
ducted as  to  excite  a  perpetual  interest ;  the  incidents  roust  seem  to  retard, 
while  they  hurry  on,  the  main  object ;  and  neither  glowing  thoughts,  nor  me- 
lodious numbers,  will  compensate  for  tediousness  of  dialogue.  Criticism,  in  no 
instance,  dispenses  with  the  observance  of  these  rules.  And  while  Diyden 
and  Lee  are  condemned  for  extravagant  thoughts  and  glowing  superfluities. 
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Thomson  and  Johnson  have  not  escaped  censure  for  nakedness  of  plot,  and 
the  want  of  a  rapid  succession  of  unexpected  incidents.  In  a  style  of  compo- 
sition, therefore,  which  requires  such  concentrated  talents  to  succeed,  a  bold 
imagination  to  conceive,  and  a  correct  taste  to  execute,  it  is  thought  that  a  se- 
lection of  the  best  performances  may  be  justly  admitted  as  the  testimony  of  na- 
tional genius ;  and  in  the  specimens  which  are  now  submitted  to  the  public,  the 
editor  is  confident,  that  the  manifold  beauties  will  npt  only  gratify  the  taste^ 
but  flatter  liie  patriot-pride  of  an  English  reader,  when  he  contemplates,  in 
their  unrivalled  exoellencies,  the  literary  superiority  of  Britain,  not  only  over 
ancient  Greece,  but  over  all  the  kingdoms  of  modem  Europe. 

It  was  the  editor's  wish  to  insert  a  few  of  the  best  of  Shakespeare's  plays  in 
these  volumes,  but  several  causes  have  prevented  it:  the  difficulty  of  selection, 
the  number  that  are  truly  excellent,  and  the  universal  practice  of  publishing 
his  immortal  works  in  a  body  by  themselves.  Besides,  there  is  already  an 
edition  of  his  plays,  in  a  form  similar  to  the  present,  which,  with  the3e  volumea. 
will  form  a  complete  British  Drama. 
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1713 380 

1715 400 

1720 422 

1721 445 

1730 ■•  467 

1735 489 

1736  —  508 


Year. 
Arden  of  Feversham  Lillo    ., 1730 

GustavusVasa , Brooke.. 1739 

Mahomet    Miller    1744 

Tancred  and  Sigimmda    Thomson    1744 

• Johnson 1749 

** Whitehead 1750 

• Young 1752 

•••» •f  •••••Moore  . 1753 

• Glover    1753 

•• Whitehead 1754 

•'•• •••••Brown 1755 

Douglas Home 1757 

Isabella Southern    1*^5^% 

The  Orphan  of  China •  • Murpuy 1759 

The  Countess  of  Salisbury Hartson    .  . .  ^  .  .  1767 

The  Earl  of  Warwick   Franklin 1767. 

ienobia *•  ••^Murphy 17^8  . 

The  Grecian  Daughter Ditto 1772  • 

Matilda     f. Franklin 1775. 


Irene  

The  Roman  Father 

The  Brothers 

The  Gamester    •  •  • 

Boadicea    • • 

Creusa •  • 

Barbarossa  ...... 


pRgp. 
-520 

-539 
-564 
-584 

•609 
•631 
-648 
•672 
'696 
714 
■734 
'7SS 

774^ 
794 
817 
835 
853 
876 
89a 
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THE 


MAID'S  TRAGEDY. 


BY 


BEAUMOyr  AND  FLETCHER, 


DRAMATIS  PERSON.E. 


id  EN. 

L«ipprs>  broiher  to  the  king. 
.4jri5TO&,  a  nMe  gentleman. 

Dnn^l^  \  ^^^^  ^o  Evadae, 
Cailasax,  or  M  humourous  hrd,  and  father 
to  Aspatia. 

DiACORAS^  a  iervant  to  Calianar. 

ScenCy — 


WOMEN. 

EvADKE,  tcife  to  Amintor, 

Asp  AT  I  A,  trothrf  light  wife  to  Amintor, 

Olympias  '  (  ^^iii^g  gentlewomen  to  Aspatia, 

Dula,  a  lady, 
N16HT,     ^ 
Cynthia,  f 
Nbptun^J'^^^"^''*' 

Rhodes. 


ACT     I. 


Enter  Clcoit,  Stbato,  Lysipp€S,  and 

DiPBILUS. 

Clam.  The  rest  are  nuiking  ready^  sir. 

L$fs.  So  let  them ;  there  is  dme  enough. 

J^A.  You  are  the  brother  to  the  king,  my 
kvd;  we  will  take  your 'word. 

I^  Scratoi,  thou  hast  some  skill  in  poetry : 
What  thiok'st  thou  of  the  masque?  Will  it  be  well? 

Strai.  As  weD  as  masque  can  be. 

Ljft.  As  maaque  can  be  ? 

Strmt.  Yes;  thej  must  commend  their  king,  and 
•P^  in  f^use  or  the  assembly ;  bless  the  bride 
^  bridc^eroom,  in  person  of  some  god.  They 
anf  tied  to  rules  of  flattery. 

CU.  Sec,  good  my  lord,  who  is  returned ! 


Enter  Melantius. 


Lys.  Noble  Melantius  !  the  land,  by  mc^ 
Welcomes  thy  virtues  home  to  Rhodes. 
Thou,  that  with  blood  abroad  buvest  us  our  peace  I 
The  breath  of  kings  is  like  the  oreath  of  gods ; 
My  brother  wished  thee  here,  and  thou  art  here. 
He  will  be  too  kind,  and  weary  thee  with 
Often  welcomes.    But  the  time  doth  give  thee 
A  welcome  above  his,  or  all  the  world's. 

Mel,  My  lord,  my  thanks ;  but  these  scratched 
limbs  of  mine 
Have  spoke  my  love  and  truth  unto  my  friends. 
More  tnan  my  tongue  e'er  could.   My  mind's  tlie 

same 
It  ever  was  to  you :  Where  I  find  worth 
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I  love  the  keeper  till  he  let  it  go. 
And  then  I  follow  it. 

Diph.  Hail,  worthy  brother ! 
He,  that  rejoices  not  at  your  return 
In  safety,  is  mine  enemy  for  ever.  • 

MeL  I  thank  thee,  Diphilu$.    But  thou  art 
faulty ; 
I  sent  for  thee  to  exercise  thine  arms 
With  me  at  Patria:  Thou  cam'iit  not,  Diphilus; 
It  was  ill. 

Diph,  My  noble  brother,  my  excuse 
Is  my  king's  straight  command ;  which  you,  my  lord, 
Can  witness  with  me. 

Lyg.  It  is  true,  Melantius ; 
He  might  not  come,  till  the  solemnity 
Of  this  great  match  was  past. 

Diph,  Have  you  heard  of  it  ? 

Mel,  Yes.    I  have  given  cause  to  those,  that 
Envy  my  deeds  abroad,  to  call  me  gamesome : 
I  have  no  other  business  here  at  Rhodes. 

Lys,  We  have  a  masque  to-night,  and  you  must 
tread 
A  soldier's  measure. 

Mel.  These  soft  and  silken  wars  are  not  for  mc : 
The  music  must  be  shrill,  and  all  confused, 
That  stirs  my  blood ;  and  then  I  dance  with  arms. 
But  is  Amintor  wed  ? 

Diph,  This  day. 

Mel,  All  joys  upon  him !  for  he  is  my  friend. 
Wonder  not,  tliat  I  call  a  man  so  young  my  friend : 
His  worth  is  great;  valiant  he  is,  and  temperate; 
And  one  that  never  thinks  his  life  his  ovvii, 
If  his  friend  need  it    When  he  was  a  boy. 
As  oft  as  I  returned  (as,  without  boast, 
I  brought  home  conquest)  he  would  gaze  upon  me. 
And  view  me  round,  to  find  in  what  one  umb 
The  virtue  lay  to  do  those  things  he  heard. 
Then  would  ne  wish  to  see  my  sword,  and  feel 
The  quickness  of  the  edge,  and  in  his  hand 
\Veign  it :  He  oft  would  make  me  smile  at  this. 
His  youth  did  promise  much,  and  his  ripe  years 
Will  see  it  all  performed. 

Enter  Aspatia,  passing  by. 

Hail,  maid  and  wife ! 
Thou  fair  Aspatia,  may  the  holy  knot. 
That  thou  hast  tied  to-day,  last  till  the  hand 
Of  age  undo  it !  mayest  thou  bring  a  race 
Unto  Amintor,  that  may  fill  the  world 
Successively  with  soldiers ! 

Asp,  My  hard  fortunes 
Desenc  not  scorn ;  for  I  was  never  proud, 
When  they  were  good.  .      .  [^xii, 

MeL  How  is  tlus  ? 

Lys,  You  are  mistaken, 
For  she  is  not  married. 

MeL  You  said  Amintor  was, 

Diph,  It  is  true ;  but 

MeL  Pardon  me,  I  did  receive 
letters  at  Patria  from  my  Amintor, 
lliat  he  should  marry  her. 

Diph,  And  so  it  stood 
Ip  all  opinion  long ;  but  ^*our  arrival 


Made  me  imagine,  you  had  heard  the  change. 

MeL  Who  hadi  he  taken  then  ? 

Lys,  A  lady,  sir. 
That  bears  the  light  above  her,  and  strikes  dead 
With  flashes  of  her  eye:  the  fair  Evadne^ 
Your  virtuous  sister. 

MeL  Peace  of  heart  betwixt  them ! 
But  this  is  strange. 

Lys,  The  king  my  brother  did  it 
To  honour  you ;  and  these  solemnities 
Are  at  his  charge. 

MeL  It  is  royal,  like  himself.    But  I  am  sad 
My  speech  bears  so  unfortunate  a  sound 
To  beautiful  Aspatia.    There  is  rage 
Hid  in  her  father's  breast,  Calianax, 
Bent  long  against  me;  and  he  should  not  think. 
If  I  could  call  it  back,  that  I  would  take 
So  base  revenges,  as  to  scorn  the  state 
Of  his  neglected  daughter.    Holds  he  still 
His  greatness  with  the  king  ? 

Lys,  Yes.    But  this  lady 
Walks  discontented,  with  her  watery  eyes 
Bent  on  the  earth.    The  unfrequented  woods 
Are  her  delight;  and,  when  she  sees  a  Imnk 
Stuck  full  of  flowers,  she,  with  a  s^h,  will  tell 
Her  servants,  what  a  pretty  place  it  were 
To  bury  lovers  in ;  and  make  her  maids 
Pluck  them,  and  strew  her  over  like  a  corse. 
She  carries  with  her  an  infectious  grief, 
That  strikes  all  her  beholders ;  she  will  sing 
The  moumfullest  things,  that  ever  ear  hath  heiMT(, 
And  sigh,  and  sin^  again  ;rand,  when  the  res( 
Of  our  young  ladies,  in  their  wanton  blood. 
Tell  mirthful  talcs  in  course,  that  fill  the  room 
With  laughter,  she  will,  with  so  sad  a  look. 
Bring  forth  a  story  of  the  silent  death 
Of  some  forsaken  virgin,  which  her  grief 
Will  put  in  such  a  phrase,  that,  ere  she  end. 
She'll  send  them  weeping  one  by  one  away. 

MeL  She  has  a  brother  under  ipy  comiiiluidy 
Like  her ;  a  face  as  womanish  as  hers ; 
But  with  a  spirit,  that  hath  much  out-grov^n 
The  number  of  his  years. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Cle.  My  lord,  the  bridegroom ! 

MeL  1  might  run  fiercely,  not  more  hastily. 
Upon  my  foe.    I  love  thee  well,  Amintor ; 
My  mouth  is  much  too  narrow  for  my  heait ; 
I  ioy  to  look  o|)on  those  eyes  of  thine ; 
Thou  art  my  friend,  but  my  disordered  speech 
Cuts  oflTmy  love. 

Amin,  Thou  art  Melantius ; 
All  love  is  spoke  in  that.    A  sacrifice. 
To  thank  the  gods  Melantius  is  retum'd 
In  safety !  Victory  sits  on  his  sword. 
As  she  was  wont :  May  she  build  there  and  dwell ; 
And  may  thy  armour  be,  as  it  hath  been, 
Only  thy  valour  and  thy  innocence  \ 
What  endless  treasures  would  our  enemies  give. 
That  I  might  hold  thee  still  thus ! 

MeL  I  am  but  poor 
In  words;  but  creolt  nbe,  young  man,  thy  mother 
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Could  db  no  more  bat  weep  for  joy  to  see  thee 
After  kmg  whnnMce  z  All  the  wounds,  I  have, 
Feftii'd  oot  so  macfa  away,  nor  all  the  cries 
Of  widowed,  mothers.    Biut  this  is  peace, 
And  thai  was  war. 

Amin.  Pardoii,  thou  holy  god 
Of  maniage^ied,  and  frown  not ;  I  am  forc'd. 
In  answer  of  sodi  noble  tears  as  those, 
To  ««ep  upon  my  wedding-day. 

Met  I  fear  thou  art  gipwn  too  fickle;  for  I  hear 
A  ladTmoonis  for  thee ;  men  say,  to  death ; 
Fonaken  of  thee;  on  what  tenns  I  know  not. 

Jmm.  She  had  my  promise  but  the  king  forbad  it, 
And  made  me  make  this  worthy  chance,  thy  sister, 
Accompanied  with  graces  far  above  her ; 
Widi  whom  I  long  to  lose  my  lus^  youth, 
Aod  grow  old  in  her  arms. 

McL  Be  prosperous ! 

Enter  Messenger. 

Mest,  My  IcHd,  the  masquers  rage  for  you. 

XyiL  We  are  gone.    Cleon,  Strato,  Diphilus — 

Jmm.  We  willall  attend  you.  Wc  shall  trouble 
yoa 
Wtth  our  solemnities. 

Met  Not  soi,  Amintor: 
Bat  if  yon  langh  at  my  rude  carriage 
In  peaces  111  do  as  much  for  you  in  war, 
When  yoa  come  thither.    Yet  I  have  a  mistress 
To  bring  to  yoor  delfts ;  rough  though  I  am, 
I  have  a  mistress,  and  ^e  has  a  heart, 
She  says ;  but,  trust  me,  it  is  stone,  no  better ; 
There  is  no  place,  that  I  can  challenge  in  it 
Bat  yoa  stand  still,  and  here  my  way  lies. 

Enter  Calianax  with  Diagoras. 

CdL  DtagQias,  look  to  the  doors  better,  for 
jbme !  you  let  in  all  the  world,  and  anon  die 
king  will  rail  at  me — why,  very  well  said — by 
Jore,  die  king  will  have  the  show  in  the  court. 

Diag.  Why  do  you  swear  so,  my  lord  ?  You 
Ldow,  he  wfll  have  it  here. 

CaL  By  this  light,  if  he  be  wise,  he  will  not. 

Diag.  And,  if  ne  will  not  be  wise,  you  are  for- 
sworn. 

C«l  One  may  wear  out  his  heart  with  swear^ 
io^  and  get  thanks  on  no  side.    I'll  be  gone — 


knk  to  it,  who  will. 

Diag.  My  lord,  I  shall  never  keep  them  out. 
Piav,  stay ;  your  looks  will  terrify  them. 

CmL  Ay  looks  terrify  them,  vou  coxcombly 
asfi,  vou !  I  will  be  judged  by  all  the  company, 
vhe^ier  thou  hast  not  a  worse  face  than  I. 

Diag,  I  mean,  because  they  know  you  and 
ToaroSke. 

'  Co/.  Office !  I  would  I  could  put  it  off:  I  am 
sore  I  sweat  quite  through  my  office.  I  might 
have  made  room  at  my  da^ghter^s  weddins :  they 
kare  near  killed  her  among  them ;  and  now  I 
moat  do  aeriice  for  him,  that  hath  forsaken  her. 
Serve,  that  will.  [Exit, 

Diag.  He  is  so  humourous  since  his  daughter 
was  forsaken. — Hark,  hark !  there,  there  !  so,  so ! 
Code^  Codes !  [Knock  witkin.]    What  now  ? 


Mel.  [within.]  Open  the  dooi. 
Diag.  Who  is  there  ? 
MeL  [within]  Melantius. 
Diag.  I  hope  your  lordship  brings  no  troop 
with  you ;  for,  if  you  do,  I  must  return  them. 

Enter  Melantius  and  a  Lady. 

Mel.  None  but  this  lady,  sir. 

Diag.  The  ladies  are  all  placed  above,  save 
those,  that  come  in  the  king's  troop :  The  best 
of  Rhodes  sit  there,  and  there  is  room. 

MeL  I  thank  you,  »r.  When  I  have  seen  you 
placed,  madam,  I  must  attend  the  king ;  but,  the 
masque  done,  I'll  wait  on  you  again. 

Dia^.  Stand  back  there — room  for  my  lord 
Melantius — pray,  bear  back — this  is  no  place  for 
such  youths  and  their  trull»— let  the  doors  shut 
again. — No  !— do  your  heads  itch  ?  I  will  scratch 
them  for  you. — So,  now  thrust  and  hang. — Again ! 
who  is  it  now  ? — I  cannot  blame  ray  lord  Cali- 
anax for  going  away :  Would  he  were  here  !  he 
would  run  raging  among  them,  and  break  a  dozen 
wiser  heads  tnan  his  own,  in  the  twinkling  of  an 
eye. — ^What's  the  news  now  ? 

Within.]  I  pray  you,  can  you  help  me  to  tlie 
speech  of  the  master-cook  ? 

Diag.  If  I  open  the  door,  I  will  cook  some  of 
your  calves  heaas.  Peace,  rogues ! — Again !  wlio 
IS  it? 

Mel.  [within.]  Melantius. 

Enter  Calianax. 

CaL  Let  him  not  in. 

Diag.  O,  my  lord,  I  must.  Make  room  tlicre 
for  my  lord. 

Enter  Melaktius. 
Is  your  lady  placed  ?  [To  MeL 

MeL  Yes,  sir, 
I  thank  you.    My  lord  Calianax,  well  met. 
Your  causeless  hate  to  me,  I  hope,  is  buried. 

CaL  Yes,  I  do  service  for  your  sister  here. 
That  brings  my  own  poor  child  to  timeless  death : 
She  loves  your  friend  Amintor ;  such  another 
False-hearted  lord  as  you. 

MeL  You  do  me  wrong, 
A  most  unoianly  one.  and!  am  slow 
In  taking  vengeance  !  But  be  well  advised. 

CaL  It  may  be  so.  W1io  placed  the  lady  diere, 
So  near  the  presence  of  the  King  ? 

MeL  I  did. 

CaL  My  lord,  she  must  not  sit  there. 

MeL  Why  ? 

Ca/.Tlie  place  is  kep  for  women  of  more  worth. 

MeL  More  wortli  than  she  ?  It  mis»-bccouics 
your  age. 
And  place,  to  be  thus  womanish.     Forbear ! 
What  you  have  spoke,  I  am  content  to  think 
The  palsy  shook  your  tongue  to. 

CaL  Why,  it  is  well,  if  I  stand  here  to  place 
men*s  wenches. 

MeL  I  shall  forget  this  place,  thy  age,  my  safety, 
And,  thorough  all,  cut  that  poor  sickly  week. 
Thou  hast  to  live,  away  from  thee. 

CaL  Nay,  I  know  you  can  fight  for  vour  whore. 
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MeL  Bate  the  kine,  «nd  be  he  flesh  and  blood, 
He  lies,  that  says  it !  Tlw  mother  at  fifteen 
Was  black  and  sinful  to  her. 

Diag.  Good  my  lord  ! 

MeL  Some  god  pluck  threescore  years  from 
that  fond  man. 
That  I  may  kill  him,  and  not  stain  mine  honour. 
It  is  the  curse  of  soldiers,  that  in  peace 
They  shall  be  braved  by  such  ignoble  men, 
As,  if  the  land  were  troubled,  would  with  tears 
And  knees  beg  succour  from  them.   HVould,  that 

blood, 
That  sea  of  blood,  that  I  have  lost  in  fight, 
Were  nmning  in  thy  veins,  that  it  might  make  thee 
Apt  to  say  less,  or  able  to  maintain, 
Snould'st  thou  say  more !  This  Rhodes,  I  see,  is 

nought 
But  a  place  privileged  to  do  men  wrong. 

Cal.  Ay,  you  may  say  your  pleasure. 

Enter  Amintob. 

Ainin.  "What  vile  injury 
Has  stirred  my  worthy  friend,  who  is  as  slow 
To  fight  with  words  as  he  is  quick  of  hand  ? 

Mei.  That  heap  of  age,  which  I  should  reve- 
rence. 
If  it  were  temperate ;  but  testy  years 
Arc  most  contemptible. 

Am  in.  Good  sir,  forbear. 

Cal.  There  is  just  such  another  as  yourself. 

Amin,  He  will  wrong  you,  or  me,  or  any  man, 
And  talk  as  if  he  had  no  life  to  lose. 
Since  this  our  match.    The  king  is  coming  in : 
I  would  not  for  more  wealth  tlian  I  enjoy, 
He  siioutd  perceive  you  raging.     He  did  hear 
You  were  at  difference  now,  which  hastened  him. 

CaL  Make  room  there  !  [Hautboys pUti/ within. 

EnterKivCf  Evadne,  Aspatia,  lords,  and  ladies. 

King.  Mclantlus,  thou  art  welcome,  and  my  love 
Is  with  thee  still :  But  this  is  not  a  place 
To  brabble  in.    Calianax,  join  hands. 

Cal.  He  .shall  not  have  my  hand. 

King.  This  is  no  time 
To  force  you  to  it.    I  do  love  you  both : 
Calianax,  you  look  well  to  your  office ; 
And  you,  Melantius,  are  welcome  home. 
Begin  the  masque ! 

Aiel.  Sister,  I  joy  to  see  you,  and  your  choice. 
You  looked  with  my  eyes,  when  you  took  that  man: 
Be  happy  in  him  !  [Recorders  play. 

Erad.  O,  my  dearest  brother .' 
Your  presence  is  more  joyful  than  this  day 
Can  he  unto  me. 

THE  MASQUE. 

Ni^kt  rises  in  mists. 
Night.  Our  reign  is  come;  for  in  the  raging  sea 
The  sun  is  drowned,  and  with  him  fell  the  day. 
Bright  Cinthia,  hear  my  voice ;  I  am  the  Night, 
For  whom  thou  bear'st  about  thy  borrowed  light. 
Appear ;  no  longer  thy  pale  visage  shroud, 
But  strike  thy  silver  faioms  quite  through  a  cloud, 
ATid  send  a  beam  upon  my  swarthy  face ; 


By  which  I  may  discover  all  the  place 
And  persons,  and  how  many  longmg  eyet 
Are  come  to  wait  on  our  scuemnities. 

Enter  Cinthia. 

How  dull  and  black  am  I !  I  could  not  find 
This  beauty  without  thee,  I  am  so  blind. 
Methinks,  they  shew  like  to  those  eastern  streaks. 
That  warn  us  hence,  before  the  morning  breaks. 
Back,  my  pale  servant,  for  these  eyes  know  how 
To  shoot  far  more  and  quicker  rays  than  thou. 
Cinth.  Great  queen,  they  be  a  troop,  for  whom 
alone 
One  of  my  clearest  moons  I  have  put  on ; 
A  troop,  that  looks  as  if  thyself  and  I 
Had  plucked  our  reins  in,  and  our  whips  laid  by. 
To  gaze  upon  these  mortals,  that  appear 
Brighter  than  we. 

Night.  Then  let  us  keep  them  here ; 
And  never  jnore  our  chariots  drive  away, 
But  hold  our  places,  and  out-shine  the  clay. 
Cinth.  Great  queen  of  shadows,  you  are  pleased 
to  speak 
Of  more  than  may  be  done :.  We  may  not  break 
The  gods'  decrees ;  but,  when  our  time  is  come. 
Must  drive  away,  and  give  the  day  our  room. 
Night.  Thenshiue  at  full,  fair  queen,  and  by 
thy  power 
Produce  a  birth,  to  crown  this  happy  hour. 
Of  nymphs  and  shepherds :  Let  their  songs  dis* 

cover. 
Easy  and  sweet,  who  is  a  happy  lover. 
Or,  if  thou  vioo%  then  call  thuie  own  Endymion, 
From  the  sweet  flowery  bed  he  lies  upon. 
On  Latnius'  top,  thy  pale  beams  drawn  away ; 
And  of  this  long  night  let  liim  make  a  day. 
Cinth.  Thou  dream'st,  dark  queen;  that  fair 
boy  was  not  mine. 
Nor  went  I  down  to  kiss  him.    Ease  and  wine 
Have  bred  these  bold  talcs:  Poets,  when  they  rage. 
Turn  gods  to  men,  and  make  an  hour  an  age. 
But  I  will  give  a  greater  state  and  glory, 
And  raise  to  time  a  noble  memory 
Of  what  these  lovers  are.     Rise,  rise,  I  say. 
Thou  power  of  deeps ;  thy  surges  lade  away, 
Neptune,  great  king  of  waters,  and  by  me 
Be  proud  to  be  commanded. 

Neptune  rises, 

Nept.  Cinthia,  see, 
Thy  word  hath  fetch'd  me  hither :  Let  me  know^ 
Why  I  ascend  .* 

Cinth.  Doth  this  majestic  show 
Give  thee  no  knowledge  yet  ? 

Nept.  Yes,  now  I  see 
Something  intended,  Cinthia,  worthy  thee. 
Go  on ;  Til  be  a  helper. 

Cinth,  Hie  thee,  then, 
And  charge  the  wind  fly  from  his  rocky  den. 
Let  loose  thy  subjects ;  only  Boreas, 
Too  foul  for  our  intention,  as  he  was, 
Still  keep  him  fast  chained :  We  must  have  not\o 

here 
But  vernal  blasts,  and  gentle  winds  appear ; 
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SmAmlkm  flowers,  and  thro'  the  glad  boughs 


Muf  soft  wdoomes  to  the  lusty  spring : 
Iloe  are  our  muac    Next,  thy  watery  race 
Bring  on  b  couples  (we  are  pleased  to  grace 
This  ooUe  n^^X  ^*^h  ^  ^^^  richest  Siings 
Yoor  own  deeps»  or  the  broken  vessel,  brings. 
Be  oodigal,  and  I  shall  be  as  kind, 
Aod  shine  at  full  upon  you. 

Nept,  Ho !  the  wind- 
Conmuinding  JEolus ! 

Enter  JEjoi.rSy  out  of  a  rock. 

MbL  Gieat  Neptune  ? 

l*grf.  He. 

i£0^  What  is  thy  will  ? 

^e^.  We  do  command  thee  free 
Tsfomus,  and  thy  milder  winds,  to  wait 
Upon  our  Cinthia ;  but  tie  Boreas  straight ; 
He's  too  rebellious. 

i£oiL  I  shaU  do  k. 

Jitft.  Do. 

MiL  Great  master  of  the  flood,  and  all  below, 

Hij  foil  command  has  taken. Ho !  the  Main ! 

NepCime! 

atft.  Here. 

JUL  Boreas  has  broke  his  chain. 
And,  straggling,  with  the  rest  has  got  away. 

Acpf.  Let  him  alone,  Fll  take  him  up  at  sea ; 
Be  Hill  not  long  be  thence.    Go  once  again, 
And  call  out  of  the  bottoms  of  the  main 
Bhe  Proteus,  and  the  rest ;  charge  them  put  on 
Hieir  greatest  pearls,  and  the  most  sparkling  stone 
Ibe  beaten  rock  breeds ;  'till  this  night  is  done 
%  me  a  solemn  honour  to  the  moon. 
Flj,  like  a  full  sail. 

Sd.  I  am  gone. 

Cintk  Dark  Nig^t, 
Sbike  a  full  silence ;  do  a  thorough  right 
To  dus  great  diorus ;  that  our  music  may 
Touch  kigb  as  heaven,  and  make  the  east  break 

•  day 
Atnud-ni^  [Munc, 

SONG. 

CuMoj  to  thy  power  and  thee, 

We  obey. 
Joy  to  this  great  company  ! 

And  no  day 
Come  to  steal  this  night  away, 

*TUI  the  rites  of  love  are  ended ; 
And  the  lusty  bridegroom  say. 
Welcome,  light,  ^'all  befriended. 

Pace  out,  you  watery  powers  below  ; 

Let  yourjeet, 
like  the  gallies  when  they  row, 

Even  beat, 
letwur  unknown  measures,  set 
To  the  stiU  winds,  tell  to  all, 
That  gods  are  come,  immortal,  great. 
To  honour  this  great  nuptial. 

£The  measure. 


SONG. 

Hold  back  thy  hours,  dark  Night,  till  we  have 
done : 

The  day  will  come  too  soon ; 
Young  maids  will  curse  thee,  if  thou  steaVst  away, 
And  leav*st  their  losses  open  to  the  day  : 

Stay,  stay,  and  hide 

The  blushes  of  the  bride. 
Stay,  gentle  Night,  and  with  thy  darkness  cover 

The  kisses  of  her  lover. 
Stay,  and  confound  her  tears,  and  her  shrill  cry 

ings. 
Her  weak  denials,  vous,  and  often  dyings  ; 

Stay,  and  hide  all. 

But  help  not,  tho'  she  call 

Nept,  Great  queen  of  us  and  heaven,  hear 
what  I  bring 
To  make  this  hour  a  full  one, 
If  not  o*enneasure. 

Cinth.  Speak,  sea's  king. 

Nept.  Tlie  tunes  my  Amphitrite  joys  to  have. 
When  they  will  dance  upon  the  rising  wave, 
And  court  me  as  she  sails.    My  tritons,  play 
Music  to  lead  a  storm ;  Til  lead  the  way. 

[Jfcflswre. 

SONG. 

To  bed,  to  bed ;  come  Hymen,  lead  the  bride, 
And  lay  her  by  her  husband*s  side  : 

Bring  in  the  virgins  every  one. 

That  grieve  to  lie  alone ; 
That  ihey  may  kiss  while  they  may  say,  a  maid; 
To-morrow,  Uwill  be  other,  kis^d,  and  said. 

Hesperus  be  long  a  shining, 

Whilst  these  lovers  are  wtwining. 

Mol  Ho!  Neptune! 

Nept.  iliolus! 

JEoL  The  seas  go  high, 
Boreas  hath  rais'd  a  storm :  Go  and  apply 
Thy  trident ;  else,  I  prophesy,  ere  day 
Many  a  tall  ship  will  be  cast  away. 
Descend  with  all  thy  gods,  and  all  their  power. 
To  strike  a  calm. 

Cinth,  A  thanks  to  every  one,  and  to  gratulatc 
So  great  a  service,  done  at  my  desire, 
Ye  shall  have  many  floods,  fuller  and  higher 
Than  you  have  wished  for ;  no  ebb  shall  dare 
To  let  the  day  see,  where  your  dwellings  arc. 
Now  back  unto  your  government  in  haste, 
Lest  your  proud  charge  should  swell  above  the 

waste, 
And  win  upon  the  island. 

Nept.  We  obey. 

S Neptune  descends,  and  the  sea  god^. 
d  up  thy  head,  dead  Night;  secst 
thou  not  day  ? 
The  east  begins  to  lighten :  I  must  down, 
And  give  my  brother  plnce. 
Night.  Oh,  I  could  frown 
To  see  the  Day ;  the  Day,  that  flings  his  light 
Upon  my  kingdom,  and  contemns  old  Night ! 
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Let  him  {*o  on  and  flame !  I  hope  to  see 
Another  wild-fire  in  his  axletree ; 
And  all  fall  drenched.  But  I  forgot;  speak,  queen. 
The  day  grows  on ;  I  must  no  more  De  seen. 

Cinth.  Heave  up  thy  drowsy  head  again,  and  see 
A  greater  light,  a  greater  majesty, 
Between  our  sect  and  us !  Whip  up  thy  team  ! 
The  day-break's  here,  and  yon  sun-flaring  beam 
Shot  from  the  south.  Say,  ^hich  way  wilt  diou  go  ? 

Night.  V\\  vanish  into  mists. 


Cinth.  I  into  day. 

The  *Masqu£  Ends. 


[£reiiiif. 


JiCtn^.  Take  lights  there.   Ladies^  get  the  bride 
to  bed. 
We  will  not  sec  you  laid.    Good  nighty  Amintor  ; 
We'll  ease  you  of  that  tedious  ceremony. 
Were  it  my  case,  I  ^loald  think  time  run  slow. 

Amin.  All  happiness  to  yoa. 

King.  Good  night,  Melantius.  [Exeunf. 


ACT    11. 


Enter  Hvadne,  Aspatia,  Dula,  and  other  la- 
dies, 

Evad»  Dula,  'Would,  tliou  could'st  instil 
Some  of  thy  mirth  into  Aspatia ! 
Nothing  but  sad  thoughts  in  her  breast  do  dwell : 
Methinks,  a  mean  betwixt  you  would  do  well. 

Dula.  She  is  in  love  :  Hang  me,  if  I  were  so, 
But  I  could  run  my  country.    I  love,  too. 
To  do  those  things  that  people  in  love  do. 

Aspj  It  were,  a  timeless  smile  should  prove  my 
check : 
It  were  a  fitter  hour  for  roe  to  laugh, 
When  at  the  altar  the  religious  priest 
Were  pacifying  the  offended  powers 
With  s^rim^,  than  now.   This  should  have  been 
My  ni|rht :  and  all  your  hands  have  been  employed 
In  giving  roe  a  spotless  offering 
To  young  Amintor's  bed,  as  we  are  now 
For  you.    Pardon,  Evadne ;  'would,  my  worth 
Were  ereat  as  yours,  or  that  the  king,  or  he, 
Or  both,  thought  so !  Perhaps,  he  found  roe  worth- 
less: 
But,  till  he  did  so,  in  these  ears  of  mine. 
These  credulous  cars,  he  poured  the^weetest  words 
That  art  or  love  could  frame.    If  he  were  false, 
Pardon  it,  Heaven  !  Aild  if  I  did  want 
Virtue,  you  safely  may  forgive  that  too ; 
For  I  have  lost  none,  that  I  had  from  you. 

Evad.  Nay,  leave  this  sad  talk,  madam. 

Atp.  'Would,  I  could !  then  should  I  leave  the 
cause. 

Erad.  See,  if  you  have  not  spoiled  all  Dula's 
mirth. 

Afp.  TTiou  thinkest  thy  heart  hard;  but  if  thou 
bc'st  caught. 
Remember  me ;  thou  shaft  perceive  a  fire 
Shot  snddcnly  into  tliee. 

Dula.  That's  not  so  good ;  let  them  shoot  any 
thing  but  fire,  I  fear  them  not 

Atp.  Well,  wench,  thbu  ma/st  be  taken. 

Evad.  Ladies,  good  night:  Tlldo  the  rest  myself. 

Dula,  Nay,  let  your  lord  do  some. 

Asp.  Lay  a  garland  on  my  hearse. 
Of  the  dismal  yew. 

Evad.  That's  one  of  your  sad  songs,  madam. 
Asp.  Belie\'e  me,  'tis  a  very  pretty  one. 
Evad.  How  is  it,  madam  } 


SONG. 


Asp.  Lay  a  garland  on  my  hearse^ 

Of  the  dismal  yew ; 
Maidens,  willow  branches  bear  ; 

Say,  I  died  true : 
My  love  was  false,  hut  I  was  firm 

From  my  hour  of  birth. 
Upon  my  buried  My  lie 

Lightly,  gentle  earth  ! 

Evad.  Fie  on  it,  madam!  the  words  are  so 
strange,  they  are  able  to  make  one  dream  of  hol>- 
goblins.  '  X  could  never  hate  the  power :'  Sing 
that,  Dula. 

Dula.  I  could  never  have  the  paw*r 
To  love  one  above  an  hour. 
But  my  heart  would  prompt  mine  e^e 
On  some  other  man  tofiy : 
Venus,  fix  thou  mine  eyes  fast. 

Or,  if  not,  give  me  all  that  I  shall  ue  at  last. 

Evad.  So,  leave  me  now. 

Dula.  Nay,  we  roust  see  you  laid. 

Asp.  Madaro,  good  night    May  all  the  mar- 
riage joys 
That  longing  maids  imagine  in  their  beds. 
Prove  so  unto  you.    May  no  discontent 
Grow  'twixt  your  love  and  you !  But,  if  there  do. 
Enquire  of  me,  and  I  will  guide  ;^our  moan ; 
Teach  you  an  artificial  way  to  gneve. 
To  keep  your  sorrow  wakii^.    Love  your  lord 
No  worse  than  I ;  but,  if  you  love  so  well, 
Alas,  you  may  displease  him  ;  so  did  I. 
This  is  the  last  time  you  shall  look  on  me. 
Ladies,  farewell    As  soon  as  I  am  dead. 
Come  all,  and  watch  one  night  about  my  hearse  ; 
Bring  each  a  mournful  story,  and  a  tear, 
To  offer  at  it,  when  I  go  to  earth. 
With  flattering  ivy  clasp  my  coffin  ponnd; 
Write  on  my  brow  my  fortune ;  let  my  bier 
Be  borne  by  vir^ns,  tnat  shall  sing,  by  course. 
The  truth  of  maids,  and  perjuries  of  men. 

Evad.  Alas,  I  pity  thee.  [^ii  Evati. 

Omnes.  Madam,  good  night. 

1  Lady.  Come,  we'll  let  in  the  bridegroom. 

Dula,  Where's  my  lord  ? 

Enter  AuiSTOfL. 
1  Ls^y,  Here,  take  this  light. 
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J^  GOf  aad  be  bappy  in  your  lady's  love. 
Ift^r  afl  tfae  wrongsy  that  you  nave  done  to  me. 
Be  aCterbr  for^ten  in  my  death  ! 
FB  tnaUe  vou  no  more ;  yet  I  will  take 
A  parting  kiss,  and  will  not  be  denied. 
Youli  oocne,  my  lord,  and  see  the  virgins  weep. 
When  I  am  laid  in  earth,  though  you  yourself 
Can  know  do  |»ty.    Thus  I  wmd  myself 
Into  this  willow  garland,  and  am  prouder, 
Hat  I  was  once  your  love>  though  now  refused, 
Than  to  have  had  another  true  to  me. 
So  with  my  prayers  I  leave  you,  and  must  try 
Some  yet  onpraotised  way  to  grieve  and  die.  [Jtxit 
Data.  Come,  ladies,  will  you  go  i 
Omnet.  Good  night,  my  lord* 
Attim.  Mudi  happiness  unto  you  nil ! 

[Exeunt  ladies, 
I  ffid  diat  lady  wrong :  Methlnks,  I  feel 
Her  grief  shoot  suddenly  through  all  my  veins. 
If  ioe  e3res  run  :  This  is  strange  at  such  a  time. 
It  was  the  king  first  moved  me  to*t ;  but  he 
Has  noc  my  will  in  keeping.    Why  do  I 
Fefplex  myself  thus  ?  Something  whispers  me, 
'  Go  not  to  bed/    My  guilt  is  not  so  great 
As  my  own  conscience,  too  sensible. 
Would  make  me  think  :  I  only  brake  a  promise, 
And  twas  the  king  that  forced  me.  Timorous  flesh, 
Why  shak'et  thou  so  ?  Away,  my  idle  fears ! 

Eater  £vadn£» 

Toader  she  is,  the  lustre  of  whose  eye 
Can  blot  away  die  sad  remembrance 
Of  all  these  filings.    Oh,  my  Evadne,  spare 
Tliat  tender  body ;  let  it  not  take  cold. 
The  vapours  of  die  night  vrill  not  fall  here ; 
To  bed,  my  love.     Hymen  will  punish  us 
For  being  slack  performers  of  his  rites. 
Cam'st  thou  to  oBdl  me  ? 

£mdL  No. 

^ana.  Come,  come,  my  love, 
Aad  let  us  loose  ourselves  to  one  another. 
Why  art  thou  up  so  long  ? 

EpatL  I  am  not  welL 

Amim.  To  bed  then;  let  me  wiad  thee  in  these 
arms. 
Till  I  have  banished  sickness.  / 

Evad.  Good  my  lord, 
I  cannot  sleep. 

AmU.  Evadne,  we  will  watch ; 
I  mean  no  sleeping. 

Eoad.  m  not  go  to  bed. 

Amm.  I  prithee,  do. 

Evttd,  I  will  not  for  the  world. 

AmhL  Why,  mj  dear  love  ? 

Esad,  Why?  I  have  sworn  I  will  not. 

ilan's.  Sworn! 

Evad.  Ay. 

iljna.  How  !  sworn,  Evadne  ? 

£aad.  Yes,  sworn,  Amintor ; 
And  will  swear  again,  if  you  will  wish  to  hear  me. 

AmtM,  To  whom  have  you  sworn  this  ? 

Etad.  If  I  should  name  him,  the  matter  were 
not  great. 


Amiiu  Come,  this  is  but  the  covness  of  a  bride. 
Evad,  The  coyness  of  a  bride  r 

Amin.  How  pretdly  that  frown  becomes  thee. 

Evad,  Do  you  like  it  so  ? 

Amn»  Thou  canst  not  dress  thy  face  in  such  a 
look. 
But  I  shaU  like  it 

Evad,  What  look  likes  vou  best  ? 

Amin,  Why  do  you  ask  r  • 

Exfad*  That  I  may  shew  you  one  less  pleasing 
to  you. 

Amin,  How's  that  ? 

Evad.  That  I  may  shew  you  one  less  pleasing 
to  you. 

Amin.  I  prithee,  ppt  thy  jests  in  milder  looks. 
It  shews  as  thou  wert  angry. 

Evad,  So,  perhaps, 
I  mn  indeed. 

Amitt,  Why,  who  has  done  thee  wrong  ? 
Name  me  the  man,  and  by  thyself  I  swear. 
Thy  yet  unnxmquer'd  self,  I  will  revenge  thee. 

Evad.  Now  I  shall  try  thy  truth.   If  thou  dost 
love  me. 
Thou  weighcst  not  any  thing  compared  with  me: 
Life,  honour)  Joys  eternal,  tdl  delights 
This  world  can  yield,  or  hopeful  people  feign, 
Or  in  the  life  to  come,  are  light  as  air 
To  a  true  lover,  when  his  lady  frowns. 
And  bids  him  do  this.   Wilt  thou  kill  this  man  ? 
Swear,  my  Amintor,  and  Til  kiss  the  sin 
Off  from  diy  lips. 

Amin,  I  will  not  swear,  sweet  love, 
Tiil  I  do  know  the  cause. 
•  Evad,  I  would,  thou  would'st 
Why,  it  is  thou,  that  wronj^st  me ;  1  hate  thee ; 
Thou  should'st  have  killed  thyself. 

Amin.  If  I  should  know  that,  I  should  quickly 
kill 
The  man,  you  hated. 

Evad,  Know  it  then,  and  do  it. 

Amin.  Oh,  no;  what  look  soe'er  thou  shait  put  on 
To  try  my  faith,  I  shall  not  think  thee  false : 
I  cannot  find  one  blemish  in  thy  face,  ^ 

Where  falsehood  should  abide.  Leave,  and  to  bed 
This  cannot  be 

Thy  natural  temper.  Shall  I  call  thy  maids  ? 
Either  thy  healthful  sleep  hath  left  thee  long. 
Or  else  some  fever  ra^es  in  thy  blood. 

Evad.  Neither)  Ammtor :  Think  you  I  am  mad, 
Because  I  speak  the  truth  f 

Amin,  Will  you  not  lie  with  me  to-night  ? 

Evad,T<M6p\t !  you  talk  as  if  I  would  hereafter. 

Amin.  Hereafter !  yes,  I  do. 

Evad.  You  are  deceived. 
Put  off  amazement,  and  with  patience  mark 
What  I  shall  utter ;  for  the  oracle 
Knows  nothing  truer :  'tis  not  for  a  night. 
Or  two,  that  f  forbear  thy  bed,  but  for  ever. 

Amin,  I  dream !  Awake,  Amintor ! 

Evad.  You  hear  right 
I  sooner  will  find  out  the  beds  of  snakes, 
And  with  my  youthful  blood  warm  their  cold  flesli, 
Letting  them  curl  themselves  about  my  limbs. 
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Than  sleep  one  night  nith  tliee.     Thb  b  not 

feigned, 
Nor  sounds  it  like  the  coyness  of  a  bride. 

Amin.  Is  flesh  so  earthly  to  endare  all  this } 
Are  these  the  joys  of  marriage  ?  Hymen,  keep 
This  story  (that  will  make  succeeding  youth 
Neglect  thy  ceremonies)  from  all  ears; 
Let  it  not  rise  up,  for  thy  shame  and  mine, 
To  after-ages :  We  will  scorn  thy  laws, 
If  thou  no  better  bless  them,    louch  the  heart 
Of  her,  that  thou  hast  sent  me,  or  the  world 
Shall  know :  There's  not  an  altar,  that  will  smoke 
In  praise  of  thee ;  we  will  adopt  us  sons ; 
Then  virtue  shall  inherit,  and  not  blood. 
I  do  rage  in  vain ; 

She  can  but  jest.    O,  pardon  me,  my  love ! 
So  dear  the  thoughts  are  that  I  hold  of  thee. 
That  I  must  break  forth.    Satisfy  my  fear ; 
It  is  a  pain,  beyond  the  hand  of  death, 
To  be  m  doubt :  Confirm  it  with  an  oath. 
If  this  be  true. 

Evad,  Do  jou  invent  the  form : 
Jjet  there  be  in  it  all  the  binding  words 
Devils  and  conjurers  can  put  together, 
And  I  will  take  it    I  have  sworn  before. 
And  here,  by  ail  things  holy,  do  again, 
Never  to  be  acquainted  with  tliy  bed. 
Is  your  doubt  over  now  ? 

Amin,  I  know  too  much.  'Would  I  had  doubt- 
ed still ! 
Was  ever  such  a  marriage  night  as  this ! 
Ye  powers  above,  if  you  did  ever  mean 
IVIan  should  be  used  thus,  you  have  thought  a  way 
I  low  he  may  bear  himself,  and  save  his  nonour. 
Instruct  me  in  it ;  for  to  my  dull  eyes 
There  is  no  mean,  no  moderate  course  to  run : 
1  must  live  scorned,  or  be  a  murderer. 
Is  there  a  third  ?  Why  is  this  night  so  calm  ? 
Why  does  not  heaven  speak  in  tlmnder  to  us, 
And  drown  her  voice  ? 

Evad,  This  rage  will  do  no  good. 

Amin.  Evadne,  hear  me :  Thou  hast  ta*cn  an  oath, 
But  such  a  rash  one,  tliat,  to  keep  it,  were 
Worse  than  to  swear  it :  Call  it  back  to  thee ; 
Such  vows  as  those  never  ascend  to  heaven ; 
A  tear  or  two  will  wash  it  quite  a>vay. 
Have  mercy  on  my  youth,  my  hopeful  youth, 
If  thou  be  pitiful ;  for,  without  boast, 
This  land  was  proud  of  me.   What  lady  was  tlierc. 
That  men  called  fair  and  virtuous  in  tliis  isle, 
That  would  have  shunned  my  love  ?  It  is  in  thee 
To  make  me  hold  this  worth.   Oh !  wc  i-ain  men, 
That  trust  out  all  our  reputation. 
To  rest  upon  the  weak  and  yielding  hand 
Of  feeble  woman !  But  thou  art  not  stone ; 
Thy  flesh  is  soft,  and  in  thine  eyes  dotli  dwell 
The  spirit  of  love ;  thy  heart  cannot  be  hard. 
Come,  lead  me,  from  the  bottom  of  despair. 
To  all  the  joys  thou  hast ;  I  know,  thou  wilt ; 
And  make  me  careful,  lest  the  sudden  clrnnge 
O'ercorae  my  spirits. 

Etad.  When  I  call  back  this  oath. 
The  pains  of  hell  environ  me ! 


Amin.  I  sleep,  and  am  too  temperate !  Come  to 
bed! 
Or  by  those  hurs,  which,  if  thou  hadst  a  soul 
Like  to  thy  locks,  were  threads  for  kings  to  wear 
About  their  arms 

Evad,  Why,  so,  perhaps,  they  are. 

Amin.  I  will  drag  thee  to  my  bed,  and  make  thy 
tongue 
Undo  this  wicked  oath,  or  on  thy  .flesh 
ni  print  a  thousand  wounds  to  let  out  life ! 

Evad,  I  fear  thee  not.  Do  what  thou  darest  x» 
mel 
Every  ill-sounding  word,  or  threatening  look. 
Thou  she  west  to  me,  will  be  revenged  at  full. 

Amin.  It  will  not,  sure,  Evadne } 

Evad.  Do  not  you  hazard  that. 

Amin.  Have  you  your  champions  ? 

Evad.  Alas,  Amintor,  thinkest  thou  I  forbear 
To  sleep  with  thee,  because  I  have  put  on 
A  maiden's  strictness?  Look  upon  tnese  cheek^s 
And  thou  shait  find  the  hot  and  rising  blood 
Unapt  for  such  a  vow.    No;  in  this  heart 
There  dwells  as  much  desire  as  ever  yet 
Was  known  to  woman. 
But  it  was  the  folly  of  thy  youth 
To  think  this  beauty,  to  what  land  soever 
It  shall  be  called,  shall  stoop  to  any  second. 
I  do  enjoy  the  best,  and  in  that  height 
Have  sworn  to  stand  or  die :   You  guess  the  man. 

Amin.  No;  let  me  know  the  man,  that  wroncs 
me  so. 
That  I  may  cut  his  body  into  motes. 
And  scatter  k  before  the  northern  wind. 

Evad,  You  dare  not  strike  him. 

Amin.  Do  not  wrong  me  so. 
Yes,  if  his  body  were  a  poisonous  plant. 
That  it  were  death  to  touch,  I  have  a  soul 
Will  throw  me  on  him. 

Evad,  Why,  it  is  the  king. 

Amin,  The  king! 

Evad.  What  will  you  do  now  ? 

Amin.  It  is  not  the  king  ! 

Evad.  What  did  he  make  this  match  for,  dull 
Amintor  ? 

Amin.  Oh,  thou  hast  named  a  word,  that  %vipc  s 
away 
All  thoughts  reven(;eful !  In  that  sacred  name, 
'  The  king,'  tliere  lies  a  terror.    What  frail  man 
Dares  hft  his  hand  against  it  ?  Let  the  gods 
Speak  to  him,  when  they  please;  till  when,  let  us 
Suffer,  and  wait 

Evad.  Why  should  you  fill  yourself  so  full  oi' 
heat. 
And  haste  so  to  my  bed  ?  I  am  no  virgin. 

Amin,  What  devil  put  it  in  thy  fancy,  then. 
To  marry  me  ? 

Evad,  Alas,  I  must  have  one 
To  father  children,  and  to  bear  the  name 
Of  husband  to  me,  that  my  sin  may  be 
More  honourable. 

Amin.  What  a  strange  thing  am  I T 

Ev€td.  A  miserable  one;  one,  that  myself 
Am  sorry  for. 
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Wh^t  Aew  it  then  m  this : 
If  thou  hast  pitVy  thuue^h  thy  love  be  none, 
KJB  mt;  lod  all  true  lovers^  that  shall  live 
Ja  Mher  ages,  crossed  in  th«r  desires, 
^haJl  bless  thy  memoryy  and  call  thee  good ; 
Becasse  soch  mercy  in  thy  heart  was  fbund. 
To  rid  a  lia^serine  wretch. 

EvttJ.  I  must  nave  one 
To  fill  thy  roooi  again,  if  diou  wert  dead ; 
Use,  by  this  ni^t,  I  would :  I  pity  thee. 

Jjua.  These  strange  and  sadden  injuries  have 
fallen 
Sj  thick  upon  me,  that  I  loeie  all  sense 
(>f  what  they  are.   Methinka,  I  am  not  wronged ; 
\^  is  it  aueht,  if  from  the  censuring  world 
I  can  but  hide  it.     Reputation  ! 
rhju  art  a  word,  no  mcwe. — ^But  thou  hast  shewn 
\n  imfMidence  so  high,  that  to  the  world 
I  fev  thou  wilt  betray  or  shame  thyself. 

Et&d.  To  oorer  shame,  I  took  thee;  never  feor 
Tbat  I  would  blaze  myself. 

Jm».  Nor  let  the  king 
Know,  I  conceive  he  wrongs  me;  then  mine  honour 
Will  thrust  me  into  action,  thougli  my  flesh 
(Joold  bear  with  patience.    And  it  is  some  ease 
To  me  in  these  extremes,  that  I  knew  this, 
Before  I  tooched  thee ;  else,  had  all  the  sins 
<)f  manbiKl  stood  betwixt  me  and  the  kins, 
I  had  lEone  through  them  to  his  heart  and  tliine. 
I  have  lost  one  desire :  Tis  not  his  crown 
Shall  boT  me  to  thv  bed  now,  I  resolve, 
lie  has  dishonoured  thee.    Give  roe  thy  hand ; 
Be  careful  of  thy  credit,  and  sin  close ; 
Tis  all  I  wish.     Upon  thy  chamber  floor 
ni  test  to-Qi«;ht,  that  morning  visitors 
May  think  we  did  as  married  people  use. 
Aod,  prithee,  smile- upon  me  when  they  come, 
And  seera  to  toy,  as  if  thou  hadst  been  pleased 
Widi  what  we  did. 

£as^  Fear  not;  I  will  do  this. 

Jmin.  Come,  let  us  practise;  and,  as  wantonly 
As  ever  loving  bride  and  bridegroom  met, 
Let's  iaogfa  and  enter  here. 

£vadL  I  am  content 

Amin,  Down  all  the  swellings  of  my  troubled 
heart! 
When  we  walk  thus  entwined,  let  all  eyes  see, 
if  ever  lovers  better  did  agree.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Asp  ATI  A,  Antiphila,  and  Olympias. 

Aat.  Away,  you  are  not  sad ;  force  it  no  further, 
(^jd  gods  how  well  you  look !  Such  a  full  colour 
Vijut^  bflidiful  brides  put  on.    Sure,  you  are  new 
mauried! 

Ant.  Yes,  madam,  to  your  grief. 

Asp.  Alas,  poor  wenches ! 
^o  learn  to  love  first;  learn  to  lose  yourselves; 
lifam  to  be  flattered,  and  beheve,  and  bless 
lie  double  tomnie,  that  did  it    Make  a  faith 
<  hit  of  the  roirades  of  ancient  lovers, 
>»rh  as  «pake  truth,  and  died  in  it ;  and,  like  me, 
Bf4ievr  all  faithful,  and  be  miserable. 
IHd  you  ne  er  love  yet,  wenches?  Speak, Olympias: 


Thou  hast  an  easy  temper,  flt  for  stamp. 
Olt^m.  Never. 
Asp,  Nor  you,  Antiphila  I 
Ant.  NorL 

Atp,  Then,  my  good  girls,  be  more  than  women, 
wse : 
At  least,  be  more  than  I  was;  and  be  sure 
You -credit  any  thing  the  light  gives  light  to, 
Before  a  man.    Rather  believe  the  sea 
Weeps  for  the  ruined  merchant,  when  he  roars; 
Rather,  the  wind  courts  but  the  pregnant  sails, 
I  When  the  strong  cordage  cracks ;  rather,  the  sua 
Comes  but  to  kiss  the  fruit  in  wealthy  autumn. 
When  all  falls  blasted   If  you  needs  must  love, 
(Forced  lay  ill  fate)  take  to  your  maiden  bosoms 
Two  dead-cold  aspicks,  and  of  them  make  lovers: 
They  cannot  flatter,  nor  forswear;  one  kiss 
Makes  a  long  peace  for  all    But  man. 
Oh,  that  beast  man !  Come,  let's  be  sad,  ray  ^Is ! 
That  down-cast  of  tlune  eye,  Olympias, 
Shews  a  fine  sorrow.     Mark,  Antiphila; 
Just  such  another  was  the  nymph  CEnone, 
When  Paris  brought  home  Helen.    Now,  a  tear; 
And  then  thou  art  a  piece  expressing  fully 
The  Carthage  queen,  when,  from  a  cold  sea-rock. 
Full  with  her  sorrow,  she  tied  fast  her  eyes 
To  the  fair  Trojan  ships ;  and,  having  lost  them. 
Just  as  thine  eyes  do,  down  stole  a  tear.  Antiphila, 
What  would  this  wench  do,  if  she  were  Aspatia? 
Here  she  would  stand,  till  some  more  pitying  god 
Turned  her  to  marble !  It  is  enough,  my  wendi ! 
Shew  me  the  piece  of  needlework  you  wrought 

Ant.  Of  Ariadne,  madam? 

Asp.  Yes,  that  piece. 
This  should  be  Theseus;  he  has  a  cozening  face : 
You  meant  him  for  a  man  ? 

Ant.  He  was  so,  madam. 

Asp.  Why,  then,  'tis  well  enough.   Never  look 
back; 
You  have  a  full  wind,  and  a  false  heart,  Theseus! 
Does  not  the  story  say^  his  keel  was  split, 
Or  his  masts  spent,  or  some  kind  rock  or  other 
Met  with  his  vessel  f 

Ant.  Not  as  I  remember. 

Asp.  It  should  have  been  so.    Could  tlic  gods 
know  this. 
And  not,  of  all  their  number,  raise  a  storm? 
But  they  are  all  as  ill !  This  false  smile  was 
Well  expressed;  just  such  another  caught  me ! 
You  shall  not  go  on  so,  Antiphila : 
In  this  place  work  a  quicksand. 
And  over  it  a  shallow  smiling  water, 
And  his  ship  ploughing  it;  and  then  a  Fear: 
Do  that  Fear  to  the  life,  wench. 

Ant.  It  will  wrong  the  story. 

Asp.  It  will  make  the  story,  wronged  by  wanton 
poets, 
Live  long,  and  be  believed.   But  where's  the  lady  ? 

Ant.  There,  madam. 

Asp,  Fie  !  you  have  missed  it  here,  Antiphila ; 
You  are  much  mistaken,  wench  : 
These  colours  are  not  dull  and  pale  enough 
To  shew  a  soul  so  full  of  misery 
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Beaumont  if 


As  this  sad  lady's  was.    Do  it  by  me ; 

Do  it  again,  by  me,  the  lost  Aspatia, 

And  you  shall  find  all  true,  but  the  wild  island. 

Suppose  I  stand  upon  the  sea-beach  now, 

Mme  arms  thus,  and  mine  hair  blown  with  the 

wind, 
Wild  as  that  desart ;  and  let  all  about  me 
Tell,  that  I  am  forsaken.    Do  my  face 
(If  thou  hadst  ever  feeling  of  a  sorrow) 
Thus,  thus,  Antiphila :  Strive  to  make  me  look 
like  sorrow's  monument!  And  the  trees  about  me, 
Let  them  be  dry  and  leafless;  let  the  rocks 
Groan  with  continual  surges;  and,  behind  me. 
Make  all  a  desolation.    Look,  look,  wenches ! 
A  miserable  life  of  this  poor  picture ! 

Ofym:  Dear  madam ! 

A$p.  I  have  done.    Sit  down;  and  let  us 
Upon  that  point  fix  all  our  eyes;  that  point  there. 
Make  a  dull  silence,  till  you  feel  a  sudden  sadness 
Give  us  new  souls. 

Enter  Calianax. 

Cal.  The  king  may  do  this,  and  he  may  not  do  it : 
My  child  is  wronged,  disgraced.   Well,  how  now, 
huswives ! 


What,  at  your  ease?  Is  this  a  time  to  sit  still? 
Up,  you  young  lazy  rogues,  up,  or  HI  swinge  you ! 

Olym,  Nay,  ^ood  my  lora« 

Cat,  You*il  be  down  shortly.    Get  you  in,  and 
work! 
What,  att:  you  grown  so  resty  you  want  heats? 
We  shall  have  some  of  the  court-boys  beat  yoa 
shortly. 

Ant.  My  lord,  we  do  no  more  than  we  are 
charged. 
It  is  the  lady's  pleasure  we  be  thus  in  grief: 
She  is  forsaken. 

CaL  There's  a  rogue  too; 
A  young  dissembling  slave !  Well,  get  you  in ! 
I'll  have  a  bout  with  that  boy.    'tis  h^  time 
Now  to  be  valiant:  I  confess  my  youth 
Was  never  prone  that  way^  What,  made  an  ass? 
A  court-staie?  Well,  I  will  be  valiant. 
And  beat  some  dozen  of  these  whelps;  I  will ! 
And  there's  another  of  them,  a  trim  cheating  sol^ 

dier; 
111  maul  that  rascal ;  he  has  out-braved  me  twice ; 
But  now,  I  thank  the  gods,  I  am  valiant 
Go,  get  you  in!  I'll  take  acourse  with  all.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  m. 


Enter  Cleon,  Strato,  and  Dipqilus. 

C/f.  Your  sister  is  not  up  yet 

Diph,  Knock  at  the  door. 

Stra,  We  shall  interrupt  them. 

Diph,  No  matter.    Good  morrow,  sster! 

Enter  Amimtor. 
Amin.  Who's  there?  my  brother !  Fm  no  readier 

Your  sister  is  but  now  up. 

Diph.  You  look  as  you  had  lost  your  eyes  to- 
night: 
I  think  you  have  not  slept. 

Amin.  ITaith  I  have  not 

Diph.  You  have  done  better,  tlien. 

^min.We  ventured  for  a  boy :  When  he  is  twelve. 
He  shall  command  against  tlie  foes  of  Rhodes. 
Shall  we  be  merry? 

Stru.  You  cannot;  you  want  sleep. 

Amin.  Tis  true. — But  she, 
As  if  she  had  drank  Lethe,  or  had  made 
Even  with  Heaven,  did  fetch  so  still  a  sleep, 
So  sweet  and  sound 

Diph.  What's  that? 

Amin.  Your  sister  frets 
This  morning;  and  does  turn  her  eyes  upon  me. 
As  people  on  their  headsman.    She  does  chafe 
Ana  kiss,  and  chafe  again,  and  dap  my  cheeks: 
She's  in  another  world. 

Cleo.  You  do  deserve  her. 

Amin.  I  laid  my  lips  to  hers,  and  that  wild  breath. 
That  was  so  rude  and  rough  to  me  last  night. 
Was  sweet  as  April.    I'll  be  guilty  too, 
If  these  be  the  effects.  [Aude. 


Enter  Melantius. 


Mel.  Good  day,  Amintor!  for,  to  me,  the  name. 
Of  brother  is  too  distant:  We  are  friends, 
And  that  is  nearer. 

Amin.  Dear  Melantius ! 
Let  me  behold  thee.    Is  it  possible? 

Mel.  What  sudden  gaze  is  this  ? 

Amin.  'Tis  wondrous  strange ! 

Mel.  Why  does  thine  eye  desire  so  strict  tf 
view 
Of  that,  it  knows  so  well?  There's  nothing  here, 
Tliat  is  not  thine. 

Amim  I  wonder  much,  Melantius, 
To  see  those  noble  looks,  that  make  me  think 
How  virtuous  thou  art:  And,  on  the  sudden, 
Tis  strange  to  me  thou  shotddst  have  worth  an<l 

honour; 
Or  not  be  base,  and  false,  and  treacherous. 
And  every  ill.     But 

MeL  Stay,  stay,  my  friend; 
I  fear  this  sound  will  not  become  our  loves. 
No  more;  embrace  me. 

Amin.  Oh,  mistake  me  not: 
I  know  thee  to  be  full  of  all  those  deeds. 
That  we  frail  men  call  good;  but,  by  the  coursed 
Of  nature,  thou  shouldst  be  as  quickly  changed 
As  are  the  winds;  dissembling  as  the  sea, 
That  now  wears  brows  as  smooth  as  virgins'  be. 
Tempting  the  merchant  to  invade  hb  face,    , 
And  m  an  hour  calls  his  billows  up, 
And  shoots  them  at  the  sun,  destroying  all 
He  carries  on  him. — Oh,  how  near  am  I 
To  utter  my  sick  thoughts !  [Aside. 
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MtL  Artwbyv  my  frieiid,  dumld  I  be  so  by  nar 

tore? 
Jhr.  I've  wed  tfaj  sister,  who  hath  ▼irtuous 
thoa§^its 
Edoi^  for  one  whole  familj;  and  it  is  strange, 
Hot  jiOQ  sboold  feel  no  want. 
MeL  Behere  me,  this  oomplimentTs  too  cunning 

for  me. 
Bipk.  What  should  I  be  then,  by  the  course  of 


IVey  bafing  both  robbed  me  of  so  much  virtue  ? 

Stn.  Ob,  caU  the  bride,  mv  lord  Amintor, 
Ibat  we  may  see  her  bhish,  and  turn  her  eyes  down. 

Amn.  Evadne ! 

Eimd,  \wUkiR.]  My  lord ! 

Jbbr.  Cone  forth,  my  love ! 
Tosr  brothers  do  attend  to  wish  you  joy. 

Fsad,  I  am  not  ready  yeL 

iwJL  Enough,  enough 

fndL  The?  will  mock  me^ 

JmuL  Faim,  thou  shalt  come  in^ 

Enter  Evadne. 

MeL  Good-'morrow,  sister !  He  that  understands 
Whom  joa  have  wed,  need  not  to  wish  you  joy; 
YoQ  bave  enough.     Take  heed 
Yon  be  not  proucL — ^Amintor ! 

Jm.  Ha! 

MeL  Thou  art  sad. 

AiBUL  Who,  I  ?  I  thank  yoii  for  that.    Shall 
Dipbilas,  diou,  and  I,  sing  a  catch  ? 

Mel  How! 

AmiL  Prithee,  let  us. 

Md.  Nay,  that's  too  much  the  other  ^ay. 

Amn.  I  am  so  listened  with  my  happiness ! 
How  dost  dwo,  love  ?  kiss  me. 

Bead.  I  cannot  love  you,  you  tell  tales  of  me. 

Jna.Nothingbut  what  becomes  us.  Gentlemen, 
'Would  yoQ  had  all  such  wives,  and  all  the  world, 
Thit  I  might  be  no  wonder !  You  are  all  sad : 
Wbat,  do  you  envy  me  ?  I  walk,  methinks, 
Ob  water,  and  ne'er  sink,  I  am  so  light 

MtL  Tis  well  you  are  so. 

Amn.  Well  ?  how  can  I  be  other,  when  she 
looks  thus. 
Is  there  no  music  there  ?  let's  dance. 

MtL  Why,  this  is  strange,  Amintor  I 

Amin.  T  do  not  know  myself; 
Yet  I  coiikl  wish  my  joy  were  less. 

i)i)>^  ril  marry  too,  if  it  will  make  one  thus. 

Evad.  Amintor,  hark.  [Aside. 

Amu:  What  says  my  love }  I  must  obey. 

£iW.  You  do  It  scurvil^,  it  will  be  perceived. 

Cko.  My  lord,  the  king  is  here. 

Enter  Kino  and  Lysippus. 

Amn.  Where? 

Strg,  And  his  brother. 

King.  Good  morrow,  all ! 
Amintdr,  joy  on  joy  fall  thick  upon  thee  ! 
And,  madam,  you  are  altered  since  I  saw  you ; 
I  mm  salute  you ;  you  are  now  another^s. 
Amimor,  wert  thou  truly  honest,  'till 
Thwiwert  married? 


Amin,  Yes,  sii'. 

King.  Tell  me,  then;  you  will  trust  me,  Amin- 
tor, 
To  diuse  a  wife  for  you  again  ? 

Amin.  'No,  never,  sir. 

King.  Why  ?  Kke  you  thi^  so  ill? 

Amin.  So  well  I  like  her. 
For  this  I  horn  my  knee  in  thanks  to  you. 
And  unto  Heaven  will  pay  my  grateful  tribute 
Hourly;  and  do  hope  we  shall  draw  out 
A  long  contented  hfe  together  here, 
And  cue  both,  full  of  grey  hairs,  in  one  day: 
For  which  the  thanks  are  yours.  But  if  the  power^ 
That  rule  us,  please  to  call  her  first  away, 
Without  pride  spoke,*  tliis  world  holds  not  a  wife, 
Worthy  to  take  tier  room. 

King.  I  do  not  like  this. 
All  forbear  the  room,  but  yOu,  Amintor, 
And  your  lady.    I  have  some  speech  with  you, 
That  may  concern  your  afber  living  well. 

Andn.  He  will  not  tell  me,  that  1^  lies  with  her? 
If  he  do,  something  heavenly  stay  my  heart, 
For  I  shall  be  apt  to  thrust  this  arm  of  mine  . 
To  acts  unlawful ! 

King.  You  will  suffer  me  to  talk 
With  her,  Amintor,  and  not  have  a  jealous  pii^  ^ 

Amin.  Sir,  I  dare  trust  my  wife  with  whom  she 
dares 
To  talk,  and  not  he  jealous^ 

Xtfi^.  How  do  you  like 
Amintor  ? 

EvaA  As  I  did,  ^n 

King.  How  is  that  ? 

Evad.  As  one  that,  to  fulfil  your  wBl  and  pie** 
sure, 
I  have  given  leave  to  call-me  wife  and  love. 

King.  I  ^ee  there  is  no  lasting  faith  in  sin ; 
They,  that  break  word  with  Heaven,  will  break 

again 
With  all  the  world,  and  so  dost  thou  with  me. 

Evad.  How,  sir  ? 

King.  Thb  subtle  woman's  ignorance 
Will  not  excuse  you :  thou  hast  taken  oaths, 
So  great,  methoiught,  they  did  not  well  become 
A  woman's  mout£,  that  tnou  would'st  ne'er  enjoy 
A  nuw  but  me. 

Evad.  I  never  did  swear  so;  you  do  me  wrong. 

King.  Day  and  night  have  heard  it 

Evad.  I  swore,  indeed,  that  I  would  never  love 
A  man  of  lower  place;  but,  if  your  fortune 
Should  throw  you  from  this  heient,  I  bade  you  trust 
I  would  forsake  you,  and  would  bend  to  hizn. 
That  won  your  throne:  I  love  widi  my  ambition^ 
Not  with  my  eyes.    But,  if  I  ever  yet 
Touched  any  other,  leprosy  light  here 
Upon  my  face;  which  for  your  royalty 
I  would  not  stain ! 

King,  Why,  thou  dissemblest,  and  it  is  in  me 
To  punish  thee. 

Evad.  Why,  it  is  in  me,  then, 
Not  to  love  you,  which  will  more  afflict  your  body, 
Than  your  punishment  can  mine. 
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King.  But  thou  hast  let  Amintor  lie  with  thee. 

Evad,  I  have  not. 

King,  Impudence  !  he  says  himself  so. 

Evad,  He  lies. 

King.  He  does  not. 

Evad.  By  this  light  he  does,  strangely  and 
basely ! 
And  ril  prove  it  so.    I  did  not  shun  him 
For  a  night;  but  told  him,  I  would  never  close 
With  him. 

King.  Speak  lower;  'tis  false. 

Evaii.  1  am  no  man 
To  answer  with  a  blow;  or,  if  I  were, 
You  are  the  king !  But  urge  me  not;  it  is  most  true. 

King.  Do  not  I  know  th^  unoontrouled  thoughts, 
That  youth  brings  with  him,  when  his  blood  is  high 
With  expectation,  and  desire  of  that 
He  long  hath  waited  for?  Is  not  his  spirit. 
Though  he  be  temperate,  of  a  valiant  strain 
As  this  our  age  hath  known  ?  What  could  he  do, 
If  such  a  sudden  speech  had  met  his  blood. 
But  ruin  thee  for  ever?  If  he  had  not  killed  thee, 
He  could  not  bear  it  thus.    He  is  aa  we, 
Or  any  otlier  wronged  man. 

Evad.  It  is  dissembling. 

King,  Take  him  1  farewell !  henceforth  I  am  thy 
foe; 
And  what  disgraces  I  can  blot  thee,  look  for. 

Evad.  Stay,  sir ! — Amintor ! — ^You  shall  hear.— 
Amintor ! 

Amin.  What,  my  love  ? 

Evad.  Amintor,  thou  hast  an  ingenuous  look, 
And  should'st  be  virtuous :  It  amaieth  me, 
That  thou  canst  make  such  base  malicious  lies  I 

Amin.  What,  my  dear  wife  ? 

Evad.  Dear  wife !  I  do  despise  thee. 
Why*  nothing  can  be  baser  than  to  sow 
Dissention  amongst  lovers. 

Amin.  Lovers!  who? 

Evad.  The  king  and  me. 

Amin.  (),  Heaven ! 

Evad.  Who  should  live  long,  and  love  without 
'  distaste, 
Were  it  not  for  sudi  pickthanks  as  thyself! 
Did  you  lie  with  me  ?  Swear  now,  and  be  punished 
In  hell  for  this ! 

Amin.  The  faithless  sin  I  made 
To  fair  Aspatta,  is  not  yet  revenged ; 
It  follows  me.    I  will  not  lose  a  word 
To  this  vile  woman :  But  to  you,  my  king. 
The  anguish  of  my  soul  thrusts  out  this  truth, 
You  are  a  tyrant ! 

And  not  so  much  to  wrong  an  honest  man  thus, 
As  to  take  a  pride  in  talking  with  him  of  it 

Evad.  Now,  sir,  sec  how  loud  this  fellow  lied. 

Amin,  You,  that  can  know  to  wrong,  should 
know  how  men 
Must  right  themselves :  What  punishmrnt  is  due 
From  me  to  him,  that  shall  abuse  my  bed  ? 
Is  it  not  death  ?  Nor  can  that  satisfy. 
Unless  I  send  your  lives  through  all  the  land, 
To  shew  how  nobly  I  have  freed  myself. 


King.  Draw  not  thy  sword ;  thou  know^st  I  can-» 
not  fear 
A  subject's  hand ;  but  thou  shalt  feel  the  weiglit 
Of  this,  if  thou  dost  rage. 

Amin.  The  weight  of  that ! 
If  you  have  any  worth,  for  heaven's  sake,  think 
I  fear  not  swords ;  for  as  you  are  mere  man^ 
I  dare  as  easily  kill  you  for  this  deed. 
As  you  dare  think  to  do  it.    But  there  is 
Divini^  about  you,  that  strikes  dead 
My  rising  passions :  As  you  are  my  king, 
I  fall  before  you,  and  present  my  sword 
To  cut  mine  own  flesh,  if  it  be  your  will. 
Alas !  I  am  nothing  but  a  multitude 
Of  walking  griefs !  Yet,  should  I  murder  yoi^ 
I  might  before  tlie  world  take  the  excuse 
Of  madness :  For,  compare  my  injuries, 
And  they  will  well  appear  too  sad  a  weight 
For  reason  to  endure !  But,  fall  I  first 
Amongst  my  sorro^vs,  ere  my  treacherous  hand 
Touch  holy  things !  But  why  (I  know  not  what 
I  have  to  say)  why  did  you  chuse  out  me 
To  make  thus  wretched  ?  There  were  thousand 

fools 
Easy  to  work  on,  and  of  state  enough. 
Within  the  island. 

Evad*  I  would  not  have  a  fool ; 
It  were  no  credit  for  me. 

Amin.  Worse  and  worse  ! 
Thou,  that  darest  talk  unto  thy  husband  thus. 
Profess  thyself  a  whore,  and,  more  than  so. 

Resolve  to  be  so  still ^It  is  my  fate 

'To  bear  and  bow  l)eneath  a  tliousand  griefs, 
To  keep  that  little  credit  with  the  world  ! 
But  there  were  wise  ones  too ;  you  might  have  ta'eri 
Another. 

King,  No ;  for  I  believed  thee  honest, 
As  thou  wert  valiant. 

Amin.  All  the  happiness 
Bestowed  upon  me,  turns  into  disgrace. 
Gods,  take  your  honesty  again,  for  I 
Am  loaden  with  it !  Good  my  lord  tlie  kii^ 
Be  private  in  it 

King.  ThovL  ma/st  live,  Amintor, 
Free  as  thy  king,  if  thou  wilt  wink  at  this, 
And  be  a  means,  that  we  may  meet  in  secret. 

Amin.  A  bawd !  Hold,  hold,  my  breast !  A  bit" 
ter  curse 
Seize  me,  if  I  forget  not  all  respects. 
That  are  religious,  on  another  word 
Sounded  like  that ;  and,  through  a  sea  of  sins. 
Will  wade  to  my  revenge,  though  I  should  call 
Pains  here,  and  after  life,  upon  my  soul ! 

King,  Well,  I  am  resolute  you  he  not  with  her; 
And  so  I  leavje  you.  [Exit  King. 

Evad.  You  must  needs  be  prating ; 
And  see  what  follows. 

Amin.  Prithee,  vex  me  not ! 
Leave  me !  I  am  afraid  some  sadden  start 
Will  pull  a  murder  on  me. 

Evad.  I  am  gone ; 
I  love  my  life  well.  [Exit  Evadnc 
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r  bate  mine  aa  mudL 
Thb  lbs  to  break  a  troth !  I  should  be  glad. 
If  afldtts  ude  of  grief  would  make  me  mad.  [Exit, 

Enter  Melantivs. 

MeL  m  know  the  cause  of  all  Amintor's  griefs, 
Or  fneodship  shall  be  idle. 

Enter  Calianax. 

Cgl  O  Melantius,  my  daughter  will  die. 

MeL  Trust  me,  I  am  sorry. 
Wodd  tfaoQ  faadat  ta'en  her  room ! 

Coil  Thou  art  a  slave, 
A  cat-tfaroat  slave,  a  bloody  treacherous  slave ! 

MeL  Take  heed,  old  man  !  thou  wilt  be  heard 
to  rare. 
And  lose  thine  offices. 

OsL  I  am  valiant  grown. 
At  all  these  years,  and  thou  art  but  a  slave  ! 

MeL  Leave  !  Some  company  will  come,  and  I 


Thy  years,  not  thee,  so  much,  that  I  could  wish 
To  laagh  at  thee  alone. 
Co/.  rU  spoil  your  mirth !  I  mean  to  fight  with 
thee. 
There  lie,  my  doak !  This  was  my  father's  sword , 
And  be  durst  fight.    Are  you  prepared  ? 

MeL  Whywiltthoudoatthyseltoutof  thylife? 
Hence,  get  thee  to  bed !  have  careful  looking  to, 
And  eat  warm  things,  and  trouble  not  me : 
My  head  is  full  of  thoughts,  more  weighty 
Tfaaa  thy  life  or  death  can  be. 
CoiL  You  have  a  name  in  war,  where  you  stand 
safe 
Amongst  a  multitude ;  but  I  will  try 
What  yoQ  dare  do  unto  a  weak  old  roan. 
In  single  fight    You  will  give  groiuid,  I  fear. 
Come,  draw. 
Md.  I  will  not  draw,  unless  thou  puU'st  thy 
death 
Upon  thee  with  a  stroke.    There's  no  one  blow, 
Tbat  thou  canst  give,  hath  strength  enough  to  kill 

me. 
Tempt  me  not  so  far  then :  The  power  of  earth 
Shall  not  redeem  thee. 

Co/.  I  most  let  him  alone ; 
He's  stout  and  able ;  and,  to  say  the  truth, 
However  I  may  set  a  face,  and  talk, 
I  am  not  valiant.    When  I  was  a  youth, 
I  kept  my  credit  with  a  testy  trick  I  had, 
Amonst  cowards,  but  durst  never  fight. 

Afe^  I  will  not  promise  to  preserve  your  life. 
If  yon  do  stay. 

CeL  I  would  give  half  my  land. 
That  I  durst  fight  with  that  proud  man  a  little. 
If  I  had  men  to  hold  him,  I  would  beat  him, 
Till  he  asked  me  mercy. 
MeL  Sir,  will  you  be  gone  ? 
dd.  I  dare  not  stay ;  but  FU  go  home  and  beat 
My  servants  all  over  for  this.      [Exit  Calianax. 

MeL  This  old  fellow  haunts  me ! 
Bat  the  distracted  carriage  of  my  Amintor 
Takes  deeply  on  me  !  I  will  find  the  cause. 
J  fear  his  conscience  criesj  he  wronged  A^jpatia. 


Enter  Amintor. 

Amin,  Men's  eyes  are  not  so  subtle  to  perceive 
My  inward  misery :  I  bear  my  grief. 
Hid  from  the  world.    How  art  thou  wretched, 

then? 
For  aught  I  know,  all  husbands  are  like  me ; 
And  every  one,  I  talk  with  of  his  wife, 
Is  but  a  well  dissembler  of  his  woes, 
As  I  am.    'Would  I  knew  it ;  for  the  rareness 
Afflicts  me  now. 

MeL  Amintor,  we  have  not  enjoyed  our  friend* 
ship  of  late,  for  we  were  wont  to  change  our  souls  in 
talk. 

Amin.  Melantius,  I  can  tell  thee  a  good  jest 
of  Strato  and  a  lady  the  last  day. 

MeL  How  was  it  ? 

Amin,  Why,  such  an  odd  one ! 

MeL  I  have  longed  to  speak  with  you ;  not  of  an 
idle  jest,  that's  forced,  but  of  matter  you  are  bound 
to  utter  to  me. 

Amin.  What  is  that,  my  friend  ? 

MeL  I  have  observed  your  words 
Fall  from  your  tongue  wildly ;  and  all  your  carriage 
Like  one,  that  strove  to  shew  his  merry  mood, 
When  he  were  ill  disposed ;  You  were  not  wont 
To  put  such  scorn  into  your  speech,  or  wear 
Upon  your  face  ridiculous  jollity. 
Some  sadness  sits  here,  wluch  your  cunning  would 
Cover  o'er  with  smiles,  and  'twill  not  be. 
What  is  it  ?. 

Amin.  A  sadness  here !  what  cause 
Can  fate  provide  for  me,  to  make  me  so  ? 
Am  I  not  loved  through  all  this  isle  ?  The  king 
Rains  greatness  on  me.    Have  I  not  received 
A  lady  to  my  bed,  that  in  her  eye 
Keeps  mounting  fire,  and  on  her  tender  checks 
Immutable  colour,  in  her  heart 
A  prison  for  all  virtue  ?  Are  not  you. 
Which  is  above  all  joys,  my  constant  friend  ? 
What  sadness  can  I  have  J  No ;  I  am  light, 
And  feel  the  courses  of  my  blood  more  warm 
And  stirring  than  they  were.    Faith,  marry  too; 
And  you  will  feel  so  unexpressed  a  joy 
In  chaste  embraces,  that  you  will  indeed 
Appear  another. 

MeL  You  may  shape,  Amintor, 
Causes  to  cozen  the  whole  world  withal. 
And  yourself  too ;  but  'tis  not  like  a  friend, 
To  hide  your  soul  from  me.  'Tis  not  your  nature 
To  be  thus  idle :  I  have  seen  you  stand, 
As  you  were  blasted,  'midst  of  all  your  mirth ; 
Call  thrice  aloud,  and  then  start,  feigning  joy 
So  coldly !— World,  what  do  I  here  ?"  a  friend 
Is  nothing !  Heaven,  I  would  have  told  that  man 
My  secret  sins !  I'll  search  an  unknown  land, 
And  there  plant  friendship ;  all  is  withered  here. 
Come  with  a  compliment  f  I  would  have  fought, 
Or  told  my  friend  *  he  lied,'  ere  soothed  him  so. 
Out  of  my  bosom  ! 

Amin.  But  there  is  nothing 

MeL  Worse  and  worse  !  farewell ! 
From  tliis  time  have  acquaintance,  but  no  friend. 


14 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[Beaumont  i^ 


Amin.  Melandus,  stay :  You  shall  know  what  it  is. 

MeL  See,  how  you  played  with  friendship! 
Be  advised 
How  you  give  cause  unto  yourself  to  say. 
You  have  lost  a  friend. 

Amin,  Foiieive  what  I  have  done ; 
For  I  am  so  o  ergone  with  injuries 
Unheard  of,  that  I  lose  consideration 
Of  what  I  ought  to  do.    Oh,  oh ! 

MeL  Do  not  weep. 
What  is  it  ?  May  I  once  but  know  the  man 
Hath  turned  my  friend  thus ! 

Amin,  I  had  spoke  at  first. 
But  tliat 

MeL  But  what? 

Amin,  I  held  it  most  unfit 
For  you  to  know.    Faith,  do  not  know  it  yet 

Mel.  Thou  seest  my  love,  that  will  keep  company 
With  thee  in  tears ;  hide  nothinc  then  from  me ; 
For,  when  1  know  the  cause  of  thy  distemper. 
With  mine  old  armour  FU  adorn  myself. 
My  resolution,  and  cut  through  thy  foes, 
Unto  thy  ouiet ;  till  I  place  my  heart 
As  peaceaole  as  spotless  innocence. 
What  is  it? 

Amin.  Why,  'tis  this-  It  is  too  big 

To  get  out Let  my  tears  make  way  awhile. 

MeL  Punish  me  strangely,  Heaven,  if  he  escape 
Of  life  or  fame,  that  brought  this  youth  to  this ! 

Amin,  Your  sister 

MeL  Well  said. 

Amin.  You  will  wish  it  unknown, 
When  you  have  heard  it 

MeL  No. 

Amin.  Is  much  to  blame, 
And  to  the  king  has  given  her  honour  up. 
And  lives  in  whoredom  with  him. 

MeL  How  is  this  ? 
Thou  art  run  mad  with  injury,  indeed ; 
Thou  couldst  not  utter  this  else.    Speak  again ; 
For  I  forgive  it  freely ;  tell  thy  griefs. 

Amin.  She's  wanton :  I  am  loth  to  say,  a  whore, 
Though  it  be  true. 

MeL  Speak  yet  again,  before  mine  anger  grow 
Up>  beyond  throwing  down :  What  are  wy  griefs? 

Amin.  By  all  our  friendship,  tliese. 

MeL  What,  9m  I  tame  ? 
After  mine  actions,  shall  the  name  of  friend 
Blot  all  our  family,  and  stick  the  brand 
Of  whore  upon  my  sister,  unrevenged  ? 
My  shaking  flesh,  be  thou  a  witness  for  me. 
With  what  unwillingness  I  go  to  scourge 
This  railer,  whom  my  folly  hath  called  friend ! 
I  will  not  take  thee  basely ;  thy  sword 
Hangs  near  thy  hand ;  draw  it,  that  \  may  whip 
Thy  rashness  to  repentance.    Draw  thy  sword ! 

Amin*  Not  on  thee,  did  thine  anger  swell  as  high 
As  the  wild  surges,    lliou  shouldst  do  me  ease 
Here,  and  eternally,  if  thy  noble  hand 
Would  cut  me  from  my  sorrows. 

MeL  lliis  is  base 
And  fearful.    They,  that  use  to  utter  lies, 


Provide  not  blows,  but  words,  to  qoalify 
The  men   they  wronged.     Thoa  hast  a  guilty 
cause. 

Amin,  Thoupleasestme;  for  so  much  more  like 
thb 
Will  raise  my  anger  up  above  my  griefs> 
(Which  is  a  passion  easier  to  be  lx)rne) 
And  I  sliall  then  be  happy. 

MeL  Take  then  more 
To  raise  thine  anger :  ^is  mere  cowardice 
Makes  thee  not  draw ;  and  I  will  leave  thee  dead, 
However.    But,  if  thou  art  so  much  pressed 
With  guilt  and  fear,  as  not  to  dare  to  fight, 
ril  make  thy  memory  loathed,  and  fix  a  scandal 
Upon  thy  name  for  ever. 

Amin.  Then  I  draw. 
As  justly  as  our  magistrates  their  swords 
To  cut  offenders  oflT   I  knew  before, 
Twould  grate  your  ears ;  but  it  was  base  in  you 
To  urge  a  weighty  secret  from  your  friend, 
And  then  rage  at  it    I  shall  be  at  ease, 
If  I  be  killed  ;  and,  if  you  fall  by  me, 
I  shall  not  long  outlive  you. 

MeL  Stay  awhile. — 
The  name  of  friend  is  more  than  family. 
Or  all  the  world  besides :  I  was  a  fool ! 
Thou  searching  human  nature,  that  didst  wake 
To  do  me  wrong,  thou  art  inquisitive. 
And  thrust'st  me  upon  questions,  that  will  take 
My  sleep  away  !  'Would  I  had  died,  ere  known 
This  sad  dishonour !  Pardon  me,  my  friend  ! 
If  thou  wilt  strike,  here  is  a  faithful  heart ; 
Pierce  it,  for  I  will  never  heave  my  hand 
To  thine.  *  Behold  the  power  thou  hast  in  me  ! 
I  do  believe  mv  sister  is  a  whore, 
A  leprous  one  f  Put  up  thy  sword,  young  man. 

Amin.  How  shouldf  I  bear  it  then,  she  beiiig  so? 
I  fear,  my  friend,  that  you  will  lose  me  shortly ; 
And  I  shall  do  a  foul  act  on  myself, 
Through  these  disgraces. 

Ma.  Better  half  the  land 
Were  buried  quick  together.    No,  Amintor ; 
Thou  shalt  have  ease.    Oh,  this  adulterous  king, 
That  drew  her  to  it !  Where  got  he  the  spirit 
To  wrong  me  so  ? 

Amin.  What  is  it  then  to  me. 
If  it  be  wrong  to  you  ? 

MeL  Why,  not  so  much : 
The  credit  of  our  house  is  thrown  away. 
But  from  his  iron  den  FU  waken  Death, 
And  hurl  him  on  this  king !  My  honesty 
Shall  steel  my  sword ;  and  on  its  horrid  point 
111  wear  my  cause,  that  shall  amaze  the  eyes 
Of  this  proud  man,  and  be  too  glittering 
For  him  to  look  on. 

Amin.  I  have  auite  undone  my  fame. 

MeL  Dry  up  tny  watery  eyes. 
And  cast  a  manly  look  upon  my  face ; 
For  nothing  is  so  wild  as  I,  thy  friend. 
Till  I  have  freed  thee.  Still  this  swelling  breast ! 
I  go  thus  from  thee,  and  will  never  cease 
My  vengeance,  till  I  find  thy  heart  at  peace. 
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Hov  Joiib  I  am  to  this  ;  bat,  lore  and  tears, 
lene  me  awhile ;  for  I  have  hazarded 
.411  that  tfab  world  calls  faftppy.  Thou  hast  wrought 
A  sent  from  me,  under  name  of  friend. 
Which  art  ooold  ne'er  have  found,  nor  torture 

wiuai 
Fran  oat  my  hosom :  Give  it  me  agiin ; 
For  I  will  find  it,  wfaeresoe'er  it  lies, 
Hid  in  the  mortal'st  part !  Invent  a  way 
To  pft  it  back. 

Met  Why  would  you  have  it  back? 
I  vifl  ID  dcm  punne  him  with  revenge. 

ian.  Therobre  I  call  it  badi  from  thee ;  for 
Ikoow 
lltt  Uood  90  fai^  that  thou  wilt  stir  in  this, 
\M  Uame  me  to  posterity.  Take  to  thy  weapon ! 

iUL  Hear  thy  friend,  that  bears  more  years 
ihaothott. 

JmitL  I  irill  not  hear !  but  draw,  or  I— 

i/r(.  AminiDr! 

Amn.  Draw  then ;  for  I  am  full  as  resolute 
Ks  tame  and  honour  can  enforce  me  be ! 
I  eaanot  linger.    Draw ! 

M.  Ida    Butis  not 
Mt  share  of  credit  equal  with  thine, 
iridosdr? 

Aam.  So;  for  it  will  be  called 
Honour  in  thee  to  spill  thy  sister's  Uood, 
If  ihe  her  birth  abuse ;  and,  on  the  kin^ 
A  bnre  reren^ :  But  on  me,  that  have  walked 
With  patience  m  it,  it  will  fix  the  name 
Of  fevfol  cuckold.    Oh,  that  word !  Be  quick. 

MeL  Then  join  with  me. 

AmiM,  I  dare  not  do  a  sin,  or  else  I  would. 
&  medy. 

AL  Then  dare  not  fight  with  me;  for  that's  a 


His  crief  distracts  bim :  Call  thy  thoughts  again, 
And  to  thjself  pronounce  the  name  of  friei^, 
.\ad  Ke  what  that  will  woric    I  will  not  fight, 

^^aia.  You  must. 

MeL  I  will  be  killed  first  Though  my  passions 
^^Stnd  the  like  to  you,  'tb  not  this  earth 
^  bay  my  reason  to  it.    Think  awhile. 
For  )T)Q  are  (I  must  weep,  when  I  speak  that) 
.\jiaast  besides  yourself. 

^mn.  Oh,  my  soft  temper ! 
^  mi^  sweet  words  from  thy  sister's  mouth, 
1  tm  ainid,  would  make  me  take  her 
I«i  cmhnoe,  and  pardon  her.  I  am  mad,  indeed, 
Afld  know  not  wmit  I  do.    Yet,  have  a  care 
^*me  in  what  thou  dost. 

Mel.  Why  thinks  my  friend 
^^  f ofiget  hb  honour  ?  or,  to  save 

>  bnveiy  of  our  house,  wiU  lose  his  fame, 
uri  fear  to  touch  the  throne  of  majesty  ? 

•^•la*  A  curse  will  follow  that;  but  rather  live, 
\v\  nSer  with  me. 

Mei  ni  do  what  worth  shall  bid  me,  and  no 
aore. 


Jmin,  'Faith,Iamack,  anddesoerately,  I  hope; 
Yet,  leaning  thus,  I  feel  a  kind  or  ease. 

MeL  Come,  take  again  your  mirth  about  you. 

Amin.  I  shall  never  do't. 

MeL  Iwarrantyou;  lookup;  well  waUctoi^ther; 
Put  thine  arm  here ;  all  shall  be  well  agam. 

Amin,  Thy  love  (oh,  wretched  !)  ay,  thy  love, 
Melantius! 
Why,  I  have  nothing  else. 

MeL  Be  merry  then.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Melantius  again. 
MeL  This  worthy  young  man  may  do  violence 
Upon  himself;  but  I  have  cherish'd  him 
To  my  best  power,  and  sent  him  smiling  from  me^ 
To  counterfeit  agsun.    Sword,  hold  thine  edge ; 
My  heart  will  never  fail  me.    Diphilus ! 
Thou  com'st  as  sent 

Enter  Diphilus. 

Diph.  Yonder  has  been  such  laughing. 

M!eL  Betwiitwhom? 

Diph.  Why,  our  sister  and  the  king;  I  thought 
their  spleen^  would  break ;  they  laughed  us  all 
out  of  the  room. 

MeL  They  must  weep,  Diphilus. 

Diph.  Must  they  ? 

Jlie/.  They  must. 
Thou  art  my  brother ;  and  if  I  did  believe 
Thou  hadst  a  base  thought,  I  would  rip  it  out, 
Lie  where  it  durst. 

Diph.  You  should  not;  I  would  first  mangle 
myself,  and  find  iL 

MeL  That  was  spoke  according  to  our  strain. 
Come,  join  thy  hands  to  mine, 
And  swear  a  firmness  to  what  project  I 
Shall  lay  before  thee. 

DipA.  You  do  wrong  us  both : 
People  hereafter  shall  not  say,  there  passed 
A  bond,  more  than  our  loves,  to  tie  our  lives 
And  deaths  together. 

MeL  It  is  as  nobly  said  as  I  would  wish. 
Anon  111  tell  you  wonders.   We  are  wronged. 

Diph.  But  I  wiU  tell  you  now,  we'll  right  our- 
selves. 

MeL  Stav  not :  Prepare  the  armour  in  my  house ; 
And  what  friends  you  can  draw  unto  our  side;, 
Not  knowing  of  the  cause,  make  ready  too. 
Haste,  Diphiliia^  the  time  requires  it ;  haste ! 

[Exit  Diphilus. 
I  hope  m^  cause  is  just ;  I  know  my  blood 
Tells  me  it  is ;  and  I  will  credit  it 
To  take  revenge,  and  lose  myself  withal. 
Were  idle ;  and  to  escape  impossible. 
Without  I  had  the  fort,  which  (misery !) 
Remaining  in  the  hands  of  my  old  enemy 
Calianax ^But  I  must  have  it    See, 

Enter  Calianax. 
Where  he  comes,  shaking  by  me.   Good  my  lord, 
Forget  your  spleen  to  me ;  I  never  wronged  you, 
But  would  have  peace  with  every  man. 

CaL  Tis  well ; 
If  I  durst  fight,  your  tongue  would  lie  at  quiet 
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To  be  a  ^e  hour,  and  have  your  mackim's  name 

Discourse  for  grooms  and  pages ;  and,  hereafter; 

When  his  oool  majesty  hatn  Uid  you  by, 

1*0  be  at  pension  with  some  needy  sir, 

For  meat  and  coarser  cloaths :  Thus  far  you  know 

no  fear. 
Come,  you  shall  kill  him. 
Evad.  Good  sir ! 

MeL  An  'twere  to  kiss  hhn  dead,  thou^dst 
smother  him. 
Be  wise,  and  kill  him.   Canst  thou  live,  and  know 
What  noble  minds  shall  make  thee,  see  thyself 
Found  out  with  every  finger,  made  the  shame 
Of  all  successions,  and  in  this  great  ruin 
Thy  brother  and  thy  noble  husband  broken  ? 
Thou  shalt  not  live  thus.    Kneel,  and  swear  to 

help  me, 
When  I  shall  call  thee  to  it ;  or,  by  all 
Holy  in  heaven  and  earth,  thou  shalt  not  live 
To  breathe  a  full  hour  longer ;  not  a  thought ! 
Come,  'tis  a  righteous  oath.   Give  me  thyhands. 
And,  both  to  heaven  held  up,  swear,  by  that 

wealth 
This  lustful  thief  stole  from  thee,  when  I  say  it, 
To  let  his  foul  soul  out. 

Evad.  Here  I  swear  it ; 
And,  all  )rou  spirits  oif  abused  ladies, 
Help  me  in  this  performance ! 

MeL  Enough.    This  must  be  known  to  none 
But  you  and  I,  Evadnc ;  not  to  your  lord, 
Though  he  be  wise  and  noble»  and  a  fellow 
Dares  step  as  far  into  a  worthy  action 
As  the  most  daring ;  ay,  as  far  as  justice. 
Ask  me  not  why.  Farewell.  [Exit  MeL 

Evad.  'Would  I  could  say  so  to  my  black  dis- 
grace ! 
Oh,  where  have  I  been  all  this  time  ?  how  'f riende^. 
That  I  should  lose  myself  thus  desperately. 
And  none  for  pity  shew  me  how  I  wandered  ? 
There  is  not  in  the  compass  of  the  light 
A  more  unhappy  creature :  Sure,  I  am  monstrous ! 
For  I  have  done  those  follies,  those  mad  mischiefs, 
W^ould  dare  a  woman.    Oh,  my  loaden  soul. 
Be  not  60  cruel  to  me ;  choke  not  up 

Enter  Amiktor. 

The  way  to  my  repentance !  Oh,  my  lord ! 

Amin.  How  now  ? 

Evad.  My  much  abused  lord !  [Kneels. 

Atnin.  lliis  cannot  be  ! 

Evad.  I  do  not  kneel  to  live ;  I  dare  not  hope  it; 
The  wrongs  I  did  are  greater.    Look  upon  me. 
Though  I  appear  with  all  my  faults. 

Amin.  Stiuid  up. 
This  is  a  new  way  to  beget  more  sorrow : 
Heaven  knows  I  have  too  many !  Do  not  mock  me : 
llioaeh  I  am  tame,  and  bred  up  with  my  wrongs^ 
^Vhich  are  my  foster-brothers,  I  may  leap, 
like  a  hand-wolf,  into  my  natural  wildness, 
And  do  an  outraee.    Prithee,  do  not  mock  me. 

Evad.  My  whole  life  is  so  leprous,  it  infects 
All  my  repentance.  I  would  buy  your  pardon. 
Though  at  the  highcKT  vt;  even  with  my  life. 


That  slight  contrition,  that's  no  sacrifice 
For  what  I  have  committed. 

Amin*  Sure  I  dazile : 
There  cannot  be  a  faith  ia  that  foul  woman, 
That  knows  no  god  more  mighty  than  her  misr 

chiefs. 
Thou  dost  still  worse,  still  number  on  thy  faults, 
To  press  my  poor  heart  thus.    Can  I  believe 
There's  any  seed  of  virtue  in  that  woman, 
Left  to  shoot  up,  that  dares  go  on  in  sin, 
Known,  and  so  known  as  thine  is  ?  Oh,  £vadne ! 
'Would  there  were  any  safety  in  thy  sex. 
That  I  might  put  a  thousand  sorrows  off. 
And  credit  thy  repentance  !  But  I  must  not : 
Thou  hast  brought  me  to  that  dull  calamity, 
To  that  strai^e  misbehef  of  all  the  worid,* 
And  all  things  that  are  in  it,  that  I  fear 
I  shall  fall  like  a  tree,  and  find  my  grave. 
Only  remembering,  that  I  grieve. 

Evad.  My  lord. 
Give  mc  your  griefs :  You  are  an  innocent, 
A  soul  as  white  as  heaven ;  let  not  my  sins 
Perish  your  noble  youth.    I  do  not  fall  here 
To  shadow,  by  dissembling  with  my  tears, 
(As,  all  say,  women  can)  or  to  make  less, 
Wluit  my  hot  will  hath  done,  which  heaven  and  you 
Know  to  be  tougher  than  the  hand  of  time 
Can  cut  from  man's  remembrance.   No,  I  do  not: 
I  do  appear  the  same,  the  same  Evadne, 
Drest  m  the  shames  I  lived  in ;  the  same  monster ! 
But  these  are  names  of  honour,  to  what  I  ana  : 
I  do  present  myself  the  foulest  creature. 
Most  pois'nous,  dang'rous,  and  despised  of  men, 
Lerna  e're  bred,  or  Nilus !  I  am  hell. 
Till  YOU,  my  dear  lord,  shoot  your  light  iota  me. 
The  beams  of  your  forgiveness.    I  am  soul^ck. 
And  wither  with  the  fear  of  one  condemned. 
Till  I  have  got  your  pardon* 

Amn.  Rise,  Evaduct 
Those  heavenly  powers,  that  put  this  good  into  thec« 
Giant  a  continuance  of  it !  I  forgive  thee : 
Make  thyself  worthy  of  it ;  and  take  heed, 
Take  heed,  Evtidnc,  this  be  serious. 
Mock  not  the  powers  above,  that  can  and  dare 
Give  thee  a  great  example  of  their  justice 
To  all  ensuing  eyes,  if  thou  playest 
With  thy  repentance,  the  best  sacrifice. 

Evad.  I  have  done  nothing  good  to  viin  belief. 
My  life  hath  been  so  faithless.  All  the  creatures. 
Made  for  heaven's  honours,  have  their  ends^  and 

good  ones. 
All  but  tlie  cozening  crocodiles,  false  women  ! 
They  reign  here  like  those  plagues,  tliose  killing 

sores, 
Men  pray  against ;  and,  when  they  die,  like  talc« 
111  told  and  unbelicved,  tliey  pass  away. 
And  go  to  dust  forgotten  !  But,  my  lord, 
Those  short  days  I  sliall  number  to  my  rest 
(As  many  must  not  see  mc)  shall,  tliough  too  late. 
Though  in  my  evening,  yet  perceive  a  will ; 
Since  I  can  do  no  good,  because  a  woman. 
Reach  constantly  at  somctliing,  that  is  near  it : 
I  will  redeem  one  minute  of  my  age, 
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Or,  fifceaotfier  Niobe,  FU  weep 

IllJJaD  water. 
Jan.  I  am  now  dissolved : 

Jfy  fhaok  soul  melts..     May  each  sin  thou  hasty 

Fad  a  new  mercy  !  Rise ;  I  am  at  peace. 

fiidst  thoo  been  thaa,  thus  excellently  good^ 
BeSm  that  deril  king  tempted  thy  frailw. 
Sere  dMm  faadst  made  a  star  I  Give  me  thy  hand. 
From  this  time  I  will  know  thee ;  and,  as  far 
As  hoaonr  gives  me  leave,  be  thy  Amintor. 
When  we  meet  next,  I  will  salute  thee  fairly, 
Aadnra]^  the  gods  to  give  thee  happy  days. 
My  attnty  shall  go  along  with  thee, 
laoagh  my  embraces  must  be  far  from  thee. 
IdioaU  have  killed  thee,  but  this  sweet  repentr 


Locks  up  my  vengeance ;  for  which  thus  I  kiss 


The  hst  kiss  we  must  take !  And  'would  to  heaven 
The  hdy  priest,  that  gave  our  hands  together, 
Had  given  us  equal  virtues !  Go,  Evadi^ ; 
The  gods  thus  part  our  bodies.    Have  a  care 
Mt  hooonr  falls  no  farther :  I  am  well  then. 
JBead.  All  the  dear  joys  here,   and,  above^ 
hereafter, 
CiQWtt  diy  fair  soul !  Thus  I  take  leave,  my  lord ; 
And  never  shall  you  see  the  foul  Evadne, 
IS  she  have  tried  all  honoured  means^  that 

Set  her  in  rest,  and  wash  her  stains  away. 

[Exeunt 

fiiHQurr.     Enter  KiNor  and  Calianax. 

[Hautboys  play  within. 

lUng.  I  cannot  tell  how  I  shoutd  credit  this 
From  you,  that  are  his  enemy. 

Co^  Im  sore 
Be  said  it  to  me ;  and  Fll  justify  it 
What  way  he  dares  oppose — but  with  my  sword. 

iiMg.  But  did  he  oreak,  without  all  circum- 


To  you,  his  foe,  that  he  would  have  die  fort, 
To\iU  me,  and  then  escape  ? 

CaL  If  he  deny  it, . 
HI  Duke  him  blush. 

•Kug.  It  sounds  incredibly. 

CaL  Ay,  so  does  every  .tlung  I  say  of  late. 

Kitg,  Not  so,  Calianax. 

CdL  Yes,  I  shoiild  sit 
Mote,  whilst  a  rogue  with  strong  arms  cuts  your 
throat. 

Kkg.  Well,  I  will  try  him;  and,  if  this  be  true, 
rUpewnmy  lifelTlfindit.    Ifitbefalse, 
Ana  dial  you  clothe  your  hate  in  such  a  lie. 
Yob  shall  hereafter  dote  in  your  own  house, 
Not  in  the  court. 

C«l  Why,  if  it  be  a  lie, 
Mine  ears  are  false ;  for,  111  be  sworn,  I  heard  it. 
^  men  are  good  for  nothing :  You  were  best 
Pvtme  u>  death  for  hearing,  and  free  him 
For  meaning  it    You  would  have  trusted  me 
^)^  but  the  time  is  altered. 


King.  And  will  still. 
Where  I  may  do  with  justice  to  the  #orld : 
You  have  no  witness. 

CaL  YeSf  myself. 

King,  No  more, 
I  mean,  there  were  that  heard  it 

CaL  How !  no  more  ? 
Would  you  have  more  ?  whv»  am  not  I  enough 
To  hang  a  thousand  rogues  r 

Kinf.  But,  so,  you  may 
Hang  honest  men  too^  if  you  please* 

Col,  I  may ! 
lis  like  I  wdl  do  so :  There  are  a  hundred 
Will  swear  it  for  a  need  too^  if  I  say  it 

King.  Such  witnesses  we  need  not 

CaL  And  'tis  hard 
If  m^  word  cannot  hang  a  boisterous  knave. 

King.  Enough.    Where*s  Strato. 

Enter  Strato: 

Sfra.  Sir ! 

King.  Why,  where  is  all  ttie  company  ?  Call 
Amintor  in ; 
Evadne.    Where's  my  brother,  and  Melandus  ? 
Bid  him  come  too ;  and  Dipbilus.    Call  all, 

[Exit  Straio. 
That  are  without  there. — If  he  should  desire 
The  combat  of  you,  'tis  not  in  the  power 
Of  all  our  laws  to  hinder  it,  unless 
We  mean  to  (|uit  them. 

CaL  Why,  if  you  do  think 
'Tis  fit  an  old  man,  and  a  counsellor, 
Do  fight  for  what  be  says,  then  you  may  grant  it 

Enter  Amintor,   Evadwf.,   Melantius,   Di- 
pbilus, Lvsipprs,  Cleon,  Strato. 

King.  Come,  sirs !  Amintor,  thou  art  yet  a 
bridegroom. 
And  I  will  11.^  thee  so  :  Thou  shalt  sit  down. 
Evadne,  sit ;  and  you,  Amintor,  too : 
This  banquet  is  fur  you,  sir.     Who  has  brouglit 
A  merry  talc  about  hiin,  to  raise  laughter 
Amongst  our   wine?  Why,  Strato,   where  art 

thou  ? 
Thou  wilt  chop  out  with  them  imscasonably, . 
When  I  desire  them  not. 

Sira.  *Tis  my  ill  luck,  sir,  so  to  spend  them 
then. 

King.  Reach  me  a  bowl  of  wine.   Mclantius, 
.   thou 
Art  sad. 

MeL  I  should  be,  sir,  the  merriest  here. 
But  I  have  ne'er  a  story  of  my  own 
Wortli  telling  at  this  time. 

King.  Give  rae  the  wine. 
Melantius,  I  am  now  considering 
How  easy  'twere,  for  any  man  we  trust. 
To  poison  oue  of  us  in  such  a  bowl. 

MeL  I  diink  it  were  not  hard,  sir,  for  a  knave. 

CaL  Sucli  as  you  arc. 

King.  I'faith,  'twere  easy :  It  becomes  us  well  • 
To  get  plaiii'<lealiag  men  about  ourselves ; 
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Such  as  you  all  are  here.    Ajmntor,  to  thee ; 
And  to  tny  fair  Evadne. 

Mel,  litLve  you  thought  of  thu^  Calianax  ? 

[Apart. 
CaL  Yes,  marry,  hare  I. 
MeL  And  what's  your  resolution  ? 
Cai,  You  shall  have  it,  soundly,  I  warrant  you. 
King.  Reach  to  Amintor,  Strato. 
Amin.  Here,  my  love, 
This  wine  will  do  thee  wrong,  for  it  will  set 
Blushes  upon  thy  cheeks ;  and,  'till  thou  dost 
A  fault,  'twere  pity. 

King.  Yet,  I  wonder  much 
At  the  strange  desperation  of  these  men. 
That  dare  attempt  such  acts  here  in  ovir  state : 
He  could  not  'scane^  that  did  it. 

MeL  Werehe  imowny 
Impossible. 

King.  It  would  be  known,  Melantiu& 
MeL  It  ought  to  be :  If  he  got  then  away. 
He  must  wear  all  our  lives  upon  his  sword. 
He  need  not  fly  the  island ;  he  must  leaTO 
No  one  alive* 

Kin^.  No ;  I  shoold  thiiik  no  man 
Could  nil  me,  and  'scape  dear,  but  tfiat  old  m^ 
CaL  But  I !  heaven  bless  me !  I !  should  J, 

my  liege  } 
King.  I  do  not  think  thou  woukfst;  but  yet 
thou  might'st ; 
For  thou  hast  in  thy  hands  the  means  to  escape, 
By  keeping  of  the  fort.    He  has^  M elantius^ 
And  he  has  kept  it  well. 

MeL  From  cobwebs,  sr, 
Tis  clean  swept :  I  can  finid  no  other  art 
In  keeping  of  it  now :  Twas  ne'er  beseged^ 
Since  ne  commanded  it 

CaL  I  shall  be  sure 
Of  your  good  word :  But  I  have  kept  it  safe' 
From  sudi  as  you. 

MeL  Keep  your  ill  temper  in : 
I  speak  no  malice.    Had  my  brother  kept  it, 
I  snould  have  said  as  much.. 
King.  You  are  not  meny. 
Brother,  drink  wine.   Sit  you  all  Still !— Calianai, 
I  cannot  trust  this :  I  have  thrown  out  words. 
That  would  have  fetched  warm  Mood  upon  the 

cheeks 
Of  i^ty  men,  and  he  is  never  moved : 
He  iuiows  no  such  thing.  [Aptu't. 

Col.  Impudence  may  'scape, 
When  feeble  virtue  is  accused. 

King.  He  must, 
If  he  were  guilty,  feel  an  alteration 
At  this  our  whisper,  whilst  we  point  at  him : 
You  see  he  does  not. 

CaL  Let  him  hang  himself: 
What  care  I  what  he  does  ?  This  he  did  say. 
King.  Melantius,  you  can  easily  conceive 
What  I  have  meant;  for  men,  that  are  in  fanlf^ 
Can  subtly  apprehend,  when  others  aim 
At  what  they  do  amiss :  But  I  forgive 
Freely,  before  this  man.    Heaven  do  so  too  I 


I  will  not  touch  thee,  so  mvnA 
Of  telline;  it.    Let  it  be  so  no  more. 
CaL  Why,  this  is  very  fine. 
MeL  I  cxmnot  tell 
What  'tis  you  mean ;  but  I  am  apt  efioo^ 
Rudely  to' thrust  into  an  ignorant  faults 
But  let  me  know  it :  Happily,  'tis  nought 
But  misconstruction ;  and,  where  I  am  dear, 
I  will  not  take  forgiveness  of  the  gods, 
Much  less  of  you. 

King.  Nay)  if  you  stand  so  stifl^ 
I  shall  call  U^k  my  mercy. 
MeL  I  wnnt  smoothness 
To  thank  a  man  for  pardoning  of  a  crime, 
I  never  knew. 

King.  Not  to  instruct  your  knowledge,  bat  to 
shew  you 
My  ears  are  every  where,  you  meant  to  kfll  me. 
And  get  the  fort  to  escape. 

MeL  Pardon  me,  sir ; 
My  bluntness  will  be  pardoned :  Yon  pteserre 
A  race  of  idle  people  Here  about  you. 
Facers  and  talkers,  to  delame  the  worth 
Of  those,  dnt  do  things  worthy.    The  man,  tliat 

uttered  this, 
Had  perished  without  food,  be  it  who  it  will, 
Bdt  tor  this  arm,  that  fenced  him  fVom  the  foe. 
And,  if  I  thought  you  gave  a  faith  to  this. 
The  plainness  of  mv  nature  vrould  speak  more. 
Give  me  a  pardon  ffor  you  ought  to  do  it) 
To  kill  him,  that  spake  this. 

CaL  Ay,  that  wdl  be 
The  end  of  all :  Then  I  am  fairly  paid 
For  all  my  eare  and  service. 

MeL  ThM  old  man, 
Wlio  calls  me  enemy,  and  of  whom  I 
(Though  I  will  never  match  my  hate  so  low) 
Have  no  good  thought,  woula  yet,  I  think,  ex- 
cuse me, 
And  swear  he  thought  me  wronged  in  this. 

CaL  Who,  I  ? 
Thou  shameless  fellow !  Didst  thou  not  speak  to  mc 
Of  it  thyself. 

MeL  Oh,  then  it  came  from  him  f 

CaL  From  uie !  who  should  it  come  from,  but 

from  mc  P 
MeL  Nay,  I  believe  your  malice  is  enough  : 
But  I  have  lost  my  anger.    Sir,  I  hope 
You  are  well  satisfied. 

King.  Lysippus,  chear 
Amintor  and  nis  lady ;  there's  no  sound 
Comes  from  you ;  Iwill  come  and  do  it  myself. 
Amin.  Yoii  hhve  done  already,  sir,  for  me,  I 

thank  you. 
King.  Melantius,  I  do  credit  this  fh>m  bim^ 
How  slisht  soe'er  you  make  it. 
MeL  Tis  strange  you  should. 
CaL  'Tis  strange  he  should  believe  an  old  man's 
word. 
That  never  lied  in  his  life  > 
MeL  I  talk  not  to  thee ! 
Shall  the  wild  words  of  this  distempered  maiu 
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Fnolic  mkk  ige  aad  »now,  make  a  bmch 

Betviit  fo«r  m^/estj  and  me  ?  Twas  wrong 

To  hcMti^a  to  hun ;  bat  to  credit  him, 

A3  oiiidi,  at  least,  as  I  have  power  to  bear. 

ftrf  pavdoB  me — whilst  I  apeak  onlj  truth, 

I  maj  eommend  ngpftH-^l  have  bestowed 

U  V  canele»  bloo4  with  jou,  and  ahoidd  be  loth 

T'>  think  an  action,  that  would  iqake  las  kMe 

Thaft,  and  my  thanks  too.    When  I  was  a  boy, 

I  thniat  my^tM  into  my  country's  cause. 

And  cfid  n  deed,  that  plucke<|  five  vears  from  time, 

And  s^rkd  me  man  then.    And  tor  you,  my  king, 

Yjut  sttbjerts  all  have  fed  by  virtue  of 

My  ann.    Tliis  fwoni  of  mine  1m^  plowed  the 

groond, 
And  reaped  the  fmit  in  peace ; 
Aod  yon  yourself  have  hved  at  home  in  ease. 
s>  texTiUe  I  grew,  that,  without  swords, 
My  name  faach  fetched  you  conquest :  And  my 


And  limfaa  are  still  the  same ;  my  wiU  as  great 
To  do  ymt  aerrioe.    Let  me  not  be  paid 
Widi  sndi  a  strange  distrasL 

KtMg.  Melantias, 
I  hekl  it  great  injustice  to  believe 
Thine  enemy,  and  did  not ;  if  I  did) 
I  do  not;  let  that  satisfy.    What^  strudt 
With  Mdbwas  all  ?  More  wine ! 

CmL  A  few  fine  words 
Have  oreitluown  my  truth.  Ah,  thou  art  a  villain ! 
Met  Why,  thou  wert  better  let  me  have  the 
fiwt; 
Dotard !  I  will  di«ace  thee  thus  for  ever : 
There  siball  no  cremt  lie  upon  thy  words. 
Hank  better,  and  deliver  it  [Apart, 

CdL  My  liege, 
He%  at  me  now  again  to  do  it.    Speak ; 
Dm  it,  if  thoQ  cansL    Examine  nim, 
Wide  he  ia  hot ;  for,  if  he  cool  ogaiii} 
Ik  will  forswear  it. 

Kimg.  This  is  lunacy, 
I  hope,  Mebatitts. 

lldL  He  hath  lost  faimsdf 
Madb,  since  hts  daughter  missed  the  happiness, 
My  fister  gained ;  and,  tbougfi  he  call  me  foe, 
I  pify  ham, 
CiL  Pity  f  a  pox  upon  you  ! 
Met  Mark  his  disordered  words !  And,  at  the 


Disewaa  knows,  he  raged,  and  railed  a|  me. 
And  called  a  lady  whore,  so  innocent, 
^  mdervtood  mm  not    But  it  becomes 
Bidi  yon  and  me  too  to  forgive  distraction : 
iHifdon  ham,  as  t  do. 

Cat  ni  not  speak  for  thee, 
Fnr  all  thf  cunning.    If  you  will  be  safe, 
Chsp  otiT  ius  head ;  for  mere  was  never  known 
S>  isapudent  a  rascal. 

Mia0^.  SoKUtf  that  love  him, 
*'n  hon  to  bed.     Why,  pity  should  not  let 
Ut  smbe  itself  oontemikibAe ;  we  must  be 
•ili  o^d ;  have  him  away. 


AfdL  CaKaa«i» 
The  king  believes  you ;  ccmie,  yon  shall  go  home. 
And  rest ;  yen  have  done  well.—- You'll  eive  it  up. 
When  I  have  used  you  thus  a  montli,  I  nope. 

[Apart, 

CmL  Now,  now,  'tis  plain,  sir;  he  does  mo^e 
me  still. 
He  says,  he  knows  Til  give  him  up  the  fort, 
When  he  has  used  n^e  thus  a  month.  I  am  mad, 
Aip  I  not,  still  ? 
'  pamet.  Ha,  ha,  jia ! 

CaL  I  shall  be  mad  indeed,  if  you  do  thus ! 
Why  should  you  trust  a  sturdy  fellow  there 
(That  has  no  virtue  in  him ;  all's  in  his  sword) 
Before  me?  Do  but  take  his  weapons  from  him| 
And  he's  an  ass ;  and  Fm  a  very  fool. 
Both  with  him,  and  without  him,  as  you  use  me. 

Qmnet.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

King,  Tis  well,  Calianax.    But  if  yon  use 
Thb  once  again,  I  shall  entreat  some  other 
To  see  your  offices  be  well  dischaiged. 
Be  merry,  gentlemen ;  it  grows  somewhat  late. 
Amintor,  thou  wouldst  be  arbed  again, 

Amin,  Yes,  sir. 

»>.;.  WytHi,  Evadne.    tetmetake 
Thee  in  my  arms,  Melantius,  and  believe 
Thou  art,  as  thou  deservcst  to  be,  my  friend 
Still,  and  for  ever.    Good  Calianax, 
Sleep  89undly^  it  wiU  bring  thee  to  thyself. 

[Exeunt 

Manmi  Melaxtius  und  Calianax. 

Cd,  Sleep  soundly !  I  sleep  soundlv  now,  I  hope ; 
I  could  not  be  thus  else.    How  dar'st  thou  stay 
Alone  with  me,  knowing  how  thou  hast  used  me? 

MeL  You  cannot  blast  me  vdtb  your  tongo^ 
and  that's 
The  strongest  part  you  have  about  you. 

Col.  Av, 
Do  look  for  some  great  punishment  for  this : 
For  I  begin  to  forget  all  my  hate. 
And  take  it  unkindly,  that  mine  enemy 
Should  use  me  so  extraordinarily  scurvily. 

MeL  I  shall  melt  too,  if  you  begin  to  take 
Unkindnesses :  I  never  meant  you  hurt 

CaL  Thou'lt  anger  me  again.    Thou  wretched 
rogue, 
Meant  me  no  hart  I  Disgrace  me  with  the  king ; 
Lose  all  my  offices  !  This  is  no  hurt^ 
Is  it?  I  pnthee,  what  dost  thou  call  hurt ? 

MeL  To  poison  men,  because  they  love  me  not; 
To  can  the  credit  of  men's  wives  in  question ; 
To  murder  dnldien  betwixt  me  and  mnd ; 
This  is  all  hurt 

CaL  All  this  thou  think^st,  is  sport; 
For  mine  is  worse :  But  use  thy  will  with  me ; 
For,  betwixt  |rief  and  anger,  I  couM  cry. 

MeL  Be  wise  then,  aim  be  safe ;  thou  may'st 
revenge. 

Co/.  Ay,  V  the  king?  I  would  revenge  o'  thee. 

MeL  That  you  must  plot  yourself 

CqL  Vm  a  ope  plotter. 
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Mel.  The  short  i^  I  will  hold  thee  with  the  Idng 
In  this  perplexity,  till  peevishness 
And  thy  disgrace  have  laid  thee  in  thy  grave. 
But,  if  thou  wilt  deliver  up  the  fort, 
rU  take  thy  trembling  boay  in  my  arms, 
And  bear  thee  over  mmgers :  Thou  dialt  hold 
Thy  wonted  state. 

CaL  If  I  should  tell  the  king, 
Canst  thou  deny  it  a^ain  ? 

MeL  Try,  and  believe. 

CaL  Nay,  then  thou  canst  bring  any  thing  about 
Thou  shah  have  the  fort 

MeL  Why,  well : 
Here  let  our  hate  be  buried ;  and  this  hand 
Shall  right  us  both.    Give  me  thy  aged  breast 
To  compass. 

CaL  Nay,  I  do  not  love  thee  yet ; 
I  cannot  well  endure  to  look  on  thee : 
And,  if  I  thought  it  were  a  courtesy, 
Thou  should'st  not  have  it  But  I  am  disgraced ; 
My  offices  are  to  be  ta'en  away ; 
And,  if  I  did  but  hold  tliis  fort  a  day, 
I  do  believe,  the  king  would  take  it  from  me, 
And  give  it  thee,  things  are  so  strangely  carried. 
Ne'er  thank  me  for  it;  but  yet  the  king  shall  know 
There  was  some  such  thing  in  it  I  told  him  of; 
And  that  I  was  an  honest  man. 

MeL  He'll  buy 
That  knowledge  very  dearly.    Diphilus, 

Enter  Diphxlus. 

What  news  with  thee  ? 

Diph.  This  were  a  night  indeed 
To  do  it  in :  The  king  hath  sent  for  her. 

MeL  She  shall  peiTorm  it  then.  Go,  Diphilufi^ 
And  take  from  diis  good  man,- my  worthy  friend, 
The  fort ;  he'll  give  it  thee. 

Diph.  Have  you  got  that  f 

CaL  Art  thou  of  the  same  breed  ?  Canst  thou 
deny 
This  to  the  king  too  ? 

Diph.  With  a  confidence 
Asjreat  as  his. 

CaL  Faith,  like  enough. 

MeL  Awav,  and  use  him  kindly. 

CaL  Touch  not  me ; 
I  hate  the  whole  strain.    If  tliou  follow  me, 
A  great  way  oS,  Fll  give  thee  up  the  fort ; 
And  hang  yourselves. 

MeL  Be  gone. 

Diph,  He's  finely  wrought 

[Exeunt  Cal.  and  Diph, 

MeL  This  is  a  night,  'spite  of  astronomers^ 


To  do  the  deed  in.    I  will  wash  the  stain, 
That  rests  upon  our  house,  off  with  bis  blood. 

Enter  Amiktob. 

Ainin.  Melantius,  now  assist  me:  If  thod  be'st 
That,  which  thou  sayest,  assist  me.    I  have  lost 
All  my  distempers,  and  have  found  a  rage 
So  pleasing !  Help  me. 

MeL  Who  can  see  him  thus, 
And  not  swear  vengeance  ?  Whatfs  the  matter, 
friend  ? 

Amin,  Out  with  thy  sword  i  and,  hand  in  hand 
with  me. 
Rush  to  the  chamber  of  this  hated  kin^ 
And  sink  him,  with  the  weight  of  all  his  sins^ 
To  hell  for  ever. 

MeL  'Twere  a  rash  attempt, 
Not  to  be  done  with  safety.    Let  your  reason 
Plot  your  revenge,  and  not  your  passion. 

Amin.  If  thou  refusest  me  in  tnese  extremes. 
Thou  art  no  friend :  He  sent  for  her  to  me ; 
By  Heaven,  to  me,  mvself !  And,  I  must  tell  yoo, 
I  love  her,  as  a  stranger ;  there  is  worth 
In  that  vile  woman,  worthy  things  Melantius ; 
And  she  repents.    I'll  do  it  myself  alone. 
Though  I  be  slain.    Farewell. 

MeL  He'll  overthrow 
My  whole  design  with  madness.    Amintor, 
Think  what  thou  dost :  I  dare  as  much  as  Valour; 
But  'tis  the  king,  the  king,  the  king,  Amintor, 
With  whom  thou  lightest !— I  know  he's  honest. 
And  this  will  work  with  liim.  [Aside. 

Amin.  I  cannot  toll 
What  thou  hast  said ;  but  thou  hast  charmed  my 

sword 
Out  of  my  hand,  and  left  me  shaking  here, 
Defenceless. 

MeL  I  will  take  it  up  for  thee. 

Amin.  What  a  wild  oeast  is  uncollected  man  I 
The  thing,  that  we  call  honour,  bears  us  all 
Headlong  to  sin,  and  yet  itself  is  nothing. 

AleL  Alas,  how  variable  are  liiy  thoughts ! 

Awin.  Just  like  my  fortunes :  I  was  run  to  that 
I  purposed  to  have  chid  thee  for.    Some  plot, 
I  did  distrust,  thou  hadst  against  the  king, 
By  that  old  fellow's  carriage.     But  take  heed  ; 
There's  not  the  least  limb  growing  to  a  king. 
But  carries  thunder  in  it 

MeL  I  have  none 
Against  him. 

Amin.  Why,  come  then ;  and  still  remember. 
We  may  not  think  re\enge. 

MeL  I  will  remember.  [Exeunt » 


ACT    V. 


Enter  Evadme,  and  a  Gentleman. 
Evad.  Sir,  is  the  king  arbed } 
Cent.  Madam,  an  hour  aeo. 
Evad,  Give  roe  the  key  mn,  and  let  non^  be 
near; 
Tis  the  king's  pleasure. 


Gent.  I  understand  you,  madam;  'would  'twere 
mine. 
I  must  not  wish  ^ood  rest  unto  your  ladyship. 

Evad.  You  talk,  vou  talk. 

Gent.  'Tis  all  I  <iare  do,  madam ;  but  the  kin^ 
Will  wake,  and  then 


Plbtchxb.] 


BRmSH  DRAMA. 


ts 


Etmd.  SniDg  your  ima^atioiiy  pmiy,  good 

Ctmi.  A  tjood  lujrht  be  it  theny  and  a  lone  one, 
ntadam.    I  am  gone.  [Exit. 

IrOadL  The  night  grows  horrible;  and  ail  about 


like  mj  black  parpose.    Oh,  the  conscience 
iX  a  lost  vireiD  !  whither  wilt  thou  pull  mc? 
To  what  thinfTS  dismal  as  the  depth  of  hell, 
W«It  thou  provoke  me  ?  Let  no  woman  dare 
Fmm  this  noor  be  disloyal,  if  her  heart  be  flesh, 
W  she  hat-e  blood»  and  can  fear :  Tis  a  daring 
Above  that  de^iperate  fool's,  that  left  his  peace, 
.Vnd  went  to  sea  to  iight.    'Us  so  many  sins, 
Ao  agje  cannot  repent  chero ;  and  so  great, 
The  ^ods  wwit  mercy  for !   Yet,  I  must  tlW 

tfacm. 
I  have  began  a  slaughter  on  my  honour, 
And  I  most  end  it  there.  He  sleeps.  Good  Ilea- 

Tens! 
Why  f^ve  you  peace  to  this  untcmpcrate  beast, 
That  hath  so  loi^  transgressed  you?   I  most  kill 

him. 
And  I  will  do  it  bravely :  The  mere  joy 
TeiU  ane,  I  merit  in  it.    Yet  I  must  not 
TriiA  tamely  do  it,  as  he  sleeps;  that  were 
T«»  rock  him  to  another  world :  My  vengeance 
S>:iU  take  him  waking,  and  then  lay  before  him 
1  he  lumber  of  his  wrongs  and  punishments. 
r  J  afaike  his  sins  like  furies,  till  I  waken 
Hi%  evil  angel,  his  sick  conscience, 
Aid  then  111  strike  him  dead.    King,  by  your 
leave,  [Ties  his  arm  to  the  bed. 

T  ^Are  not  trust  your  strength.   Your  grace  and  I 
M  i^  srappic  upon  even  tenns  no  more. 
^    If  he  rail  me  not  from  my  resolution, 
I  >Sj11  be  stroo^  enough.    My  lord  the  king ! 
My  kxd  !  He  sleeps,  as  if  he  meant  to  wake 
No  aiore:     My  lord !  Is  he  not  dead  already  ? 
2cf!  Mviord! 
Ktmff.  Who's  that? 
EzaJd.  Oh,  TOO  sleep  soundly,  sir ! 
lLfii|r.  My  Aear  Evadne, 
I  have  been  dreaming  of  thee.    Come  to  bed. 
Etmd.  I  am  €3ome  at  length,  sir;  but  how  wel- 
come? 
King,  What  pretty  new  device  is  this,  Evadne  ? 
What,  do  yoci  tie  me  to  you }  By  my  love, 
l>.s  is  a  quaint  one.  Come,  my  dear,  and  kiss  me; 
ni  be  diy  Mars ;  to  bed,  my  queen  of  love : 
Let  as  be  can^t  toother,  that  the  gods 
}l2T  see,  and  enrj  our  embraces. 

EaadL  Slay,  sir,  stay ; 
Vin  are  too  hot,  and  t  have  brought  you  physic 
To  temper  yoor  high  veins. 

Kime:.  Prithee,  to  bed  then ;  let  me  take  itwarm ; 
Tjere  thoa  shalt  know  the  state  of  my  body  bet- 


En£  I  know  yon  have  a  surfeited  foul  body ; 
\ai  ?ou  nmst  bleed. 
Ein^.  Bleed ! 


Evad.  Ay,  you  shall  bleed !   lie  still ;  and,  it 
the  devil. 
Your  lust,  will  pive  you  leave,  repent.    This  steel 
Comes  to  redeem  the  honour,  that  you  stole, 
King,  my  fair  name;  which  nothiog  but  tliy  death 
Can  answer  to  the  world. 

King.  How  is  this,  Evadne  ? 

Evad.  I  am  not  she ;  nor  bear  I  in  this  breas: 
So  much  cold  spirit  to  be  called  a  woman. 
I  am  a  tyger ;  I  am  any  thing 
That  knows  not  pity.    Stir  not !  If  thou  dost, 
m  take  thee  unprepared ;  thy  fears  upon  thee. 
That  make  thy  sms  look  double;  and  so  send  thee 
(By  my  revenge,  I  will)  to  look  those  torments. 
Prepared  for  such  black  souls. 

King.  Thou  dost  not  mean  this;  'tjs  impossible 
Thou  art  too  sweet  and  gentle. 

Evad,  No,  I  am  not 
I  am  as  foul  as  thou  art,  and  can  number 
As  mgny  such  hells  here.    I  was  once  fair^ 
Once  I  was  lovely ;  not  a  blowing  rose 
More  chastely  sweet,  till  thou,  thou,  thou  foul 

canker, 
(Stir  not)  didst  poison  me.   I  was  a  world  of  virtue, 
Till  your  curst  court  and  you  (hell  bless  you  for  it !) 
With  your  temptations  on  temptations. 
Made  me  give  up  mine  honour;  for  which,  king, 
I'm  come  to  kill  thee. 

King.  No ! 

Evad,  I  am. 

King.  Thou  art  not ! 
I  prithee  speak  not  these  things :  Thou  art  gentle, 
And  wert  not  meant  thus  rugged. 

Evad.  Peace,  and  hear  me. 
Stir  nothing  but  your  tongue,  and  that  for  mercy 
To  those  above  us ;  by  whose  lights  I  vow. 
Those  blessed  fires,  that  shot  to  see  our  sin. 
If  thy  hot  soul  had  substance  with  thy  blood, 
I  would  kill  that  too ;  which,  being  past  my  steel. 
My  tongue  shall  reach.   Thou  art  a  shameless  vil- 

lain! 
A  thing  out  of  the  overcharge  of  nature ; 
Scnt^  like  a  thick  cloud,  to  cQsperse  a  plague 
Upon  weak  catching  women !  such  a  tyrant, 
That  for  his  lust  would  sell  away  his  subjects ; 
Ay,  all  his  heaven  hereafter ! 

King.  Hear,  Evadne, 
Thou  soul  of  sweetness,  hear !  I  am  thy  kin<;. 

Evad.  Thou  art  my  shame !    lie  still,  there's 
none  about  you. 
Within  your  cries :  All  promises  of  safety 
Are  but  deluding  dreams.    Thus,  thus,  thou  foul 

man. 
Thus  I  begin  my  vengeance !  [Stabs  him^ 

King.  Hold,  Evadne ! 
I  do  command  thee  hold. 

Evad.  I  do  not  mean,  sir, 
To  part  so  fairly  with  you ;  we  must  changQ 
More  of  these  love-tricks  yet 

King.  What  bloody  villain 
Provoked  thee  to  this  murder  ? 

Evad.  Thou>  thou  monster. 
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King.  Oh !  Evadne,  pity  me. 
Evad.  Hell  take  me  then !  This  for  my  lord 
Amintor ! 
This  for  mj  noble  brother !  and  this  stroke 
For  the  most  wronged  of  women !       [KUlt  him. 
King.  Oh !  I  die. 

Evad,  Die  all  our  faults  together!  t  forove 
^ee.  £xit 

Enter  two  of  the  bedchamber, 

1.  Come,  now  she's  gone,  let's  enter;  the  king 
Expects  it,  apd  will  be  angry. 

2.  How  fast  he  is !  I  cannot  hear  him  breathe, 
1.  Eitlier  the  tapers  give  a  feeble  light. 

Or  he  looks  very  pale. 
S.  And  so  he  dioes : 
Pray  heaven  he  be  well ;  let's  look.    Al^ ! 
He's  stiff,  wounded  and  dead !  Treason,  treason ! 

1.  Run  forth  and  call. 

2.  Treason,  treason !  [Ejeit, 
1.  This  will  be  laid  on  us : 

Who  con  believe  a  ^oman  could  do  this  f 

Enter  CtEON  and  Lysippus. 
Cieon.  How  now !  Where's  the  traitor  ? 
1.  Fled,  fled  away;  but  there  her  woeful  act 

lies  still. 
Clean.  Her  act !  a  woman ! 
Lys.  Where's  the  body  ? 
1.  There. 

Lys.  Farewell,  thou  worthy  man !  Tliere  were 
two  bonds, 
That  tied  aor  lo\e»,  a  brother  end  a  king; 
The  least  of  which  might  fetch  a  flood  of  teara : 
But  buch  tlic  miser}'  of  jn^atness  is, 
'lliey  hare  no  time  to  mourn ;  then  pardon  me : 
Sira^  which  way  went  she  f 

Enter  Strato. 

Stra.  Ne%*cr  follow  her ; 
For  she,  alas !  was  but  tlic  instrument. 
News  is  now  brought  in  that  Melantius 
Has  got  the  fort,  and  stands  upon  the  wall; 
And  with  a  loud  voice  calls  tliose  few,  that  pass 
At  this  dead  time  of  night,  delivering 
The  innocence  of  this  act. 

Xys,  Gentlemen,  I  am  vour  king. 

i^Yra,  We  do  acknowledge  it 

Ljft.  I  would  I  were  not!  Follow,  all;  for  this 
Must  have  a  sudden  stop.   ,  [Ejeunt. 

£n/rr  Melantius,  Diphilvs,  oh^ Calianax, 

on  the  nmdl. 

Mel.  If  the  dull  people  can  believe  I  am  armed, 
(Be  constant,  Diphilus  !^  now  we  havf  time, 
Either  to  brin^  our  bamshed  honomt  home, 
Or  create  new  ones  in  our  ends. 

Diph.  I  fear  not. 
My  spirit  lies  not  that  way.    Comngei  Cfdtanax. 
Vaf.  'Would  I  had  any !  you  should  quickly  knowit 

Mel.  Speak  to  the  people :  Thou  art  elooaent. 

CaL  Tis  a  fine  eloquence  to  come  to  the  gallows ! 
You  were  bom  to  be  my  end.    The  devil  t&e  you ! 
Now  must  I  hang  for  company.    Tis  strange, 
I  should  be  old,  and  neither  wise  nor  valiant 


Enter  Lysippva,  Diaookas^  Cuoir,  Steato, 

and  guard, 

Lys,  See  where  he  stands,  as  boldly  confident, 
As  if  he  had  his  full  command  about  hnn« 

Stra.  He  looks  as  if  he  had  the  better  cauie,  Sir; 
Under  your  gracious  pardon,  let  me  speak  it ! 
Though  he  be  mighty  spirited,  and  forward 
To  all  great  things;  to  all  things  of  that  duoffet 
Worse  naen  shake  at  the  telling  of;  yet,  certamly, 
I  do  believe  him  noble;  and  this  actigo 
Rather  pulled  on,  than  sought :  His  miod  was  ever 
As  worthy  as  his  hand. 

Lys.  Tis  my  fear,  too. 
Heaveit44icgive  all !  Summon  him,  lord  Cleon. 

Cieon.  Ho,  from  the  walb  there. 

Mel.  Worthy  Cleon,  welcome. 
We  could  have  wished  you  here,  lord :  You  are 
honest 

CaL  Well,  thou  art  as  flattering  a  kpave^  though 
I  dare  not  tell  thee  so^ [Aside^ 

Lys.  Melantius!  ' 

MeL  Sir. 

Lys.  I  am  sorry,  that  we  meet  thus;  our  old  lore 
Never  required  such  distance.    Pray  Heaven, 
You  have  not  left  yourself,  and  sought  this  safety 
More  out  of  fear  than  honour  !  You  have  lost 
A  noble  master ;  which  your  faid^  Melantius, 
Some  think,   might  have  preserved:   Yet  yon 
know  best 

CaL  When  time  was,  I  was  mfid ;  aooaci  that 
dares  fight, 
I  hope  will  pay  tins  TwmmL 

MeL  Royul  young  man,  whose  tears  look  lovely 
on  thee. 
Hod  they  been  ihed  for  a  deserving  one, 
Thc^  had  been  lasting  UMinnnients!  Thy  brother, 
Wluic  he  was  good,  I  call'd  him  kix^ ;  anaseiT*d  him 
With  that  strong  faith,  that  most  mtwearied  va- 
lour. 
Pulled  people  from  the  farthest  sun  to  seek  him. 
And  bqg  bis  friendship.    I  was  then  his  soldier. 
But  since  his  hot  pride  drew  him  to  disgrace  me. 
And  brand  my  noble  actions  with  his  lust 
(That  never  cured  dishonour  of  my  sister. 
Base  stain  of  whore !  and,  which  is  worsen 
The  joy  to  make  it  still  so),  like  myself. 
Thus  I  have  flung  him  oS  with  my  allegiance; 
And  stand  here  mine  own  justice,  to  revci^ 
What  I  have  sufiered  in  him ;  and  this  old  man, 
Wronged  almost  to  lunacy. 

CaL  Who  I  i 
You  would  draw  me  in.    I  Imve  had  no  wrong, 
'I  do  disclaim  ye  all. 

MeL  The  short  is  this : 
Tis  no  ambition  to  lift  up  mysdf 
Ui^eth  me  thus ;  I  do  desire  again 
To  be  a  subject,  so  I  may  be  free. 
If  not,  I  know  my  strength,  and  will  unbuild 
This  goodly  town.    Be  speedy,  and  be  wise, 
In  a  reply. 

Stra,  be  sudden,  sir,  to  tie 
All  up  again :  What's  done  is  past  recall. 
And  past  you  to  revenge;  and  there  ore  thousands^ 
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Tlmt  vak  fir  snch  a  troabU  boor  w  tfaist 
ThriNrftBitlielilMik. 

Im,  Mdaotiiiiy  wiifee  in  diat 
Tbr^oioe:  M j  ami  is  at  k. 

Jft£  It  waa  our  honooia  drew  na  to  this  ao^ 
KpC  piii;  and  we  will  only  work  oar  pardons. 

CkiL  Ptt  ay  nana  in  too. 

IKpL  Yoa  diacfaum'd  us  all 

Csi  Tbat  is  all  one ; 
m  not  be  happed  hei^fber  by  a  tridci 
lUbpreitin. 

HdL  Yoa  shall,  y«m  sMl. 
Cooie  to  fbe  back  gate,  and  we'll  call  ytm  king. 
And  gpie  you  up  the  iotti 

UfL  Away,  away.  [ JBjromf  emaef. 


Emier  Aspatia,  ta  num's  appareL 

Ji^llibisiiiyffitalhoQr.  Heaven  may  forgive 
Mt  nsfa  attempt,  that  causelessly  hath  laid 
Gnefs  on  me,  aiat  will  never  let  me  rest ; 
And  pot  a  woman's  heart  into  my  breast. 
It  is  more  honour  for  you,  tht  1 1  die ; 
For  she,  that  can  endure  the  misery, 
Hat  I  have  on  me,  and  be  patient  too, 
Maj  five  and  lai^h  at  all  tluit  you  can  do, 
God  save  you,  sir ! 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser.  And  you,  ar.    What's  your  business? 

Jjp.  With  you,  sir,  now ;  to  do  mc  the  fair  office 
To helpme  to  your  lord. 

Ser.  What,  would  you  serve  him  ? 

iUp.  ni  do  him  any  service ;  )>ut,  to  haste. 
For  my  a&irs  are  earnest,  I  desire 
To  ipeik  with  him. 

Str.  Sir,  because  you're  in  such  hastp,  I  would 
be  loth  dday  you  any  longer :  You  canuoL 

Jip.  It  afaall  become  you,  though,  to  tell  your 
lord. 

Ser.  Sir,  be  will  speak  with  nobody ;  but,  in 
paiticolar,  I  have  in  charge  about  no  wei^ty 


Jcp.  This  is  roost  strange.  Art  thou  gold  proof? 
There's  for  thee ;  help  me  to  him. 

Ser.  Pray  be  not  an^,  sir.    FU  do  my  best 

[Exit. 

Asp.  How  stobbomly  this  fellow  answerea  me ! 
There  is  a  vile  dishmwgt  trick  in  man, 
More  than  in  women :  All  the  men  I  meet 
Appear  thus  to  me,  are  all  hanh  and  rude ; 
And  have  a  subtilty  in  every  thing, 
Whidk  love  could  never  know.  Bat  we  fond  wo* 


Harbour  the  easiest  and  the  sn^oothest  thoughtS| 

And  think,  all  shall  go  so !  It  is  unjus^ 

That  men  and  women  should  be  matched  together. 

Enter  Axintok  and  his  rfian. 


Where  is  he? 
jSer.  Ther^  my  lonL 


Anun,  What  would  vou,  nr? 

Asp,  Please  it  your  lorcbhip  to  command  your 
man 
Out  of  the  room,  I  shall  deliver  things, 
Worthy  your  hearing. 

Amin.  Leave  us.  [Exit  servant, 

Asf,  Oh,  that  thatshape 
Should  bury  faliehood  in  it !  [Aside, 

Amin.  Now  your  will,  sir. 

Asp.  When  you  know  me,  my  lord,  you  needs 
must  guess 
My  business ;  and  I  am  not  hard  to  know ; 
For  till  the  chance  of  war  marked  this  smooth 

face 
With  these  few  blemishes,  people  would  call  me 
My  sister's  picture,  and  her  mine.    In  short, 
I  am  the  brother  to  the  wronged  Aspatia. 

Amint  Tbe  wronged  Aspatia !  'Would  thiou  wert 
so  too 
Unto  the  wroneed  Amintor !  Let  me  kiss 
That  hand  of  thine,  in  honour  that  I  bear 
Unto  the  wronged  Aspatia.    Here  I  stand, 
That  did  it :  'Would  he  could  not !  Gentle  youtlv 
Leave  me;  for  there  is  something  in  thy  looks^ 
That  calb  my  sins,  in  a  most  hideous  form. 
Into  my  mind;  and  I  have  grief  enough 
Without  thy  help. 
•  Asp,  I  would  I  could  with  credit 
Since  I  was  twelve  years  old,  I  had  not  seen 
My  sister,  till  this  hour;  I  now  arrived : 
She  sent  for  me  to  see  her  marriage ; 
A  woeful  one !  But  they,  that  are  above. 
Have  ends  in  every  thing.    She  used  few  words ; 
But  yet  enough  to  make  me  understand 
The  baseness  of  the  injuries  you  did  her. 
That  little  training,  I  have  had,  is  war: 
I  may  behave  myself  rudely  in  peace ; 
I  would  not,  though.  I  shall  not  need  to  tell  yoc^ 
I  am  hut  young,  wid  would  be  loth  to  lose 
Honour,  tnat  is  not  easily  gained  again. 
Fairly  I  mean  to  deal :  The  age  is  strict 
For  single  combats ;  and  we  shall  be  stopped, 
If  it  be  published.    If  you  like  your  swora. 
Use  it ;  if  mine  appear  a  better  to  you, 
Change ;  for  the  ground  is  this,  and  this  the  time. 
To  emi  our  difierence. 

Amin.  Charitable  youth, 
(If  thou  be'st  such)  think  not  I  will  maintain 
So  strange  a  wrong :  And,  for  thy  sister's  sake, 
Know,  that  I  could  not  think  that  desperate  thing, 
I  durst  not  do ;  yet,  to  enjoy  tins  world, 
I  would  not  see  her ;  for,  lleholding  thee, 
I  am  I  know  not  what    If  I  have  aught, 
That  may  content  thee,  take  it,  and  l^  gone ; 
For  death  is  not  so  terrible  as  thou. 
Thine  eyes  shoot  guilt  into  me. 

Asp,  Thus,  she  swore. 
Thou  wouldst  behave  thyself;  and  give  me  words, 
That  would  fetch  tears  mto  my  eyes ;  and  so 
Thou  dost,  indeed.    But  yet  she  bade  mc  watch, 
Lest  I  were  cozened ;  ana  be  sure  to  fight, 
Ere  I  returned. 
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Amin.  That  must  not  be  with  me. 
For  her  Til  die  directly ;  but  against  hel* 
Will  never  hazard  it 

Asp.  You  must  be  urged. 
I  do  not  deal  uncivilly  with  those. 
That  dare  to  fight ;  but  such  a  one  as  you 
Must  be  used  Uius.  [She  Uriket  him, 

Amin,  I  prithee,  youth,  take  heed. 
Tliy  sister  is  a  thing  to  me  so  much 
Above  mine  honour,  that  I  can  endure 
All  this.     Good  gods  !  a  blow  I  can  jendure  ! 
But  stay  not,  lest  thou  draw  a  timeless  death 
Upon  thyself. 

Asp,  Thou  art  some  prating  fellow ; 
One,  that  hath  studied  out  a  trick  to  Udk, 
And  .move  sofl-hearted  people ;  to  be  kick'd 

[She  kicks  him. 
Thus,  to  be  kick'd  I — Why  should  ne  be  so  slow 
In  giving  me  my  death }  [Aside. 

Amin.  A  man  can  bear 
No  more,  and  keep  his  flesh.    Forgive  me,  then ! 
I  would  endure  yet,  if  I  could.    Now  shew 
The  spirit  thou  pretend'st,  and  understand, 
^ou  liast  no  hour  to  live.  [Thetf  fight, 

Wliat  dost  thou  mean  ? 

Thou  canst  not  %ht :  I'he  blows  tliou  mak'stat  me 
Arc  quite  besides ;  and  those,  I  offer  at  thee, 
Thou  spi-cad'st  thine  armsy  and  tak*st  upon  thy 

breast, 
Alas,  defenceless ! 

Asp,  I  have  got  enou^ 
And  my  desire.    There  is  no  place  so  fit 
For  me  to  die  as  here. 

Enter  Evadne,  her  hands  blood*/ y  with  a  knife, 

Evad.  Amintor,  I  am  loaden  with  events. 
That  fly  to  make  thee  happy.    I  liave  joys, 
That  in  a  moment  can  csill  back  thy  wrongs, 
And  settle  thee  in  thy  free  state  again. 
It  is  Evadne  still,  that  follows  thee, 
But  not  her  mischiefs. 

Amin.  Thou  canst  not  fool  me  to  believe  again ; 
But  thou  hast  looks  and  things  so  full  of  news, 
That  I  am  stayed. 

Evad,  Noble  Amintor,  put  off*  thy  amaze, 
Let  thine  eyes  loose,  and  speak  :  Am  I  not  fair  ? 
Looks  not  Evadne  beauteous,  with  these  rites  now  ? 
Were  those  hours  half  so  lovely  in  thine  eyes, 
When  our  hands  met  before  the  holy  man  ? 
I  was  too  foul  within  to  look  fair  then: 
Since  I  knew  ill,  I  was  not  free  till  now. 

Amin,  There  is  presage  of  some  important  thing 
About  thee,  which,  it  seems,  thy  tongue  hath  lost 
Thy  hands  are  blood^r,  and  thou  hast  a  knife  ! 

Evad.  In  this  consists  thy  happiness  and  mine. 
Joy  to  Amintor  !  for  the  king  is  dead. 

Amin,  Those  have  most  power  to  hurt  us,  that 
we  love ; 
We  lay  our  sleeping  lives  within  their  arms ! 
Why,  thou  hast  raised  up  Mischief  to  his  height, 
Ann  found  one,  to  out-name  tliy  other  faults^ 
Thou  liast  no  intermission  of  thy  sins, 


But  all  tbv  life  is  a  oontmned  ilL 
Black  is  tny  colour  now,  disease  thy  nature. 
Joy  to  Ammtor !  Thou  hast  touched  a  life. 
The  very  name  of  which  had  power  to  chain 
Up  all  my  rage,  and  calm  my  wildest  wrongs. 

Evad,  Tia  done ;  and  since  Icould  not  find  away 
To  meet  thy  love  so  clear  as  throu^  his  life, 
I  cannot  now  repent  it 

Amin,  Couldst  thou  procure  the  gods  to  speak 
to  me, 
To  bid  me  love  this  woman,  and  for^ve^ 
I  think  I  should  fall  out  with  them.    Behold, 
Here  lies  a  youth,  whose  wounds  bleed  in  my 

breast 
Sent  by  his  violent  fate,  to  fetch  his  death 
From  my  slow  hand :  And,  to  augment  my  woe, 
You  now  are  present,  stained  with  a  kin^s  blood. 
Violently  shea.    Thb  keeps  night  here. 
And  throws  an  unknown  wilderness  about  me. 

Asp,  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

Amin.  No  more ;  pursue  me  not. 

Evad»  Forgive  me  ttien,  and  take  me  to  thy  bed. 
We  may  not  part 

Amin,  Forbear !  Be  wise,  and  let  my  rage 
Go  this  way. 

Evad,  Tis  you,  that  I  would  stay,  not  it 

Amin.  Take  heed ;  it  will  return  with  me. 

Evad.  If  it  must  be,  I  sliall  not  fear  to  meet  it: 
Take  me  home. 

Amin,  Thou  monster  of  cruelty,  forbear ! 

Evad.  For  heaven's  sake,  look  more  calm : 
Thine  eyes  are  sharper  than  thou  canst  make  thy 
sword. 

Amin,  Away,  away  \ 
Thy  knees  are*  more  to  me  than  violence^ 
Fm  worse  than  sick  to  see  knees,  follow  me, 
For  that  I  must  not  grant  For  heaven's  sake,  stand; 

Evad.  Receive  me,  then. 

Amin.  I  dare  not  stay  thy  language ': 
In  midst  of  all  my  anger  and  my  grief, 
Thou  ()ost  awake  somcdiing,  that  troubles  me, 
And  says,  ^  I  loved  thee  once.'    I  dare  not  stay; 
There  is  no  end  of  woman's  reasoning. 

[Leaves  her. 

Evad,  Amintor,  thou  shalt  love  me  now  again : 
Go ;  I  am  calm.  Farewell,  and  peace  for  ever ! 
Evadne,  whom  thou  hat*st,  will  die  for  thee. 

[KaU  herself, 

Amin.  I  have  a  little  human  nature  yet, 
That's  left  for  thee,  that  bids  me  stay  t)iy  hand. 

[itetums. 

Evad,'  Thy  hand  was  welcome,  but  k  came  too 
late. 
Oh,  I  am  lost !  the  heavy  sleep  makes  haste. 

[She  dies. 

Asp.  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

Amin.  Tliis  earth  of  mine  doth  tremble,  and  I 
feel 
A  stark  affrighted  motion  in  my  blood : 
My  soul  grows  weary  of  her  house,  and  I 
All  over  am  a  trouble  to  myself. 
There  is  some  hidden  power  in  these  desid  thio^ 
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Tint  cdb  17  fleih  unto  tbem:  I  am  cold : 
Be  Ttadxaef  aod  bear  tliem  companT- 
There's  nBetbing,  Yet,  which  I  am  loth  to  leave. 
Thefe »  jmu  eaoof^  in  me  to  meet  the  fears, 

I  can  iiod  nothing  in  the  whole  discourse 
Of  deatl^  I  dorat  not  meet  the  boldest  way ; 
Vet  adll,  betwixt  the  reason  and  the  act, 
Th»  attiDg  1 10  Aspatia  did  stands  np : 
I  krc  DOC  such  another  fault  to  answer. 
Thoucb  die  maj  justly  arm  herself  with  scorn 
And  bate  of  me,  my  soul  will  part  less  troubled, 
^nim  I  kafe  paid  to  her  in  tears  my  sorrow, 
I  inll  DoC  fesfe  this  act  unsatisfied. 
If  ill  iWs  left  in  roe  can  answer  it 

Jtp.  Was  it  a  dream  ?  There  stands  Amintor 
stiU; 
Or  I  dream  stilL 

Jam.  How  dost  diou  ?  Speak;  receive  my  love 
aod  help. 
Thr  Uaod  dimte  up  to  his  old  place  again : 
11wc*s  hope  of  thy  re€»very. 

Jsf.  D«l  you  not  name  Aspatia? 

AmoL  Idid. 

Aip.  And  talked  of  tears  and  sorrow  unto  her? 

iaifa.  Tis  true;  and  'till  these  happy  signs  in 
diee 
I>)d  nay  my  course,  'twas  thither  I  was  going. 

i^  Thou'rt  there  already,  and  these  wounds 
are  hers: 
TboK  dneats,  I  biooglit  with  me,  sought  not  re- 


But  cane  to  fetch  this  blessing  from  thy  hand. 
I  an  Aspatia  yet. 

AmoL  Dare  my  soul  ever  look  abroad  again  ? 

i^.  I  shall  surely  live,  Amintor ;  I  am  well : 
A  kind  of  healdifiil  jcyy  vranders  within  me. 

iwL  The  world  wants  lives  to  excuse  thy  loss ! 
Come,  let  me  bear  thee  to  some  plaqe  of  help. 

iap.  Amintor,  thou  must  stay;  1  must  rest  here; 
Mt  m«Dgdi  bepns  to  disobey  my  will 
Hov  dott  thou,  my  best  soul?  I  would  fam  live 
Now,  if  I  could :  Wouldst  thou  have  loved  me, 
dm? 

Ima.  Aba! 
All  dnt  I  am's  not  worth  a  hair  from  thee. 

Asp*  Give  me  thy  hand ;  my  hands  grope  up 
and  down. 
And  cnnnot  find  thee :  I  am  wondrous  sick : 
Ha^  I  thyhaDd,  Amintor  ? 

Jmrn,  Thou  greatest  blessing  of  the  world, 
dKwhast. 

Aip,  I  do  believe  thee  better  than  my  sense. 
Oh !  I  nuBt  ffK    Farewell !  {Dies, 

AmoL  She  swoons !    Aspatia !    Help  :    for 
heaven's  sake,  water  I 
^cb  as  nay  chain  life  ever  to  this  frame. 
AipMia,  speak  !  What,  no  help  yet?  I  fool ! 
ni  diafe  her  temples :  Yet  there's  nothing  stirs : 
^^■e  bidden  power  tell  her,  Amintor  calls^ 
Aod  let  her  answer  me  !  Aspatia,  speak  ! 


Fve  heard,  if  there  be  any  life,  but  bow 
The  body  thus,  and  it  wiU  shew  itself. 
Oh,  she  IS  gone  !  I  will  not  leave  her  yet. 
Since  out  of  justice  we  must  challenge  nothing, 
I'll  call  it  mercy,  if  you'll  pity  me. 
Ye  heavenly  powers !  and  lend,  for  some  few  years, 
Tlie  blessed  soul  to  this  fair  seat  again. 
No  comfort  conies ;  the  gods  deny  me  too ! 
I'll  bow  the  body  once  again.    Aspatia ! 
The  soul  is  fled  for  ever ;  and  I  wrong 
Myself,  so  loiig  to  lose  her  company. 
Must  I  talk  now  ?  Here's  to  be  with  thee,  love ! 

[Kills  himself. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  This  is  a  great  p9ce  to  my  lord,  to  have 
the  new  king  come  to  him :  I  must  tell  him  he 
is  entering.    Oh,  heaven !  Help,  help ! 

£nfer  LYSIPPUS,M£LANTIUS,CALIANAX,CLE05y 

DiPHiLus,  and  Strato. 

ZofS.  Where's  Amintor  ? 

Sere.  Oh,  there,  there. 

Ims.  How  strange  is  this ! 

Col.  What  shoidd  we  do  here  ? 

MeL  These  deaths  are  such  aoquamted  things 
with  me. 
That  yet  my  heart  dissolves  not    May  I  stand 
Stiff  here  for  ever !  EyesL  call  up  your  tears  I 
This  is  Amintor :  Heart !  he  was  my  friend ; 
Melt ;  now  it  flows.    Amintor,  give  a  word 
To  call  me  to  thee. 

Amin.  Oh ! 

MeL  Melandus  calls  his  friend  Anuntor.    Oh, 
thy  arms 
Are  kinder  tome  than  thy  tongue!  Speak,  speak! 

Amin.  What? 

MeL  That  little  word  was  worth  all  the  sound^ 
Tliat  ever  I  shall  hear  again. 

Diph.  Oh,  brother ! 
Here  lies  your  sister  slain ;  you  lose  yoiirself 
In  sorrow  there. 

MeL  Why,  DiphiUis,  it  is 
A  thing  to  lau^  at,  in  respect  of  this : 
Here  was  my  sister,  father,  brother,  son : 
All  that  I  had  !  Speak  once  again :  What  youth 
Lies  slmn  there  by  thee? 

Amin.  Tb  Aspatia. 
My  last  is  said.    Let  me  give  up  my  soul 
Into  thy  bosom.  [Dies. 

CaL  What's  that?  what's  that?  Aspatia! 

MeL  I  never  did 
Repent  the  greatness  of  my  heart  till  now : 
It  will  not  burst  at  need. 

CaL  My  daughter  dead  here  too !  And  you 
have  all  fine  new  tricks  to  grieve ;  but  I  never 
knew  any  but  direct  crying. 

MeL  I  am  a  prattler;  but  no  more. 

[Offers  to  kill  himself. 

Diph.  Hold,  brother. 
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I^i.  Slop  him. 

Diph,  Fie !  how  munaaly  was  this  ofier  in  jou; 
Does  this  become  our  stnun  ? 

CaL  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is,  hat  I  am 
grown  very  kind,  and  am  friends  with  voo.  You 
have  given  me  that  among  ^n,  will  kill  me  quick- 
ly ;  but  111  go  home,  and  hve  as  long  as  I  can. 

MeL  His  spiiit  is  but  poor,  that  can  he  kept 
From  death  for  want  of  weapons. 
Is  not  my  hand  a  weapon  sharp  enough 


I  To  stop  my  breath  ?  or,  if  you  tie  down  tho«e, 
I  vuw,  Amintor,  I  will  never  eat, 
Or  dnnk,  or  sleep,  or  have  to  do  widi  that. 
That  may  preserve  life !  This  I  swear  to  keep. 

Lyt*  uook  to  him  tho',  and  bear  those  bodies  in. 
May  this  a  fair  example  be  to  me. 
To  rule  with  temper:  For,  on  lustful  kings. 
Unlooked-for,  sudden  deaths  from  heaven  are  sent; 
But  curst  is  he»  that  is  their  instrument 

[Exeunt  amuei.. 


PHILASTER; 


OR 


LOVE  LIES  A-BLEEDING. 


BT 


BEAUMONT  AND  FLETCHER. 


DRAMATIS  PEBSONA. 


MEN* 

PuLASR«,  keir  to  the  enftnu 
PBimufovi),  prinem  tf^^duu 
Diov,  «  brdL 

Aa  M  cBpf  oin. 

FhedtisenM. 

A  tmaUryfeihw. 

Twewooimtn. 

Tht  kim^s  gamrd  mnd  train. 


WOMEN. 


AftCTHVBA,  the  km§fi  dauMhter. 

Galatea,  a  wue  nwkit  2m^,  attending  theprinr 

eeu. 
Meora^  a  Uacivious  lady. 
An  M  wanton  kufy,  or  cronef  attending  theprin^ 


Another  lady  attending  theprineea. 
Euphrasia,  daughter  of  Dion^  but  disguised  Uke 
a  pag€f  and  called  BeUario, 


Scene^ — Sicifyn 


ACT  I. 


tnler  Di«Sy  Ci.EiiEifOXT.  nnd  ThrasilinI:. 

Ck.  HereTs  nof  lords  nor  ladies ! 
IXo*.  Crnbt  me,  geatlemeo,  I  wonder  at  it 
tbe?  received  strict  charge  from  the  king  to  at- 
tend here.  Besides,  it  was  boldly  publidied,  that 
DO  officer  should  forbid  any  gentlemen,  that  de- 
ne to  attend  and  hear. 
Cfe,  Can  yoa  goeas  the  cause  f 
Dion.  Sir,  it  is  plain,  about  the  Spanish  prince, 
^*soome  to  many  our  kiiifdom's  hair,  and  be 
oar  sovereign. 

Thro.  Many,  that  wiU  seam  to  know  mndi, 
"Ti  she  Uioks'not  on  him  like  a  maid  in  love. 

Dion,  (%,  sir,  the  multitude  (that  sddom  faiow 
any  daaa  but  their  own  oj^ioioQS)  ipeak  that, 
WT  wodd  have ;  bat  the  prmca,  before  his  own 
appnttch,  receired  so  many  confidant  messages 
TOi  die  state,  that  I  think  she's  resolved  to  be 
mled.  • 

Cfe.  Sir,  it  is  tfaoo^t,  with  her  he  shall  ci^joy 
^  theie  kingdoms  of  Sidly  and  Calabria. 


Dion,  Sir,  it  is,  without  controversy,  so  meant. 
But  'twill  be  a  troublesome  labour  for  him  to 
enjoy  both  these  kingdoms  with  safety,  the  right 
heir  to  one  of  them  livings  and  living  so  vir» 
tuously;  especially,  the  people  admiring  the 
bravery  of  his  mind,  and  lamenting  his  injuries. 

Cle.  Who?PMlaster? 

Dion.  Yes;  Whose  father,  we  all  know,  was 
by  our  late  kiiv  of  Calabria  unriditeously  deposed 
from  his  fruitml  Sicily.  Myself^drew  some  blood 
in  diose  wars,  which  I  would  give  my  hand  to  be 
washed  from. 

Cle.  Sir,  my  ipioranoe  in  state  policy  will  not 
let  me  know,  why,  Philaster  being  lieir  to  one  of 
these  kin^doms^  the  kins  should  suffer  him  to  walk 
abroad  with  such  free  iSierty. 

Dion.  Sir,  it  seems  your  nature  is  more  con* 
stent  than  to  enouire  after  state  news.  But  the 
king,  of  late,  made  a  haiard  of  both  the  kingdom% 
of  Sicily  and  his  own,  with  ofiering  but  to  imprison 
Philaster.   At  which  the  city  was  in  arm^  not  to 
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be  charmed  down  by  any  state  order  or  prodar 
mation,  till  they  saw  Philaster  ride  through  the 
streets  pleased,  and  without  a  guard ;  at  which 
they  threw  their  hats,  and  their  arms  Irani  them ; 
some  to  make  bonfires,  some  to  drink,  all  for  his 
deliverance.  Which,  wise  men  say,  is  the  cause, 
the  king  labours  to  bring  in  tlie  power  of  a  foreign 
nation,  to  awe  hb  own  with. 

EnterKiVG,  Pharamond,  Arethusa,  and  train. 

King.  To  give  a  stronger  testimony  of  love 
Than  sickly  promises  (which  commonly 
In  princes  find  both  birth  and  burial 
In  one  breath),  we  have  drawn  you,  worthy  sir. 
To  make  your  fair  endearments  to  our  daughter, 
And  worthy  senices  known  to  our  subjects. 
Now  loved  and  wondered  at.    Next,  our  intent^ 
To  plant  you  deeply,  our  immediate  heir, 
Both  to  our  blood  and  kingdoms.    For  this  lady 
(The  best  part  of  your  life,  as  you  confirm  me. 
And  I  believe)  though  her  few  years  and  sex 
Yet  teach  her  nothing  but  her  K>ars  and  blushes. 
Desires  without  desire,  discourse  and  knowledge 
Only  of*  what  herself  is  to  herself, 
Make  her  feel  moderate  health ;  and  when  she 

sleeps, 
In  making  no  ill  day,  knows  no  ill  dreams. 
Think  not^  dear  sir,  these  undivided  parts, 
That  must  mould  up  a  virgin,  are  put  on 
To  shew  her  so,  as  borrowed  ornaments, 
To  speak  her  perfect  love  to  you,  or  add 
An  artificial  snadow  to  her  nature : 
No,  Sir ;  I  boldly  dare  proclaim  her,  yet 
No  woman.    But  woo  her  still,  and  think  her 

modesty 
A  sweeter  mistress  than  the  offered  language 
Of  any  dame,  were  she  a  queen,  whose  eye 
Speaks  common  loves  and  comforts  to  her  servants. 
Last,  noble  son  (for  so  I  now  must  call  you), 
What  I  have  done  thus  public,  is  not  only 
To  add  a  comfort  in  particular 
To  you  or  me,  but  all ;  and  to  confirm 
T!ie  noblcR,  and  the  gentry  of  these  kingdoms^ 
By  oat!)  to  your  succession,  which  shall  be 
Within  tliis  month  at  most 

TArff.  This  will  be  hardly  done. 

C/e.  It  must  be  ill  done,  if  it  be  done. 

Dion,  When  'tis  at  best,  'twill  be  but 
half  done,  whilst 
So  bra%*e  a  gentleman's  wronged,  and  flung 

off.  ^Atide, 

Thra.  I  fear. 

Cle,  Who  does  not  ? 

Dion.  I  fear  not  for  myself,  and  yet  I 
fear  too. 
WMl,  we  shall  see,  we  shall  see.  No  more.  J 

Pha.  Kissing  your  white  hand,  mistress^  I  take 
leave 
To  thank  your  royal  father ;  and  thus  far 
To  be  my  own  free  trumpet    Understand, 
Oreat  kmg,  and  these  your  subjects,  mine  that 

must  be, 
(VoT  so  deserving  you  have  spoke  me^  sir. 


i'S}^''^- 


And  so  deserving  I  dare  speak  myself) 

To  what  a  person,  of  what  eminence, 

Ripe  expectation,  of  what  faculties, 

Manners  and  virtues,  you  would  wed  your  king^ 

doms: 
You  in  me  have  your  wishes.     Oh,  this  oountiy ! 
By  more  than  all  my  hopes  I  hold  it  happy ; 
Ilappy,  in  their  dear  memories,  that  have  been 
Kiius  great  and  good ;  happy  in  yours,  that  is ; 
Ana  from  you  (as  a  chronicle  to  keep 
Your  noble  name  from  eating  age)  do  I 
Open  myself,  most  happy.    Gentlemen, 
Believe  me  in  a  word,  a  prince's  word. 
There  shall  be  nothing  to  make  up  a  kingdom 
Mighty,  and  flourishing,  defenoed,  feared. 
Equal  to  be  commanded  and  obeyed. 
But  through  the  travels  of  my  life  I'll  find  it. 
And  tie  it  to  this  country.    And  I  vow 
My  reign  shall  be  so  easy  to  the  subject. 
That  every  roan  shall  be  his  prince  himself. 
And  his  own  law  (yet  I  his  prince  and  law). 
And,  dearest  lady,  to  yonr  oearest  self 
(Dear,  in  the  choice  of  him  whose  name  and  lustre 
Must  make  you  more  and  mightier)  let  me  say. 
You  are  the  blessedest  living;  for,  sweet  princess, 
You  shall  make  him  yours,  for  whom 
Great  queens  must  die. 

Thra.  Miraculous! 

Cle.  This  speech  calls  him  Spani 
bein^   nothing  but   a   large   inventory 
of  his  own  commendations. 

Enter  Philaster, 

t}ufn.  I  wonder  what^s  his  price?  For  certainly 
He'll  sell  himself,  he  has  so  praised  his  shape. 
But  here  comes  one,  more  worthy  those  large 

speeches, 
Than  the  lai^e  speaker  of  them. 
Let  me  be  swallowed  quick,  if  I  can  find. 
In  all  tb^  anatomy  of  yon  man's  virtues. 
One  sinew  sound  enough  to  promise  for  him. 
He  shall  be  constable. 
By  this  sun,  he'll  never  make  a  kinj; 
Unless  it  be  for  trifles,  in  my  poor  judgment. 

PkL  Ri^t  noble  sir,  as  low  as  my  obedience. 
And  with  a  heart  as  loyal  as  my  knee, 
I  bee  your  favour. 

King,  Rise ;  you  have  it,  sir. 

Dion.  Mark  but  the  king,  bow  pale  he  looks 
with  fear ! 
Oh !  this  same  whorson  conscience,  how  it  jades  us ! 

King.  Speak  your  intents,'  sir. 

Phi.  Shall  I  speak  them  freely  ? 
Be  still  my  royal  sovereign. — 

King,  AA  a  subject. 
We  ^ve  you  freedom. 

Dion,  Now  it  heats. 

Phi.  Then  thus  I  turn 
My  language  to  you,  prince ;  ytm.  foreign  man ! 
Ne'er  stare,  nor  put  on  wonder,  for  you  must 
Endure  rae,  and  yofu  shall.    Hus  earth  you  tread 
upon 


FtBTCBBB.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


31 


(A  doOTT,  *•  von  hope,  with  this  fair  princess) 

Bw  mj  iad  iather  (ol^  I  had  a  father, 

WjfeMe  memorj  I  bow  to !)  was  not  ieft 

To  TOST  inhanancey  and  I  up  and  livii^ ; 

HsiiiuE  mTiiS  sboat  me,  ana  my  sword, 

The  aonis  of  all  mj  name,  and  memories, 

Tbne  amis,  and  some  few  friends,  besides  the  gods ; 

To  nvt  so  caJmlv  with  it,  and  sit  still, 

And  ay,  *  I  raigbt  haw  been/    I  tell  thee,  Pha- 

ramood. 
When  thoQ  sit  king,  look  I  be  dead  and  rotten, 
And  mriiaaie  ashes :  For,  hear  me,  Pharamond ! 
This  f«T  gmind,  thoa  goest  on,  this  fat  earth, 
Hy  uaka^i  friends  made  fertile  with  their  fiaitlis. 
Before  tfatt  day  of  shame,  shall  gape  and  swallow 
Thee  and  tbj  nation^  like  a  hungrv  grave, 
IbV)  her  hidden  bowels.    Prince,  It  shall ; 
Br  Nenesis,  it  shall ! 

Pha.  He's  mad ;  beyond  cure,  mad. 

Dim.  Here  is  a  fellow  has  some  fire  in  his  veins : 
IV  ontlindidi  prince  looks  like  a  tooth-drawer. 

Pit  Sb,  prince  of  popptngjays,  FU  make  it 
wdlappear 
To  100, 1  am  not  mad. 

Iia^ .  Y<M  displease  us : 
YoQ  we  too  bold. 

Phi  So,  air,  I  am  too  tame, 
Too  ncadi  a  turtle,  a  thing,  bom  without  pas^on, 
A  Clint  shadow,  that  every  druidcen  doud  sails 


And  makes  nothing. 

A'cajT.  I  do  not  fancy  this. 
Cafi  oiir  physicians :  Sure  he  is  somewhat  tainted. 

7W  I  do  not  think  'twill  prove  so. 

Dim,  He  hasten  him  a  general  purge  already, 
^  all  die  right  he  has ;  and  now  he  means  to 
Irt  bin  blood.  Be  constant,  gentlemen :  Bydicse 
liKK  111  mn  hb  hazard,  altlKHigh  I  run  my  name 
<«t'jf  the  kingdom. 

Ck.  Peace,  we  are  all  one  soul. 

P^  What  you  have  seen  in  me,  to  stir  oilencc, 
I  auBQC  find ;  unless  it  be  this  lady, 
^^ftred  into  mine  arms,  with  the  succession ; 
^  bich  1  most  keep,  though  it  hath  pleased  your 

fory 
Tfl  antiny  within  you ;  without  disputing 
^*vr  genealogies^  or  taking  knowledge 
*^Me  branch  yoo  are.    The  king  will  leave  it 

oe; 
Afld  I  dare  make  it  mine.  You  have  your  answer. 

P^.  If  thou  wert  sole  inheritor  to  him, 
Thar  made  the  world  his,  and  couklst  sec  no  sttn 
^^aie  BpoD  any  thin^r  but  thine;  were  Pharamond 
^  iroh  vahant  as  I  feel  him  cold, 
Aod  misrd  among  the  choicest  of  im  friends 
^>di  as  woM  blush  to  talk  such  serioas  follies, 
^^  back  neb  bellied  commendations), 
Aad  fron  th»  presence,  spite  of  all  these  hugs, 
T«idiB«ld  hear  further  from  me. 

iing'  Sir,  you  wrong  the  prince : 
^pft  fOQ  not  this  freedom  to  bmve  our  best 
friendsL 


You  deserve  our  frown.    Go  to ;  be  better  tem- 
pered. 

PAi.  It  must  be,  sir,  when  I  am  nobler  used. 

King.  Philaster,  tell  me 
The.  injuries  you  aim  at,  in  your  riddles. 

PAi.  If  you  had  my  eyes,  sir,  and  sufferance. 
My  griefs  upon  you,  and  my  broken  fortunes, 
My  wants  great,  and  now  nought  but  hopes  and 

fears, 
My  wrongs  would  make  ill  riddles  to  be  laughed  at 
Dare  you  be  still  my  king,  and  right  me  not  ^ 

King.  Give  me  your  wrongs  in  private. 

[TA^ry  whisper. 

PhL  Take  diem, 
And  ease  me  of  a  load  would  bow  strong  Atlas. 

Cle,  He  dares  not  stand  the  shock. 

Dion.  1  cannot  blame  him :  there's  danger  in't. 
Every  man  in  this  age  has  not  a  soul  of  crystal, 
for  ail  men  to  read  Uieir  actions  througli :  Men's 
hearts  and  faces  are  so  far  asunder,  that  they 
hold  no  intelligence.  Do  but  view  yon  stranger 
well,  and  you  shall  see  a  fever  through  all  nis 
bravery,  and  feel  him  shake  like  a  true  recreant. 
If  he  give  not  back  his  crown  again,  upon  the  re- 
port of  an  elder  gun,  I  have  no  augury. 

King.  Go  to ! 
Be  more  yourself,  as  you  respect  our  favour; 
You'll  stir  us  else.    Sir,  I  must  have  you  know. 
That  you  are,  and  shall  be,  at  our  pleasure,  what 

fashion  we 
Will  put  upon  you.   Smooth  your  brow,  or  by  the 
gods 

Phi  I  am  dead,  sir;  you  are  my  fate.    It  was 
not  I  ' 
Said,  I  was  wronged :  I  carry  all  about  roc. 
My  weak  stars  l(«id  me  to,  all  my  weak  fortunes. 
Who  dares  in  all  this  presence  speak  (that  is 
But  man  of  flesh,  and  may  be  mortal)  tell  me, 
I  do  not  most  entirely  love  this  prince, 
And  honour  his  full  virtues ! 

King.  Sure,  he's  possessed. 

Phi  Yes,  with  my  father's  spirit :  It  is  here, 
Oking! 
A  dangerous  spirit    Now  he  tells  me,  king, 
I  was  a  king^s  heir,  bids  me  be  a  king ; 
And  whispers  to  me,  these  are  all  my  subjects. 
'Tis  strange  he  will  not  let  me  sleep,  but  dives 
Into  my  fancVf  and  there  gives  me  shapes, 
That  kneel,  and  do  me  service,  cry  me  **  king :" 
But  III  suppress  him ;  he's  a  factious  spirit. 
And  will  undo  me»    Noble  sir,  your  hand  : 
I  am  your  servant. 

Kins.  Away,  I  do  not  like  this : 
I'll  make  you  tamer,  or  I'll  dispossess  you 
Both  of  life  and  spirit :  For  this  time 
I  pardon  your  wild  speech,  witliout  so  much 
As  your  imprisonment  [Ex.  King,  Pha.  and  Are. 

Dion.  See,  how  his  fancy  lab<nirs !  Has  he  not 
Spoke  home,  and  bravely?   What  a  dai^erous 

train, 
Did  he  give  fire  to !  How  he  shook  the  king, 
Made  his  soul  melt  \%ithin  him,  and  his  blood 
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Sim  iate  «4ie|r !  It  stood  upoa  bis  brow^ 
Like  a  cold  winter  dew. 

PhL  Gentlemen, 
You  have  no  suit  to  me  ?  I  am  no  minion : 
You  stand,  pdetfatnka^  like  men,  that  woold  be 

courtiers^ 
If  you  could  well  be  flattered  at  a  pnce 

got  to  undo  your  childroL  You  are  all  honest : 
o,  get  you  hom^  again,  and  make  your  country 
Ai virtuous  court;  to'wluch  youf  great  ones  may. 
In  their  diseased  age,  retire,  and  uve  recluse. 

Ck.  tiow  do  you,  worthy  sir? 

PhL  Well,  very  well; 
And  so  well,  that,  if  the  king  please,  I  £nd 
I  ma^  live  many  years. 

Dton,  The  kmg  must  please. 
Whilst  we  know  what  you  are,  and  who  you  are, 
Your  wrongs  and  iojurics.   Shnnk  not,  wmthy  sir, 
But  add  vour  father  to  you :  In  whose  nam^ 
We'll  waken  all  the  gods,  and  conjure  up 
The  rods  of  vengeance,  die  abused  people ; 
Who,  like  to  itiging  torrents,  shall  swell  high. 
And  so  begirt  the  dens  of  these  male-dragons, 
That,  through  the  strongest  safety,  they  shall  beg 
For  mercy  at  your  sword^s  point. 

Phi.  Frienas,  no  more ; 
Our  ears  may  be  corrupted :  Tb  an  age 
We  dare  not  trust  our  wills  to.  Do  you  love  me? 

Thra,  Do  we  love  Heaven  and  honour? 

Phi.  My  lord  Dion, 
You  had  a  virtuous  gentlewoman  called  you  fa^ 

ther; 
Issheyet  aUve? 

Dion.  Most  honoured  sir,  she  is : 
And,  for  the  penance  but  of  an  idle  dreamy 
Has  undertook  a  tedious  pilgrimage^ 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Phi.  Is  it  to  m^  or  any  of  these  gentlemen, 
you  come  ? 

Lady.  To  you,  brave  lord:  The  princess  would 
entreat  your  present  company. 

Phi.  The  princess  sena  for  me !  Yoa  are  mis- 
taken. 

Lady.  If  yoil  be  called  Philaster,  'tis  to  you. 

Phi.  Kiss  hef  fair  hand,  and  say  I  will  attend 
her. 

Dion.  Do  you  know  what  you  do? 

PhL  Yes ;  go  to  see  a  woman. 

Cle.  But  do  you  weigh  the  danger  you  are  in  ? 

PM.  DaiK^r  in  a  swdst  face ! 
By  Jupiter,  I  must  not  fear  a  woman. 

I%ra.  But  are  you  sttfe  it  was  the  princess  sent? 
It  may  be  some  foul  tndn  to  catch  your  life. 

Phi.  I  do  not  think  it,  gentlemen;  she's  ndUe; 
Her  eye  majr  shoot  me  drad,  or  those  true  red 
And  white  mends  in  her  face  may  steal  my  soul 

out: 
There's  all  the  danger  in  it    Bat,  be  what  may, 
Her  angle  name  hath  armed  me.         [Exit  PhL 

Dion,  Go  on : 
And  be  as  truly  happy  as  thou  art  fearless. 
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Oxae,  gjentlemeo,  let^s  make  onr  friends  ac- 
quainted. 
Lest  the  king  prove  false.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Ajietrusa  and  a  Lady. 

Are,  Comes  he  not  ? 

Lady*  Madam? 

Are,  Will  Phttaster  come  ? 

Lady*  Dear  madam,  you  were  wont 
To  credit  me  at  first 

Are.  But  didst  thou  tell  me  so  ? 
I  am  forgetful,  and  my  woman's  strengdi 
Is  so  o'erdiarged  with  dancers  likie  to  grow 
About  my  marriage,  that  uiese  under  things 
Dare  not  abide  in  such  a  troubled  sea. 
How  looked  he,  whto  he  told  thee  he  would  oome  f 

Lady.  Why,  well. 

Are.  And  not  a  httle  fearful  ? 

Lady.  Fear,  madam?  sure,  heknows  not  what 
it  is. 

Are.  Ye  are  all  of  his  faction ;  die  whole  court 
Is  bold  in  praise  of  him ;  whilst  I 
May  live  neglected,  and  do  noble  things. 
As  fools  in  strife  throw  gold  into  the  sea. 
Drowned  in  the  doing.    But,  I  know  be  fears. 

Lady.  Fear?  Madam,  methougfat,  his  looks  hid 
more 
Of  love  than  fear. 

Are.  Of  love  ?  to  whom  ?  to  you ! 
Did  you  deliver  those  plain  words,  I  sent, 
With  such  a  winning  gesture,  and  quick  look, 
That  you  have  caught  him  ? 

Xon^.  Madam,  I  mean  to  tou. 

Are.  Of  love  to  me  ?  alas !  thy  ignorance 
Lets  thee  not  see  the  crosses  of  our  birtbs^ 
Nature,  that  loves  not  to  be  questioned 
Why  she  did  this,  or  that,  but  has  her  ends, 
And  knows  she  does  well,  never  gsnre  the  world 
Two  things  so  opposite,  so  contrary. 
As  he  and  I  am :  If  a  bowl  of  bloody 
Drawn  from  this  arm  of  mine,  would  noison  ther, 
A  draught  of  his  would  cure  thee.   Of  love  to  me  ? 

Latfy.  Madam,  I  think  I  hear  fakn. 

Are.  Bring  him  in. 
Ye  gods,  that  would  not  have  your  dooms  with 

stood. 
Whose  holy  wisdoms  at  this  time  it  is, 
To  make  the  passion  of  a  feeble  maid 
The  way  unto  your  justice,  I  obey. 

Enter  Philaster. 

Lady*  Here  is  my  lord  Philaster. 

Are.  Oh !  'tis  well. 
Withdraw  yourself.  [Exit  Lady 

Phi.  Madam,  your  messenger 
Made  me  believe  you  wished  to  speak  with  me. 

Are.  *T\3  true,  Philaster ;  but  the  words  are  such 
I  have  to  say,  and  do  so  iU  beseem 
The  mouth  of  woman,  that  I  wish  them  said, 
And  yet  am  loth  to  speak  them.   Have  you  kno%vn. 
That  I  have  ought  oetracted  from  your  worth  ? 
Have  I  in  person  wronged  you  ?  or  have  bct 
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My  kar  Jutflmieiits^  to  throvr  diapioe 
Upoo  roar  lirtues  ? 

/'it.'  Never,  madam,  jou. 

Are.  Why,  then,  should  you,  in  such  a  pablic 

iDjure  •  prinoes,  and  a  scandal  lay 

I'pQo  my  fortnnes,  famed  4x)  be  so  great ; 
Caliiflg  a  Kmt  part  of  my  dowry  in  question  ? 
PkL  Madam,  this  troth,  which  I  shall  speak, 
willbe 
Miih:  Bat,  for  yoor  fair  and  virtuoos  self,      ^ 
I  odqM  alLrd  myself  to  have  no  right 
To  iny  thia^  yon  wished. 

Are,  Fhiiaster,  know, 
I  met  eojoy  these  ktnj^oms. 

PkLMa^UBl  Both? 

Art,  Both,  or  I  die :  By  fate,  I  die,  Philaster, 
If  I  ont  calmly  may  enjoy  them  both. 

Pit.  I  woaki  do  much  to  save  that  noble  life : 
Vet  voold  be  loth  to  have  posterity 
M  ia  cNir  stories,  that  Philaster  f^we 
Na  ri^  ontu  a  souptre,  and  a  crown. 
To  Sift  a  lady's  lomnne. 

Atl  Nay  then,  hiear ! 
I  moi  and  will  have  them,  and  more — ^ 

PkL  What  more  ? 

Are.  Or  lose  t!iat  little  life  the  gods  prepared, 
Tu  tfMible  thin  poor  piece  of  earth  witlial. 

Pki  Madam,  what  more  ?    « 

An.  Tarn,  then^  away  thy  face* 

PkL  Sfk 

Art,  Do. 

PkL  I  can't  endare  it    Turn  away  my  face  ? 
1  oerer  vet  saw  enemy,  that  looked 
^dreaikiilly,  bnt  that  I  thought  myself 
A«  ereat  a  baahak  aa  he ;  or  spake 
^)  hiffribiy,  but  that  I  thought  my  tonsie 
&re  tfatmder  underneath,  as  much  as  his ; 
Nfir  bevt,  that  I  could  turn  from :  Shall  I  then 
Bi^a  to  fear  sweet  sounds  f  a  lady's  voice, 
^*^oai  I  do  love  ?  Say,  you  would  have  my  life ; 
Whf,  I  wdl  give  it  yoti ;  for  it  is  to  me 
A  tfaiog  so  loathed,  and  unto  you,  that  ask, 
Oj  so  poor  use,  that  I  H-ill  make  no  price : 
1<  ^  eotreac,  I  will  unmovedly  hear. 

Art.  Yet,  for  my  sake,  a  little  bend  thy  lookSk 

PkL  I  do. 

Art.  Then  know,  I  must  have  thenii  and  thee. 

PkL  And  me? 

ire.  lliy  love ;  without  which,  all  the  land, 
Daoovered  yet,  will  serve  me  for  no  use, 
Bat  to  be  buried  in. 

PkL  I^t  Dossible? 

Aft,  With  it,  it  were  too  little  to  bestow 
Os  dMc.    Now,  thoogh  thy  breath  do  strike  me 

(wiBtli,  know,  it  may)  I  have  unript  my  breast 

Pki.  Madam,  you  are  too  full  of  noble  thoughts, 
Tt  iav  a  train  f<»r  this  contemned  life, 
^\tk  yoQ  may  -have  for  asking :  To  suspect 
^fft  base,  where  I  deserve  no  ill.    Love  you, 
%  ^  (^  ho^es,  I  do  above^mj  life : 
Vol  I. 


But  how  this  passion  should  proceed  from  yoa 
So  violently,  would  amaze  a  man, 
That  would  be  jealous* 

Are.  Another  soul,  into  mjy  body  shot. 
Could  not  have  filled  me  vrith  more  strength  and 

spirit. 
Than  this  thy  breath.    But  spend  not  hasty  time 
In  seeking  how  I  came  thus :  Tis  the  gods, 
The  gods,  that  make  me  so ;  and,  sure,  our  lof% 
Will  be  the  nobler,  and  the  better  blest,        ^  / 
In  that  the  secret  justice  of  the  gods 
Is  mingled  with  it    Let  us  leave,         *,  , 
Lest  some  unwelcome  guest  should  fall  betwixt  us. 

Phi,  'Twill  be  ill 
I  should  abide  here  long. 

Are.  Tis  true;  and  worse 
You  should  come  often.    How  shall  we  devise 
To  hold  intelligence,  that  our  true  loves> 
On  any  new  occasion,  may  agree 
What  path  b  best  to  tread? 

Phi  I  have  a  boy. 
Sent  by  the  gods,  I  hope,  to  this  intent. 
Not  yet  seen  in  the  court.    Hunting  the  buck, 
I  found  him  sitting  by  a  fountain  side. 
Of  which  he  borrowed  some  to  ((ucnch  his  thirsty 
And  paid  the  nymph  again  as  much  in  tears. 
A  garland  lay  him  by,  made  by  himself. 
Of  many  several  flowers,  bred  in  the  bay. 
Stuck  in  that  mystic  order,  that  the  rareness 
Delighted  me :  But  ever  when  he  turned 
His  tender  eyes  upon  them,  he  would  weep, 
As  if  he  meant  to  make  them  grow  again. 
Seeine  such  pretty  helpless  innocence 
Dwell  in  his  face,  I  asked  him  tdl  his  story. 
He  told  me,  that  his  parents  gentle  died. 
Leaving  him  to  the  mercy  of  the  fields, 
Which  gave  him  roots;  and  of  the  crystal  springs. 
Which  did  not  stop  their  courses ;  and  the  sun, 
Which  still,  he  thanked  him,  yielded  him  his  light 
Tben  took  he  up  his  gariand,  aOd  did  shew 
What  every  flower,  as  country  people  hold. 
Did  signify ;  and  how  all,  ordered  thus, 
Expreucd  his  grief:   And,  to  my  thooghtd^  did 

read 
The  prettiest  lecture  of  his  country  art. 
That  could  be  wished ;  so  that,  metnought,  I  could 
Have  studied  it    I  gladly  entertained  him. 
Who  was  as  glad  to  follow;  and  have  got 
The  trustiest,  lovingest,  and  gentlest  boy. 
That  ever  master  kept    Him  will  I  send 
To  wait  on  you, -and  bear  our  hidden  love. 

Enter  Lady. 

Are.  Tis  well ;  no  more. 

Lady.  Madam,  the  prince  is  come  to  do  his 
service. 

Are.  What  will  you  do,  Philaster,  with  yourself  f 

Phi  Why,  that,  which  all  the  gods  nave  ap- 
pointed out  for  me. 

Are.  Dear,  hide  thyself.    Bring  in  the  prince. 

Phi.  Hide  me  from  Pharamond  ! 
When  thunder  speaks,  which  is  the  voice  of  Jove 
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Though  I  do  rttr«renoe>  ytt  I  hide  me  boI  ; 
And  shall  a  stranger  pidoce  have  leave  to  brag 
Unto  a  foreign  nation,  tha(  he  naade 
Bhilaster  hide  himself? 

Are,  He  caanot  know  it. 

Phi.  Though  it  should  sleep  for  ever  to  the 
world, 
It  is  a  simple  sin  to  hide  mjself; 
Which  will  for  ever  on  my  conscience  lie. 

Are.  Then,  good  Phalaster,  give  him  scope  and 
way 
In  what  he  says ;  for  he  is  apt  to  speak 
What  you  are  loth  tx>  bear :  For  my  sake,  da 

Phi  I  will 

Enter  Pharamond. 

Pha,  My  princely  mistresjB»  as  true  lovers  ought, 
I  come  to  kiss  these  fair  bands ;  and  to  shew^ 
In  outward  ceremonies^  the  dear  love, 
Writ  in  my  heart. 

Phi.  If  I  shall  have  an  answer  no  directlier, 
I  am  gone. 

Pha.  Tq  what  would  he  have  answer? 

Are.  To  his  claim  unto  the  kingdom. 

Pha.  Sirrah,  I  forbare  you  before  the  king. 

PhL  Good  sir,  do  so  still :   I  would  not  talk 
with  you. 

Pha.  But  now  the  time  is  fitter :  Do  but  ofier 
To  make  mention  of  your  right  to  any  kingdom, 
Thoui^  it  be  scarce  liabitable 

PhL  Good  sir,  let  me  go. 

Pha.  And  by  my  sword 


Phi.  Peace,  Phararoond !  If  thou- 
Are.  Leave  us,  Philast^n 
PhL  1  have  done. 


Enter  Pbilaster  and  Bellario. 


Pha.  Yoit«rt>8Diie:  By  ttwveiH  FU  €elol»  you 

back. 

Phi.  You  shall  not  need* 

Pha.  What  now? 

Phi.  Know,  Pharamond, . 
I  loath  to  brawl  with  such  a  blast  as  thou, 
Who  art  nouglit  but  a  valiant  voice :  But,  if 
Thou  shalt  provoke  me  further,  men  shall  say 
^  Thou  w.ert,*'  4nd  not  lament  it. 

Pha.  Do  you  slight 
My  gijeatness  so»  and  in  the  chamber  of  the  prin- 
cess ? 

Phi.  It  is  a  place,  to.  which,  I  must  confess, 
I  owe  a  reverence :  But  were  it  the  church. 
Ay,  at  the  altar,  there's  no  place  so  safe. 
Where  thou  dar'st  injure  me,  but  I  dare  kill  thee. 
And  for  your  greatness,  know,  sir,  I  can  grasp 
You  and  your  greatness  thus,  thus  into  nothu^. 
Give  not  a  woni,  not  a  word  back !  Farewell. 

Exit  PluloMter. 

Pha.  Tis  an  odd  fellow,  madam :  We  must 
stop 
His  mouth  with  some  office,  when  we  are  married. 

Are.  You  were  best  make  him  your  controller. 

PAoi  I  think  he  would  discharge  it  welL   But^ 
madam, 
I  hope  our  hearts  are  knit ;  and  yet,  so  slow 
The  ceremonies  of  state  are,  that  'twill  be  long 
Before  our  hands  be  so.    If  then  you  pleaae. 
Being  agreed  in  heart,  let  us  not  wait 
For  dreaming  form,  but  take  a  little  stolen 
Delights,  and  so  foretaste  our  joys  to  come. 

Ar^.  If  you  dare  speak  such  thoughts, 
I  must  withdraw  in  honour. 

[Exeunt  at  different  tide$. 


ACT   n. 


Phi.  And  thou  shalt  find  her  honourable,  boy. 
Full  of  regard  unto  thy  tender  youth. 
For  thine  own  modesty ;  and,  for  my  sake| 
Apter  to  give  than  thou  wilt  be  to  ask, 
Ay,  or  deserve. 

Bel.  Sir,  you  did  take  me  up^  when  I  wds  no^ 
thing; 
And  only  yet  am  something,  by  being  yours. 
You  trusted  me  unknowzi^  and  that,  which  you 

were  apt 
To  construe  a  simple  innocence  in  me. 
Perhaps,  might  have  been  craft;  the  cunning  of  a 

boy 
Hardened  in  lies  and  theft :  Yet  ventured  you 
To  part  my  miseries  and  me ;  for  which 
C  never  can  expect  to  ser\'e  a  lady 
Tliat  bears  more  honour  in  her  breast  tlmn  you. 
Phi.  But,  boy,  it  wiU  prefer  thee.    Thou  art 
young, 
And  bcar^st  a  childish  overflowing  love 
To  tliem,  that  clap  thy  cheeks,  and  speak  thee  fair. 
But,  when  thy  jud^ent  comes  to  rule  those  pas- 
sions, 


Thou  wilt  remember  best  diose  careful  friend^ 
Tliat  placed  thee  in  the  noblest  way  of  life. 
She  is  a  princess  I  prefer  thee  to. 

BeL  In  that  small  time  that  I  have  seen  the 
worlds 
I  never  knew  a  man  hasty  to  pprt 
With  a  servant,  he  thougnt  trusty  :.I  remember. 
My  father  would  prefer  the  boys  be  kept 
To  greater  men  than  he ;  but  did  it  not, 
Till  they  were' grown  too  saucy  for  himself. 

Phi.  Why,  gentle  boy,  I  find  no  fault  at  all 
In  thy  behaviour. 

Bel.  Sir,  if  I  have  made 
A  fault  of  iterance,  instruct  my  youth : 
I  shall  be  willing,  if  not  apt,  to  learn ; 
Age  and  experience  will  adorn  my  mind 
With  larger  knowledge :  And,  if  I  have  dpne 
A  wilful  fault,  think  me  not  past  all  hope 
For  once.    What  master  holds  so  strict  a  hanfl 
Over  his  boy,  that  he  will  part  with  him 
Without  one  warning?  Let  me  be  corrected. 
To  break  my  stubbornness,  if  it  be  so, 
Rather  than  turn  me  off;  and  I  shall  mend. 

Phi,  Thy  kyvc  doth  plead  so  prettily  to  stay. 
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Thu,  tnst  oc^  I  awld  «c«B  la  put  with  tboe. 
AIm!  f  A»  hi  lam  tbee  off;  tbaa  knoweit 
It » 19  hmaemt  tlMHt  doth  ciU  thee  hence; 
Aa4  «kB  thou  ait  with  her,  ttoa  dweli'at  with 

Think  10^  and  'fib  sa    And,  when  time  is  fuH^ 

That  thorn  but  wdl  diachar^  this  heavy  trust, 

Lud  OB  M  weak  a  one,  I  will  ^^^ 

Witk joj  fcoeive  thee;  as  I  live,  I  will 

XiT,  weep  no^  g:entle  boy !  Is  more  than  time 

Ika  dite  attend  the  pnnceai^ 

Bel  I  am  gone. 
Bat  sBoe  I  am  to  part  with  yon,  ray  lord, 
M  Bone  knows  whether  I  shall  live  to  do 
More  tenioe  for  you,  take  this  little  prayer; 
Haven  Ues  your  loivea^  yoor  B^ts,  all  your  de- 


Mi]F  lick  mcni  if  they  have  your  wish,  he  well; 
Aad  Heaven  hate  those,  you  curse,  though  I  be 
«e!  [Ktit. 

?k  The  love  of  boys  unto  their  lards  is  strange;. 
Ibveread  wanders  of  it:  Yet  this  boy, 
f  w  mj  ake  (i£  a  maa  may  judge  by  looks 
Asd  ipMcb)  would  ouhIo  story/  I  may  see 
A  ds^  to  pay  him  for  his  loyalty.        [Exit  PkL 

Enter  Pbaramond. 

PkM.  Why  should  these  ladies  stay  ao  long? 
Titj  anat  ooaoe  this  way:  I  know  the  queen 
capiovs  tbem  not ;  for  the  reverend  mother  sent 
»  ««d,  they  would  be  all  for  tlie  garden.  If 
*hn  dxMikl  all  prove  honest  now,  I  were  in  a  fair 
taking   Here's  one  bolted. 

£sfer  Galatea. 

C9L  Your  grace ! 

Pk.^  I  not  be  a  trouble? 

Get  Xot  to  me,  sr. 

Pii.  Nay,  nay,  jou  are  too  quick.    By  this 

GtL  Yooll  be  forsworn,  sir ;  'tis  but  an  old 
t^c  If  yon  will  talk  at  distance,  I  am  for  you: 
Aad  dKB,  I  think,  I  shall  have  sease  enou^  to 
amer  all  tfa^  weighty  apothegms  your  royal 
Udod  diall  manue. 

PAo.  Dear  lai^,  can  you  k>ve  ? 

Gd.  Dear,  pnnce!  how  dear?  I  ne'er  cost 
^  a  coach  yet,  nor  put  you  to  the  dear  repen^- 
*^>er  of  a  hanqnfi.  Here's  no  scarlet,  sir,  to 
IM  tbe  sin  oat  it  was  given  for.  This  wire 
•■K  own  hair  coven;  and  this  face  has  been  so 
^  iran  being  dear  to  any,  that  it  ne'er  cost  pen- 
9t  paiatiag:  And,  for  the  rest  of  my  poor  ward- 
*^  nch  as  you  see,  it  leaves  no  hand  behind 
d,  to  onke  the  jealoos  meroei's  wife  curse  our 

^W.  You  mistake  me,  lady. 

GtL  LonL  I  do  so:  'Would  you,  or  L  could 

^^  Do  laifies  of  this  countrv  use  to  give  no 

>«  '^^fttx  to  men  of  my  full  being  ? 

G9L  Fdl  bdog !  I  understand  you  not,  opless 


yoor  grace  means  giowiB^  to  fatness;  and  then 
your  only  remedy  {n^n  vay  knowledge,  prince) 
IS,  in  a  morning  a  cup  of  neat  white-wine,  brewed 
with  carduus;  then  fast  tiU  simper;  about  eight 
Tou  may  eat;  use  exercise,  and  keep  a  sparrow- 
nawk ;  you  can  shoot  in  a  ^ler :  But,  of  all,  your 
grace  must  fly  "phlebotomyy  fresh  pork,  conger, 
and  clarified  whey :  They  are  all  duUers  of  the 
vital  spirits. 

Pka.  Iac^  you  talk  of  nothing  all  this  whik. 

GaL  'Tis  very  true,  sir;  I  talk  of  you. 

PluL  Tlus  is  a  crafty  wench;  I  like  her  wit 
well ;  'twill  be  rare  to  stir  up  a  leaden  apoetite. 
She's  a  Daniie,  and  must  be  courted  in  a  snower 
of  gold.  Madao^  look  here :  All  these,  and  more 
than— ^'^ 

GaL  *What  have  tou  there,  my  lord?  Goki ! 
Now,  as  I  live,  'tis  fair  gpld !  You  would  have 
silver  for  it,  to  play  with  the  poj^es :  You  codd 
not  have  taken  me  in  a  worse  time ;  but,  if  you 
have  present  use,  my  lord,  I'll  send  my  man  with 
silver,  and  keep  your  gold  for  you. 

PAii.  Ladv,  ladj^ ! 

Gal»  Shes  caminsy  sir,  behind,  will  take  white 
money.    Yet,  for  aU  this  I'll  oiatch  you. 

[Exit  GaL  behind  tbe  haniginei. 

Fka*  If  there  be  but  two  such  more  in  this 
kingdom,  and  near  the  court,  we  may  even  hang, 
up  our  harps. 

Enter  Megsa. 

Here's  another :  If  she  be  of  the  same  last,  the 
devil  shall  pliick  her  on.  Many  fair  mornings, 
lady. 

Meg.  As  many  mornings  bring  as  many  days^ 
Fair,  sweet,  and  nopeful  to  tout  grace. 

Pka,  She  gives  good  words  yet; 
If  your  more  serious  business  do  not  call  you. 
Let  me  hold  quarter  with  you ;  we'll  talk  an  hour 
Out  quickly. 

meg.  What  would  your  grace  talk  of? 

Pka.  Of  some  such  pretty  sul^t  as  yourself. 
I'll  go  no  further  than  your  eye,  or  lip ; 
There's  theme  enough  for  one  man  fur  an  age. 

Meg.  Sir,  they  stand- right,  and  my  Hps  arc  yet 
even, 
Smooth,  young  enough,  ripe  enough,  red  enoughf 
Or  my  gmss  wrongs  me. 

Pha.  Oh,  they  are  two  twinned  cherries  dyed 
in  bluslies, 
Which  those  fair  suns  above,  with  their  bright 

bcam% 
Reflect  upon  and  ripen.    Sweetest  beanty. 
Bow  down  those  branches,  that  the  loneipg  taste 
Of  the  faint  looker-<ui  may  meet  those  blessiogs, 
And  taste  and  live. 

Meg.  Oh,  delicate  sweet  prinoc ! 
She  that  hath  snow  enough  about  her  heart, 
To  take  the  wanton  spring  of  ten  such  lines  ofl^ 
May  be  a  nun  without  probation.    Sir, 
You  have,  in  such  neat  poetry^  gathered  a  kisa> 
That  if  I  had  but  five  lines  or  that  number, 
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Such  pretty  bcgipng  bUlnks,  I  should  commend 
Your  forehead,  or  yotir  cheeks,  and  kiss  you  too. 

Pha.  Do  it  in  prose;  you  cannot  miss  it,  madam. 

Meg.  I  shall,  I  shalL 

PhtL  By  my  life,  you  shall  not. 
But  we  lose  time.    Can  you  love  ? 

Meg,  Love  you,  my  lord?  How  would  you 
have  me  love  yo'u  ?  Has  your  grace  seen  the  court- 
star,  Galatea  r 

Pha.  Out  upon  her !  She's  as  cold  of  her  fa- 
vour as  an  apoplex :  She  sailed  by  but  now. 

Meg.  Ana  how  do  you  hold  her  wit,  sir  ? 

Pha.  I  hold  her  wit  ?  The  strength  of  all  the 
guard  cannot  hold  it,  if  they  were  tied  to  it ;  she 
would  blow  them  out  of  the  kingdom.  They  talk 
of  Jupiter;  he  is  but  a  squib-cracker  to  her:  Look 
well  about  you,  and  you  m&y  find  a  tongue-bolt 
But  speak,  sweet  lady,  shall  I  be  freely  welcome? 

Meg.  Whither? 

Pha.  Make  your  own  conditions,  my  purse 
shall  seal  them ;  and  what  you  dare  imagine  you 
can  want,  I'll  furnish  you  withal :  Give  two  hours 
to  your  thoughts  every  morning  about  it.  Come, 
I  know  you  are  bashful ;  spei£  in  my  ear,  will 
you  be  mine  ?  Keep  this,  and  with  it  me :  Soon 
I  will  visit  you. 

Meg.  My  lord,  my  chamber's  most  unsafe ;  but 
when  lis  night,  I'll  find  some  means  to  slip  into 
your  lodging ;  till  when 

Pha.  Till  when,  this,  and  my  heart  go  with  thee ! 

[£ieunt  several  nayt. 

£nter  Galatea /rom  behind  the  hangings. 

Gal,  Oh,  thou  pernicious  petticoat-prince !  are 
these  your  virtues  ?  Well,  it  I  do  not  lay  a  train 
to  blow  your  sport  up,  I  am  no  woman :  And, 
lady  Dowsabel,  111  fit  you  foi^t.  [Exit. 

Enter  Arethusa  and  a  Lady. 

Are.  Where's  the  boy? 
Ijody.  Within,  madam. 
Are.  Gave  you  him  gold  to  buy  him  eloftths  ? 
Lady.  I  did. 

Are.  And  has  he  dcine  it  ? 
Lady,  Yes,  madam. 

Are.  Tis  a  pretty  sad  talking  boy,  is  it  not? 
Asked  you  his  name  ? 
Lady,  No>  madam. 

Enter  Galatea. 

Are.  Oh;  you  arc  welcome.  What,  good  news? 

Gal.  As  good  as  any  one  can  tell  your  erace. 
That  says,  she  has  done  diat,  you  would  have 
wished. 

Are.  Hast  thoo  discovered? 

Gal.  I  have.    Your  prince,  brave 
Pharamond,  is  disloyal. 

Are.  With  whom  ? 

GaL  Why,  with  the  lady  I  suspected : 

Are.  Run  thyself  into  the  presence;  mingle 
there  again 
With  otJier  laoies ;  leave  the  rest  to  mc^ 


If  destiny  (to  whom  we  dare  not  say, 
'  Why,  thou  did'st  this  V)  have  not  decreed  it  so 
In  lasting  leaves  (whose  smallest  characters 
Were  never  altered)  yet,  this  match  shall  break. 
Where's  the  boy  ? 
Lady.  Here,  madam. 

Enter  Bellario. 

Are.  Sir,  you  arc  sad  to  change  your  service ; 
is't  not  so  ? 

Bel.  Madam,  I  have  not  changed ;  I  wait  on  you, 
To  do  him  ser\ice. 

Are.  Thou  disclaimest  in  me. 
Tell  me  thv  name. 

-Bel.  Bellario. 

Are.  Thou  canst  sing,  and  play  ? 

Bel.  If  grief  will  p\e  me  Iea\e,  madam,  I  can. 

Are.  Alas  !  what  kind  of  grief  can  thy  years 
know? 
Hadst  thou  a  curst  master,  when  thou  wcnt'st  to 

school? 
Tliou  art  not  capable  of  other  grief. 
Thy  brows  and  cheeks  are  smooth  as  waters  be. 
When  no  breath  troubles  them :  Believe  me,  boy. 
Care  seeks  out  wrinkled  brows  and  hollow  eyes. 
And  builds  himself  caves,  to  abide  in  them. 
Come,  sir,  tell  me  tnily,  does  your  lord  love  mc? 

Bel.  Love,  madam  ?  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Are.  Canst  thou  know  grief,  and  never  y^t 
knew'st  lo\'e  ? 
Thou  art  deceived,  boy.    Does  he  speak  of  mo. 
As  if  he  wished  me  well? 

Bel.  If  it  be  love. 
To  forget  all  respect  of  his  own  friends. 
In  thinl^ing  of  your  face ;  if  it  be  love. 
To  sit  cross  armed,  and  sigh  away  the  day,- 
Mingled  with  starts,  crying  your  name  as  loud 
And  hastily  as  men  in  the  streets  do  fire ; 
If  it  be  love,  to  weep  himself  away. 
When  he  but  hears  of  any  lady  dead, 
Or  killed,  because  ft  might  ha\T  been  your  chance ; 
If,  when  he  goes  to  rest  (which  will  not  be) 
'Twixt  every  prayer  he  says,  to  name  you  once. 
As  otliers  drop  a  bead ;  be  to  be  in  love. 
Then,  madam,  I  dare  swear  he  Iqves  you. 

Are.  Oh,  you're  a  cunning  boy,  and  taught  to  lie,. 
For  your  lord's  credit ;  but  thou  know'st  a  lie, 
That  bears  this  sound,  is  welcomer  to  me  ' 
Than  any  truth,  that  says,  he  loves  me  not. 
Lead  the  ^tiv,  boy.    Do  you  attend  me  too. 
'Tis  thy  lord^  busmess  hastes  me  thus.       Awny. 

[Esenut. 

Enter  DroN,  Clebemont,Thrasiliv£,  Megra,- 

and  Galatea. 

Dion.  Come,  ladies,  shall  we  talk  a  round?  A^ 
men 
Do  walk  A  mile,  women  should  talk  an  hour, 
:  After  supper :  'Tis  their  exercise. 
GaL  Tis  late. 
Meg,  Tis  all 
My  eyes  nill  do  to  lead  rac  to  my  bed. 
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G9L  X/ev,  they  are  so  heavy,  joull  scarce  find 
Hie  war  to  jour  kidging  with  them  to  night 

Enter  Poaramokd. 

TVa.  The  priooe! 

Phm.  Nota-oed,  ladies?  You're  good  sitters  up. 
What  think  yoa  of  a  pleasant  dream,  to  last 
Till  morning? 

Enter  Arethusa  and  Bellario. 

Are,  Tb  well,  my  lord ;  you*rc  courting  of  ladies. 
Ii*t  not  late,  g^ntl^nen  ? 

CU.  Yes,  madam. 

Are,  Wait  you  there.  [Exit. 

Meg.  Sbe*s  jealous,  as  I  li  ve.  Look  you,  my  lord, 
The  princess  lias  a  ILias,  an  Adoni& 

Faa.  His  Ibrm  is  angel-like. 

Diom,  Serves  he  the  princess  ? 

Tkr^  Yes. 

Biarn.  Tis  a  sweet  boy ;  how  brave  she  keeps  him. 

Fka,  Ladies  all,  good  rest;  I  mean  to  kill  a 
buck 
To-oiorrciw  laomiu^  ere  youVe  done  your  dreams. 

[Exit. 

Meg,  All  happiness  attend  your  grace !  Gen- 
tlemen, good  resL 
Cofoe,  shall  we  to>bed  ? 

GaJL  Yes;  all  good  night  [£jr.  GaL  and  Meg. 

Dion.  May  your  dreams  be  true  to  you. 
liHat  shall  we  do,  gallants  ?  'tis  late.    The  king 
Is  op  sdU;  sec,  he  conies ;  a  guard  along 
VTim  him. 

Enter  Kixc,  Ar£thusa,  and  guard. 


King,  Look  your  intelligence  be  true. 

Are.  Upon  my  life,  it  is :  And  I  do  hope, 
Yoor  h^hness  will  not  tie  me  to  a  man, 
Tha^  in  the  hc*at  of  wooing,  throws  mc  ofl^ 
And  takes  another. 

Dian.  What  should  this  mean? 

King.  If  it  be  true. 
That  lady  had  much  better  have  embraced 
Cureless' diseases :  Get  you  to  your  rest. 

Exeunt  Are,  and  Bel. 
You  shall  be  righted.    Gentlemen,  draw  near ; 
We  dhall  emplor  ^ou.    Is  young  Pharamond 
Come  to  his  loc^ng  ? 

Jhom,  I  nw  1^  enter  there. 

King,  Haste,  some  of  you,  and  cunningly  dis- 
cxyver 
If  Mcgra  be  in  her  lodging. 

Ck,  Sir, 
She  parted  hence  but  now,  with  other  ladies. 

King.  If  she  be  there,  we  ^lall  not  need  to  make 
A  vain  discovery  of  our  suspicion. 
Te  f^ods,  I  see,  that  who  unrighteously 
Holds  wealth,  or  state,  from  others,  shall  be  curst 
la  that,  which  meaner  men  are  blest  withal. 
Ma  to  come  shall  know  no  male  of  liim 
Left  to  inherit ;  and  his  name  shall  be 
BloCfeed  from  earth.    If  he  have  any  child, 
It  shall  he  crossly  matched;  the  gods  themselves 
•^bill  sow  wild  strife  betwixt  her  lord  and  her. 


Yet,  if  it  be  your  wills,  forgive  the  sin 
I  have  committed.    But  how  can  I 
Look  to  be  heard  of  gods,  that  must  be  just. 
Praying  upon  the  ground  I  hold  by  wrong  ? 

Enter  Dion. 

Dion.  Sir,  I  have  asked,  and  her  women  swear 
she  is  within;  I  told  them,  I  must  speak  with  her; 
they  laughed,  and  said,  their  lady  lay  speechless. 
I  said,  my  business  was  important;  they  said, 
tlieir  lady  was  about  it  *.  I  grew  hot,  and  cried, 
my  business  was  a  matter,  that  concerned  life 
and  death ;  they  answered,  so  was  sleeping,  at 
which  their  lady  was.  I  urged  again,  she  had 
scarce  time  to  be  so,  since  last  I  saw  her ;  they 
smiled  again,  and  seemed  to  instruct  me,  that 
sleeping  was  nothing  but  lying  down  and  winking. 
Answers  more  direct  I  could  not  get :  In  short, 
sir,  I  think  she  is  not  there. 

King.  Tis  then  no  time  to  dally.    You  of  the 
guard. 
Wait  at  the  back  door  of  the  prince's  lodging. 
And  see,  that  none  pass  thence,  upon  your  tives. 
Knock,  gentlemen !  Knock  loud !  Louder  yet ! 
What,  has  their  pleasure  taken  off  their  hearing  ? 
ni  break  your  meditations.    Knook  again  ! 
Nor  yet  ?  I  do  not  think  he  sleeps,  having  this 
Larumbyhim.  Once  more.  Pharamond !  prince  t 

Pharauond  ahove^ 

Pha.  What  saucy  groom  knocks  at  this  dead  of 
night  ? 
Where  be  our  waiters  ?  By  my  vexed  soul. 
He  meets  his  death,  that  meets  mc,  for  this  bold- 
ness. 
King.  Prince,  you  wrong  your  thoughts ;  we 
arc  your  friends.- 
Come  down. 
,Pka.  The  king? 

King.  The  same,  sir ;  come  down. 
We  have  cause  of  present  counsel  with  you, 
Pha.  If  your  grace  please  to  use  me,  Pll  atr 
tend  you 
To  your  chamber.  [Pha,  behw. 

Ring.  No,  'tis  too  late,  prince ;  I'tl  make  bold 

with  yours. 
Pha.  X  have  some  private  reasons  to  myself. 
Make  me  unmannerly,  and  say,  *  you  cannot' 
Nay,  press  not  forward,  gentlemen ;  he  must 
Come  through  my  life,  tliat  oomes  here.  [Enters, 

King.  Sir,  be  resolved. 
I  must  and  will  come. 

Pha,  ni  not  be  dishonoured. 
He,  that  enters,  enters  upon  his  death. 
Sir,  'tis  a  sign  you  make  no  stranger  of  me, 
To  bring  these  renegadoes  to  my  chamber, 
At  these  unseasoned  hours. 

King,  Why  do  you 
Chafe  yourself  so?  You  are  not  wronged,  nor 

shall  be ; 
Only  111  search  your  lodging,  for  some  cnuse 
To  ourself  known :  Enter,  I  say. 
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Pha.  I  say,  no,  I 

[Meg.  tibove.  I 

Meg.  Let  tiiem  enter,  frinoe ;  let  tKem  enter ; 
I  lun  up,  and  ready;  I  know  their  buBniess : 
Tis  the  poor  breaking  of  a  lady's  honour, 
They  hunt  so  hotly  after ;  let  them  enjoy  it. 
Oh,  my  lord  the  king,  this  is  not  noble  ip  yon 
To  mtkc  politic  the  weukaess  of  a  woman. 

Ettter  Megra. 

King.  Now,  My  ^  iionoar,  where's  your  lio- 
nour  now?  ncmf 
No  mm  can  Hit  yoar  palate,  tutit  tiMe  prince, 
ffad  you  none  to  pall  on  wkh  your  courtesies. 
But  he,  that  nrastbe nine,  and  wroneiay  daoghter  ? 
•By  aH  the  gods,  all  these,  send  «ll  the  pages, 
AdA  all  the  comt,  shall  hoot  diee  throagn  die<x>art ; 

Meg.  If  you^  dus,  oh,  king!  nay,  if  yon  dare 
do  it. 
By  all  those  ^oda  you  siMiPe  i)y,  and  as  many 
More  of  mine  own,  I  will  have  fellows,  and 
Sudi  fe^ws  in  it,  at  shall  make  noble  mirth. 
The  pridieBs,  vour  dear  daR]ghter,<rfi«ll  stand  by  me 
On  waUs,  and  sMg  in  lialladB,  any  thing. 
Urge  me  no  more ;  I  know  W,  know  me  boy 
She  keeps ;  a  hnndsoiMe  b^,  about  eighteen ; 
Come,  sir,  yoa  eat  me  to  a  wmian^  madness, 
The  f^ory  of  a  rary ;  and,  if  I  do  not, 
Do  it  to  the  height 

King.  Whdt  boy  is  this  she  raves  at  ? 

Meg.  Alas!  gooo-rainded prince,  you  know  not 
these  things; 


I  am  kvth  to  wveeX  them.    Keep  tfiis  fiuih. 
As  you  would  keep  your  healib,  from  the  hot  air 
Of  the  corrupted  people,  or,  by  heaven, 
[  will  not  faU  alone.    What  I  have  known, 
Shall  be  as  public  as  a  print ;  all  tongues 
Shall  speak  it,  as  they  Jo  the  language,  they 
Are  born  in,  as  free  and  commonly ;  HI  set  it. 
Like  a  prodigious  star,  for  all  to  gaae  at ; 
And  so  high  and  glowing,  that  other  kingdoms, 
Far  and  foreign. 

Shall  read  it  there,  nay  travel  with  it,  tiH  they  find 
No  tongue  to  make  it  more,  nor  no  more  people; 
And  then  behold  the  fall  of  your  fair  princess. 

King.  Has  she  a  boy  ? 

Cle.  So  please  your  grace,  I  have  seen  a  boy  wail 
On  her ;  a  Adr  IJoy. 

King,  Go,  get  y«Ni  to  your  quarter : 
For  this  time  ill  «tudy  to  forget  yoa. 

Meg.  Do  you  studyto  forget  me,  and  FH  study 
To  forget  tou.         [Ex.  King,  Meg.  and  guard. 

Cie.  Why,  here's  a  male  spirit  for  Herrales. 

Dion.  Sure  she  has  a  garrison  of  devils  in  her 
tongue,  she  uttereth  such  balls  of  wild-fire.  She 
lias  so  nettled  the  king,  that  all  the  doctors  in  the 
country  will  scarce  cure  him.  That  boy  was  a 
strange-found  out  antidote  to  cure  her  infection : 
That  boy ;  that  princess'  boy ;  that  brave,  diaste, 
virtuous  lady's  boy ;  and  a  fair  boy,  a  well-spoken 
boy !  All  these  considered,  can  make  nothing 
else.    But  there  I  leave  you,  gentlemen. 

Thm.  Nay,  wellgo  wuider  with  you.  [Ereunt, 


ACT   ni. 


Ente^  Ct^erehovT)  Dion,  and  Turasiline. 

Cle.  Nay,' doubtless,  'tis  true. 

Dion.  Ay;  nad  His  the  gods. 
That  raised  this  punishment,  to  scourge  die  king 
Widi  bis  own  issue.    Is  it  not  a  shame 
For  us,  that  should  write  noble  in  the  land, 
For^  that  should  be  freemen,  to  behold 
A  man,  that  is  the  bravery  of  his  age, 
Philaster,  pressed  down  from  his  royal  right, 
%ihi0  reganUenksBg?  and  only  look 
And  •»  the  sceptre  ready  to  be  cast 
Inia  the  hnods  of  that  lascivious  lady, 
That  lives  in  hist  with  a  smooth  boy,  now  to  be 
Married  to  yon  strange  pripoe,  who,  botthatpeople 
Please  to  let  him  be  a  prince,  is  bom  a  slave 
In  that,  which  should  be  his  most  aoble  part, 
His  mind? 

Thf^  Thai  omd,  (hat  woM  not  stir  with  you 
To  aid  Phiksier,  let  tiie  oods  forget, 
That  such  a  creature  wnMes  upon  the  «arth. 

Cie.  Philaster  is  too  backward  in  it  himelf. 
"nbc  eenlry  do  await  it,  and  the  people. 
Against  their  nature,  are  all  bent  for  4iim, 
And  lilM  a  Md  of  standing  com,  that^  moved 
With  a  stiff  gale,  their  haads  bow  all  ana  way. 


Dion.  Hie  only  cause,  that  draws  Philaster  back 
From  this  attempt,  is  tjie  fair  princess'  love. 
Which  he  admires,  and  we  can  now  confute. 

Thra.  Perhaps,  hell  not  believe  it 

Dion.  Why,  gentlemen, 
Tis  without  question  so. 

Cle.  Ay,  'tis  past  speech, 
She  lives  dishonestly :  But  how  shall  we. 
If  he  be  curious,  work  upon  his  faith  ? 

Hfcm.  We  are  all  satisfied  within  ourselves. 

Dion.  Since  it  is  true,  and  tends  to  lus  own  good, 
I'll  make  this  new  report  to  be  my  knowledge : 
rO  say  I  know  it ;  nay,  I'll  swear  I  saw  it. 

Cle.  It  will  be  best. 

Thra.  Twill  move  him. 

Enter  PniLASTn. 

Dion.  Here  he  comes. 
Good-morrow  to  your  honour !  We  have  spent 
Some  time  in  seeking  you. 

Fkil  My  worthy  friends, 
You  that  can  keep  your  memories  to  know 
Your  firiend  in  miseries,  and  cannot  frown 
On  men  cKsgraced  for  virtue,  a  good  day 
Attend  you  all !  What  service  may  I  do 
Worthy  your  acceptation  ? 
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Dim,  Mjgoodlordy 
We  oone  fo  ta^  that  vittaCy  which  we  know 


s  ■  Timr  breasty  forth !  ftisey  and  make  a  head. 
He  aoUes  and  the  people  are  aU  dolled 
WiditfaMitsarpiiieking;  and  not  a  man^ 
Ihat  ever  keaid  &  word,  or  knew  roch  a  fhmg 
As  viftae,  bat  will  second  your  atteni|il9. 

FkL  How  hoooarahle  is  this  love  in  you 
To  me,  chat  have  deserved  none?  iu^ow,  my 


(Yoo,  dait  were  bom  to  shame  yoor  poor  Pfailaster 
With  too  maA  oourtcsv)  I  ooold  aUbrd 
TomeltBysclf  in  than^:  Bat  my  designs 
Are  not  yet  ripe ;  suffice  it,  that  ere  long 
1  ikaH  cmploT  your  loves;  bat  yet  the  time 
h  ihort  Off  wbat  I  would. 

Diom.  The  time  is  fuller,  sir,  than  you  expect  *. 
Thatfwiuchhereflfterwill  no^  perhaps,  be  reached 
%  violence,  may  now  be  canght.  As  for  the  king, 
Yos  kaow  the  people  have  long  hated  him ; 
But  now  the  pcuioeas,  whom  fhity  loved- 

FkL  Why,  what  of  her? 

lArn.  Is  loathed  as  much  as  he. 

PM.  By  what  strange  means? 

"        She's 


known  a  whore. 

FkL  Thoaliesr. 

Dim.  My  lord 

FkL  Then  best,     [Ofer$  to  draw  andUheld. 
And  thooshnltfeelit.    i  had  thdiwht,  thy  mind 
Had  been  of  honour.  Thos  to  rob  a  huly 
Of  hergood  naine,  is  an  infectioassin, 
Not  to  be  pardoned:  Be  it  false  as  hcll> 
Twill  never  be  redeemed,  if  it  be  sown 
AmooBt  the  people,  fiindul  to  increase 
AD  cvStbey  shall  brar.  Let  me  alone, 
Tkat  I  may  oat  off  fidsehood,  whilst  it  springs ! 
Set  hiUa  oa  htUs  betwiit  me  and  the  roan 
TkatotBerstfais,  and  I  will  scale  them  all. 
And  firom  the  utmost  top  fall  on  his  nedc, 
like  tfaonder  from  a  doiuL 

i^joa.  This  is  most  strfengc : 
Sore  he  does  love  her. 

FhL  I  do  love  fair  tnith : 
9ie  is  my  nuatress,  and  who  injures  her, 
Draars  vcflfQeaaoe  from  me.  Sirs^  let  go  my  arms. 

Tftrc.  Nay,  gpod  my  lord,  be  oatient. 

de:  Sir,  remember  this  is  your  bonoured  friend, 
to  do  his  service,  and  will  shew 
Yon  why  be  uttered  this. 

PAl  I  idk  you  pardon,  sir; 
My  seal  lo  trndi  made  tne  unmannerly : 
Should  I  have  heard  dishonour  spoke  of  you, 
Behind  voor  back  ontmly,  I  bad  been 
As  macb  ifisiemjiered  and  enraged  as  now. 

Diioa.  But  this,  my  lord,  is  truth. 

FkL  Oh,  say  not  so !  good  sir,  forbear  to  say  so ! 
Tii  Chen  Mth,  that  all  womankind  is  false ! 
VT^iftBomare;  it  is  impoasible. 
Wbv  shooU  yvtt  think  the  princess  Hght? 

Dim.  Why,  she  was  taken  at  it 

m.  TbAdse!  Oh,  Heaven!  'dsfisdse!  itcan- 
aot  be . 


Is't  possible  ?  Can  women  all  be  damned  ? 

JDiofi.  Why,  no,  my  lord. 

Fhi.  Why,  then,  it  cannot  be. 

Dton.  And  she  was  taken  with  her  boy. 

Ffu.  What  boy? 

Dion.  A  page,  a  boy,  that  serves  her. 

PAi.  Oh,  good  gods! 
A  little  boy? 

Dion,  Ay ;  know  you  him,  my  lord  ? 

Flu,  Hell  and  sin  know  him  !--^ry  you  are 
deceived; 
You  are  abased,  ^and  so  is  she,  and  I. 

Dion.  How  you  my  lord? 

FM,  Why,  all  die  worid's  aboied 
In  an  unjust  report. 

Dion,  Oh,  noble  sir,  yoiir  virtoes 
Cannot  look  into  the  sobde  thonriits  of  woman. 
in  short,  my  lord,  I  todi  them ;  I  myself. 

Flu.  Now  all  die  devils,  diou  didst  I  Fly  firom 
my  rage! 
'Would  thou  hadst  ti|ken    devils   engendering 

plagues, 
When  thou  didst  take  them!  Hide  thee  from 

my  eyes! 
Would  thou  hadst  taken  thunder  on  thy  breast, 
'When  thou  didst  take  them;  or  been  struckeo 

dumb 
For  ever ;  that  dus  foul  deed  might  have  slept 
In  silence! 

Thro,  Have  youknown  him  so  ill  tempered ? 

CU,  Never  before. 

FhL  The  winds,  that  are  let  loose 
From  the  four  several  oometft  of  the  earth, 
And  spread  themselvea  aM  xffmt  sea  and  land^ 
Kiss  not  a  chaste  one.  What  firitend  bears  a  sword 
To  run  me  through? 

Dion,  Why,  my  lord,  are  yon  to  moved  at  this? 

FM,  When  any falb from  virtae,  Fm  distract; 
I  have  an  interest  in't 

Dion,  But,  good  my  lord,  recall  yourself. 
And  think  what's  best  to  be  done. 

Fhi.  I  thank  you ;  I  wtU  do  it. 
Please  you  to  leave  me :  I'll  consider  of  it. 
To-morrow  I  will  find  your  lodging  forth. 
And  give  you  answer. 

Dion,  All  the  gods  direct  you 
The  readiest  way  1 

Thro,  He  was  extreme  impatient. 

C/e.  It  was  his  virtue,  and  his  noble  mind. 

r£je«n^  Diony  Ck,  and  Thru. 

FhL  Oh,  that  I  had  a  sea 
Within  my  breast,  to  <{uench  the  fine  I  feel  I 
More  circumstances  will  but  ian  this  fire. 
It  more  afflicts  me  now,  to  know  by  whom 
This  deed  is  done,  dian  fthnplv  that  'Ui  done ; 
And  he,  that  tells  roe  this»  is  nonoimble. 
As  far  from  lies  as  she  is  far  from  truth. 
Oh,  thi^  like  beasts,  we  could  not  grieve  oursdves, 
With  that  we  see  not!  Bulls  aodhuns  will  fight 
To  keep  their  females^  standing  in  their  sight; 
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Run  into  liven.    Sweetest  fiur,  die  cause? 
And,  as  I  am  your  slave,  tied  to  your  ooodness, 
Your  creature,  made  aeain  from  what  I  was^ 
And  newlv  spirited,  FIl  right  your  honour. 

An.  OIh  my  bctt  kive^  that  boy ! 

Phi  What  boy? 

An.  TTiB  pretty  boy  you  pve  me ' 

Phi.  What  of  him? 

Are.  Mast  be  no  more  mine. 

PhL  Why? 

Are.  They  are  jealous  of  him. 

Phi.  Jealous!  iHm? 

Are.  The  king. 

Phi.  Oh,  mv  fortune ! 
Then  'tis  no  idle  jealousy.    Let  him  go. 

Are.  Oh,  cruel !  are  you  hanMieaited  too? 
Who  shall  now  tell  you,  how  much  I  loved  you? 
Who  shall  swear  it  to  you,  and  weep  the  tears  I 

send? 
Who  shall  now  bHng  you  letten^  rings,  brace- 
lets? 
Lose  his  health  in  service  f  Wake  tedious  nights 
In  stories  of  your  praise  ?  Who  shall  sing 
Your  crying  elejiies  ?  And  strike  a  sad  soul 
Inlo  aenselws  pntures,  and  make  them  mourn  ? 
Who  shall  take  up  his  lute,  and  txMich  it,  till 
He  crown  a  silent  sleep  upon  mv  cye4id, 
Making  me  dramn.  and  cry,  *  On,  my  dear,  dear 
•  Philaster  V 

Phi.  Oh, my  heart! 
Would  ke  had  broken  thee,  that  mnde  thee  know 
This  lady  was  not  loyal.    Mistress,  foi^t 
The  boy:  HI  get  thee  a  (ar  better. 

Are.  Oh,  never,  never  sttch  o  boy  again,  as  my 
Bellario! 

Phi.  Tis  bat  ^our  fond  afiectioa. 

Are.  With  thee,  my  bot)  farewell  for  ever 
All  secrecy  hi  servants !  Aifewell  ftuth ! 
And  all  desire  to  do  well  for  itself ! 
Let  all,  that  shall  succeed  Uiee  for  thy  wrongs, 
Sell  Mid  betray  chaste  love ! 

Phi.  And  sil  this  passion  ibr  a  boy  ? 

Are.  He  was  yonr  tx>y,  and  you  put  him  to  me, 
And  the  loss  of  such  mnit  have  a  mourning  for. 

PkL  Oh, thou forgetfol woman! 

Are.  How,  ny  lora  ? 

PhL  False  Aratfaoflt! 
Hast  thou  a  medicine  to  restore  my  wits, 
When  I  ha««  lost  them?  If  not,  leave  to  talk, 
And  do  thus. 

Jre.  Do  what,  sir?  WoaM  yon  sleep? 

Phi.  For  ever,  Aretfausa.    Ob,  ye  gods, 
Give  me  a  wortii^  padaenoe !  Haive  I  stood 
Naked,  ak>ne,  the  shock  of  many  fortunes? 
Have  I  seen  mischiefs  numberless,  and  mighty. 
Grow  like  a  sea  upon  me  ?  Have  I  taken 
Dan^r  as  stern  as  deadi  into  my  bosom. 
And  laughed  upon  it,  made  it  but  a  miith. 
And  flung  it  by  ?  Do  I  live  aow  bke  him. 
Under  this  tyrant  king,  that  languishing 
Hears  his  sad  bell,  and  sees  his  monmcrs  ?  Do  I 
Bear  all  this  bravely,  and  must  sink  at  length 


Under  a  woman's  fabehOod  ?  Oh^  that  boy, 
That  cursed  boy ! 

Are.  Nay,  then  I  am  betrayed : 
I  feel  the  plot  cast  for  my  overthrow. 
Oh,  I  am  wretched  I 

Phi.  Now  you  may  take  that  little  tiffit  I  hava 
To  this  poor  kingdom :  Give  it  to  your  joy ; 
For  I  have  no  joy  in  it.    Some  far  plaoe, 
Where  never  womankind  durst  set  iier  fool^ 
For  bursting  widi  her  poiaonB  mult  I  seek. 
And  live  to  curse  you : 

There  dig  a  cave,  and  preach  to  binis  and  beast^ 
What  woman  is,  and  help  to  save  ihemfkom  you: 
How  Heaven  is  m  your  eyes,  but,  in  yonr  hearty 
More  hell  than  hell  hat :  How  your  ttMfpNS,  like 

scorpions^ 
Both  heal  and  poison:  How  your  thoughts  ars 


woven 


With  thousand  changes  in  one  subtle  web, 
And  sworn  so  by  you :  How  that  foolish  mat^ 
That  reads  the  story  of  a  woman's  face^ 
And  dies  believing  it,  is  lost  for  ansr : 
How  all  the  good  you  have  is  bnt  a  sfasulow. 
In  the  morning  with  you,  and  fat  night  behind  yoi^ 
Past  and  forgotten :  How  yonr  vows  are  frosty 
Fast  for  a  night,  and  with  the  next  sou  gone : 
How  you  are,  being  taken  altogether, 
A  mere  confusion,  and  so  dead  a  chaoe^ 
That  love  cannot  distinguish.    'Iliese  sad  text^ 
Till  my  last  hour,  I  am  bound  to  utter  of  you. 
So>  farewell  all  my  woe,  all  my  delight ! 

[ExUPhi, 
Are.  Be  merciful,  ye  gpds,  and  strike  me  dead ! 
What  way  have  I  deserved  this  ?  Make  my  breast 
Transparent  as  pure  drystal,  thai  the  worid, 
Jealous  of  me,  may  see  the  foulest  thought 
My  heart  holds.    Where  shall  a  woman  tnm  her 

eyes, 
To  find  out  constancy  ?  Save  me !  how  black 

Enter  Bellario. 

And  guiltily,  mcthinks,  that  boy  looks  now ! 

Oh,  thou  dissembler,  that  before  thou  smik's^ 

Wert  in  thy  cradle  false,  sent  to  make  lies^ 

And  betray  iimocents!  Tliy  lord  and  thou 

May  glory  in  the  ashes  of  a  maid 

Fooled  by  her  passion ;  but  the  conquest  ia 

Nothing  so  great  as  wicked.    Fly  awfay  I 

Let  my  command  force  thee  to  that,  which  shame 

Would  do  without  it.    If  tbou  untiefttood'st 

The  loathed  office  thou  hast  «ndat||ona, 

Why,  thou  wouldst  hide  thee  under  heaps  of  hitl% 

Lest  men  shouM  dig  and  find  thee. 

BeL  Oh,  what  gwl, 
Angry  with  men,  hath  sent  this  strange  disease 
Into  tlic  noblest  minds?  Madam,  this  grief 
Vou  add  unto  me  is  no  mote  than  drops 
To  seas,  for  which  thev  are  not  seen  to  swell : 
My  lord  bath  struck  Kis  aitc^sr  through  my  hearty 
And  led  out  all  the  hope  or  future  joys. 
You  need  not  bid  me  fly ;  I  came  to  part, 
To  take  my  latest  leave.    Farewell  for  ever! 
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Tna  Mth  a  lidjr,  like  »  boy,  ^iBt  stole, 

Or  Bade  mne  ^evous  fault.    The  power  of 

AaatVMu^vvtiifieriaes!  Hsstytime 
Rrrctl  the  trath  to  joar  abused  lord 
Aadauoeydiat  he  BDaj  know  your  worth;  whilst  I 
Go  seek  oat  some  forgottien  plaoe  to  (fie ! 

[EttU  Bel. 
An.  Pinoe  guide  thee!  Thou  hast  oirerthrown 


Yet, if  I  had  nother  Troy  to  hMe, 
Bna,  or  Mother  viUaiDy' with  thy  looks. 


Might  talc  me  out  of  it,aAd  tend  me  tiaked^ 
My  hair  disfaevei'd,  through  the  fieiy  itneeis. 

Enter  a  Ladjf, 

JMy.  MadaU)  the  king  would  hunt,  and  calls 
for  you 
With  earnestness. 

Are,  I  am  in  tone  to  hunt ! 
Diana,  if  thou  canst  rage  with  a  maid 
As  with  a  man,  let  me  disooter  thee 
Bathing,  and  turn  me  to  a  fearfnl  hind. 
That  I  may  die  pursued  by  cruel  hounds, 
And  have  my  story  written  m  my  wounds.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  IV. 


iMter  Ktscy  PttAaAicoyD,  Aretbxtsa,  Gala- 

TlA,MECaA«  DlOV,  CLEBEMONTyTu&ASILINE, 

tm^.  Wbat,  are  the  hounds  before,  and  all 
the  woodmen; 
Qm  hones  ready,  aad  our  bows  bent  ? 

Aba.  All,Br. 

Its^.  You're  cloudy,  air :  Come,  we  have  for- 
(gotten 
ToorToiiil  trespass ;  let  not  that  sit  heavy 
rpfiB  joor  spirit ;  none  dare  utter  it 
h  voor  bo3r  tamed  a«vay  ? 

Aft,  YoQ  did  coounand,  sir,  and  I  obeyed  you. 

Xu^  Tb  well  done.    To  horse,  to  hmve !  we 
loK  tbe  morning  gentlemen.  Bxtuni, 

Enier  two  Woodmen, 

1  IfooriL  What,  have  you  lodged  the  deer? 

t  Wood,  Yes^  they  are  ready  for  the  bow. 

IIFm^  Who  shoots? 

t  ir<iorf.  The  princess. 

1  Wood,  No»  she'U  hunt 

3  Wood  Shell  take  a  stand,  I  say. 

1  rood  Who  else? 

S  Wood  Why,  the  young  stranger  prince. 

1  VbodL  He  Aall  shoot  in  a  stone  bow  forme. 
I  Kvcr  kired  his  beyond-sea-ship,  since  he  for- 
ni  ^  Sly,  fcNT  jmying  ten  shillings :  He  was 
tine  at  the  fall  of  a  deer,  and  would  needs  (out 
0^  fais  miefatiness)  give  ten  groats  for  the  dowcets ; . 
■onr,  die  steward  would  have  the  velvet-head  in- 
t»  the  bnpdn,  to  toft  his  hat  withal.    Who  shoots 

t  Wood  The  kdy  Galatea. 

t  Wood  She^s  libera],  and,  by  my  bow,  they  I 
*7f  ^s  honest;  and  whether  that  be  a  fault,  I 
kne  nothing  to  do.    There's  all? 

S  Wood  No,  one  more;  Megra. 

1  Wood  That's  afirker.iYaith,  boy.   She  rides 
HI,  lad  die  pays  well.  Hark !  let*s  gp.  [Exeunt. 

Emter  PnukflTca. 

Ai.  Oh,  that  I  had  been  nourished  in  these 

^^  mSk  of  goats,  and  aoorns,  and  not  known 
^  Rfbt  of  oowns,  nor  the  dissembling  trains 


Of  women's  looks ;  but  dieged  myself  a  cave. 
Where  I,  my  fire,  my  cattle,  and  my  bed,^ 
Might  have  been  shut  together  in  one  shed ; 
And  then  had  taken  me  some  mountain  girl, 
Besten  with  winds,  chaste  as  the  hardened  rods^ 
Whereon  she  dwelb;  that  might  have  strewed 

my  bed 
With  leay^es,  and  reeds,  and  with  the  skins  of 

beasts, 
Our  neighbours.    This  had  been  a  life 
Free  from  vexadon. 

Enter  BcLLAitto. 

Bel.  Oh,  wicked  men ! 
An  innocent  may  walk  safe  among  beasts ; 
Nothing  assaults  me  here.     See,  my  grieved 

lord 
Sits  as  his  soul  were  searching  out  a  way 
To  leave  his  body.    Pardon  me,  that  mast 
Break  thy  last  commandment;  for  I  must  speak. 
You,  that  are  grieved,  can  pity :  Hear,  my  lord ! 

FhL  Is  there  a  creature  yet  so  miserable. 
That  I  can  pity ! 

BeL  Oh,  my  noble  lord ! 
View  my  strange  fortune ;  and  bestow  on  m^ 
According  to  your  bounty  (if  my  service 
Can  merit  nothing)  so  much  as  may  serve 
To  keep  ^t  little  piece  I  hold  of  life 
From  cold  and  hunger. 

PAi.  Is  it  thou  ?  Begone ! 
Go,  sell  Uiose  misbeseemix^  doaths  thou  wearesty 
And  feed  thyself  with  them. 

BeL  Alas !   my  lord,  I  can  get  nothing  for 
them: 
The  silly  country  people  think  'tis  treason 
To  toudi  such  gay  things. 

Phi.  Now,  by  my  life,  this  is 
Unkindly  done,  to  vex  me  with  thy  sight. 
Thou'rt  fallen  agpun  to  thy  disseiBbling  trade : 
How  shouldst  tSoa  think  to  oooen  me  again  ? 
Remains  there  yet  a  plague  untried  for  me  ? 
Even  so  thou  wept*st,  and  look^d'sty  and  spok'st« 

when  irst 
I  took  thee  up  -.  Curse  on  the  time !  If  thjf 
Commanding  tears  can  work  on  any  othaci 
Use  thy  art;  111  not  betray  it    Wliich  way 
Wilt  thou  take,  that  I  may  shun  thee  ? 
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For  thine  eyes  are  poison  to  mine ;  and  I 
Am  loth  to  grow  tn  rage.    Thii  way,  or  that  way  ? 
BeL  Any  will  serve.    But  I  will  chuse  to  have 
That  path  m  chace,  that  leads  unto  my  grave. 

[  JBjretifi^  PkL  and  Bet  teverally. 

Enter  Dion  and  the  Woodmen, 

Dion.  This  is  the  strangest  sudden  chance! 
You,  Woodman  1 

1  IToofj.  My  lord  Dion ! 

Dion.  Saw  you  a  lady  come  this  way,  on  a  sa- 
ble horse  studded  with  stars  of  white  ? 
9  Wood.  Was  she  not  young  and  tall  ? 
Dion.  Yes.    Rode  she  to  3ie  wood  or  to  the 
plain?  ' 

2  Wood,  Faith,  my  lord,  we  saw  none. 

[Exeunt  Wood. 

Enter  Clereuoht. 

Dion.  Pox  of  your  questions  then !  What,  is 
she  found  r 

Cle.  Nor  will  be,  I  think. 

Dion.  Let  him  seek  his  daughter  himself. 

Cle.  There's  already  a  thousand  fatherless  tales 
amongst  us :  Some  say,  her  horse  run  away  with 
lier :  some,  a  wolf  pursued  her ;  others,  it  was  a 
plot  to  kill  her,  ana  that  armed  men  were  seen 
m  the  wood :  But,  questionless,  she  rode  away 
willingly. 

Enter  King  and  Theasilike. 

Xifi^.  Where  is  she  ? 

Cle,  Sir,  I  cannot  tell. 

King.  How  is  that  ?  Answer  me  so  again  ? 

Cle.  Sir,  shall  I  lie  ? 

King.  Yes,  lie  and  damn,  rather  tlian  tell  me 
that 
I  say  again,  where  is  she  ?  Mutter  not ! 
Sir,  speak  you ;  where  is  she  ? 

Dum.  Sir,  I  do  not  know. 

King.  Speak   that  again  so   boldly,  and   by 
Heaven, 
It  is  thy  last    You,  fellows,  answer  me ; 
Where  is  she  ?  Marie  me,  all ;  I  am  your  king; 
I  wish  to  see  my  daughter ;  shew  her  me ; 
I  do  command  you  all,  as  you  arc  subjects. 
To  shew  her  me !  What,  am  I  not  your  king  ? 
If '  ay,*  then  am  I  not  to  be  obeyed  ? 

Dwn.  Yes,  if  you  oonunand  things  possible  and 
honest 

King.  Things  possible  and  honest }  Hear  me, 
thou. 
Thou  traitor !  that  dar'st  confine  thy  king  to  things 
Possible  and  honest ;  shew  her  me, 
Or,  let  me  perish,  if  I  cover  not 
All  Sicily  with  blood! 

Dion.  Indeed  I  cannot,  unless  you  tell  me 
where  she  is. 

King.  You  liave  betrared  me;  have  let  me  lose 
The  jewel  of  my  life :  Go,  brine  her  mc^ 
And  set  her  here,  before  me :  Tls  tfie  king 
Will  have  it  so;  whose  ^reath  can  still  the  winds, 


Uncloud  the  sun,  diarm  down  the  swelling  sea. 
And  stop  the  floods  of  Heaven.  Speak,  can  it  not  f 

Dion.  No. 

King.  No !  cannot  the  breath  of  kings  do  this } 

Dion.  No ;  nor  smell  sweet  itself,  if  once  the 
lungs 
Be  but  corrupted. 

King.  Is  it  so  ?  Take  heed  ! 

Dion.  Sir,  take  you  heed,  how  you  dare  the 
powers, 
That  must  be  just 

King.  Alas!  what  are  we  kings? 
Why  oo  you,  gods,  place  us  above  the  rest. 
To  be  served,  flattered,  and  adored,  till  we 
Believe  we  hold  within  our  hands  your  diunder ; 
Arid,  when  we  come  to  try  the  power  we  have. 
There's  not  a  leaf  shakes  at  our  threatenings. 
I  have  sinned,  'tis  true,  and  here  stand  to  be  pu- 
nished; 
Yet  would  not  thus  be  punished.    Let  me  dnsc 
My  way,  and  lay  it  on. 

Dion.  He  articles  with  the  gods :  'Would  some- 
body would  draw  bonds,  for  the  performance  of 
covenants  betwixt  them ! 

Enter  Phakamond,  Galatea,  and  Megra. 

King.  Wliat,  is  she  found? 

Pha.  No ;  we  have  ta'en  her  horse : 
He  galloped  empty  by.    There's  some  treason. 
You,  Galatea,  rode  with  her  into  the  wood ! 
Why  left  you  her  ? 

Gal.  She  did  command  me. 

King.  Command  !  3rou  should  not 

Gal.  Twould  ill  become  my  fortunes  and  my 
birth. 
To  disobey  the  daughter  of  my  king. 

liCifi^.  You're  all  cunning  to  obey  us,  for  our 
hurt; 
But  I  will  have  her. 

Pha.  If  I  have  her  not, 
By  this  hand,  there  shall  be  no  more  Sicily. 

Dion.  What,  will  he  carrf  it  to  Spain  in  his 
pocket? 

Pha.  I  will  not  leave  one  man  alive,  but  the  king, 
A  cook,  and  a  tailor. 

Dion.  Yet  you  may  do  well 
To  spare  your  lady-liedfellow. 

Ktng.  I  sec  the  injuries  I  have  done  must  be 
revenged. 

Dion.  Sir,  tiiis  is  not  the  way  to  And  her  out 

King.  Hun  all ;  disperse  yourselves !  The  man, 
that  finds  lier. 
Or  (if  she  be  killed),  the  traitor,  III  make  him 
great 

J>io».  I  know  some  would  give  Ave  thousand 
pounds  to  find  her. 

Pha.  Come,  let  us  seek. 

King.  Each  man  a  several  way ;  here  I  myself. 

Dion.  Come,  gentlemen,  we  here.  [JSx.  omnes. 
Enter  Arethusa. 

Are.  Where  am  I  now?  Feet,  find  me  out  a  way. 
Without  the  counsel  of  my  troubled  head : 
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m  foBtm  yoOf  boldly,  aboat  these  woods, 

(yer  BDUDtuDS,  dMjTOUgh  brambles,  pits,  and 

floods. 
Hnren,  I  bopc;,  will  ease  me.    I  am  nek. 

Emter  Bella  aio. 
BeL  Yoodersmy  lady:   Heaven  knows  I  want 


I  do  not  wish  to  live ;  yet  I 
Will  Dj  her  charity.    Oh,  hear,  you  that  have 

plenty! 
From  tnat  flowing  store,  drop  some  on  dry  ground. 


Tbe  lively  red  is  gone  to  guard  her  heart ! 

I  fear  ifae'fttnts.    Madam,  look  up !  She  breathes 


Open  ooce  more  those  rosy  twins,  and  send 
Un^o  my  lord  yoar  latest  fiu^well.    Oh,  she  stirs : 
How  is  it,  madam?  Speak  comfort. 

Are.  'TIS  not  gently  done, 
To  par  me  in  a  miserable  life, 
Aao  bold  me  there :  I  prithee,  let  me  so ; 
I  shall  do  best  without  thee ;  I  am  well. 

Enter  Philaster. 

PkL  I  am  to  blame  lo  be  so  much  in  rage : 
m  tell  her  coolly,  when  and  where  I  hearcf 
This  killing  truth.    I  will  be  temperate 
In  speaking,  and  as  just  in  hearing. 
Oh,  monstrous !  Tempt  me  not,  ye  gods !  good 

gods 
Tempt  not  a  frail  roan !  What's  he,  that  has  a 

heart. 
But  he  most  ease  it  here  f 

BeL  My  lord,  help  the  princess. 

Art.  I  iun  well :  Forbear. 

PkL  Let  me  lo%*e  lightning,  let  me  be  embraced 
And  ki9ed  by  scorpions  or  adore  the  eyes 
Of  boftilisks,  rather  than  trust  the  tongues 
Of  hell-bred  women  f  Some  good  gods  look  down, 
Am!  shrink  diese  veins  up ;  stick  me  here  a  stone, 
Ijisting  to  ages,  in  the  memory 
Of  this  damned  act !  Hear  mc,  you  wicked  ones ! 
YoQ  have  pat  hills  of  fire  into  this  breast, 
Not  to  be  qnenched  with  tears ;  for  which  may 

guilt 
St  on  yoar  bosoms  !  at  your  meals,  and  beds. 
Despair  await  you  !  What,  before  my  fare  ? 
Poison  of  asps  between  your  lips  !  Diseases 
Be  foor  best  issues !  Nature  make  a  curse, 
hsA  throw  it  on  vou  ! 

Art.  Dear  Philaster,  leave 
To  he  enraged,  and  hear  me. 

Phi.  I  lutvc  done ; 
Foqpve  my  pasnon.    Not  the  calmed  sea. 
When  XjAua  locks  up  his  windy  brood, 
Is  less  disturhed  than  1 :  1*11  make  you  know  it 
Dear  Arethusa,  do  but  take  this  sword, 
And  «arch  how  temperate  a  heart  I  have ; 
Then  yoo,  and  this  jrour  boy,  may  live  and  reign 
In  «,  widwat  controol.    Wilt  thou,  Bellario  ? 
I  prithee,  kill  mc :  Hxm  art  poor,  and  may'st 


Nourish  ambitious  thooght%  when  I  am  dead: 
This  way  were  freer.    Am  I  raging  now  ? 
If  I  were  mad,  I  should  desire  to  live. 
Sirs,  feel  my  pulse :  Whether  have  you  known 
A  man  in  a  more  equal  tune  to  die  r 

BeL  Alas,  my  lord,  your  pulse  keeps  madman's 
time. 
So  does  your  tongue. 

Phi.  You  will  not  kill  me,  then  ? 

Are,  Kill  you  ? 

BeL  Not  for  a  world. 

Phi.  I  blame  not  thee, 
Bellario :  Thou  hast  done  but  that,  which  gods 
Would  have  transformed  themselves  to  do.    Bo 

gone; 

Leave  me  without  reply ;  this  is  the  last 
Of  all  our  meeting.    Kill  me  with  this  sword ; 
Be  wise,  or  worse  will  follow :  We  are  two 
Earth  cannot  bear  at  once.    Resolve  to  do^  oc 
suffer. 

^rf.  If  my  fortune  be  so  good  to  let  me  fall 
Upon  thy  hand,  I  shall  have  peace  in  death. 
Yet  tell  me  this,  will  there  be  no  slanders. 
No  jealousy,  in  the  other  world ;  no  ill  there  ? 

PhL  No. 

Are.  Shew  me  then  die  way. 

Phi,  Then  guide 
My  feeble  hand,  you,  that  have  power  to  do  it, 
For  I  must  perform  a  piece  of j  ustice.  If  your  youdi 
Have  any  way  ofienoed  heaven,  let  prayers 
Short  and  effectual  reconcile  you  to  it 

Are.  I  am  prepared. 

Enter  a  country  feiiow, 

Coun.  FlI  see  the  king,  if  he  be  in  the  forest; 
I  have  hunted  him  these  two  hours ;  if  I  should 
come  home  and  not  see  him,  my  sisters  would 
laugh  at  me.  I  can  see  nothing  but  people  better 
horsed  than  myself,  that  out-ride  me;  f  can  hear 
nothing  but  shouting.  These  kings  had  need  of 
good  brains;  this  whooping  is  able  to  put  a  mean 
man  out  of  his  wits.  There's  a  courtier  with 
his  sword  drawn ;  by  thb  hand,  upon  a  woman, 
I  think. 

Phi.  Are  you  at  peace  ? 

Are.  With  heaven  and  earth. 

Phi.  May  they  divide  thy  soul  and  body ! 

C<fun.  Hold,  dastard,  stnke  a  woman  !  Thou'rt 
a  craven,  I  warrant  thee :  Tliou  would'st  be  loth 
to  play  half  a  do7«n  of  vcnies  at  wasters  with  a 
good  fellow  fur  a  broken  head. 

Phi.  Leave  us,  good  friend. 

Are.  What  ill-bred  man  art  diou,  to  intrude 
thyself 
Upon  our  private  sports,  our  recrcadons  ? 

Coun.  God  uds,  I  understand  you  not ;  but,  I 
know,  the  rogue  has  hurt  you. 

Phi.  Pursue  thy  own  afiiurs :  It  will  be  ill 
To  multiply  bloocf  upon  my  head ; 
Which  thou  wilt  force  mc  to. 

Coun»  I  know  not  your  rhetorick ;  but  I  can 
lay  it  on,  if  you  touch  the  woman.     [Theyfght. 
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PhL  Slavo,  take  what  tb(Mi  daservoBt 

Are.  HfNwena  guard  my  lord  1 

Coun.  0\  do  yon  breathe? 

Phi,  I  Kear  the  tread  of  people.    I  am  hurt : 
The  gods  take  part  agMO»t  me :  Could  this  boor 
Have  held  me  Uius  eke  ?  I  must  shift  for  life, 
Though  I  do  loath  it    I  would  find  a  course 
To  lose  it  rather  by  my  will,  thaa  force.  [JSUit  Phi. 

Coun.  I  cannot  follow  the  rogue. 

Enter  Pharamond,  Dion,  CtEREMONTy  Tura- 
siLtiTE,  and  Woodmen. 

PAe.  What  art  thou? 

Coun.  Almost  killed  I  am  for  a  foolish  woman; 
a  knave  has  hurt  her. 

Pha.  The  princess,  gentlemen!  Where*s  the 
wound,  madam  ? 
Is  it  dangerous? 

Are.  He  has  not  hurt  me. 

Coun.  rfaith,  she  lies ;  he  has  hurt  her  in  the 
hreast;  look  else. 

Pha.  Oh,  sacred  spring  of  innocent  blood  ! 

Dion.  Tis  above  weader!  Who  should  dare  this? 

Are.  I  felt  it  not. 

Pha.  Speak,  villain,  who  has  hurt  the  princess? 

Coun.  Is  it  the  princess  ? 

Dion.  Ay. 

Coma.  Then  I  have  seen  something  yet 

PAa.  But  who  has  hurt  her  ? 

Coun.  I  told  you,  a  rogue ;  I  ne'er  saw  him 
before,  I. 

Pha.  Madam,  who  did  it  ? 

Are.  Some  dishonest  wretch ; 
Alas !  I  know  him  not,  and  do  forgive  him. 

Coun.  He's  hurt  too;  he  cannot  go  far;  I  made 
my  father's  old  fox  fly  about  his  ears. 

Pha.  How  will  you  have  me  kill  him? 

Are.  Not  at  all; 
Tis  some  distracted  fellow. 

Pha.  By  this  hand, 
111  leave  ne'er  a  piece  of  him  bigger  than  a  nut. 
And  bring  him  alt  in  my  hat 

Are,  Nay,  g<XKi  sir. 
If  you  do  take  him,  bring  him  quick  to  me, 
And  I  will  study  for  a  punishment, 
Great  as  his  fault 

Pha.  I  will. 

Are.  But  swear. 

Pha.  By  all  my  love,  I  will.    Woodmen,  con- 
duct the  princess  to  the  king,  and  bear  that 
wounded  fellow  to  dressing.    Come,  gentlemen, 
we'll  follow  the  chase  dose. 
[Exeunt  Are.  Pha.  Dion,  Cle.  Thro,  and  1  Wood- 

man, 

Coun.  I  pray  yon,  friend,  let  me  see  the  king. 

2  Wood.  That  you  shall,  and  receive  thanks. 

Coun.  If  I  get  clear  with  this^  I'll  go  to  see  no 
more  gay  sights.  [Exeunt. 

*  Enter  Bellario. 

Bel  A  heaviness  near  death  sits  on  my  brow, 
\sA  I  must  sleep.    Bear  m^  thou  gentle  bank, 


For  ever,  if  thou  wilt    You  sweet  ones  al^ 
Let  me  unworthy  press  you :  I  could  wi^ 
I  rather  were  a  corse  strewed  o'er  with  you. 
Than  quick  above  you.  Dulness  shuts  mine  eyea^ 
And  I  am  giddy/    Oh,  that  I  could  take 
So  sound  a  sleep,  that  I  might  never  wake ! 

Enter  Philaster. 

Phi  I  have  done  ill;  my  conscience  calls  me 
false. 
To  strike  at  her,  that  would  not  strike  at  me. 
When  I  did  fight,  methought  I  heaid  her  prey 
Tlie  gods  to  guard  me.    ^e  may  be  abused. 
And  I  a  loathed  villain :  If  slie  be. 
She  will  conceal,  who  hurt  hei\    He  has  wounds, 
And  cannot  follow ;  neither  knows  he  me. 
Who's  this  ?  Bellario  sleeping  ?  If  thou  be'st 
Guilty,  there  is  no  justice  that  thy  skep 
Should  be  so  sound;  and  mine,  whom  thou  hast 
wronged,  [Cry  within. 

So  broken.    Hark !  I  am  pursued,     i  e  gods, 
I'll  take  this  offered  means  of  my  escape  : 
They  have  no  mark  to  know  me,  but  my  wounds, 
li  she  be  true ;  if  false,  let  mischief  light 
On  all  the  world  at  once!    Sword,  print  my 

wounds 
Upon  this  sleeping  bov !  I  have  none,  I  tfiink. 
Are  mortal,  nor  would  I  lay  greater  on  thee. 

[Wound*  Aim. 
Bel  Oh!  Death,  I  hope,  is  come:   Blest  be 
that  hand ! 
It  meant  me  well.    Again,  for  pity's  sake ! 

Phi.  I  have  caught  myself:  [PhLJalig, 

The  loss  of  blood  hath  stayed  my  fli^t    Here, 

here. 
Is  he  tliat  struck  thee :  Take  thy  full  reven^ ; 
Use  me,  as  I  did  mean  thee,  worse  than  death : 
I'll  teacli  thee  to  revenge.    This  luckless  hand 
Wounded  the  princess;  tell  my  followers^ 
Thou  didst  receive  these  hurts  in  staying  me, 
And  I  will  second  thee :  Get  a  reward. 
Bel  Fly,  fly,  my  lord,  and  save  yourself. 
Phi.  How's  this? 
'Wouldst  thou  I  ^ould  be  safe  ? 

Bel  Else  were  it  vain 
For  me  to  live.    These  little  wounds  I  hare 
Have  not  bled  much;  reach  me  that  noble  hand*; 
I'll  help  to  cover  you. 

Phi.  Art  thou  true  to  me  ? 
Bel  Or  let  me  perish  loathed !  Conle^  my  good 
lord. 
Creep  in  among  those  bushes :  Who  does  know. 
But  that  the  gods  nuiy  save  your  much-loved 
breath? 
PH.  Then  I  shall  die  for  grief,  if  not  for  this» 
That  I  have  wounded  thee.    What  wilt  thoa  do  ^ 
Bd  Shift  for  myself  well.  Peace !  I  hear  theia 

come. 
Within*  Follow,  follow,  follow !  that  way  they 

went 
Bel  With  my  owa  wouiids  FU  bloody  mj  own 
sword. 

d 
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I  need  not  conterfeit  to  ftJl ;  Hmtcb  knowt 
Tint  I  OP  flttid  no  Ifmger. 

la/ir  PiAiAH05i^  DiONy  Cleremovt,  an^ 
Thkasiline. 

/^  To  this  plaoe  we  have  tracked  him  by  his 
bknd. 

Ck,  YoodR-y  mT  lord,  creeps  one  away. 

Dkm.  Stay,  nrl  what  are  you  ? 

BeL  A  wrrtched  creatorCy  wounded  in  these 
woods 
Bf  basts:  Relieve  me,  if  your  names  be  men, 
OrlsUperah. 

Dm.  Ins  is  he,  mj  lardy 
Cmo  mj  soul,  that  hurt  her:  Tis  the  boy, 
Tkt  wicked  boy,  that  served  her. 

Pkt.  Oh,  thou  damned  in  thy  creation  { 
^^hi  aax  oonkf  St  diou  shape  to  hurt  the  prin- 
cm? 

M  IVea  I  am  betrayed. 

Ditm.  Betnycd !  no,  apprehended. 

Bd  I  confess, 
Crtv  jc  do  more,  that,  big  vrith  evil  thoughts^ 
I  vt  upoe  her,  and  did  take  my  aim, 
Ucr  dath.    For  charity,  let  fall  at  once 
TW  ptntAmcnt  jou  mean,  and  do  not  load 
Tltf  weary  ieah  with  tortures^ 

Fit.  I  win  know 
^^  hired  thee  to  diis  deed. 

BeL  Sline  own  revenge. 

?Ac  Reraoge  !  for  what? 

BrL  It  pleased  her  to  receive 
Me  as  her  page,  and,  when  mv  fortunes  ebbed, 
Uat  nen  sind  o'er  them  careless,  she  did  shower 
llrr  wefeome  graces  on  me,  and  did  swell 
Mt  fortunes,  %U  they  overflowed  their  banks, 
^^treateeiae  the  men  that  crossed  them ;  when*  as 

swift 
Ai  Mm  anse  at  sea^  she  tnmed  her  eyes 
To  baniiflg  sons  upon  me,  and  did  dry 
^  tfreaaa  she  had  bestowed;  leaving  mc  worse, 
Aad  mre  amtemned,  than  other  little  brooks^ 
^*^v^e  I  had  been  great.    In  short,  I  knew 
I  -biM  not  hre,  and  therefore  did  denre 
Tw  <te  frrengcd. 

Fk.  If  tortures  can  be  fonnd, 
liqc  as  th?  natural  life,  resohre  to  feel 
^  utBott  i^ocff.  [PkUoiier  erteps  Out  qfa  htuh. 
Ck.  Udp  tt>  lead  hhn  henoe. 

Fk  Tarn  back,  ye  ravishers  of  innooence ! 
Km  n  the  price  of  that  you  bear  away 

Flc.  Who's  that } 
XW  Ttt  the  lord  Phikjler. 
Fk  Tis  not  the  treasure  of  all  kings  in  one, 
^  wcaidi  of  Tagu,  nor  the  rockf  of  pearl, 
pare  the  oooft  of  Neptone^  can  weigh 


1 
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It  was  I,  that  hurt  the  princess, 
.jie  god,  npon  a  pyramid ! 

hills  of  earthy  and  lend  a  voice 

yow  thunder  to  me,  that  from  thence 


I  may  discourse  to  «U  (he  under-world 
The  worth,  that  dwella  in  him .' 

PAe.  How's  this? 

BeL  My  lord,  some  man 
VVeai^  of  life,  that  would  be  glad  to  die* 

Fhi,  Leave  these  untimely  courtesies,  Bellaria 

BeL  Alas,  he's  mad  \  Come,  will  you  lead  me 
on? 

Phi  By  all  the  oaths,  that  men  ought  most  to 
keep, 
And  gods  to  punish  most,  when  men  do  breekt 
He  touched  Her  not.    Take  heed»  BoUarips 
How  thou  dost  drown  the  virtues  thou  hart  showni 
With  perjury.    By  idl  Uiat'a  good,  'twaa  I ! 
You  know,  she  stood  betwixt  me  and  my  ri^t. 

Pka,  Thy  own  tongoe  be  ^  judge. 

C/e.  It  was  Philaster. 

DUm,  Is't  not  a  brave  boy  ? 
Well,  sirs,  I  fear  me,  we  were  all  deceived. 

Fhi,  Have  I  no  friend  here  ? 

Dion.  Yea. 

Fhi.  Then  shew  it: 
Some  good  body  lend  a  hand  to  draw  us  nearer. 
Would  you  have  tears  shed  for  you,  when  you  dieT 
Then  lay  me  gently  on  his  neck,  that  there 
I  may  weep  floods,  and  breathe  out  my  spirit 
*T'w  not  the  wealth  of  Plutus,  nor  the  gold 
Locked  in  the  heart  of  earth,  cf\n  buy  awi^ 
This  armful  from  me :  This  had  been  a  ransom 
To  have  redeemed  the  ^reat  Ati^ustus  Cwar, 
Had  he  been  taken.    You  hard^iearted  men, 
More  stony  than  these  mountains,  can  you  see 
Such  clear  pure  blood  drop,  and  not  cut  your 

flesh 
To  stop  his  life  ?  To  bind  whose  bitter  woundi^  ' 
Queens  ought  to  tear  their  hair^  and  with  tlioir 

tears 
Bathe  them.  Forgive  me,  thou,  that  art  the  wealtli 
Of  poor  Philaster. 

Enter  Kino,  Arethusa,  arid  a  Guard, 

King.  Is  the  villain  taken  ? 

Fhm.  Sir,  here  be  two  confess  the  deed ;  bu^ 
say  it  was  Philaster? 

PhL  Question  it  no  more ;  it  was. 

King.  The  fellow,  tliat  did  fight  with  him,  will 
tell  us  that 

Are.  Ah  me  I  I  know  he  will. 

King.  Did  not  you  know  him? 

Are.  Sir,  if  it  was  he,  ho  was  disguised. 

Fhi.  I  was  so.    Oh,  my  stars  I  that  I  should 
live  still. 

King.  Thou  ambitious  fool ! 
Thou,  that  hast  laid  a  train  for  thy  own  life ! 
Now  I  do  mean  to  do»  111  leave  to  fcalL 
Bear  him  to  prison. 

Are.  Sir,  tney  did  plot  together  to  take  hence 
This  harmlesa  life ;  should  it  pass  unrevenged, 
I  should  to  earth  go  weeping :  Grant  me,  then, 
(By  all  the  love  a  father  hews  his  child) 
Their  custodies^  and  that  I  may  appoint 
Their  tortures,  and  their  death. 
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Dion.  Death?  Soft!  our  law 
Will  not  ^each  that,  for  this  fault 

King,  lis  granted;  take  them  to  you,  with  a 
guard. 
Come,  princely  Pharamond,  this  business  past. 
We  may  with  more  security  go  on 


To  your  intended  matdi. 

die.  I  pnw,  that  this  action  lose  not  Philaster 
the  hearts  of  the  people. 

Dion.  Fear  it  not;  their  overwise  heads  will 
think  it  but  a  trick. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT    V. 


Enter  Dion,  Cleremokt,  and  Thrasiline. 

Thra.  Has  tlie  king  sent  for  him  to  death  ? 

Dion.  Yes;  but  the  kii^  must  know,  'tis  not 
in  his  power  to  war  with  I&ven. 

Cte.  We  linger  time ;  the  king  sent  for  Philas- 
ter and  the  headsman  an  hour  aeo. 

TTtra.  Are  all  his  wounds  well? 

Dion.  All;  they  were  but  scratches;  but  the 
loss  of  blood  made  him  faint 

Cle.  We  dally,  gentlemen. 

Tkra.  Away: 

Dion.  We^U  scuffle  hard,  before  he  perish. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Philaster,  Arethusa,  and  Bellario. 

Are.  Nay,  dear  Philaster,  grieve  not;  we  are 
well. 

BeL  Nay,  good  my  lord,  forbear;  we  are  won- 
drous well. 

Phi.  Oh,  Arethusa !  oh,  Bellario !  leave  to  be 
kind: 
I  shall  be  shot  from  Heaven,  as  now  from  earth, 
If  YOU  continue  so.    I  am  a  man, 
False  to  a  pair  of  the  most  trusty  ones, 
That  ever  earth  bore :  Can  it  b^r  us  all  ? 
Forgive,  and  leave  me !  But  the  king  hath  sent 
To  call  me  to  my  death :  Oh,  shew  it  me, 
And  then  forget  me !  And  for  thee,  my  boy, 
I  shall  deliver  words  will  mollifv 
The  hearts  of  beasts,  to  spare  tny  innocence. 

BeL  Alas,  my  lord,  my  life  is  not  a  thins, 
Worthy  your  noble  thoughts :  ^Tis  not  a  life ; 
'Tis  but  a  piece  of  childhood  thrown  away. 
Should  I  out-live  you,  I  should  then  out-live 
Virtue  and  honour ;  apd,  when  that  day  comes, 
If  ever  I  shall  close  these  eyes  but  once. 
May  I  live  spotted  for  my  perjury, 
And  waste  my  limbs  to  notning ! 

Are.  And  I  (the  woful'st  maid  that  ever  was, 
Forced  with  my  hands  to  bring  my  lord  to  death) 
Do,  by  the  honour  of  a  virgin,  swear 
To  tell  no  hours  beyond  it 

Phi.  Make  me  not  hated  so. 

Are.  Come  from  this  prison,  all  joyful  to  our 
deaths. 

Phi.  People  will  tear  me,  when  they  find  ye 
true 
To  such  a  wretch  as  I ;  I  shall  die  loathed. 
Enjoy  your  kingdoms  peaceably,  whilst  I 
For  ever  sleep,  forgotten  with  ray  faults ! 
Every  just  servant,  every  maid  in  love, 
Will  have  a  piece  of  roe,  if  ye  be  true. 

Are.  My  dear  lord,  say  not  so. 


o 


BeL  A  piece  of  you  ? 
He  was  not  bom  of  woman,  that  can  cat 
It,  and  look  on. 

PhL  Take  me  in  tears  betwixt  you, 
For  else  my  heart  will  break  with  shame  and  sor- 
row. 

Are.  Why,  'tis  welL 

BeL  Lament  no  more. 

Phi.  What  would  you  have  done, 
If  you  had  wronged  me  basely,  and  had  found 
My  hfe  no  price,  compared  to  yours  ?  For  love, 

sirs. 
Deal  with  me  truly. 

BeL  1  was  mistaken,  rir. 

PhL  Why,  if  it  were? 

BeL  Then,  sir,  we  would  have  asked  you  par* 
don. 

PhL  And  have  hope  to  enjoy  it? 

Are.  Enjoy  it  ?  ny. 

PhL  Would  you,  indeed  ?  Be  pbdn.^ 

BeL  We  would,  my  lord. 

PhL  Forgive  me,  then. 

Are.  So,  so. 

BeL  Tis  as  it  should  be  now. 

PhL  Lead  to  my  death.  [Exeu$U. 

Enter  Kino,  Dion,  Cleremont,  and 
Thrasiline. 

King.  Gentlemen,  who  saw  the  prince  ? 

Cle.  So  please  you,  sir,  he's  gone  to  see  the 
city. 
And  the  new  platform,  with  some  gentlemen 
Attending  on  nim. 

King.  Is  the  princess  ready 
To  bring  her  pnsoner  out  ? 

Thra,  She  waits  your  grace. 

King.  Tell  her  we  stay. 

Dion.  King,  ]rou  may  be  deceived  yet  r 
The  head,  you  aim  at,  cost  more  setting  on- 
Than  to  be  lost  so  lightly.    If  it  must  off, 
like  a  wild  overflow,  that  swoops  before  him 
A  golden  stack,  and  with  it  shakes  down  bridges,! 
Cracks  the  strong  hearts  o(  pines,  whose  cable 

roots 
Held  out  a  thousand  storms,  a  thousand   thun^ 

ders, 
And,  so  made  mightier,  takes  vrhcAe  villages 
Upon  his  beck,  and,  in  that  heat  of  pride. 
Charges  strong  towns,  towers,  castles,  paiacosy 
And  biys  them  desolate ;  so  shall  thy  head. 
Thy  noble  head,  bury  the  lives  of  thousand s^ 
lliat  must  bleed  with  thee,  like  a  sacrifice. 
In  thy  red  ruins. 
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£sftr  AciLiSTER,  ARET^usAy  And  Bellario 
I'ji  a  nAe  and  garland, 

Kag.  How  now !  what  inasaue  b  this  ? 

Bei  Right  roval  sir,  I  should 
Sng  you  an  fipirfalaminm  of  these  lovers, 
But,  hanog  lost  my  best  airs  with  my  fortunes^ 
And  wiociiig  a  celestial  harp  to  strike 
Ties  Uessed  union  on,  thus  in  glad  story 
Im  foa  alL    These  two  fair  cedar-branches, 
vie  DoUest  of  the  mountain,  where  the v  grew 
Stnilest  and  tallest,  under  whose  still  shades 
Tlie  worthier  beasts  have  made  their  layers^  and 


Free  from  the  &rian  star,  and  the  fell  thunder- 

tfroke^ 
Free  from  the  cIoud%  when  they  were  big  with 

humoar, 
ind  delirered,  in  thousand  spouts,  their  issues  to 

the  earth: 
Ok  there  was  none  but  silent  quiet  there  ! 
'tul  Offer-pleased  Fortune  shot  up  shrubs, 
Base  ooder-brambles,  to  divorce  these  branches ; 
And  for  a  while  they  did  so ;  and  did  reign 
Over  the  mountain,  and  choak  up  his  beauty 
With  brakes^  rude  thorns  and  thistles,  till  the  sun 
Soxcfaed  them  even  to  the  roots,  and  dried  them 

there: 
Aad  now  a  g^tle  gale  hath  blown  again, 
Hat  made  these  brandies  meet,  and  twine  toge- 
ther, 
Never  to  be  divided.     The  ^od,  that  sihgs 
flii  holy  nombo?  over  mamage-beds, 
1^  koit  their  noble  hearts,  and  here  they  stand 
Your  children,  mighty  king;  and  I  have  donei 
Hag.  llow,  how? 
•^  Sir,  if  you  love  it  in  plain  truth, 

Sot  there's  no  masquing  in*t;  this  gentleman, 
le  prisoner  that  you  gave  me,  is  become 
Mj  keeper,  and  throng  all  the  bitter  throes  . 
Tor  jealousies  and  his  ill  fate  have  wroug|ht  him, 
Una  DoUy  hath  he  struggled,  and  at  leagth 
Anivcd  here,  ray  dear  husband. 

Hag.  Your  dear  husband !  Call  in 
'Rie  captain  of  the  citadel ;  there  you  shall  keep 
Your  weddinf^   Fll  provide  a  masque  shall  make 
Toar  HjiDen  turn  his  safton  into  a  sullen  coat, 
And  sii^  sad  requiems  to  your  departing  souls : 
ttood  slttll  put  out  your  torches ;  and,  instead 
Of  laadj  flowers  about  your  wanton  necks, 
An  ate  shall  hang  like  a  prodigious  meteor, 
«>dy  to  crop  your  loves'  sweets.     Hear,  ye 

Fran  t&s  time  do  I  shake  all  title  off 
Of  fitther  to  this  woman,  this  base  woman; 
And  what  there  is  of  vengeance,  in  a  lion 
Cast  among  dogs,  or  rob&d  of  his  dear  youm^ 
^  aaoie,  enforced  more  terrible,  more  mi^ty, 
"Pectfromraef 
^  Sir,  by  diat  little  life  I  have  left  to  swear 

*^e^s  nothiag  that  can  stir  ipe  frQm  myself. 
VsL.  L 


What  I  have  done,  IVe  done  without  repentance; 
For  death  can  be  no  bugbear  unto  me, 
So  long  as  Pharamond  is  not  my  headsman. 

Dion,  Sweet  peace  upon  tliy  soul,  thou  worthy 
maid, 
Whene'er  thou  diest !  For  this  time  Til  excusa 

thee. 
Or  be  thy  prologue. 

PhL  Sir,  let  me  speak  next ; 
And  let  my  dyin^  words  be  better  with  you 
Than  my  dull  living  actions.    If  you  aim 
At  the  dear  life  of  this  svi'eet  innocent. 
You  are  a  tyrant  and  a  savage  monster ; 
Your  memory  shall  be  as  foul  behind  you, 
As  you  are,  uving ;  all  your  better  deeds 
Shall  be  in  water  writ,  but  this  in  marble ; 
No  chronicle  shall  speak  you,  though  your  own. 
But  for  the  shame  of  men.    No  monument 
(Though  high  and  big  as  Pelion)  shall  be  able 
To  cover  this  base  murder :  Make  it  rich 
With  brass,  with  purest  gold,  and  sliining  jasper, 
like  the  Pyramids ;  lay  on  epitaphs, 
Such  as  make  great  men  gods ;  my  little  marble 
(That  only  clotlies  my  ashes,  not  my  faults) 
Shall  far  out-shine  it    And,  for  after  issues. 
Think  not  so  madly  of  the  heavenly  wisdoms. 
That  they  will  give  you  more  for  your  mad  rage 
To  cut  off,  unless  it  be  some  snake,  or  something 
Like  yourself,  that  in  his  birth  shall  strangle  you. 
Remember  my  father,  king !  There  was  a  fault, 
But  I  forgive  it    Let  that  sin- persuade  you 
To  love  this  lady :  If  you  have  a  soul. 
Think,  save  her,  and  be  saved.    For  myself, 
I  have  so  long  expected  this  glad  hour, 
So  languished  under  you,  and  daily  withered, 
That,  heaven  knows,  it  is  my  joy  to  die : 
I  find  a  recreation  in  it 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Mts,  Where's  the  king  ? 

King,  Here. 

Mes.  Get  you  to  your  stt-ength. 
And  rescue  the  prince  Pharamond  from  danger: 
He's  taken  prisoner  by  the  citizens. 
Fearing  the  lord  Philaster. 

Dion.  Oh,  brave  followers ! 
Mutiny,  my  fine  dear  countrymen,  mutiny ! 
Now,  my  brave  valiant  foremen,  shew  your  wear 

pons 
In  honour  of  your  mistresses. 

Enter  another  Messenger, 

Mes,  Arm,  arm,  arm ! 
King,  A  thousand  devils  take  them ! 
Dion.  A  thousand  blessings  on  them ! 
Mes.  Arm,  oh,  king !  The  city  is  in  mutiny, 
'  Led  by  an  old  grey  ruifian,  who  comes  on 
In  rescue  of  the  lord  Philaster. 

lExit  zcith  Are.  Phi.  Bel. 
King.  Away  to  the  citadel :  Til  see  them  safe» 
And  then  cope  with  these  burghers.     Let  the 
guard, 
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And  all  the  gendemeDy  give  ttrotig  attendance. 

[Exit. 

Manent  DioHy  Clxbemokt,  Thrasilike. 

Cle,  The  city  up !  this  was  above  our  wishes. 

Dion,  Ay,  and  the  marriage  too.    By  my  life, 
This  noble  lady  has  deceived  us  all. 
A  plague  upon  myself,  a  thousand  plagues, 
For  having  such  unworthy  thoughts  of  her  dear 

honour! 
Oh,  I  could  beat  myself!  or,  do  tou  beat  me. 
And  ril  beat  you ;  for  we  had  all  one  thought 

CU.  No,  no,  'twill  but  lose  time. 

Di&n.  You  say  true.  Are  your  swords  sharp? 
Well,  my  dear  countrymen  What-ve-lack,  if  you 
continue,  and  fall  not  back  upon  the  first  broken 
«hin,  ni  have  ^r>u  chronicled  and  chronicled,  and 
cut  and  chronicled,  and  sung  in  all-to-be-praised 
sonnets,  and  graved  in  new  brave  ballaos,  that 
all  tongues  shall  troule  you  m  secula  saculorum, 
my  kind  can-carriers. 

Thra.  What  if  a  toy  take  them  in  the  heels 
now,  and  they  run  all  away,  and  cry,  *  the  devil 
take  the  hindmost  ^ 

Dion,  llien  the  same  devil  take  die  foremost 
too,  and  souse  him  for  his  breakfast  I  If  they  all 

rft  cowards,  my  curses  fly  amongst  them,  and 
speeding !  May  they  have  murrains  rain  to 
keep  the  gentlemen  at  home,  unbound  in  easy 
ftieze !  May  the  moths  branch  their  velvets, 
and  their  silks  only  be  worn  before  sore  eyes ! 
May  their  false  li^ts  undo  them,  and  discover 
presses,  holes,  stains,  and  oldness  in  their  stufis, 
and  make  them  shop-rid !  May  they  keep  whores 
and  horses,  and  break ;  and  live  mewed  ap  with 
necks  of  beef  and  turnips !  May  they  have  many 
children,  and  none  like  the  father !  May  they 
know  no  language  but  that  ^bberish  they 
prattle  to  their  parcels;  unless  it  be  the  Go- 
thick  Ladn  they  write  in  their  bonds ;  and  may 
they  write  that, false,  and  lose  their  debts ! 

Enter  the  Kino. 

King.  Now  the  vengeance  of  all  the  sods  con- 
found them,  how  they  swarm  together !  What  a 
hum  they  raise !  Devils  choke  your  wild  throats ! 
If  a  man  had  need  to  use  their  valours,  he  must 
pay  a  brokage  for  it,  and  then  bring  them  on, 
and  they  will  fight  like  sheep.  Tis  Philaster, 
none  but  Philaster,  must  allay  this  heat :  They 
will  not  hear  me  speak,  but  (ling  dirt  at  me^  and 
call  me  tyrant  Oh,  run,  dear  friend,  and  bring 
the  lord  Philaster:  Speak  him  fair;  call  him 
prince ;  do  him  all  the  courtesy  you  can ;  com- 
mend me  to  him !  Oh,  my  wits,  my  wits !  [Exit  Cle. 

Dion.  Oh,  my  brave  countrymen !  as  I  live, 
I  will  not  buy  a  pin  out  of  your  walls  for  this : 
Nay,  you  shall  cozen  me,  and  I'll  thank  you; 
ana  send  you  brawn  and  bacon,  and  soil  you 
eveiy  long  vacadon  a  brace  of  foremjen,  tmit 
at  >lichaelmas  shall  come  up  fat  and  kicking. 


King.  What  they  will  do  with  this  poor  prince, 
the  gods  know,  and  I  fear. 

pion.  Why,  sir,  theyll  flea  him,  and  rnsks 
church-buckets  of  his  skin,  to  quench  rebelHon ; 
then  clap  a  rivet  in  his  sconce,  and  hang  him  up 
for  a  sign. 

Enter  Clekemoitt  with  Philastee. 

King.  Oh,  worthy  sir,  for^ve  me !  Do  not 
make 
Your  miseries  and  my  faults  meet  together, 
To  bring  a  greater  danger.    Be  yourself, 
Still  sound  amongst  diseases.    I  have  wronged 

you. 
And  though  I  find  it  last,  and  beaten  to  it, 
Let  first  your  goodness  know  it    Calm  the  peo- 
ple, 
And  be  what  you  were  bom :  Take  your  love. 
And  with  her  my  repentance,  and  my  wishes, 
And  all  my  prayers.  By  the  gods,  my  heart  speaks 

this; 
And  if  the  least  fall  from  me  not  performed, 
May  I  be  struck  with  thunder ! 

JPAi.  Mighty  sir, 
I  will  not  do  your  greatness  so  much  wrong, 
As  not  to  make  your  word  truth.     Free  the 

princess, 

And  the  poor  boy,  and  let  me  stand  the  shods 
Of  this  mad  sea-breach ;  which  PU  either  turn. 
Or  perish  with  it 

King.  Let  your  own  word  free  them. 
Phi.  Then  thus  I  take  my  leave,  kissing  your 
hand, 
And  hanging  on  your  royal  word.    Be  kingly. 
And  be  not  moved,  sir :  I  shall  bring  you  peac^ 
Or  never  bring  myself  back. 

King.  All  £e  gods  go  with  thee !      [£xciin/. 

Enter  an  old  captain  and  citizenSj  with  Pua- 

RAMOND. 

Cap.  Come,  my  brave  myrmidons,  let*s  fall 
on !  let  our  caps  swarm,  my  boys,  and  your 
nimble  tongues  forget  your  mother's  gibberish,  of 
what  do  you  lack,  and  set  your  mouths  up, 
children,  dll  your  palates  Ml  frighted,  half  a 
fathom  past  the  cure  of  bay-salt  and  gross  pep- 
per. And  then  cry  Philaster,  brave  Philaster  \ 
Let  Philaster  be  cleeper  in  request,  my  din^:^ 
dongs,  my  pairs  of  dear  indentures,  kings  o^ 
clubs,  than  your  cold  water  camlets,  or  youi 
painting  spotted  with  copper.  Let  not  you] 
nasty  silks,  or  your  branched  cloth  of  bodkin,  ui 
your  dssues,  dearly  beloved  of  spiced  cake  an^ 
custard,  your  Robinhoods,  Scarlets  and  John^ 
de  your  afiecdons  in  darkness  to  your  shop^ 
No,  dainty  duckers,  up  with  your  three^-pik-^ 
spirits,  your  wrought  valours ;  and  let  y<%u 
uncut  choler  make  the  king  feel  the  me^ausur 
of  your  mightiness.  Philabter!  cry^  my  tx>s4 
noble?,  cry. 
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i£Pliikster!Phi]jister! 

C^  Bow  do  TOO  like  this,  my  lord  princf;  ? 
Tk»  lie  md  boysy  I  tell  you;  these  are  things, 
ibtt  wiQ  oDt  strike  their  top  sails  to  a  foist;  and 
let  I  mail  of  war,  an  argosy,  hull  and  ciy  cockles. 
Pka.  Wkff  yoa  rode  alare^  do  you  know  what 
Toqdo? 

• 

Cc^  My  pretty  prinoe  of  poppets,  we  do  know; 
od  give  y»iir  greatness  warning,  that  you  talk 
so  more  such  bog-words,  or  that  soldered  crown 
shUl  be  scntrfaed  with  a  musquet    Dear  prince 

tedown  with  your  noble  blood ;  or,  as  I  hve^ 
ijna  coddled.  Let  him  loose,  my  spirits ! 
Makegis  foond  ring  with  your  bills,  my  Hectors, 
u4  kt  OS  see  what  this  trim  man  dares  do. 
Nov,  flr,  have  at  you  !  Here  I  lie,  and  with  tliis 
'^Qoog  bkm  (do  you  sweat,  prince  ?)  I  could 
Uk  voor  grsce,  and  hang  you  up  cros»-legged, 
iie  t  bne  at  a  poolterer^s,  and  doathis  with  this 
wiper. 

P^  Yob  will  not  see  me  murdered,  wicked 
ntiuBs? 

1  Cit.  Yes,  indeed,  will  we,  sir :  We  have  not 
iM)  ooe  foe  a  great  while. 

i«p.  He  would  have  weapons,  would  he  }  Give 
^  t  faroidside,  my  brave  bojrs,  with  your  pikes; 
tv>ad)  me  his  skin  in  flowers'  like  a  sattin,  and 
brt»«o  ereiT  flower  a  mortal  cut.  Your  roy- 
^  iail  nvel !  Jag  him,  gentlemen :  I'll  have 
^A  cut  CD  the  kell,  then  down  the  aeams.  Oh, 
^v  a  «bip  to  make  him  galloon-laces !  HI  have 
towhwhip. 

P^  Oh,  spare  nae,  gentlemen ! 

^  V  HoU,  hok) ;  die  man  begins  to  fear,  and 
lam  bmiself ;  he  shaU  for  this  time  only  be 
«e)ed  ttp,  with  a  feather  through  his  nose,  that 
be  may  ooly  aee  heaven,  and  tlmik  whither  he  is 
<*««.  Najy  my  beyond-sea  sir,  we  will  pro- 
«*=«»  too:  You  would  be  king!  Thou  tender 
^^  apparent  to  a  church-ale,  thoa  slight  prince 
"^aodesBiceDet;  thou  royal  ring-tail,  fit  to  fly 
«  oodung  hut  poor  mens*  poultry,  and  have 
^*cnr  boy  beat  tfaee  from  that  too  with  his  bread 
ttdWtor! 

i^U.  Gods  keep  me  from  these  hell  hounds ! 

1  CM,  m  have  a  leg,  that's  certain, 

*  Cii.  I'll  bare  an  arm. 

^  Cu,  ni  have  his  nose,  and  at  mine  own 
<^>u^  bniU  a  coUejse^  and  clap  it  upon  the  gate. 

*  Ctf.  Ill  have  1^  iitde  gut  to  string  a  kit 
*aa  ;ibr,€crtainl  V,  a  royal  gut  will  sound  like  silver. 

P^.  'WoaU  tbey  were  in  thy  belly,  and  I  past 
•«  fam  at  once  ! 
^C^'  Good  raprain,  let  me  have  his  liver  to 


^.  Who  will  have  paroeb  dse  }  speak, 
fm.  Good  eoda,  raniidffT  me  1  I  shall  be 


tuH. 


toi^ 


1  Ctf.  Captain,  FU  g^ve  yoa  the  trimming  of 
ym  tvo-hand  award,  and  'let  me  have  his  skin 

•  i'*L  He  has  no  lion%  sir^  has  he  ? 


Cap,  No^  sir,  he^s  a  poUard.  What  woukPst 
thou  do  vrith  horna 

2  Cit.  Oh,  if  he  had,  I  wotdd  have  HMide  rare 
hafts  and  whistles  of  them;  but  his  slmi-boae%  if 
they  be  sound,  shall  serve  ne. 

Enter  PBiLASTtK. 

AIL  Looig  Ihre  Philaster,  the  brara  prmce  Phi- 
laster ! 

Phi.  I  thank  you,  gendeaKa.    Bat  why  are 
these 
Rude  weaoons  brought  abroad^   to  teath  your 

hands 
Uncivil  trades  ? 

Cap.  My  royal  Rosiclear, 
We  are  thy  myrmidoos,  th^r  giaard^  thy  roarers ! 
And  when  thy  noble  body  is  in  durance. 
Thus  do  we  clap  o«ir  musty  nmrriotts  on. 
And  trace  the  streets  in  terror.    Is  it  peace. 
Thou  Mars  of  men?  Is  the  king  sodahle, 
And  bids  thee  live  ?  Art  thou  above  thy  foemen, 
And  free  as  Phoebus?  Spe^.    If  net,  d^  stand 
Of  royal  bk)od  shell  be  abroach,  a*lik, 
And  run  even  to  the  lees  of  hoiioar.  - 

PAt.  Hold,  and  be  sadsfied :  I  am  nmelf ; 
Free  as  my  thoughts  are:  by  the  god\l  an. 

Cap.  Art  thou  the  dain^  darlii^  of  the  ' ' 
Art  thou  the  Hylas  to  our  Herealea? 
Do  the  lords  bow,  and  the  regarded  scarleta 
Kiss  their  gummed  goUs^  and  cry,  '  we  are  your 

servants  ?*  • 

Is  the  court  aavi^ble,  and  the  presence  studc 
With  flags  of  friendship  ?   If  not,  we  are  thy 

castle. 
And  this  man  sleeps. 

Phi.  I  am  what  I  do  desire  to  be,  your  friend ; 
I  am  what  I  was  born  to  be,  your  prince. 

Pha.  Sjr,  there  is  some  humanity  in  you ; 
You  have  a  noble  soul ;  forget  mv  name. 
And  know  my  miseiy:  set  me  safe  aboard 
From  diese  vnld  cannibals,  and,  as  I  live„ 
ril  quit  this  land  for  ever.    There  is  nothing, 
Perpetual  imprisonment,  cold,  hunger,  sickness 
Of  all  sorts,  of  all  dangers,  and  all  together. 
The  worst  company  of  the  worst  men,  aiadness, 

age, 
To  be  as  many  creatures  as  a  woman. 
And  do  as  all  they  do;  nay,  to  despair; 
But  I  would  rather  make  it  a  new  aatiue. 
And  live  with  all  those,  thaa  endure  one  hour 
Amongst  these  wild  dogSb 

Phi.  I  do  pity  you.     Friends,  discharge  your 
■fears; 
Deliver  me  the  prince :  FH  warKmt:  you, 
I  shall  be  old  enough  to  find  my  safety. 

3  Cit.  Good  sir,  take  heed  he  does  not  hurt 
you.: 
He's  a  fierce  man,  I  can  tell  yea,  ar. 

Cap.  Prince,  by  your  leave,  FU  have  a  sur- 
cingle. 
And  mail  you  like  a  hawk.  [He  $twt. 

Phi.  Away,  away ;  there  is  no  ganger  in  him ; 
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And  I  will  pay  thy  dowrj;  and  thyself 
Wilt  well  deserve  him. 

Bel.  Never,  sir,  will  I 
Marry ;  it  is  a  thing  within  my  vow : 
But,  if  I  may  have  leave  to  serve  the  princess, 
To  see  the  virtues  of  her  lord  and  her, 
I  shall  have  hope  to  live. 

Are.  I,  Philaster, 
Cannot  be  jealous,  though  you  had  a  lady 
Dressed  like  a  page  to  serve  you ;  nor  will  I 
Suspect  her  living  here.    Come,  Uve  with  me ; 
Live  free,  as  I  do.    She,  that  loves  my  lord. 
Curst  be  the  wife  that  hates  her ! 

PkL  Igrievesuchviituesshouldbelaid  in  earth, 
Without  an  heir.    Hear  me,  my  royal  father : 
Wron^  not  the  freedom  of  our  souls  so  roach. 
To  thmk  to  take  revenge  of  that  base  woman ; 
Her  malice  cannot  hurt  us.    Set  her  free 
As  she  was  bom,  saving  iiom  shame  and  sin. 


Xtfi^.  Set  her  at  Hberty ;  but  leave  the  court ; 
This  is  no  place  for  such  1  You,  Phararoond, 
Shall  have  free  passage,  and  a  conduct  home. 
Worthy  so  great  a  prince.    When  yon  come  ther^ 
Remember,  ^twas  your  faults,  that  lost  you  her, 
And  not  mv  purposed  will. 

Pka.  I  do  confess, 
Renowned  sir. 

King,  Last,  join  your  hands  in  one.     Enjoy^ 
Philaster, 
This  kingdom,  which  is  yours,  and  after  me 
Whatever  I  odl  mine.    My  blessing  on  you ! 
All  happy  hours  be  at  your  marriage  joys. 
That  you  may  grow  yourselves  over  all  lands. 
And  live  to  see  your  plenteous  branches  spring 
Wherever  there  is  sun !  let  princes  learn 
fiy  this,  to  rule  the  passionfi  of  their  blood. 
For  what  heaven  wills  can  never  be  withstood. 

[Elxeumi  omnet 


THE 

BONDMAN. 

BT 

MASSINGER. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONAL 


UEK. 


Tiimjof  ,  the  getteral  of  Corinth, 

AtciiSAHVs,  the  Prator  of  Syracusa, 

Orniics,  a  tautor  ofSyracuia, 

Cuo5, %ftt indent  lord' 

PiSiSDiB  (disguised)  a  gentleman  of  Thebes. 

PoLiFHioy  (dapased)  friend  to  Pisander. 

LioiTSEVES,  a  gentleman  of  Syractisa,  enamour^ 

tdgfCleara. 
h»rn,$Jf(»li$h  hver^  and  the  son  ofCkon. 


TiMAGORAS,  the  son  of  Archidamui. 
Gracculo,  ?^^^, 
CiMBRio,     y 
A  Jailor, 

WOMEN- 

Cleoha,  Daughter  of  Archidamus, 
CoRiscAy  a  proud  wanton  lady,  wife  to  CUon, 
OLYMPiAy  a  rich  widow. 
^TATiLiA,  sister  to  Pisander,  slaw  to  CUora, 
Zakthia,  s/av«  to  Corisca. 


ACT    L 


SCENE  r. 

Enter  Tixaooras  and  Leostrehes. 

Tfliitf .  Why  sboald  you  droop,  Leosthenea^  or 
despair 
HTfistei'i  faroar?  What,  before,  jou  purchased 
6^  owftsfaip^  and  fair  language,  in  th»e  wan 
^  ^w,  from  her  soul,  you  know,  she  loves  a  sokher) 
V91  may  deserve  by  action. 

lemt.  Good  Tunagoras, 
^^^  I  hare  said  my  friend,  think  all  is  spoken 
^Woay  ttsore  me  yours;  and  pn^  you,  believe. 
Tic  dresdful  voice  of  war,  that  shakes  the  city, 
^  tbttnderiag  chreala  of  Carthage,  nor  their  army. 
Killed  to  make  gpod  those  threat8»affirighc  not  me. 
'f  ^  Cleora  were  confirmed  his  prise, 
^  hsft  the  ttiongest  arm  and  sharpest  swofd, 
^^  cmirt  Briloaa  ia  her  horrid  trim. 
As  if  die  were  a  mistress^  and  hless  fortune 
■^  oftfs  my  young  valour  to  the  proof,        l 
^  Baoch  I  dare  do  for  your  sisters  Uwet 
^  when  that  I  consider  how  averse 
W  oohle  father,  great  Archidamos» 
k  4od  hadi  ever  been,  to  my  .desires, 
^•00  laay  warrant  me  to  doubt  and  f^itttf 
^^  weds  soever  I  sow  in  these  wars 
fX  auMe  courage,  his  determinate  will 
Mif  biKtt,  and  nve  my  harvest  to  another^ 
^  Be*er  Srnled  for  iL 

Tmat.  Prithee,  do  not  nooiisk 


These  jealous  thoughts;  I'm  thine,  and,  pardcm  me, 

Though  I  repeat  it,  my  Leostheoes, 

That,  for  thy  sake,  wlxn  the  boM  Thieban  sued^ 

FaMismed  ^sander,  for  my  sister^s  love, 

Sent  him  disgraced  and  thsoontented  horiie ; 

I  wrought  my  father  then ;  and  I,  that  stoppled  liot 

In  die  career  of  my  afiection  to  thee, 

When  that  renowned  worthy  bremfBht  with  him 

High  birth,  wealth,  coarage,  as  ft«'d  advocates 

To  mediate  for  him,  never  will  consent, 

A  fool,  that  only  has  the  shape  of  man, 

Asotus,  though  he  be  rich  Cleon's  beb^ 

Shall  bear  her  from  thee. 

Leost,  In  that  trust  I  Itvei 

Timag,  Which  never  shall  deceive  yoii. 

Enter  Pisakder. 

Pist  Sir,  the  general, 
Timoleon,  by  his  trumpMS  hath  pt9!a  Earning 
For  a  remove. 

Timag.  *Tis  well ;  provide  my  htfrse. 

Tin,  I  shall,  sir.  {Exit  PiSMdtr. 

V  Leost.  This  slave  Ihu  a  strange  aspect  ? 

ITmag.  Fit  for  his  fortune;  'tirs  a  strong  limbed 
knave; 
My  father  bought  him  fot  my  sister's  litter. 
O  pride  of  women !  Conches  are  too  oolumon ; 
They  surfeit  in  the  happiness  of  peace, 
And  ladies  think  they  keep  not  state  enough, 
If,  for  their  pomp  and  ease,  tltey  are  not  borne 
I  In  triiunph  on  mens'  shoulders. 
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Leost.  Who  commands 
The  Carthaginian  fleet  ? 

Timag.  Giftco's  tlieir  admiral, 
And,  'tis  our  happiness,  a- raw  young  fellow. 
One  never  trained  in  arms,  but  rather  fashioned 
To  tilt  with  ladies  lips  than  crack  a  lance, 
Ravish  a  feather  from  a  mistress'  fan. 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour.    A  steel  helmet. 
Made  horrid  with  a  glorious  plume,  will  crack 
His  woman's  neck. 

Leo,  No  more  of  him. — ^The  motives 
That  Corinth  gives  us  aid  ? 

Timc/g.  The  common  danger: 
For  Sicily  being  on  fire,  she  is  not  safe ; 
It  being  apparent  that  ambitious  Carthage, 
(That  to  enlarge  her  empire  strives  to  fasten 
An  unjust  gripe  on  us,  that  live  free  lords 
Of  Syracusa)  will  not  end,  till  Greece 
Acknowledge  her  their  sovereign. 

Leoit.  Fm  satisfied. 
What  think  you  of  our  general  ? 

Timag,  He  is  a  man 
Of  strange  and  resened  parts;  but  a  great  soldier. 

\A  trumpet  sounds. 
His  trumpets  call  us^  V\\  forbear  his  character : 
To-morrow,  in  the  senate-liouse,  at  large 
He  will  express  himself. 

Leost,  1 11  follow  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  n.— T^e  Senate  House. 

Enter  Archzdamus,  Qltov,  Diphilus,  Olym- 
PiA,  CoRiscA,  Cleora,  and  Zavthia, 

Arch.  So  careless  we  have  been,  my  noble  lords, 
In  the  disposing  of  our  own  afiairs,. 
Arid  ignorant  in  the  art  of  government. 
That  now  we  need  a  stranger  to  instruct  us. 
Yet  we  are  happy  that  our  neighbour  Corinth 
(Pitying  the  mijust  gripe  Carthage  would  lay 
On  byracusa)  hath  vouchsafed  to.  lend  us 
Her  man  of  men,  Timoleon,  to  defend 
Our  country  and  oiir  liberties. 

Diph.  'l^is  a  favour 
We  are  unworthy  of,  and  we  may  blu^ 
Necessity  compclls  us  to  receive  it 
Arch.  Oshame!  that  we,that  are  a  populous  nation. 
Engaged  to  liberal  nature  for  all  blessings 
An  island  can  bring  forth ;  we  that  have  limbs. 
And  able  bodies,  shipping,  arms  and  treasure, 
The  sinews  of  the  war,  now  we  are  called 
To  stand  upon  our  guard,  cannot  produce 
One,  fit  to  oe  our  general ! 

Cleon.  Vm  old  and  fat ; 
I  could  say  something  else. 

Arch.  We  must  o&y 
The  time  and  our  occasions ;  ruinous  buildings, 
'  Whose  bases  and  foundations  are  infirm, 
Must  use  supporters :  We  are  circled  round 
With  danger ;  o'er  our  heads  with  sail-stretched 

wings 
Destruction  hovers,  and  a  cloud  of  mischief 
Ready  to  break  upon  us ;  no  hope  left  us, 
Tli^^t  may  divert  it,  but  our  sleeping  virtue, 


Roused  up  by  brave  Timoleon, 
Cleon.  When  arrives  he  ? 
Diph.  He  is  expected  every  hour. 
Arch.  The  braveries 
Of  Syracusa,  among  whom  my  son 
Timagoras,  Leosthenes,  and  Asotus, 
(Your  hopeful  heir,  lord  Cleon)  two  days  since 
Rode  forth  to  meet  him,  and  attend  him  to 
The  city ;  every  minute  we  expect 
To  be  blessed  with  his  presence. 

Cleon.  What  shout's  this?  fSAmi/  at  a  distance. 
Diph.  'TIS  seconded  with  loud  music 

[Trumpets ^fiaurish  within. 
Arch.  Which  confirms 
His  wished-for  entrance.    Let  us  entertain  him 
With  all  respect,  solenmity,  and  pomp, 
A  man  may  merit,  that  comes  to  redeem  us 
From  slavery  and  oppression. 

CUon.  Fll  lock  up 
My  doors,  and  guard  my  gold ;  these  lads  of  Co- 
rinth 
Have  nimble  fingers,  and  I  fear  them  more. 
Being  within  our  walls,  than  those  of  Carthage  \ 
They  are  far  off. 

Arch.  And,  ladies,  be  it  your  care 
To  welcome  him  and  his  followers  with  all  duty . 
For  rest  resolved,  their  hands  and  swords  must 

keep  you 
In  that  full  height  of  happiness  you  live  in : 
A  dreadful  change  else  follows. 

[Exeunt  Arcu.  Cleon.  and  Diph. 

Enter  Timagoras,  Leosthenes,  Asotus,  Timo- 
leon til  black,  led  in  by  Archidamus,  Diphi- 
lus, an<<  Cleon  ;./b//(^f£?^PiSANDEB,GRAC- 
cuLo,  CiMBRio,  and  other  Slaves. 

Arch.  It  is  your  seat, 
Which  with  a  general  suffrage, 
As  to  the  supreme  magistrate,  Sicily  tenders, 
And  prays  Timoleon  to  accept. 

Timot,  Such  hononrs, 
To  one  ambitious  of  rules  or  title, 
Whose  heaven  or  earth  is  placed  in  his  command. 
And  absolute  power  o'er  others,  would  with  joy. 
And  veins  swoln  high,  with  pride  be  entertained. 
They  take  not  me;  for  I  have  ever  loved 
An  equal  freedom,  and  proclaim  all  such 
As  would  usurp  anoUier  s  liberties. 
Rebels  to  nature,  to  whose  bounteous  Uessings 
All  men  lay  claim  as  true  legitimate  sons. 
But  such  as  have  made  forfeit  of  themselves 
By  vicious  courses,  and  their  birthright  lost^ 
'Tis  not  injustice  they  are  marked  for  slaves 
To  serve  the  virtuous.     For  myself,  I  know 
Honours  andgreat  employments  aregreat  burdens. 
And  must  require  an  Atlas  to  support  them. 
He  that  would  govern  others,  first  should  be 
The  master  of  himself,  richly  endued 
With  depth  of  understanding,  hei^t  of  courage. 
And  those  remarkable  graces  which  I  dare  not 
Ascribe  unto  myself. 

Arch.  Sir,  empty  men 
Are  trumpets  of  their  own  deserts;  but  yoiu 
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Tbatntnoiincfkaaim,  but  in  proof, 
Ketify  SDod,  and  full  of  glorious  parts, 
Leve  Ine  report  of  what  you  are  to  fame, 
lin^  from  tbe  ready  tongues  of  all  gpod  men, 
.Aiond  proclaims  JOQ. 

D^  fieskies,  you  stand  bound, 
Having  so  laijp  a  field  to  exercise 
Tour  active  Tirtues  oflEered  you,  to  impart 
Your  strength  to  such  as  need  it 

TimoL  Tis  confessed : 
Aiyi,  anoe  yoiAi  have  it  so,  such  as  I  am, 
For  pa,  and  for  the  liberty  of  Greece, 
I  am  oiQSt  ready  to  lay  down  my  life : 
Bat  yet  oonader,  men  of  Syracuse, 
Before  that  yoa  deliver  up  die  power 
(WfaiGh  yet  IS  yours)  to  me,  to  whom  'tis  given ; 
To  SB  BDpaitial  man,  with  whom  nor  thr^Us 
Kor  prayers  shall  e'er  prevail ;  for  I  must  steer 
Ad  even  course. 
JrdL  Which  is  desired  of  all. 
TimoL  Timophaaesy  my  brother,  for  whose  death 
Vm  tainted  in  the  world,  and  foidly  tainted ; 
hi  whose  remembrance  I  have  ever  worn, 
la  peace  and  war,  tins  livery  of  sorrow, 
Caa  vitoess  for  me,  bow  much  I  detest 
TjiBODoos  usurpation ;  with  grief 
I  mist  reoiember  it :  For,.wb(en  no  persuasion 
Coold  win  him  to  desist  from  his  bad  practice, 
To  cbioge  the  aristocrat^  of  Corinth 
kto  an  absolute  monarchy,  I  chose  rather 
To  pnwe  a  pious  and  obedient  son 
To  my  ooontr^my  best  mother,  than  to  lend 
Assistenoe  to  Timophanes,  tho'  my  brother, 
Hat,  like  a  tyrant,  strove  to  set  his  foot 
Upon  the  city's  freedom. 
Tmag.  Twas  a  deed 
Deserriog  rather  trophies  than  reproof. 
leott.  And  will  be  still  remembered  to  your 
honour. 
If  you  forsake  us  not. 

Dipk,  If  you  free  Sicily 
From  barbarous  Carthage'  yoke,  it  will  be  said 
hi  liim  you  slew  a  tyrant.  . 

Arek.  But,  ^ving  way 
To  ber  invasion,  not  vouchsafing  us 
(Tbat  fly  to  your  protection)  aid  and  comfort, 
'Twill  be  befieved,  that  for  your  private  ends 
TookiUed  a  brother. 

TmoL  As  I  then  proceed. 
To  ail  posterity  may  that  act  be  crowned 
Widi  a  deserved  applause,  or  branded  with 
TW  mark  of  infamy — Stay  yet ;  ere  I  take 
Tlus  seat  of  justice,  or  engage  myself 
To  fight  for  you  abroad,  or  to  reform 
Yoar  state  at  home,  swear  all  upon  my  sword. 
And  call  the  gods  of  Sicily  to  witness 
IW  oaUi  you  take ;  that  whatso'er  I  sludl 
PropooDd  for  safety  of  your  commonwealth. 
Not  circumscribed  or  bound  in,  shall  by  you 
Be  willind^  obeyed. 

^ek  Diph.  Clean.  So  may  we  prosjxsr. 
As  we  obey  in  all  things ! 


Ihnag.  Lcot,  Ato,  And  obsenre 
All  your  commands  as  oracles ! 

Ti$noL  Do  not  repent  it.        \^Taket  the  State* 
First  then,  a  word  or  two,  but  without  bitterness^ 
(And  yet  mistake  me  not,  I  am  no  flatterer) 
Concerning  your  govermnent  of  the  state. 
In  which  the  greatest,  noblest,  and  most  rich. 
Stand,  in  the  first  file,  guilty. 
Cieon.  Ha !  how's  this  ? 
TimoL  You  have  not,  as  good  patriots  shoahl 
do,  studied 
The  public  good,  but  your  particular  ends ; 
Factious  among  yourselves,  preferring  such 
To  offices  and  honours,  as  ne'er  read 
The  elements  of  saving  policy; 
But  deeply  skilled  in  tul  the  principle^ 
That  usher  to  destruction. 
Leost,  Sharp. 
TVmiw.  The  better. 

TinuH.  Your  senate-house,  which  used  not  to 
admit 
A  man,  however  popular,  to  stand 
At  the  helm  of  government,  whose  youth  woa 

not 
Made  glorious  by  action  >  whose  experience 
Crowned  with  grey  heirs,  gave  warrant  to  his 

counsels, 
Heard  and  received  with  reverence ;  is  now  filled 
With  ereen  heads,  that  determine  of  tbe  state 
Over  Uieir  cups,  or  when  their  sated  lusts 
Afibrd  them  leisure ;  or  supplied  by  those 
Who,  rising  from  base  arts  and  sordid  thrift, 
Are  eminent  for  wealth,  not  for  their  wisdom : 
Which  is  the  reason  that  to  hold  a  place 
In  council,  which  was  once  esteemed  an  honour^ 
And  a  reward  for  virtue,  hath  quite  lost 
Lustre  and  reputation,  and  is  made 
A  mercenai^  purdiase. 
Timag,  He  speaks  home. 
Leoit,  And  to  the  purpose. 
TimoL  From  whence  i^  proceeds 
That  the  treasure  of  the  city  is  ingrossed 
By  a  few  private  men,  the  public  coffers 
Itollow  with  want ;  and  they,  that  will  not  spare 
One  talent  for  the  common  good,  to  feed 
The  pride  and  bravery  of  their  wives,  consume 
In  plate,  in  jewels,  and  superfluous  slaves, 
What  would  maintain  an  army. 
Cor,  Have  at  us ! 
Olym.  We  thought  we  were  forgot 
Cleora,  But  it  appears 
You  will  be  treated  of. 

TimoL  Yet  in  this  plenty. 
And  fat  of  peace,  your  young  men  ne'er  weie 

trained 
In  martial  discipline,  and  your  ships  unrigged 
Rot  in  the  harbour :  no  defence  prepared, 
But  thought  unusefnl ;  as  if  the  gods. 
Indulgent  to  your  sloth,  had  granted  you 
A  perpetuity  of  pride  and  pleasure. 
Nor  cnange  feared  or  expected.    Now  you  find 
That  Caruiage,  looking  on  your  stupid  sleeps, 
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And  dull  aecarit^,  was  invited  to 
Invade  your  temtories. 

Arch,  You've  made  us  see,  sir^ 
To  our  shame,  the  oounti/s  sickness :  Now  from 

As  from  a  careful  and  a  wise  physiaan^ 
We  do  expect  the  cure. 

TimoL  Old  festered  sores 
Must  be  lanced  to  the  quick  and  cauterized : 
Which,  borne  with  patience,  after  Til  apply 
Soft  unguents :  For  the  maintenance  of  tne  war, 
It  is  decreed  all  monies  in  the  hands 
Of  private  men,  shall  instantly  be  brought 
To  the  public  treasury. 

T^ag,  This  bites  sore. 

Cleon.  The  euro 
Is  worse  than  the  disease ;  FU  never  ^Id  to  it : 
What  could  the  enemy,  though  victonous, 
Inflict  moro  on  us  ?  All  that  my  youth  had  toiled 

for. 
Purchased  with  industry,  and  preserved  with  care, 
Forced  from  me  in  a  moment ! 

Diph,  This  rough  course 
Will  never  be  allowed  of. 

I7fiio^O  blind  men! 
If  you  refuse  the  first  means  that  is  ofiered 
To  give  you  health,  no  hope's  left  to  recover 
Your  desperate  sickness.     Do  you  priie  your 

muck 
Above  your  liberties ;  and  rather  dioose 
To  be  made  bondmen,  than  to  part  with  that 
To  which  already  you  are  slaves  ?  Or  can  it 
Be  probable  in  your  flattering  apprdsensaons. 
You  can  capitulate  with  the  conqueror. 
And  keep  that  yours  which  they  come  to  possess, 
And,  whde  you  kneel  in  vain,  will  ravi^  from 

you? 
But  take  your  own  ways;  brood  upon  yonr  gold. 
Sacrifice  to  your  idol,  and  preserve 
The  prey  entire,  and  merit  the  report 
Of  careful  stewards :  Yield  a  just  account ' 
To  your  proud  masters,  who  with  whips  of  iron 
Will  force  you  to  give  up  what  you  conceal. 
Or  tear  it  from  vour  throats:   Adorn  your  walls 
With   Persian  hangings  wrought  of  gold  and 

pearl: 
Cover  tne  floors  on  which  they  are  to  tread. 
With  costly  Median  silks;  perfume  the  rooms 
With  cassia  and  amber,  whore  they  are 
To  feast  and  revel ;  while,  like  servile  grooms^ 
You  wait  upon  their  trenchers ;  feed  their  eyes 
With  massy  plate,  until  your  cupboards  crack 
With  the  weight  that  they  sustain ;  set  forth  your 

wives 
And  daughters  in  as  varied  shapes 
As  there  are  nations,  to  provoke  their  lasts, 
And  let  them  be  embraced  before  your  eyes. 
The  object  may  content  you ;  and,  to  perfect 
Their  entertainment,  ofibr  up  your  sons. 
And  able  men,  for  slaves ;  while  you,  that  are 
Unfit  for  labodr,  are  spurned  out  to  starve, 
Unpitied,  in  some  desert,  no  friend  by. 
Whose  sorrow  may  sptirc  one  compassionate  tear, 


In  the  remembnttce  of  what  oooe  yon  woe. 

Lant.  The  blood  turns. 

Ttmag.  Oboerre  how  old  Cleon  shakes^ 
As  if  in  picture  he  had  sbowa  him  what 
He  was  to  suffer. 

Cor.  1  am  sick ;  tlie  man 
Speaks  poignards  and  diseases. 

Olymp.  Oh !  my  doctor ! 
I  never  shall  recover. 

Ckora.  If  a  virgin. 
Whose  speech  was  ever  yet  ushered  with  car ; 
One  knowing  modesty  and  humble  silence 
To  be  the  choicest  ornaments  of  our  sei. 
In  the  presence  of  so  many  reverend  men, 
Struck  dumb  with  teiror  and  astooishnieD^ 
Presume  to  dothe  her  thought  in  vocal  muidsy 
Let  her  find  pardon.    First,  to  you,  great  ar ! 
A  bashful  maid's  thanks,  and  her  le^Jous  piayers 
Winged  witli  pure  innocence  bearing  them  ta 

heaven. 
For  all  prosperity  that  the  gods  can  give 
To  one  whose  piety  must  exact  their  eare ; 
Thus  low  I  offer. 

TimoL  Tis  a  happy  omen. 
Rise,  blest  one,  and  speak  boldly :  On  my  virtue 
I  am  thy  warrant,  from  so  dear  a  spring 
Sweet  nvers  ever  flow. 

Cleora,  Then  thus  to  you, 
My  noble  father,  and  these  lords,  to  whom 
I  next  owe  duty ;  no  remect  forgotten 
To  you,  my  brother,  and  these  bold  young  men 
(Such  J  would  have  them)  that  are,  or  shoold  be, 
The  dty's  sword  and  target  of  defence ; 
To  all  of  you  I  speak;  and,  if  a  blush 
Steal  on  my  cheeks,  it  is  shown  to  reprove 
Your  paleness  (willingly  I  would  not  say 
Your  cowardice  or  fear).    Think  you  all  treasure 
Hid  in  the  bowds  of  the  earth,  or  shipwrecked 
In  Neptune's  watiy  kingdom,  can  hold  weight. 
When  liberty  and  honour  fill  one  sode. 
Triumphant  justice  sitting  on  the  beam  f 
Or  dare  you  but  imagine  that  your  gold  is 
Too  dear  a  salary  for  such  as  hassrd 
Their  blood  and  lives  in  your  defence  ?  For  me 
An  ignorant  girl,  bear  witness,  heaven !  So  far 
I  prize  a  solmer,  that,  to  give  him  pay, 
With  such  devotion  as  our  Flamens  offer 
Their  sacrifices  at  the  holy  altar, 
I  do  lay  down  these  jewels,  will  make  sale 
Of  my  superfluous  waidrobc,  to  supply 
The  meanest  of  their  wants. 
TisnaL  Brave  masculine  spirit ! 
Diph,  We  are  shown,  to  our  shame,  what  we 
in  honour 
Should  have  taught  others. 

Arch,  Such  a  fair  example 
Must  needs  be  followed. 

Timag.  Kver  my  dear  sister. 
But  now  our  family's  glory. 

Least,  Were  she  deformed, 
The  virtues  of  her  mind  would  force  a  stoic 
To  sue  to  be  her  sen^ant, 
Cleon4  I  must  yield ; 
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And,  cfao^  117  iMWt-blood  part  with  ity  I  will 
Ddirer  in  mj  wealth. 

JstL  I  Wmld  say  •r^mAfrliing  ; 

Bbi^  tbe  trath  i^  I  know  not  what 

^atfL  We  have  waan; 
indiaeaaniitjMJwbe  thought  00. 

JrcL  Wecaapraaa 
Of  hboorers  in  the  oountiy  (meo  imiMd 
To  oold  and  heat)  ten  thoManfl, 

i)^  Or,  if  need  be, 
LboI  of  flbnre%  igsfer  and  able  varleti^ 
Asd  fit  far  WTioe. 

Cfank  TI17 shall  go  forme ; 
i  aiil  BOt  Day  and  fi^t  toa 

Cken.  Mow !  jour  slaves? 
OatHB  of  honour!  Once  more,  sir,  your  pardon ; 
And  to  their  shames  let  me  deliver  what 
I  bow  k  jostioe  you  maj  speak. 

TmtL  Most  gladly : 
I  OQoid  not  wish  my  thoughts  a  better  otgtn 
Hanyoor  toogoe  to  express  them. 

Cwra.  Are  you  men  ? 
(For  age  laay  qualify,  though  not  excuse, 
tht  backwardness  of  these)  able  young  men } 
Tet,  now  your  country's  liberty's  at  stake; 
Boaour  and  docicNis  triumph  made  a  garland 
For  flich  as  dare  deserve  them ;  a  rich  feast 
Ptcpaied  by  VictofTy  of  immortal  viands, 
Not  for  base  men,  Mit  such  as  with  their  swords 
Dsre  force  admittance,  and  will  be  her  guests ; 
And  can  you  coldly  sufier  such  rewards 
To  be  proposed  to  labourers  and  slaves  ? 
Wlnle  ?ou,  that  are  bom  noble  (to  whom  these, 
Vabed  at  their  best  rate,  are  next  to  horsey 
Or  other  beasts  of  carnage)  cry,  Ay  me ! 
like  idle  lookers  on,  till  their  proud  worth 
Mike  them  become  your  masters  ? 

TmoL  By  my  hopes. 
There's  fire  and  spirit  enough  in  this  to  make 
*nienites  valiant. 

CUora.  No  ;  far,  far  be  it  from  you : 
Ut  diose  of  meaner  quality  contend, 
^f\io  can  endure  most  labour ;  plow  the  earth, 
Aod  dunk  they  are  rewarded  when  their  sweat 
ftings  home  a  fruitful  harvest  to  their  lords ; 
let  them  prove  good  artificers,  and  serve  you 
For  use  and  ornament;  but  not  presume 
To  touch  at  what  is  noble :  if  you  think  them 
Unworthy  to  taste  of  those  cates  you  feed  on. 
Or  wear  such  costly  garments,  will  you  grant  them 
'^privilege  and  prerogative  of  great  minds, 
^^^^adi  yon  were  born  to  ?  Honour  won  in  war, 
And  to  be  styled  preservers  of  their  country, 
Are  titles  fit  for  tree  and  generous  spirits^ 
Aad  not  for  bondmen.    Had  I  been  born  a  man, 
And  such  nc*eiHiying  glories  made  the  prize 

|o  bold  heroic  courage,  by  Diana, 

J*«»ld  not  ID  my  brother,  nay,  my  father, 

°^^|nbed  to  part  ynth  the  piece  of  honour 

Isfaoukl  gain  in  this  actioui 


nnoL  She's  inspired. 
Or  in  her  speaks  the  geniits  of  your  country. 
To  fire  your  blood  in  her  defence :  I  am  rapped 
With  the  imag^mtion. — ^Noble  maid, 
Timoleon  is  your  soldier,  and  will  sweat 
Drops  of  his  best  blood,  but  he  will  bring  home 
Triumphant  conauest  to  you.  '  Let  me  wear 
Your  colours,  laay ;  and,  though  youthful  heat% 
That  look  no  farther  than  your  outward  fon^ 
Are  long  sioce  buried  in  me,  while  I  live, 
I  am  a  constant  lover  of  your  mind. 
That  does  transcend  all  other  precedents. 

CleortL  *T'n  an  honour,  [Givet  her  Karfi- 

And  so  I  do  receive  it 

Cor.  Plague  upon  it ! 
She  has  got  the  start  of  us :  I  could  even  bunt 
With  envy  at  her  fortune, 

Olym,  A  raw  young  thing ! 
We've  too  much  tongue  sometimes^  our  huribaads 

And  she  outstrip  us ! 

Leott,  I  am  tor  the  journey. 

Timag.  May  all  diseases  sloth  aad  fetdMiy 
brin^j 
Fall  upon  him  that  stays  at  home. 

ArcL  Though  old, 
I  will  be  there  in  person. 

DipL  80  will  I. 
Methmks  I  am  not  what  I  was :  Her  woros 
Have  made  me  younger  by  a  score  of  years, 
Than  I  was  when  I  came  hidier. 

Clean.  I  am  still 
Old  Cleon,  fat  and  unwieldv;  I  ahall  never 
Make  a  good  soldier,  and  tnerefore  desire 
To  be  excused  at  home. 

Am.  Tis  my  suit  too : 
I  am  a  gristle,  and  these  spider  fingers 
Will  never  hold  a  sword. — -Let  us  alone 
To  rule  the  slaves  at  home,  I  can  so  yerk  them; 
But  in  my  conscience  I  shall  never  prove 
Good  justice  in  the  war. 

TimoL  Have  your  desires ; 
Yon  would  be  burdens  to  us,  no  way  aids. 
Lead,  fairest,  to  the  temple ;  first  we'll  pay 
A  sacrifice  to  the  gods  for  good  success: 
For  all  great  actions  the  wished  course  dd  run. 
That  are,  widi  their  allowance,  well  begun. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  dsres. 

Pit.  Stay,  Cimbrio  and  Gracculo. 

Cimb,  The  business? 

Pi$.  Meet  me  to-morrow  night  near  to  the  gmvc^ 
Nei!>;hbouring  the  east  part  of  the  city. 

Grac,  Well. 

Pic  And  bring  the  rest  of  our  coiwlitioa  wiili 
you, 
IVe  something  to  impart  may  break  our  fetters, 
If  you  dare  second  me* 

Cimb.  We'll  not  fail 

Grac.  A  cart-rope 
Shall  not  bind  mcnt  home. 

Pis,  Think  on^  and  prosper.  [Exemnf. 
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ACT    II. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Archidamus,  Timagoras,  Leosthenes, 
with  gorgets,  and  Pisander. 

Arch.  So,  80»  'tis  well :  How  do  I  look  ? 
Pit,  Most  sprightfully. 

Arch.  I  shnnk  not  in  the  shoulders;  though 
Vm  old 
I'm  tough ;  steel  to  the  back :  I  have  not  wasted 
My  stock  of  strengdi  in  feather  beds.    Here's  an 

ann  too; 
Therc*8  stuff  in't,  and  I  hope  will  use  a  sword 
As  well  as  any  beardless  boy  of  you  all. 

Timag.  Fin  glad  to  see  you^  sir,  so  well  pre^ 
pared 
To  endure  the  travail  of  the  war. 

Arch.  Go  to,  sirrah ! 
I  shall  endure,  when  some  of  you  keep  your  ca- 
bins, 
For  all  your  flaunting  feathers.  Nay,  Leosthenes, 
YouVe  welcome  too,  all  friends  and  fellows  now. 
Jjeo$t.  Your  servant,  sir. 
Arch.  Pish !  leave  these  compliments, 
They  stink  in  a  soldier's  mouth ;  I  could  be  meny, 
(For,  now  my  gown's  off,  farewel  gravity). 
And  must  be  bold  to  put  a  question  to  you, 
Without  ofience,  I  hope. 
Leost.  Sir,  what  you  please. 
Arch,  And  you  will  answer  truly? 
Timag.  On  our  words,  sir. 
Arch.  Go  to,  then!  I  presume  you  will  confess 
That  you  are  two  notorious  whoremasters. 
Nay,  spare  your  blushing,  I've  been  wild  myself. 

Leost.  Say  we  grant  this, 
(For  if  we  siiould  deny  it  you'll  not  believe  us) 
What  will  you  infer  upon  it  ? 

Arch.  What  you'll  groan  for, 
I  fear,  when  you  come  to  the  test.    Old  stories 

tell  us, 
Tlierc's  a  month  called  October,  which  brings  in 
Cold  weather;  there  are  trenches  too,  'tis  ru- 
moured. 
In  which  to  stand  all  night  to  the  knees  in  water, 
In  gallants  breeds  the  toothach ;  there's  a  sport 

too. 
Named,  lying  perdue,  do  you  mark  me  ?  ('tis  a 

game. 
Which  you  must  learn  to  play  at,  now  in  these 

seasons) 
And  choice  variety  of  exercises, 
(Nay  I  cumc  to  you)  and  fasts,  not  for  devotion ; 

Enter  Diphilus  and  Cleora. 

O  wf  Icorac,  welcome  ! 

You've  cut  off  my  discourse,  but  I  will  perfect 

My  lecture  in  the  camp. 

Diph.  Come,  we  are  stayed  for; 
Tlu'  general's  a/ire  for  a  remove. 
And  loiius  to  be  in  action. 


Arch.  Tis  my  wish  too. 
We  must  part    Nav,  no  tears,  my  best  Cleon ; 
I  shall  melt  too,  and  that  were  ominous. 
Millions  of  blessings  on  thee !  All  that^s  mine 
I  give  up  to  thy  charge ;  and,  sirrah,  look 
You  with  that  care  and  reverence  observe  her, 
As  you  would  pay  to  me.    A  kiss,  farewell,  gui ! 

Diph.  P«^u:e  wait  upon  you,  fair  one ! 

[Exeunt  Arch.  Diph.  and  Pit. 

Timag.  rfwere  impertinence 
To  wish  you  to  be  careful  of  your  honour, 
That  ever  keep  in  pay  a  guard  about  you 
Of  faithful  virtues.   Farewell :  friend,  I  leave  you 
To  wipe  our  kisses  off;  I  know  that  lovers 
Part  with  more  circumstance  and  ceremony; 
Which  I  give  way  to.  [Erit  Tima^. 

Leattp  Tis  a  noble  favour. 
For  which  I  ever  owe  you.    We're  alone: 
But  how  I  should  be^n,  or  in  what  lan|(uage 
Speak  the  unwilling  word  of  parting  from  you^ 
I'm  yet  to  learn. 

Cleora.  And  still  continue  ignorant; 
For  I  must  be  most  cruel  to  myself^ 
If  I  shotdd  teach  you. 

Leott.  Yet  it  must  be  spoken. 
Or  you  will  chide  my  slarlmcsi :  You  have  6re4 

me 
With  the  heat  of  noble  action  to  deserve  ^oo ; 
And  the  least  spark  of  lionour  that  took  life 
From  your  sweet  breath,  still  fanned  by  it  and 

cherished. 
Must  mount  up  in  a  glorious  flame,  or  I 
Am  much  unworthy. 

Cleora.  May  it  yet  bum  here, 
An(t,  as  a  searmark,  ser^'e  to  guide  true  lovers 
(Tossed  on  the  ocean  of  luxuripus  wishes) 
Safe  from  the  rocks  of  lust,  into  the  harbour 
Of  p!ire  aflection,  rising  up  an  example 
Which  after-times  shall  witness  to  our  ^ory. 
First  took  from  us  beginning ! 

Leott.  Tis  a  happiness 
My  duty  to  my  country,  and  mine  honour. 
Cannot  consent  to ;  besides,  add  to  these. 
It  was  your  pleasure,  fortified  by  persuasion 
And  strength  of  reason,  for  the  general  good» 
That  I  should  go. 

Cleora.  Alas !  I  then  was  witty 
To  plead  a^inst  myself;  and  mine  eye,  fixed 
Upon  the  hill  of  honour,  ne'er  descended 
To  look  into  the  vale  of  certain  dangers, 
Through  which  you  were  to  cut  your  passage  to  it*. 

I^ost.  I'll  stay  at  home,  then. 

Cleora.  No,  that  must  not  be ; 
For  so,  to  serve  my  own  ends,  and  to  gain 
A  petty  wreath  myself,  I  rob  you  of 
A  certain  triumph,  which  must  fall  upon  you. 
Or  Virtue's  turned  a  hand-maid  to  blind  Fortune : 
How  is  ray  soul  divided  !  to  confirm  you 
In  the  opinion  of  the  world  most  worthy 


ii 


liASSIHGBB.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


ii\ 


To  be  hekfFed  (with  me  you're  at  the  hei^ht^ 
And  can  advaooe  no  fartner),  I  must  send  you 
To  court  the  goddess  of  stem  war,  who,  if 
Sbesee  jfoa  with  my  eyes,  will  ne*er  return  you, 
Btt  f^row  eDBmomed  of  jou. 

l£oa.  Sweet,  take  comfort ! 
And  wfait  I  ofier  you,  you  must  vouchsafe  me, 
Or  I  iffl  wreCcfaed :  AU  the  dangers  that 
I  on  eocouoter  in  the  war  are  trifles ; 
Vj  eDemies  abroad  to  be  couteinned ; 
Tit  dreadful  foes,  that  have  the  power  to  hurt  me, 
I  leave  at  home  with  you. 

Onrm.  With  me? 

Ltmt.  Nay,  in  yoo, 
b  evoT  part  about  you ;  they  are  armed 
1«  %)it  gainst  me. 

CUtn.  Where? 

laU,  Hiere's  no  perfection 
That  JOB  are  nistress  of,  but  musters  up 
A  jqpao  against  me,  and  all  sworn 
To  mj  dei^uction. 

Cbon.  This  is  strange ! 

Latt.  But  true,  sweet : 
Eacen  of  love  can  work  such  miracles. 
Upon  this  ivory  forehead  are  iutrenched 
Ten  dioQsand  nvala^  and  these  suns  command 
Applies  from  att  the  world,  on  pain  to  forfeit 
Inar  comfortable  beams ;  these  ruby  lips, 
A  rich  exchequer  to  assure  their  pay ; 
Hbs  band,  Stbylla's  golden  bough  to  guard  them 
llBQog)!  hell  and  horror  to  the  Elysian  springs ; 
Wkidiwholi  not  venture  for?  and,  should  I  name ' 
Soe^  as  the  virtues  of  your  mind  invite, 
Tbeir  mimbers  would  be  infinite. 

Ckom.  Can  you  think 
I  nay  be  tempted? 

Lntt.  You  were  never  proved. 
For  me^  I  have  conversed  witli  you  no  farther 
Tbo  would  become  a  brother.    I  ne'er  tuned 
Imk  notes  to  your  chaste  ears;  or  brought  rich 

presents 
for  ny  aitiUenr,  to  batter  down 
The  fortress  of  your  honour ;  nor  endeavoured 
To  make  your  ^tood  run  hi^h  at  solemn  feasts. 
With  viands  that  provoke  (the  speeding  philtres) : 
Iwori^ednobawdlsto  tempt  you;  never  practised 
The  canning  and  corrupting  arts  they  study, 
Tbtt  wander  in  the  wild  maze  of  desire ; 
Honest  simplicity  and  truth  were  all 
Ihe  agents  I  employed ;  and  when  I  came 
To  see  yoo,  it  was  with  that  reverence 
As  I  bdieid  the  altars  of  the  gods; 
And  Love,  that  came  along  with  me,  was  taught 
Tokare  lUs  arrows,  and  his  torch  behind, 
QBcoched  in  my  fear  to  give  offence. 

Ckora.  And^twas 
"Hiat  modesty  that  took  me  and  preserves  me, 
^e  a  fresh  rose,  in  mine  own  natural  sweetness; 
^likh,  sallied  with  the  touch  of  impure  hands, 
*^*8  bodi  scent  and  beauty. 
^«rt.  But,  Cleora, 
^^  I  «m  absent^  a*  I  must  go  from  yoU; 


(Such  is  the  cruelty  of  my  fate)  and  leave  you. 

Unguarded,  to  the  violent  assaults 

Of  loose  temptations ;  when  the  rafimory 

Of  my  so  many  years  of  love  and  service. 

Is  lost  in  other  objects ;  you  are  courted 

By  such  as  keep  a  catalogue  of  their  conquests 

Won  upon  credulous  virgins ;  when  nor  father 

Is  here  to  awe  you,  brotlier  to  advise  you, 

Nor  your  poor  ^rvant  by,  to  keep  such  off, 

By  lust  instructed  how  to  undermine 

And  blow  your  chastity  up;  when  your  weak 

senses, 
At  once  assaulted,  shall  conspire  against  you. 
And  play  the  traitors  to  your  soul,  your  virtue : 
How  can  you  stand  ?  Taith,  though  you  fail,  and  I 
The  judge,  before  whom  you  then  stood  accused, 
I  should  acquit  you. 

Cleora.  n'ill  you  then  confirm 
That  love  and  jealousy,  though  of  different  no* 

tures, 
Must  of  necessity  be  twins ;  the  younger 
Created  only  to  defeat  the  older, 
And  sf>oil  him  of  his  birthright?  'tis  not  well. 
But  being  to  part,  I  will  not  chide,  I  will  not ; 
Nor  with  one  syllable  or  tear,  express 
How  deeply  I  am  wounded  with  the  arrows 
Of  your  distrust :  But  when  that  you  shall  hear 
At  your  return  how  I  have  borne  myself, 
And  what  an  austere  penance  I  take  on  me. 
To  satisfy  your  doubts :  When,  like  a  vestal, 
I  shew  you,  to  your  shame,  the  fire  still  burning, 
Conunitted  to  my  charge  by  true  affection. 
The  people  joining  with  you  in  the  wonder : 
When,  by  the  glorious  splendor  of  ray  sufferings. 
The  prying  eyes  of  jealousy  are  struck  blind. 
The  monster,  too,  that  feeds  on  fears,  even  starved 
For  want  of  seeming  matter  to  accuse  me, 
Expect,  Leosthenes,  a  sharp  reproof 
From  my  just  anger. 
Leost.  What  will  you  do  ? 
CUora.  Obey  me, 
Or  from  this  minute  you're  a  stranger  to  me ; 
And  do  it  without  reply. — ^All-seeing  sun. 
Thou  witness  of  my  innocence,  thus  I  close 
Mine  eyes  against  thy  comfortable  light, 
Till  the  return  of  this  distrustful  man. 

[He  binds  her  evet. 
Now  bind  them  sure ;— nay,  do  it :  if  uncompelled 
I  loose  this  knot,  until  the  hands  that  made  it 
Be  pleased  to  untie  it,  may  consuming  plagues 
Fall  heavy  on  me !  Pray  you,  guide  me  to  your 

lips. 
This  kiss,  when  you  come  back,  shall  be  a  virgin. 
To  bid  you  welcome. — Nay,  I  have  not  done  yet : 
I  will  continue  dumb ;  and,  you  once  gone, 
No  accent  shall  come  from  me:   Now  to  my 

chamber; 
My  tomb,  if  you  miscarry :  There  I'll  spend 
My  hours  in  silent  mourning,  and  thus  mudi 
Shall  be  reported  of  me  to  my  glory. 
And  vou  confess  it,  whether  I  live  or  die. 
My  chastity  triumphs  o'er  your  jealousy.  [Exeunt. 
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Enter  Pisakder  aju^PoLiPBRON,  bringingfarik 

.a  Table.     * 

Pis.  Twill  take,  I  warrant  thee. 

Pp/.  You  may  do  your  pleasure ; 
But,  in  my  judgment,  better  to  make  ase  of 
The  present  opportonity. 

Pu.  No  more. 

FoL  Fm  silenced. 

P».  More  wine ;  pr/thee  drink  hard,  friend, 
And  when  we're  hot,  whatever  I  propound, 

"Enter  Cimbrio,  Gracculo,  and  other  Slaves. 

Second  with  %'ehemency.— rMen  of  your  words,  all 

welcome ! 
Slares  use  no  ceremony ;  sit  down,  here's  a  health. 

Pol.  Let  it  run  round,  fill  every  man  his  glass. 

Grme.  We  look  for  no  waiters :  this  b  wine. 

Pis.  The  better. 
Strong,  lusty  wine.    Drink  deep ;  this  juice  will 

make  us 
As  free  as  our  lords. 

Grac.  But,  if  they  find  we  taste  it, 
We  are  all  damned  to  the  quarry  during  life. 
Without  hope  of  redemption. 

Pi$.  Pish  !  for  that 
W^e'll  talk  anon :  Another  rouze^  we  lose  time ; 

[Drinks. 
Wlien  our  low  blood's  wound  up  a  little  nigher, 
111  offer  my  desicin  : — nay,  we  are  cold  yet^ 
lliese  glasses  contain  nothing;— <io  me  right, 

[Takes  the  bottle. 
As  e'er  you  hope  for  liberty.  Tis  done  bravely  : 
How  do  you  feel  yourselves  now  ? 

CtJit.  I  begin 
To  have  strange  conundrums  in  my,  head. 

Grac.  And  I 
To  loath  base  water.  I  would  be  hanged  in  peace 

now. 
For  one  month  of  such  holidays. 

Pii.  An  age,  boys ; 
And  yet  defy  the  whip,  if  yuo  are  men. 
Or  dare  believe  you've  souls. 
Our  lords  are  no  gods  ? 

Grac.  They  are  devils  to  ns,  I  am  sure. 

Pis.  But  subject  to 
Cold,  hanger,  and  diseases. 

Grae.  In  abundance : 
Your  lord,  that  feels  no  ach  in  his  chine  at  twenty, 
Forfeits  his  privilege ;  how  should  their  chirur- 

geons  build  else. 
Or  ride  on  their  footrclothes? 

Pis.  Equal  Nature  fashioned  ns 
All  in  one  mould :  The  bear  serves  not  the  bear. 
Nor  the  wolf  the  wolf;  'twas  odds  of  strength  in 

•tyrants, 
That  pludced  the  first  link  from  the  g<^den  chain, 
With  which  that  thing  of  diings  bound  in  the 

world. 
Why  then,  since  we  are  taught,  by  their  examples, 
To  love  our  liberty,  if  not  command, 


Should  the  strong  senne-  the  weak,  die  fair  de- 
formed ones? 
Or  such  aa  know  the  cause  of  things,  pay  tribute 
To  ignorant  foob  ?  All's  but  the  outward  ^si 
And  politic  form  that  does  distinguish  us. 
Cimbrio,  thou  art  a  strong  man ;  if,  in  place 
Of  carrying  burthens,  thou  hadst  bcnra  trained  uf 
In  marual  discipline,  thou  might'st  have  proved 
A  general,  fit  to  lead  and  fight  for  Sidly, 
As  fortunate  as  Timoleon. 

Cim.  A  little  fighting 
Will  serve  a  general's  turn. 

Pis.  Thou,  Gracculo, 
Hast  fluency  of  language,  quick  conceit ; 
And,  I  think,  coveiid  with  a  senator's  robe, 
Formally  set  on  the  bench,  thott  wouldst  appear 
As  brave  a  senator 

Grac.  Would  I  had  lands, 
Or  money  to  buy  a  place;  and  if  I  did  not 
Sleep  on  the  bench  with  the  drowsiest  of  'em, 
Play  with  my  chain. 
Look  on  my  watch  when  my  guts  chim'd  twelve 

and  wear 
A  state  beard,  with  my  barber's  help ;  rank  witk 

them 
In  their  most  choice  peculiar  gifts ;  degrade  m^ 
And  put  me  to  drink  water  agun,  whi<£  (now 
IVe  tasted  wine)  were  poison. 

Pis.  Tis  spoke  nobly, 
And  hke  a  gown-man : — ^Noae  of  these,  I  think  Ux^ 
But  would  prove  good  burgliers. 

Grac.  Hum  !  the  fools  are  modest : 
I  know  their  insides. — Here's  an  ill-faced  fellow 
(But  that  will  not  be  seen  in  a  dark  shop), 
If  he  did  not  in  a  month  learn  to  out-swear. 
In  the  selling  of  his  wares,  the  cunningest  trades- 
man 
In  Syracusn,  I've  no  skill. — Here's  another, 
Observe  but  what  a  cozening  lodL  be  has ; 
(Hold  up  thy  head,  man)  if  for  drawing  gallants 
Into  mortgages  for  commodities,  cheatmg  heirs 
Wjth  your  new  counterfeit  gold  thrrad,  and 

gummed  velvets, 
He  does  not  transcend  all  that  went  before  him. 
Call  in  his  patent.  Pass  the  rest ;  they'll  all  make 
Sufficient  Beccos,  and  with  their  brow-entlers, 
Bear  op  the  cap  pf  maintenance. 

Pis.  Wt  not  pity,  then. 
Men  of  such  eminent  virtues  should  be  slaves  ? 

Cim.  Our  fortune ! 

Pis.  Tis  your  folly.    Daring  men 
Command,  and  make  their  fates. — Say,  at  this  in- 
stant, 
I  marked  you  out  a  way  to  liberty ; 
Possessed  you  of  those  blesainiQs  our  proud  lords 
So  long  have  surfeited  in ;  and,  what  is  sweetest 
Arm  you  with  power,  by  strong  hand  to  avenge 
Your  stripes,  your  unregarded  toil,  the  pride. 
The  insolence,  of  such  as  tread  npoa 
Your  patient  sufferings;  fill  your  fSunisbed  mouths 
With  the  fat  and  plenty  of  the  land ;  redeem  you 
From  the  dark  vale  of  ser^-itude^  and  seat  yoa 
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UpMiMofhapyimPM;  What  would  yon  do 
ToDodbse dns,  and  more? 

One,  Doaajdnng: 
To  bam  a  dnith  or  ^90,  and  dai^  hj  fht  light 

ofit, 
Were  but  a  Majf-^Rme. 

Pof.  I  iMfc  a  father  Irnag; 
But,  if  the  cattmg  of  his  throat  could  work  this. 
He  dioold  excme  me. 

Cm.  I  would  oat  mine  own, 
Bather  tbao  miss  it,  so  I  might  but  have 
A  taste  of  it  ere  I  die. 

Pit  Be  resolute  men, 
Yoa  sfaaU  nm  no  such  haxard ;  nor  groan  unde^ 
Tbe  boithen  of  such  crying  sins. 

Col  The  means? 

Groc  I  feel  a  woman's  longing. 

ftL  Do  not  torment  us 
yfA  eipectacion. 

Pk  Tims  then:  Onr  proud  masters^ 
Aai  all  the  able  freemen  of  the  city 
Are  gooe  onto  the  wars — 

PdL  Observe  but  that 


JPii.  (Hd  men,  and  such  ascaamake  no  resist- 
ance. 
Are  only  left  at  home. 

Grac.  And  the  proud  young  fool. 
My  master — If  this  take,  I'll  hamper  him. 

Pit.  Their  arsenal,  their  treasure's  in  our  power. 
If  we  have  hearts  to  seize  them.  If  our  lords  fall 
In  the  present  action,  the  whole  country's  oursw 
Say  they  return  victorious,  we  have  means 
To  keep  tbe  town  against  them ;  at  the  worst 
To  make  our  own  conditions.    Now,  if  vod  dare 
Fall  on  their  daughters  and  their  wives,  break  up 
Their  iron  chests,  banquet  on  their  rich  beds, 
And  carve  yourselves  of  all  delights  and  pleasures 
You  have  been  barred  from,  with  one  voice  cry 

with  me. 
Liberty,  liberty ! 

All,  liberty,  liberty ! 

Pi$,  Go  then,  and  take  possession:  Use  all 
freedom ; 
But  shed  no  blood.— So,  this  is  well  beguir; 
But  not  to  be  commended  till  it  be  done.    • 

[Exeunt  aU,  crying  liberty. 


ACTm. 


SCENE  I. 


PiSANDER,  and  Tim ANi>BA. 

Pol  Why,  think  you  that  I  plot  against  my- 
aelfp 
Fiearnotfaing;  you  are  safe :  These  thickskinned 


luK  as  instruments  to  serve  my  ends, 

Pierce  not  my  deep  designs ;  nor  shall  they  dare 

To  lift  an  arm  agamst  you. 

Timam.  Wil!i  your  will : 
ftit  tubulent  spirits,  raised  beyond  themselves, 
With  ease  are  not  so  soon  Ifud :  They  oft  prove 
I)>n^eroDs  to  him  that  called  them  up. 

fti.  Tistrae, 
In  nhat  is  rashly  undertook.    Long  since 
1  have  consdered  seriously  their  natures, 
Proceeded  with  mature  advice,  and  know 
I  bold  dieir  will  and  faculties  in  more  awe 
Ihui  I  can  do  my  own.    Now,  for  their  licence, 
And  riot  in  the  city,  I  can  make 
A  JQit  defence  and  use :  It  may  appear,  too, 
A  politic  preventi<xi  of  sudi  ills 
As  aught  with  greater  violence  and  danger 
Heiea&er  be  attempted ;  though  some  smart  for  it 
It  natters  not : — ^However,  I  am  resolved ; 
And  deep  you  with  security.    Holds  Cleora 
^^»w*Mt  to  her  rash  vow  ? 

Kww.  Beyond  belief; 
To  nie  diat  see  her  houriy,  it  seems  a  fable. 
%"SivI  guess  at  her  commands,  and  serve 

^Inlffing  her  fair  hand  thus.    She  eats  little, 
^^  lesfl^  as  I  ima«iie :  Once  a-day 
I  «ad  her  to  this  gafleiy,  where  she  waB^s 


Some  half  a  dozen  turns,  and,  having  ofiered 
To  her  absent  saint  a  sacrifice  of  signs, 
She  points  back  to  her  prison. 

Pu.  Guide  her  hither. 
And  make  her  understand  the  slaves  revolt ; 
And  with  your  utmost  eloquence  enlarge 
Their  insolence  and  rapes  done  in  the  city. 
Forget  not,  too,  I  am  their  chief,  and  tell  her 
You  strongly  think  my  extreme  dotage  on  her. 
As  I  am  Marullo,  caused  this  sudden  uproar 
To  make  way  to  enioy  her. 

Thtan.  Punctually 
I  will  discharge  my  part.  [Exit  TimandrM. 

Enter  Poliphbost. 

Pol,  O,  sir,  I  sought  you  : 
You  have  missed  the  sport  Hell,  I  think,  is  broke 

loose. 
There's  such  variety  of  all  disorders. 
As  leaping,  shouting,  drinking,  dancing,  whoring. 
Among  the  slaves ;  answered  with  crying,  how- 

lin^. 
By  the  citizens  and  their  wives ;  such  a  confuuon 
(In  a  word,  not  to  tire  you),  as  I  think 
The  like  was  never  read  of. 

Pit.  1  share  in 
The  pleasure  though  Fm  absent    This  is  some 
Revenge  for  my  disgrace. 

PoL  But,  sir,  I  fear. 
If  your  authori^  restrain  them  not. 
They'll  fire  the  city,  or  kill  one  another, 
They  are  so  apt  to  outrage ;  neither  know  I 
Whether  you  wish  it,  and  came  therefore  to 
Acquaint  you  vrith  so  much. 

Pit,  I  will  among  them ; 
But  must  not  long  be  absent. 
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PoL  At  your  pleasure. 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE  IL 


Cleora,  Timandra,  a  chair,  a  shout  within. 

Timan.  They're  at  our  gates,  my  heart !   af- 
friglits  and  horrors 
Tnarease  each  minute :  No  way  \e(i  to  save  us^ 
No  flattering  hope  to  comfort  us,  or  means 
Jiy  miracle  to  redeem  us  from  base  lust 
Aud  lawless  rapine  ?  are  there  gods,  yet  sufier 
Such  innocent  sweetness  to  be  made  the  spoil 
C){  brutish  appetite  ?  Or,  since  they  decree 
To  ruin  Nature's  masterpiece  (of  which 
They  Ijave  not  lefl  one  pattern),  must  they  chuse, 
To  set  their  tyranny  on,  slaves  to  pollute 
The  spring  of  chastity,  and  poison  tt 
With  their  most  loathed  embraces?  And  of  those 
lie  that  ^ould  ofier  up  his  life  to  guard  it  ? 
MaruUo,  cursed  Marullo,  your  own  bondman, 
Purchased  to  serve  you,  and  fed  by  your  favours. 
•  \Cleora  starts* 

Nay,  start  not :  it  is  he ;  he,  the  grand  captain 
Of  these  libidinous  beasts,  that  have  not  left 
One  cruel  act  undone,  that  barbarous  conquest 
Yet  ever  practised  in  a  captive  city. 
He,  doating  on  your  beauty,  and  to  have  fellows 
In  his  foul  sin,  hath  raised  these  mutinous  slaves, 
Who  have  begun  the  game  by  violent  rapes, 
Upon  the  wives  and  daughters  of  tlieir  lords : 
And  he,  to  quench  the  £ure  of  his  base  lust, 
By  force  comes  to  enjoy  you : — Do  not  wring 

[Cleora  wrings  her  hands. 
Your  innocent  hands,  'tis  bootless ;  use  the  means 
That  may  preserve  you.    Tis  no  crime  to  break 
A  vow  when  you  are  forced  to  it ;  shew  your  face, 
And  with  the  majesty  of  commanding  Ibeauty 
Strike  dead  his  loose  affections.    If  diat  fail, 
Gb*e  liberty  to  your  tongue,  and  use  entreaties ; 
There  cannot  be  a  breast  of  flesh  and  blood, 
Or  heart  so  made  of  flint,  but  must  receive 
Impression  from  your  words ;  or  eyes  so  stero, 
But  from  the  clear  reflection  of  your  tears. 
Must  melt,  and  bear  them  company :  will  you  not 
Do  these  good  offices  to  yourself?  Poor  I,  then, 
Can  only  weep  your  fortune !— ^Here  he  comes. 

£n^fr  PiSANDER,  speaking  at  the  door. 

Pis.  He  that  advances 
A  foot  beyond  this,  comes  upon  my  sword. 
You  have  had  your  ways,  disturb  not  mine. 

Timan.  Speak  gently, 
Her  fears  may  kiU  her  else. 

Pis.  Now  Love  inspire  me  ! 
Still  shall  tliis  canopy  of  envious  night 
Obscure  my  suns  of  comfort?  And  those  dainties^ 
Of  purest  white  and  red,  which  I  take  in  at 
My  greedy  eyes,  denied  my  famished  senses  ? 
The  organs  of  your  hearing  are  yet  open ; 
And  you  infringe  no  vow,  though  you  vouchsafe 
To  give  them  warrant  to  convey  unto 
Your  understanding  parts,  the  story  of 
A  tortured  and  despairing  lover  wnom 


Not  fortune,  but  affectioo,  marks  your  slave : 

[Cleora  shakes. 
Shake  not,  best  lady !  for,  believe  it,  you  are 
As  far  frouft  danger  as  I  am  from  force : 
All  violence  ill  offer,  tends  no  farther 
Than  to  relate  my  sufferings,  which  I  dare  not 
Presume  to  do,  till  by  some  gracious  sign 
You. shew  you're  pleased  to  hear  me. 

Timan.  If  you  are, 
Hold  foitli  your  ri^trhaod. 

[Cleora  holds  forth  her  right'hand, 

Pisan.  So,  'tis  done ;  and  I 
With  my  glad  hps  seal  humbly  on  your  foot^ 
My  sours  thanks  for  the  favour :  I  forbear 
To  tell  you  who  I  am,  wliat  wealth,  what  honour? 
I  made  exchanse  of,  to  become  your  servant : 
And,  though  I  knew  worthy  Leosthenes 
(For  sure  he  must  be  worthy,  for  whose  love 
You  have  endured  so  much)  to  be  my  rival ; 
When  rage  and  jealousy  counselled  me  to  kill  hira, 
(Which  men  I  could  have  done  with  much  more 


ease. 


Than  now,  in  fear  to  grieve  you,  I  dare  speak  it) 
Love,  seconded  with  duty,  boldly  told  me, 
The  man  I  hated,  fair  Cleora  favoured : 
And  that  was  his  protection.  [Cleora  bovs. 

Timan.  See,  she  bows 
Her  head,  in  sispi  of  thankfulness. 

Pisan.  He  removed, 
By  the  occasion  of  tlie  war  (my  fires  increasing 
By  being  closed  and  stopt  up),  frantic  affection 
Prompted  me  to  do  something  in  his  absence. 
That  might  deliver  you  into  my  power. 
Which  you  see  is  effected ;  and  even  now. 
When  my  rebellious  passions  chide  my  dulness^ 
And  tell  me  how  much  I  abuse  my  fortunes ; 
Now  it  is  in  my  power  to  bear  you  hence, 

[Cleora  starts. 
Or  take  my  wishes  here,  (nay,  fear  not,  madam, 
True  love's  a  servant,  brutish  lust  a  tyrant, 
I  dare  not  touch  those  viands  that  ne'er  taste  well, 
Bnt  when  they're  freely  offered):  Only  thus  mudv 
Be  pleased  I  may  speak  in  my  own  dear  cause. 
Ana  think  it  worthy  your  consideration 
I  have  loved  truly  (cannot  say  deserved ; 
Since  duty  must  not  take  the  name  of  merit)^ 
That  I  so  far  prize  your  content,  before 
A\\  blessings  tnat  my  hope  can  fashion  to  me, 
That  willingly  I  entertain  despair. 
And  for  your  sake  embrace  it.    For  I  know. 
This  opportunity  lost,  by  no  endeavour 
The  like  can  be  recovered.    To  conclude. 
Forget  not  that  I  lose  myself  to  save  you. 
For  what  can  I  eipect  but  death  and  torture. 
The  war  being  enaed  ?  And  (what  is  a  task 
Would  trouble  Hercules  to  undertake)^ 
I  do  deny  you  to  myself,  to  give  you 
A  pure  unspotted  present  to  my  rival. 
I've  said :  If  it  disUste  not,  best  of  vireins, 
Reward  my  temperance  with  some  lawful  favour. 
Though  you  contemn  my  person. 

[Cleora  kneels,  then  pulls  off  her  glove, 
atid  offers  her  hand  to  Piionder, 
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Han.  SeCf  she  kneek. 
And  tdtm  to  call  opon  tbe  gods  to  pay 
Hie  debt  Ab  owes  your  virtoe :   To  pcyfoi'in 

which 
Amsim  pMge  of  fneodship^  dtoTOuehstifes  you 
iier  ri^-iiiiaL 

Ptf.  I  am  paid  for  aM  watf  saierbiga. 
Xovyvhen  jDQ  ploue,  poas  to  ywir  private  didin- 

her, 
M?  lore  and  dotr,  faithful  guards,  shall  keep  you 
[Mnkes  a  low  courtny  as  she  goes  off, 
Frrm  tQ  discari»nce ;  and  when  you  are  satea 
U'idi  donkin^  of  Leostlienes,  as  a  fee 
D»  ta  iB)r  semee,  spare  one  sig^  for  me. 

[Eseunt. 

SCENE  m. 

£1/0* LsosTB EKES  and  TiMagosas. 

Tiaiir.  1  aa  90  far  from  envy,  Ir  aas  proud- 
)*(«  have  oetairijpped  me  in  the  raoe<»f  honouK. 
(A!  Waaa  gianBus  4ans  and  bravely  won ! 
Year  Wd  pcffonaaaoe  gare  socb  hnHre  to 
rifflokoi^f  aim  4reeiioiis»  aa  the  army 
Hemdoabifii^  w  wImk  diiey  stand  most  eaga^d 
Fur  thdr »  §M  saoaMBi 

Ltmt,  Tliegodhftrat  honottred» 
^  dorj  be  £e  general's  ;/tiB  fieur  from  me 
Tb  be  his  riraL 

Ttae^.  Toaafiuae  your  fortone, 
To  emercaia  her  choice  and  gradons  favours 
^Vlfh  a  oDDHacted  hrow ;  plumed  vicDory 
^  tnK  [Miaaed  if ith  a  cheerfitl  bok, 
^aJiV  disMBt  from  pioiid  insolence, 
Aad  Use  dejection. 

Itatt.  0  Tima^nis ! 
YoQ  ooly  «a  aaymiated  widi  the  cause, 
Tbi  lotds  niT  sad  heart  with  a  hill  of  lead; 
^^  poodmua  weight,  neither  my  new-got  ho- 

arar, 
Syt^^  by  die  general  applaaae 
^bi-soldiei9  crown  ii>«rithy  noF  all  war's  glories^ 
*  aiienra  or  remuve :  and,  would  you  please, 
^^  it  eooaderationy  to  remember, 
^  laoch  I  wiamged  Cleohi's  innocence 
^-th  oir  lash  doubts ;  and  what  a  grievous  pen* 


^  did  impose  upon  her  tender  sweetness, 

«"  pluck  away  the  vulture  jealousy, 

^'  ted  upon  my  liver,  you  cannot  blame  me, 

^  cdi  it  a  fit  jusdce  on  myself, 

^»i\  I  resolve  to  be  a  stranger  to 

^  thoagbt  of.  moth  or  pleasure. 

^•■0^.  Too  have  redeemed 
^  Meitaf  yoar  fatdt  with  aucharansom 
'^'ioaaanUe  action,  as  my  sister 
^^^fd  oeoesBttv  eonfeai  iier  sufieringa 


Weighed  down  by  your  fair  merits ;  and,  when 

*    she  views  you. 
Like  a  triumphant  conqueror,  carried  through 
The  streets  of  Syracusa,  the  glad  people 
Pressing  to  meet  vou*,  and  the  senators 
Contending  who  smii  heap  most  honours  on  you ; 
The  oxen,  crowned  witbaarlands,  led  before  you, 
Appointed  for  the  saari&e ;  and  the  altars 
Smoaking  with  tthaakliil  moenao  to  die  gods ; 
The  soldiers^chamicing  load  hymns  to  your  praiee; 
The  windows  filled  wath  matrona  and  with'  virgins, 
Tlrovnof^.  upma  yoor  headv  >8  vmi^paBs  by, 
The  choicest  flower^,,  and  stfeiitliy  mvoking 
The  queen  of  love,  with  their  particular  vew% 
To  be  thou^  worthy  of  youi;  can  Cleora, 
(Thoagh  in  (he  gh»a  o^  sel^lave,  she  behold 
Her  best  deserts)  but  with  all  joy»  adtnowledge^ 
What  she  endured  was  bu&a-aobie  trial 
You  made  of  her  affsolion?  and  her  anfsr. 
Rising  from  your  too  amorousfeara^  foob  drenched 
In  Ledie,  aaio  fox^ottea* 

Leosi.  If  thoae  glories 
You  so  set  fturtfa^  wttie  mine,  they  might  plead  for 

me: 
But  I  can  laiy  no»  daim  to  the'  least  honom- 
Which  yt)u.  with  foul  iajilstioe  nnrishfrom  her. 
Her  beauty  in  me  avou^t  a  mirade^ 
Taught  me  to  aim  at  thmgs  beyond  my  povmr. 
Which  her  perfections'  puiichased,.and  gave  tx>  me 
From  her  fnee  bomides*;  sheinsniredmewiih 
That  valour  which  I  dare  not  call  mine  own ; 
.And,  from  the  fair  refleethur  of  her  mind, 
I  My  soulreeeivedthe  spariding  beams  of  courage. 
'She,  from  themegoaine  q£  her  proper  goodness, 
^Stocked  me  «ith  virtuous  purposes;  sentmo  forth 
iTo  trade  for  honour :  ana,  she  being  the  owner 
Of  the  bark  of  my  adventures,  I  most  yield  her 
A  just  account  ot  all,  as  befita  a  factor : 
And,  howsoever  others  think  me  happy. 
And  cry  aloud,  I  have  made- a  prosperous  voyage, 
One  frown  of  her  dislike  at  my  return, 
(Which,  as  a  punishment  for  my  fault,  I  look  for) 
Strikes  dead  all  comfort. 

Timag.  Tush  !  these  fears  are  needless; 
She  cannot,  must  not,  shaU  not  he  so  cruel. 
1 A  free  confession  of  a  fault  wins  pardon, 
'But,  being  seconded  hy  desert,  commands  it; 
The  gcnend  is  your  own,  and  sure  my  fiuhcr 
BSspents  his  harshness :  for  myself,  I  am 
Ever  your  creatiu-e ;  one  day  shall  be  happy 
In  yonr  triumph  and  yoar  marriage; 

zjtotL  May  it  prove  so, 
With  her  consent  and  pardon. 

Timas,  Ever  touching 
jOn  that  narsh  string?  she  at  your  owv)  and  you 
{Without  disturbance  seise  on  whatfs  yonr  due. 
I  .  [EtreunL 

£ 
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SCENE  I. 

Enter  Pisandsr  and  Timavdra. 

Pi$,  She  has  her  health,  then  ? 

Timan*  Yes,  sir,  and,  as  often 
As  I  speak  of  you,  lends  attentive  ear 
To  all  that  I  deliver ;  nor  seems  tired. 
Though  I  dwell  lone  on  the  relation  of 
Your  sufierings  for  her,  heaping  praise  on  praise 
On  your  unequalled  temperance,  and  command 
You  hold  o'er  your  affections. 

Pis.  To  my  wish : 
Have  you  acquainted  her  with  the  defeat 
Of  tlie  Carthaginians,  and  with  what  honours 
Lcosthenes  comes  crowned  home  ? 

Timan.  With  all  care. 

Pis,  And  how  does  she  receive  it  ? 

Timan,  Aj|  I  guess, 
With  a  seeming  Kind  of  joy :  but  yet  appears  not 
Transported,  or  proud  o^  ms  happy  fortmie. 
But  wiien  I  tell  ner  of  the  certain  ruin 
You  must  encounter  with  at  their  arrival 
In  Syracusa,  and  that  death  with  torments 
Must  fall  upon  you,  whidi  you  vet  repent  not. 
Esteeming  it  a  glorious  martyrdom, 
And  a  reward  of  pure  unspotted  love, 
Preserved  in  the  white  robe  of  innocence, 
though  she  were  in  your  power ;  and,  still  spur- 
red on 
Bv  insolent  lust,  you  rather  chose  to  sufier 
Trie  fruit  untasted,  for  whose  glad  possession 
You  have  called  on  the  fury  of  your  lord. 
Than  that  she  should  be  gnei'ed  or  tainted  in 
Her  reputatioor— 

Pis,  Doth  it  work  compunction  f 
Pities  she  my  misfortune  r 

Timan,  She  expressed 
All  signs  of  sorrow,  which,  her  vow  observed, 
CouM  witness  a  grieved  heart     At  the  first 

hearine. 
She  fell  upon  her  face,  rent  her  fair  hair, 

Eer  hands  held  up  to  heaven,  and  invented  sighs, 
I  which  she  silently  seemed  to  complain 
Of  heaven's  injustice. 

Pis,  Tis  enough.  Wait  carefully, 
And,  upon  all  watdied  occasions,  continue 
Speech  and  discourse  of  me :  'Tis  time  must  work 
her. 
Jhnan,  111  not  be  wanting ;  but  still  strive  to 
serve  you.  [Exit  Tim  ah  d. 

Enter  Poliphrok. 

Pis,  Now,  Poliphron,  the  news  ? 

PoL  The  conquering  army 
Is  within  ken, 

Pis.  How  brook  the  slaves  the  object  ? 

PoL  Cheerfully  yet ;  they  do  refuse  no  labour, 
And  seem  to  tconm  danger :  Tis  your  presence 
That  must  confirm  them ;  with  a  full  consent 
You're  chosen  to  relate  the  tyranny 
pfour  proud  masters ;  and  what  you  subscribe  to 


They  ^adly  will  allow  of,  or  hold  out 
To  the  last  man. 

Pis.  Ill  instantly  among  them : 
If  we  prove  constant  to  ourselves,  good  fortune 
Will  not,  I  hope,  forsake  us. 

PoL  Tb  our  best  refuge.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  n. 

Efi^er  TiMOLEON,  Arcbidamus,  Diphilvs,  Ix- 
OSTHEVES,  TiMAGORAS,  and  others. 

TimoL  Thus  far  we  are  returned  victorioas; 
crowned 
With  wreaths  triumphant,  (famine,  blood  and 

death 
Banished  your  peaceful  confines^  and  bring  home 
Security  and  peace.    Tis  therefore  fit 
That  such  as  boldly  stood  the  shock  of  war. 
And  with  the  dear  espence  of  sweat  and  Uood 
Have  purdiased  honour,  should  with  pleasure  reap 
The  harvest  of  their  toil ;  and  we  stand  bound 
Out  of  the  first  file  of  the  best  destrvers, 
(Though  all  must  be  considered  to  their  merits) 
To  think  of  you,  Leosthenes,  that  stand. 
And  worthily,  most  dear  in  our  esteem. 
For  your  heroic  valour. 

Arch.  When  I  look  on 
(The  labour  of  so  many  men  and  aee*^ 
This  well-built  city,  not  long  since  designed 
To  spoil  and  rapine,  by  the  fisvour  of 
The  gods,  and  you  their  ministers,  preserved, 
I  cannot,  in  my  height  of  joy,  but  offer 
These  tears  for  a  glad  sacrifice. 

Diph,  Sleep  the  citizens  ? 
Or  are  they  overwhelmed  with  the  eioesa 
Of  comfort  that  flows  to  them  ? 

Least,  We  receive 
A  silent  entertainment. 

Timag,  I  have  long  since 
Expect^  that  the  virgins  and  the  matrons. 
The  old  men  striving  with  their  age,  the  priests. 
Carrying  the  images  of  their  gods  before  them. 
Should  have  met  us  with  procession.  Ha !  the  gates 
Are  shut  against  us ! 

Arch,  And  upon  the  walls 
Armed  men  seem  to  defy  us ! 

Enter  ahffce  Pisandcr,  Poliphron,  Cimbrio, 

Gracculo,  Sfc, 

Diph.  I  should  know 
These  faces. — They  are  our  slaves. 

T}mag,  The  mystery,  rascals? 
Open  tl^  ports,  and  play  not  with  an  anger 
That  will  consume  you. 

TimoL  This  is  above  wonder ! 

Arch,  Our  bondmen  stand  against  us  } 

Grac.  Some  such  things 
We  were  in  man's  remembrance.*-The  slaves  arc 

turned 
Lords  of  the  town,  or  so. — ^N&y,  be  not  angry  : 
Periiaps,  on  good  terms,  giving;  security 
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Yoo  viD  be  quiet  men,  we  may  bUow  you ' 
Some  io^pngs  in  our  garrets  or  out-4ioaacs : 
Yov  great  loob  cannot  carry  it. 

CU  The  troth  is, 
Wvt  beat  bold  with  yoar  wives^  toyed  with  your 
dBog^ters— 
Imi/.  0  my  prophetic  soul  ? 
Gne.  Rifled  your  chests, 
hta  hnsf  with  your  wardrobes. 
Tmag.  Can  we  endure  this ! 
Im^.  OlmyCleora? 
Grar.  A  ciuidie  for  the  gentleman ! 
Hell  die  of  the  pip  else. 

Tmmg.  Soomed  too  !  Are  you  turned  stone  ? 
Hoid  piney  with  our  bondmen  ?  Force  our  cn- 
baooe^ 

Tha,  vilkiits,  expect 

TmL  Mold !  you  wear  men's,  shapes, 
Aiod  if,  lib  loen,  youVe  reason,  shew  a  cause 
Tbac  IcKb  you  to  this  desperate  course,  which 

most  end 
hw  destruction. 

One,  That,  as  please  the  fates ; 
But  «e  loochsafe. — Speak,  captain 
Tmag.  IkU  and  furies ! 
Arrk  Bsved  by  our  own  curs ! 
Cimk  Take  heed  you  be  not  worried. 
PoL  Wc  are  sharp  set. 
Cmk  And  sudden. 
Pk  BrieBy  thus  then, 
Sace  I  mast  speak  for  all. — ^Your  tyranny 
l^tir  «s  from  our  obedience.   Ilappy  tliose  times 
^^'heo  lords  were  s^led  fathers  of  families. 
Aid  not  imperious  roasters!   when  tlicy  num- 
bered 
TW  servants  almost  equal  with  their  sons, 
<)r  one  deforce  beneatli  them;  when  their  labours 
^ere  chensfaed  and  rewarded,  and  a  period 
^  to  their  sufierijigs;  when  they  did  not  press 
1  Vir  duties  or  their  wills  beyond  the  power 
^^  strength  of  their  performance ;  all  things 

ordered 
^th  »ch  decorum,  as  wise  law-makers, 
From  evh  welt-gpiremed  private  bouse,  derived 
IW  periect  mudcl  of  a  commonwealth. 
Hq&aoiiy  tiieii  lodged  in  tlie  hearts  of  men. 
Aid  tlankfttl  masters  carefully  provided 
^"^  creatxires  wanting  reason.    The  noble  horse, 
ftei  in  his  6eTy  youth  from  his  wide  nostrils 
yisbed  courai^  to  his  rider,  and  broke  through 
*'nnf$  of  opposed  pikes,  bearing  his  lord 
^e  Id  triamphant  victory^  old  or  wounded^ 
^»  ^  at  liberty,  and  frc^cd  from  service. 
i^t  Athenian  mules;,  that  from  the  quarry  drew 
^wUe,  hewed  for  the  temples  of  the  gods, 
^■^  zreat  work  euded,  were  dismiss,  and  fed 
^  die  poblic  coat;  nay,  faithful  dogs  hayp  foun^ 
itt^?  lepttlchfes ;  but  man,  to  man  more  pruel* 
A^tointi  no  end  to  the  su£R;rings  of  his  slave ; 
J^  pnde  atepped  in  and  riot,  and  overturned 
1^^  v^y  frame  c»f  ooneord^.  teaching  maaterai 
It)  Qbiy  ta  die  abu^e  of  such  aa  are 


Brou^t  under  their  command ;  who,  grofrfi  un* 

useful. 
Are  less  esteemed  than  beasts. — ^This  you  have 

practised, 
Practised  on  us  with  rigour ;  this  hath  forced  us 
To  shake  our  heavy  yokes  off;  and,  if  redress 
Of  these  just  grievances  be  not  granted  us, 
We'll  right  ourselves,  an<)  by  strong  hand  defend^ 
What  we  are  now  possessed;  of. 

Gretc.  And  not  leave  * 

One  house  unfired. 

Cimb.  Or  tliroat  uncut  of  those 
We  have  in  our  power. 

Pol.  Nor  will  we  fall  alone ; 
You  shall  buy  us  dearly.  ^ 

Timag.  O  the  gods ! 
Unheard  of  lasolence  ? 

TimoL  What  arc  your  demands  ? 

Pii.  A  seneral  pardon,  first,  for  all  offenoes 
Conmiittea  in  your  absence :  Liberty 
To  all  such  as  desire  to  make  return 
Into  their  countries ;  and  to  those  tluit  stay, 
A  competence  of  land  freely  allotted 
To  eacn  man*s  proper  use;  no  lord  acknowledged ; 
Lastly,  with  your  consent,  to  chuse  them  wives 
Out  of  your  families. 

Timag.  Let  the  city  sink  first 

Ixost.  And  ruin  seize  on  all,  ere  we  subscribe 
To  such  conditions. 

Arch.  Carthage,  though  victorious, 
Could  not  have  forced  more  from  us. 

Lewt.  Scale  the  wall ! 
Capitulate  after. 

Timol*  He  that  wins  the  top  first. 
Shall  wear  a  mural  wreath.  [Exeunt, 

Pii,  Each  to  his  place.      [Fiourith  and  arms. 
Or  death  or  victory. — Charge  tliem  home^  and 
fear  not 

Enter  Timoleon,  ARcntDAMUS,  and  Senators. 

'timoL  We  wrong  ourselves,  and  we  are  justly 
punished. 
To  deal  with  bondmen,  as  if  we  enoountered 
An  equal  enemy. 

^rcA.  They  nght  like  devils ; 
.And  run  upon  our  swords,  as  if  their  breasts 
Were  proof  beyond  tlieir  armour. 

Enter  Leostiienes  and  Timagoras. 


Timag.  Make  a  firm  stand. 

The  slaves,  not  satisfied  they  Ve  beat  us  ofl^ 
Prepare  to  sally  fortli, 

TmqL  They  are  wild  beasts, 
And  to  be  tamed  by  policy. — Each  man  take 
A  tough  whip  in  hjs  hand,  such  as  you  used 
To  punish  thorn  with  as  masters :  In  your  looks 
Carry  severity  and  awe ;  'twill  frighten  them 
More  than  your  weapons :  Savage  lions  fly  from 
The  sight  of  fire ;  and  these  that  have  forgot 
That  duty  you  ne'er  taught  them  wit)^  your  swords. 
When,  unexpected,  they  behold  those  terrors' 
Advai^c^  aloft,  that  they  were  made  to  shake  at^ 
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Twin  foree  dMtm  to  fwnwriiiei  «4iat  diey  ne, 

And  stoop  to  due  obedience. 

Enter  Cimbrio,  Gracculo,  ond  other  Slave$. 

Arch,  Here  they  come. 

Cimh.  Leave  not  a  man  alive :  A  wound  is  but 
a  flea-biting, 
To  what  we  suflered  being  slaves. 

Grac,  O,  my  heart ! 
Cimbrio,  what  do  we  see  ?  the  whip !  our  masters ! 

I'iwag,  Dare  you  rebel,  slaves ! 
[Senatort  shake  their  fchip$,  and  they  throw 
away  their  weaponi,  and  run  of. 

Cimb,  Mercy !  mercy  1  where 
Shall  we  hide  us  from  their  fuiy ! 

Grac,  Hy!  they  follow. 
Oh  !  lie  shall  be  tormented. 

TtmoL  Enter  with  them. 
But  yet  forbear  to  kill  them.    Still  remember 
They  are  part  of  your  wealth;  and  being  disarmed^ 
There  is  no  danger. 

Arch,  Let  Us  first  deliver 
Such  as  tliey  have  in  fetters,  and  at  leisure 
Determine  of  their  punishment. 

Leoit,  Friend,  to  you 
I  leave  the  disposition  of  what's  mine : 
I  cannot  think  1  am  safe  without  yonr  aster. 
She's  only  worth  my  thought :  and  till  I  see 
What  she  has  suflfered  I  am  on  the  rack, 
And  furies  my  tormentors.  [Ejeeunt. 

SC£N£  m. 

Enter  PiSAHPEii  and  Timavpba. 

Pis.  I  know  I  am  porsaed ;  nor  would  I  flj. 
Although  the  ports  were  open,  and  a  convoy 
Ready  to  bring  me  off^The  baseness  of 
These  villains,  from  the  pride  of  all  my  hopes,. 
Has  thrown  roe  to  the  bottomless  abyss 
Of  horror  and  despair.    Had  they  stood  firm, 
I  could  have  bougot  Cleora's  free  consent 
With  the  safety  of  her  father's  jife  and  brother's; 
And  forced  Lc^sthenes  to  quit  his  claim. 
And  kneel  a  suitor  to  me. 

Timan.  You  must  not  think 
What  mi£;ht  have  been,  but  what  must  now  be 

practised. 
And  suddenly  resolve. 

Fi$,  All  my  poor  fortunes 
Arc  at  the  stake,  and  I  must  run  the  haard. 
Unseen,  convey  me  to  Cleora's  diamber ; 
For,  in  her  sight,  if  it  were  possible, 
I  would  be  apprehended, — Do  not  enquire 
Tlie  reason  why,  but  help  me. 

Timan,  Malie  haste — One  knocks. 


Enter  Lbq8TB£«£S. 

Jove  turn  all  to  the  best! — ^You  are  welcome,  sir. 

Leott.  Thou  eivest  it  in  a  heavy  txme. 

Ttman,  Alas  f  nr, 
We  l)ave  so  long  fed  on  die  bread  of  sorrow. 


Drinking  the  bitter  water  of  afflictioM^ 
Made  loathsome  tx>o  by  oar  oootinaed  feirsy 
Comfort's  a  straneer  to  us. 

Least.  Fears?  Your  suffering 
For  which  I  am  so  overgone  with  grief, 
I  dare  not  ask,  without  compassioiiate  teus, 
The  villain's  name,  that  robbed  thee  of  thy  fao« 

nour; 
For  being  trained  up  in  chastity's  cold  scbodl| 
And  taught  by  such  a  mistress  as  Cleora, 
Twere  impious  in  me  to  think  Umandra 
Fell  with  her  own  consent 

Ihnan.  How  mean  you  ?  Fell,  sir ! 
I  understand  you  not. 

Leost.  I  would  thou  did'st  not. 
Or  that  I  could  not  read  upon  thy  face^ 
In  blushing  characters,  the  story  of 
Libidinous  rape.-~Confe8s  it,  for  you  stand  not 
Accountable  for  a  sin,  against  whose  streugth 
Yonr  overmatched  innocence  could  make  no  r^ 

sitance, 
Under  which  odds  I  know  Cleora  fell  too^ 
Heaven's  help  in  vain  invoked ! — the  amazed  SIUI9 
Hiding  his  face  behind  a  mask  of  clouds, 
Not  daring  to  look  on  it — In  her  sufferings 
All  sorrow's  compreiiended. — ^What  Timuidn, 
Or  the  city,  has  endured,  her  loss  considered, 
Deserves  not  to  be  named. 

Timan.  Pray  you,  do  not  bring,  ar. 
In  the  chimeras  of  your  jealous  fears, 
New  monsters  (o  affright  us. 

Leost.  OTimandra, 
That  I  had  faith  enough  hot  to  believe  thee ! 
I  should  receive  it  wim  a  joy  beyond 
Assurance  of  Elysian  shades  hereafWr, 
Or  all  the  blessings  in  this  life  a  mother 
Could  wish  her  children  crowned  witii. — But  I 

must  not 
Credit  impossibilities ;  yet  I  strive 
To  find  out  that,  whose  knowledge  is  a  cors^ 
And  ignorance  a  blessing. — Come,  discover 
What  kind  of  look  he  h^  that  forced  thy  lady, 
(Thy  ravisher  I  will  enquire  at  leisure) 
That  when  hereafter  I  behold  a  stran^^er 
But  near  him  in  aspect,  I  may  conclude 
(Though  men  and  angels  shoiud  prodaim  him  ho* 

nest) 
He  is  a  hell-bred  villain. 

Timan.  You  are  unworthy 
To  know  she  is  preserved,  preserved  ontainted. 
Sorrow  (but  ill  bestowed)  hath  only  made 
A  rape  upon  her  comforts  in  your  absence. 

[Erit,  and  retmmt  wiiJk  Cleora, 
Come  forth,  dear  madam. 

Leost.  Ha!    '  {Kneeis, 

Timan.  Nay,  she  deserves 
The  bending  of  your  heart,  that  to  content  joa^ 
Has  kept  a  vow,  the  breach  of  which  a  vestal 
(Thongn  the  infringing  it  had  called  upcMi  tier 
A  living  funeral)  must  of  force  have  shmak  at 
No  danger  ooold  oompel  her  to  dispense  with 
Her  cruel  pemuioe ;  tnough  hot  lust  canoe  anac^ 
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To9ebBciip6Blier;  whea  oae  kx)k  or 
Ifi^  have  redeemed  her. 

LtoU.  Might  ?  O  do  not  skew  me 
A  beam  of  oomfort,  and  straight  take  it  from  me. 

^Tbe  means  bj  wkidi  she  was  fjced  ^-*Speak9 

O  speak  doickl  J  ! 
Zadb  nkuite  of  4elaj*s  an  agie  of  torment : 
0 !  speak,  Timandra ! 

l^NMM.  Free  lier  from  the  oath  ; 
EeneJfcan  beat  deliver  it.    [Taftet  q^lAcjcoi/. 

IjMlt.  O  blest  office  ! 
Nerer  (fid  c;allej-slaTe  shake  off  his  chaias^ 
Or  look  OD  his  fcdempdoB  from  the  oar» 
V^ltb  soch  true  feeline;  of  delight  •»  now 
1 6ad  miaelf  posaesaed  of. — ^Now  I  behold 
Tnie  light  indeed :  For,  since  these  fairest  stars 
(Coivcxed  with  douds  of  your  detcnainata  will) 
Deoied  their  ioflaeDca  to  my  optic  sensB, 
The  splendor  of  the  ami  appeared  to  me 
Bat  as  some  little  p^mpse  of  his  bti^t  beams 
Cnre^ed  into  a  dungeon,  to  remea^r 
The  dark  inhahirants  there  how  roach  they  waated- 
Open  these  loo^^ut  iip^  and  strike  mine  ears 
With  maaic  more  hannoniotts  than  the  spheres 
Yield  in  their  heaTenly  mations :  And,  it  ever 
A  trae  svbmisaioQ  for  a  crime  ackaowUdged 
Mar  &ad  a  gracious  hearing,  teadi  yoor  tongue, 
la  dke  ilrst  sweet  articalate  sounds  it  atters^ 
To  <asn  my  wished-for  pardon. 

L  irvra.  I  fonpve  yoo. 

LraaT.  How  greamly  I  receive  this !  Suy>  best 
lady. 
And  let  me  by  degrees  ascend  the  height 
Of  hnmao  happiness !  All  at  once  defiivied* 
The  torrent  ot  my  juys  will  overwhelm  me ; — 
So,  now  a  little  more ;  and  pmv  excuse  me, 
If,  tike  a  wanton  epicore,  I  desire 
The  pleasant  taste  these  cares  of  oomfort  yield 


not  too  soon  be  swallowed.   Hare  yon  not 
^Bf  ymtr  naspotted  truth  I  do  conjure  yon 
T  >  anpwer  truly)  sofiered  in  your  honour^ 
f  By  force,  I  mean,  for  in  your  wiil  I  free  yoo) 
hubce  I  left  Syracusa  ? 

CU^ra.  I  restore 
Th^  kiss  (so  help  m^  gpodness !)  which  I  bor- 
rowed 
When  I  last  saw  you. 

Lratf .  Miracle  of  virtue ! 
One  pause  more,  I  beseech  yon  >-<-I  am  lika 
A  nan,  whose  vital  spirit,  Goi^umad  and  wasted 
^  idi  a  long  aod  tedious  fever,  unto  whom. 
T«io  aitsch  of  a  strong  confial  at  once  ndren, 
Brinei  death,  and  not  rea!ates  him.    Yet  I  canr 

not 
Fix  here ;  bat  nraat  anqmse  tha  maato  vdumi 
I  Mand  indebted  for  a  benefit^ 
^Ibch  *u9  rei|uitc  at  full,  tboojch  in  this  lumd 
I  :7ft*aed  all  scepters  the  worid'sempiae  bows  ti^ 
Would  Wave  me  a  poor  faankoopt — Name  him; 

Ud>'; 
If  «f  a  mean  estate^  111  gfacfly  pact  with 


My  utmost  forttmes  to  ha»>-4mt  if  floblc. 
In  thankful  duty  study  how  to  serve  him! 
Or,  if  of  higher  rank,  erect  him  aitan^ 
And  as  a  god  adore  him. 

Cleora,  If  that  goodness 
And  noble  temperance,  the  queen  of  vivtaeiy 
Bridling  rebellioos  passions  (to  whose  sway 
Such  as  have  conquered  nadona  have  hved  shnrei) 
Did  ever  wing  great  minds  to  fly  lo  heaven ; 
He,  that  preserved  mine  honour^  amy  hope  bokfl}^ 
To  fill  a  seat  among  the  gods,  mid  shake  off 
Our  frail  corruption. 

Leott,  Fonvard. 

Clcora.  Oi  if  ever 
The  powets  above  did  raask  in  hnnmn  ahapa% 
To  teach  mortality,  not  by  cold  pcecepta 
Forgot  as  soon  as  told^  but  by  examptes 
To  imitate  their  pureness^  and  draw  near 
To  their.celestial  natures-^I  beiieva 
He's  more  than  man. 

Leost^  You  do  describe  a  wdodev. 

Cleora,  Which  will  increaaey  when  jao  shdl  vsh 
dersJand 
He  was  a  lover. 

L€ost,  Not  youra^  lady  ? 

Cleora,  Yes; 
Loved  me,  Leosthenes  ;  oa^  lymre,  so  doted^ 
(If  e'er  aicctioBs  sootning  gross  desires 
May  without  wrong  be  styM  so;  that  he  dacst  not 
With  an  immodest  syllable  or  look, 
In  fear  it  anght  take  fjrom  me,  whom  he  made 
The  obiect  ^  his  better  pact^  cHsGover 
I  was  the  saint  he  sued  to. 

Leott,  A  face  teaipcr ! 

Clt9ru,  I  cannot  speak  it  to  the  worth:  All  pmisa 
I  can  bestow  upon  it,  will  appear 
Envious  detraction.    Not  to  rack  yoo  further^ 
Yet  make  the  miracle  full ;  though,  of  all  men, 
He  hated  you,  Leosthenes,  as  his  rival; 
So  high  yet  prized  he  n^  content,  that,  kaowiag 
You  wave  a  man  I  favoured^  he  disdained  aat 
Against  himsetf  to*  serve  Toa« 

LtfuL  Yoa  conceal  stilli 
To  owner  of  these  eacelleneiest 

Cleorm.  Tis  H^faniUo^ 
My  fathcr*s  bondman. 

jtMfli.  Ba^havha! 

CZroro,  Why  do  you  laughi? 

LuMt,  To  hear  the  lahonrai^  maaatma  el  yamr 
praise 
Delivered  of  a  mouaa. 

Cleorok  The  man  deservea  not^ 
scorn^  I  do  assuve  you. 

Leost.  Do  you  call 
What  was  hia  duty  merit  ^ 
.   Cteara.  Yes,  and  place  it 
As  high  in  my  esteem,  as  all  the  honours 
Descended  from  your  ancestors,  or  the  glory. 
Which  you*  may  call  yoin*  01%  n,  got  in  this  acdoit, 
In  which,  I  must  confess,  you  have  done  nobly, 
And,  I  would'  add,  asrl  desined ; 
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Leost.  Why,  lady,  am  you 
Be  won.  to  give  allowance  that  your  slave 
Should  dare  to. love  you? 

Cleora.  The  immortal  gods 
Accept  the  meanest  altars  that  are  raised 
By  pure  devotion ;  and  sometimes  prefer 
An  ounce  of  frankincense,  honey  or  milk, 
Before  whole  hecatombs,  or  Sabsan  gums, 
Offered  in  ostcntation.^~Are  you  sick        [Aiide, 
Of  your  old  disease  ?  Vi\  fit  you. 

Le<ut.  You  seem  moved. 

Cleora.  Zealous,  I  grants  in  the  defence  of 
virtue. 
Why,  good  Leosthenes,  though  I  endured 
A  penance  for  your  sake  above  example, 
I  have  not  so  far  sold  myself,  I  take  it, 
To  be  at  your  devotion,  but  I  may 
Cherish  desert  in  others,  where  I  find  it       , 
How  would  you  tyrannize,  if  you  stood  possessed 

of 
That,  which  is  only  yours  in  expectation, 
That  now  prescribe  such  hard  conditions  to  me  ? 

Leott,  One  kiss,  and  I  am  silenced. 

Cleora,  I  vouchsafe  it ; 
Yet,  I  must  tell  you  'tis  a  favour  tliat 
Marullo,  when  I  was  his,  not  mine  own. 
Durst  not  presume  to  ask :  No ;  when  the  dty 
Bowed  humbly  to  licentious  rapes  and  lust. 
And  when  I  was,  of  men  and  gods  forsaken. 
Delivered  to  his  power,  he  did  not  press  me 
To  grace  him  with  one  look  or  syllable, 
Or  urged  the  dispensation  of  an  oath. 
Made  for  your  satis&ction — The  poor  wretch 
Having  related  only  his  own  sufferings,   . 
And  kissed  my  hand,  wliich  I  could  not  deny  him, 
Defending  me  from  others,  never  since 
Solicited  my  favours^ 
. .  Leost,  Pray  you  end ; 
The  story  does  not  please  me. 

Cleora.  Well,  take  heed 
Of  doubts  and  fears ; — for  know,  Leosthenes, 
A  greater  injury  cannot  be  offered 
To  innocent  chastity  than  unjust  suspicion. 
I  love  Marullo's  fair  mind,  not  his  person ; 
Let  that  secure  you.    And  I  here  command  you. 
If  I  have  any  power  in  you,  to  stand 
Between  him  and  all  punishment,  and  oppose 
His  temperance  to  his  folly ;  if  you  fail 
No  more  ;  I  will  not  threaten.    .  [UriY. 

Leost.  What  a  bridge 
Of  glass  I  walk  upon,  over  a  river 
Of  certain  ruin !  Mine  own  weighty  fears 
Cracking  what  should  support  me  ^^And  those 

helps, 
Wliich  confidence  yields  to  others^  are  from  roe 
Ravished  by  doubts  and  wilful  jealousy.     [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Timagoras,  Cleon,  Asotus,  Cobisca, 

and  Olympia. 

Cleon*  But  are  you  sure  we're  safe  ? 
Timag.  You  need  no^  fear :       > 


They  are  all  under  guard ;  their  fangp  pared  off: 
The  wounds  their  insolence  gave  you,  to  be  cored 
With  the  balm  of  your  revenge. 

Asot.  And  shall  I  be 
The  thing  I  was  bom,  my  lord? 

Timag.  The  same  wise  thing 

'Slight,  what  a  beast  they  have  made  thee! 

Africk  never 
Produced  the  tike. 

Atot.  I  think  so. — Nor  the  land 
Where  apes  and  monkeys  grow,  like  crabs  and 

walnuts 
On  the  same  tree.    Not  all  the  catalogue 
Of  conjurers  or  wise  women,  bound  t<^ther, 
Could  have  so  soon  transformed  me,  as  my  rascal 
Did  with  his  whip ;  Not  in  outside  only. 
But  in  my  own  belief,  I  thought  myseli^ 
As  perfect  a  baboon 

Timag.  An  ass  thou  wert  ever. 

Asot.  And  would  have  given  one  1^  with  all 
my  heart. 
For  good  security  to  have  been  a  man 
After  three  Uves,  or  one  and  twenty  years^ 
Though  I  had  died  on  crutches. 

C&m.  Never  varlets 
So  triumphed  o'er  an  old  fat  man — ^I  was  famished. 

Ymittg.  Indeed  you  are  fallen  away. 

Asot.  Three  years  of  feeding 
On  cultises  and  jelly,  though  his  cooks 
Lard  all  he  eats  with  marrow,  or  his  doctors 
Pour  in  his  mouth  restoratives  as  he  sleeps, 
Will  not  recover  him. 
'  Timag.  How  now,  friend  ? 
Looks  our  Cleora  lovely  ? 

Enter    Leosthenes,   and  Diphilus,  with  s 

guard. 

Leost,  In  my  thoughts,  sir. 

Ttmag.  But  why  this  guard  ? 

Diph.  It  is  Timoleon's  pleasure ; 
The  slaves  have  been  examined,  and  confess. 
Their  riot  took  beginning  from  your  house ; 
And  the  first  mover  of  mem  to  rebellion, 
Vour  slave  Marullo. 

Leost.  Ha !  I  more  than  fear 

I'imag,  They  may  search  boldly. 

Enter  Tihandra. 

Tunan.  You  are  unmannered  grooms 
To  pry  into  my  lady's  private  lodgings ; 
There's  no  Marullos  there. 

JEn^er  DiPHiLvs  with  Pisander. 

Ttmag,  Now  I  suspect  too; 
where  found  you  him  ? 

Diph.  Close  hid  in  your  sisters  diamber«- 

Timag.  Is  that  the  villain's  sanctuary? 

Leost.  This  confirms 
All  she  delivered,  false. 

Timag.  But  that  I  soom 
To  rust  my  sword  in  thy  slavish  bloocV 
Thou  now  wert  dead. 
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Pk  He^sBore  ft  skve  tban  fbrtnne 
Or  Boaycoi  make  me^  that  insults 
Upoi  nvespaned  iimooenoe. 

Amt.  ftitt,  joo  dog ! 

Al  CunflMui  at  boos  in  the  toil,  whoie  looks 
ftijAttd  dm,  Msng  firee. 

TfaH^.  Asawildbeas^ 
Drive  BID  before  von* 

Pit  0(fiviDeClc<n! 

LtmL  Dwest  dxm  presume  to  name  her  ? 

Fik  Tc%  and  love  her : 
And  BSj  lay  have  deserred  her. 

Ha^.  Slop  his  mooth: 
Ind mnwith  irons  too. 

[Exit  guard  with  PinnuL 

Cba.  I  am  deadly  nek 


To  look  on  him. 

JUbt,  If  he  get  loose,  I  know  it, 
I  caper  like  an  ape  again — ^I  feel 
The  whip  already. 

Uman,  This  goes  to  my  lady*  [Atide, 

Ihnag.  Come,  cheer  you,  sir;  we  will  urge  his 
punishment 
To  the  full  satisfaction  of  your  anger. 

Leott.  He  is  not  worth  my  thoughts.    No  cor- 
ner left 
In  all  the  spacious  rooms  of  my  vexed  heart. 
But  is  fillea  with  Cleora :  and  the  rape 
She  has  done  upon  her  honour,  with  my  wrong, 
The  heavy  burthen  of  my  sorrow's  song. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


SC£N£I. 

EMter  AxcHiDAMUs  and  Cleora. 

Ank  Thoa  aft  thine  own  disposer.    Were  his 
hoDoors 
Aad  (Elahes  oentnplcd,  (as  I  must  confess, 
I/w^eaes  is  most  worthy)  yet  I  will  not, 
Homna  I  may  counsel,  force  affection. 

Ckott,  It  needs  not,  «r ;  I  prize  him  to  his 
worth, 
NiT,  love  Inm  truly ;  yet  would  not  live  slaved 
To  his  ieakMis  humours :  since,  by  the  hopes  of 

oearen, 
Asl  ID  free  from  violence,  in  a  thought 
I  tm  oot  guilty. 

Ank  Tis  believed,  Cleora ; 
Aad  mach  the  rather  (our  grMt  gods  be  praised 

ibrili 
la  dttt  I  find,  beyond  my  hopes,  no  sign 
U  riot  in  my  house,  but  all  thii^  ordered 
As  if  I  bad  been  present. 

Cinrv.  Blay  that  'move  yon 
To  pity  poor  Mamllo. 

ArcL  Tlsmy  purpose 
Toio bun  aU  the  good  I  am,  Cleora: 
But  tkis  offence,  being  against  the  state, 
Most  faare  a  public  tnal.    In  the  mean  time, 
Bt  cvefgl  ofyoorself,  and  stand  engjiged 
No  farther  to  Leosthenes,  than  you  may 
Cone  off  with  honour »  for,  bein|^  once  his  wife,  | 
V<nare  Bo  more  your  own,  nor  mine,  but  must 
Kciijhe  to  serve  and  suffer  his  commands, 
And  not  dtspute  them ;  ere  it  be  too  late, 
Coaader  it  dnly.    I  must  to  the  senate. 

[Exit  Arch. 

Cinrt.  I  am  much  distracted ;  in  Leosthenes 
I  raa  find  nothing  justly  to  accuse, 
^  tbis  eicesft  of  love,  which  I  have  studied 
To  care  with  more  than  common  means;  yet  still 
h  ptMis  npoa  hioL    And,  if  I  mav  call 
^  ■"^'^'uipt  merit,  I  stand  bouna  to  think  on 
)(»«llo's  dangers;  thomgbl  Mvehislife^ 


I 


His  love  is  unirewarded.    I  tonfeft^ 

Both  have  deserved  me ;  yet  of  force  I  must  be 

Unjust  to  one — sudi  is  my  destiny* 

Enter  Timandra. 

How  now?  whence  flow  these  tears? 

Timan,  I  have  met,  madam. 
An  object  of  such  cruelty^  as  would  force 
A  savage  to  compassion. 

Cleora.  Speak !  What  is  it  ? 

Timan.   Men  [uty  beasts  of  rapine,  if  over^* 
matched, 
Though  bfuted  for  their  pleasure :  but  these  monr 

stersy 
Upon  a  man  that  can  make  no  resistance, 
Are  senseless  in  their  tyranny.    Let  it  be  granted, 
Mamllo  is  a  slave ;  he  is  still  a  man ; 
A  capital  offender;  yet  injustice 
Not  to  be  tortured,  till  the  judge  pronounce 
His  punishment. 

Cleora,  Where  is  he  ? 

T^man4  Dragged  to  prison 
With  more  than  barbarous  violence;  spumed  and 

spit  on 
By  the  insulting  officers,  his  hands 
Pmioned  behind  his  back ;  loaden  with  fetters ; 
Yet,  with  a  saint-like  patience,  he  still  oflfers 
His  face  to  tlieir  rude  buffets. 

Cleora.  O  my  grieved  soul  I 
By  whose  command  ? 

Uman*  It  seems,  my  lord  your  brother. 
For  he  is  a  looker  on :  and  it  takes  from 
Honoured  Leosthenes  \o  suffer  it, 
For  his  respects  to  you,  whose  name  in  vaia 
The  erieved  wretch  loudly  calls  on. 

Cuora.  By  Diana, 
Tis  base  in  both,  and  to  their  teeth  I  will  tell 

them 
That  I  am  wronged  in  it 

Timan.  What  will  you  do  ?      [Ai  going  forth, 

Cleora.  In  person 
Visit  and  comfort  him. 
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Timan,  That  will  brim;  fuel 
To  the  jealous  firas,  wfaich  bum  i^o  liot  akoady 
In  lord  Leosthenee. 

CUora.  Let  them  consume  him ! 
I  Ain  mistress  of  myself.    Where  crueltjr  r^igos. 
There  dweUs  no  iave  nor  honour.    [Exit  Cleara. 

Timan,  So,  it  works. 
Though  hitherto  I  hav«  roo  a  desperate  cxMirse 
To  serve  my  hrothei's  purposes,  noav  'tisiit 

Enter  Leostbcvcs  and  T^if  acoras. 

I  study  mine  own  ends.    They  QO0ie.    Assist  me 
In  Ihese  lay  undertakings,  iove*s  great  patron^ 
As  my  intents  ace  honest 

licost.  Tis  my  fault. 
Distrust  of  others  springs,  Timagoras, 
From  diffidence  in  ourselves.    But  I  will  strive, 
With  the  assurance  of  my  worth  and  merits, 
To  kill  this  monster  jealousy. 

Timag.  Tis  a  guest, 
In  wisdom,  never  to  be  cnfbeitained 

00  trivial  probabilities ;  but  when 

He  does  appear  in  pregnant  proofs,  not  fashioned 
By  idle  douDts  and  fears,  to  oe  received, 
liiey  make  their  own  horns  that  are  too  secure, 
As  well  as  such  «6  give  them  growth  and  being 
From  mere  imagination.    Though  I  prize 
Cleora's  honour  equal  with  mine  own ; 
And  know  what  large  additions  of  power 
This  match  brings  to  our  family,  I  prefer 
Our  friendship,  and  your  peace  of  mind*  so  far 
Above  my  own  respects  or  hers,  thai  if 
She  hold  not  her  true  value  in  the  test, 
nris  far  from  my  ambition  for  her  ci^re. 
That  you  should  wound  yourself. 

Iman.  This  argqes  for  me.  [Atide. 

Timag,  Why  me  should  be  so  passionate  for  a 
bondman, 
Falls  not  in  compass  of  my  understanding, 
But  for  some  nearer  interest;  or  he  raise 
This  mutiny,  if  he  loved  her  (as,  you  say, 
She  does  confess  he  did),  but  to  enjoy.     . 
By  fair  or  foul  play,  what  be  ventured  for. 
To  me  is  a  riddle. 

Leost  I  pray  you,  no  more ;  already 

1  have  answereid  that  objection,  in  my  strong 
Assurance  of  her  virtue. 

Timag.  Tis  unfit,  then. 
That  I  snould  pres^  it  farther. 

Timan.  Now  I  must 

[Timandra  $iep$  out  distraciedfy. 
Make  in,  or  all  is  lost 

Timag.  What  would  Tifhandra  ? 

L^fiii.  How  wild  she  looks !  liow  is  it  with  tliy 
lady? 

T^mag.  Collect  thyself  ai^d  speak. 

Timan,  As  vou  are  noble, 
Have  pity,  or  love  pity.    Oh ! 

l>of^.  Take  breath. 

Timag.  Out  with  it  boldly. 

Timan,  Oh !  the  best  of  ladies, 
I  fear,  is  gone  for  ever. 


Leost,  Who,Cltora? 

Timag.  Deliver,  how.    'Sdeath,  be  a  nMui»  sir ! 
speak. 

Timan.  Take  it,  then,  in  asmany  aiglhs  aa  words. : 
My  lady 

Timag.  What  of  her? 

Timan,  No  sooner  heand 
Marullo  was  imprisoned,  but  slie  feU 
Into  n  deadly  swoon. 

Timag.  But  she  recovered  ? 
Say  so,  or  he  will  sink  too :  liold,  or !  fie. 
This  is  unmanly. 

Timan.  Brought  again  to  life. 
But  with  much  labour,  she  awhile  stood  silent. 
Yet  in  that  interim  vented  sighs,  as  if 
They  laboured  from  the  prison  of  her  fledi. 
To  give  her  grieved  soul  freedom.   On  the  sudden « 
Transported  on  the  wings  of  rage  and  sorrow. 
She  flew  out  of  the  house,  and,  unattended, 
Entered  the  common  priiion. 

Leost.  This  confirms 
What  but  before  I  feared. 

Timan.  Tliere  you  may  find  her ; 
And,  if  you  love  her  as  a  sister  . 

Timag.  Damn  her ! 

Timan.  Or  you  respect  her  safety,  as  a  loT«r, 
Procure  Marullo's  liberty. 

Timag.  Impudence 
Beyond  expression ! 

l4eost.  Shall  I  be  a  bawd 
To  her  lust  and  ray  dishonour  ? 

Timan.  She  will  run  mad,  else. 
Or  do  some  violent  act  upon  herself. 
My  lord,  her  father,  sensible  of  her  sufierin^s. 
Labours  to  gain  his  freedom. 

Leost.  O,  the  devil  I 
Has  she  bewitched  him  too  ? 

Tinwg.  I  will  hear  no  more : 
Come,  sir,  we  will  follow  her;  and  if  no  persun^ 

sion 
Can  make  her  take  again  her  natural  form. 
Which  by  lust's  powerful  spell  she  has  cast  of!^ 
Tliis  sword  shall  disenchant  her. 

Leost.  O  my  heart-strings ! 

r£rei/n^  Leostkenes  and  Jtmagwmt, 

Timan.  I  knew  it  would  take.     Pardon  mr, 
fair  Cleora, 
Though  I  appear  alraitoress ;  which  thou  wilt  do^ 
In  pit^  of  my  woes,  when  I  make  known 
My  lawful  claim,  and  only  seek  mine  own.  [£x«  A. 

SCENE  IL-^A  Prison. 

Enter  Cleora, /ai/ior,  ^nd  PiSAKorR. 

Cleora,  There's  for  your  privacy. — Stay,  un^ 
bind  his  hands. 

Jailor,  I  dare  not,  madam. 

Ckora.  I  will  buy  thy  danger, 
Take  more  gold. — ^Do  not  trottUe  me  with  thnnks : 
I  do  suppose  it  done.  [£ri#  JaUor. 

Pis,  My  better  angel 
Assumes  tnia  shape  to  comfort  mc,  and  wisHy  ; 
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Sbce  fron  Ae  choice  of  all  celestial  figares^ 
He  anU  flot  take  t  visible  fonn,  so  fall 
OtfJMous  sweeCnesA.  [Kneeli. 

Onn.  Rise— I  am  flesh  and  blood, 
Aad  do  Dutake  thj  tortures. 

PiLCMnkM 
That  dmitf  should  persuade  yon  to  deseed 
S)  hx  from  voor  owo  height  as  to  vouchsafe 
To  look  npoD  mj  safienn|n !  How  I  bless 
Mt  fetten  oow,  and  stand  engaged  to  fortune 
For  IDT  capdritj— no,  mj  freedom  rather'! 
For  ««>  6»n  think  that  place  a  prison,  which 
YoQ  snctifj  widi  your  preseDoe  ?  Or  believe;, 
SofTQir  be  power  to  ase  her  sting  on  him, 
That  is  in  toot  compassion  armed,  and  made 
Ifflpregnbley  tfaon^  trranny  raise  at  once 
Alifii|toe5  to  asauilt  him  ? 

Clan.  Iiide^  vstue, 
Witli  vhidi  joo  have  made  evident  proofs  that 

TOO 

Are  ma^y  fortified,  cannot  fall,  diough  shaken 

K"^  tiieshod  of  fierce  temptations;  but  still 

triamphs 
In  s{iite  of  opposition.    For  myself, 
I  maf  cDdeavoor  to  confirm  your  goodness, 
(A  aire  letreat  which  never  will  deceive  you) 
Aad  ijdi  nnfe^ned  tears  express  my  sorrow 
For  whit  I  cannot  help [  Weepi. 

Ptt.  Do  jou  weep  tor  me  ? 
0!  affc  dat  precious  balm  for  noble  uses ! 
I  as  Bnnortiiy  of  die  smallest  drop, 
VHudi,  in  your  prodigality  of  pi^, 
\<n  dimr  tway  on  me.     Ten  of  these  pearls 
^<i«  t  ht^  ransom  to  redeem  a  kingdom 
Ffua  I  coosuming  plague,  or  stop  heaven's  ven- 

paaoc, 
^^  d'jwn  hy  crying  sins,  thoughat  that  instant 
h  dreidfttl  flashes  falling  on  the  roofs 
^^  bold  bia»phemers.     I  am  justly  punished 
fir  IDT  intent  of  violence  to  such  pureness ; 
Aad  all  the  torments  fle^  is  sensible  of, 
A  soft  and  ^tle  penance. 

C'^ra.  Which  is  ended 
b  ^45  yoor  free  confession* 

f^^erLtOTTHESES  and  Timacoras  unseen, 

l^.  What  an  object 
H*«  I  eaooontered  ? 

Tagj^.  I  am  blasted  too ! 
»«t  hear  a  little  further. 
_  Pu.  Could  I  expire  now, 
^'■li^  white  and  innocent  hands  closing  my  eyes 

^tre  not  to  die,  but  in  a  heavenly  dream 
J"  ^  tximported,  without  the  help  of  Charon, 
T> d»  Ei^san  shades.— You  make  me  bold ; 
StA,  fane  to  nisk  such  happiness,  I  fear, 

«'OTe   " 


t^nrs.  No,  for  believe  it,  Marullo, 
^'jfe  von  iD  BBch  upon  me,  that  I  know  not 
^^^  happinns  in  my  gift  but  you  may  challenge, 
l^nt.  .\ie  you  yet  satisfied? 


Cleonu  Nor  can  you  wish 
But  what  my  vows  will  second,  thooeh  it  wertt 
Your  freedom  first,  and  then  in  me  full  power 
To  make  a  second  tender  of  myself. 
And  you  receive  the  present    By  tbis  kiss 
(From  me  a  virgin  bounty)  I  will  practise 
AH  arts  for  your  deliverance ;  and,  that  purchased^ 
In  what  concerns  your  farther  aims,  I  speak  it. 
Do  not  de^air,  but  hope. 

Tmmg,  To  Iwve  the  haogman, 
When  he  is  married  to  the  cross^  in  scorn 
To  say,  gods  give  you  joy. 

Least,  But  look  on  me,  [To  Ckormm 

And  be  not  too  indul^t  to  your  folly ;. 
And  then  (but  that  gnef  stops  my  speech)  ima^ne 
What  language  I  should  use. 

Cleora.  A^inst  thyself. 
Thy  malice  cannot  reach  roe. 

Titnag.  Hov^? 

Cleora,  No,  brother ! 
Though  YOU  join  in  the  dialogue  to  accuse  jnti^ 
W^hat  I  nave  done.  111  justify;  and  these  favours. 
Which  you  presiune  will  taint  me  in  my  hooottr. 
Though  jealousy  use  all  her  eyes  to  spy  out 
One  stain  in  my  behaviour,  or  envv 
As  many  tongues  to  wound  it,  shall  appear 
My  best  per^ctions.    For,  to  the  world, 
I  can,  in  my  defence,  alledge  such  reasons, 
As  my  accusers  shall  stand  dumb  to  hear  tbemj . 
When  in  his  fetters  this  man's  worth  and  virtue^ 
But  truly  told,  shall  shame  your  boasted  glories^ 
Which  fortune  claims  a  share  in. 

Timag,  The  base  villain 
Shall  never  live  to  hear  it. 

[Offers  to  stab  Pttaader,  Ckora  imterp&ses* 

jCkora.  Murder!  help! 
Tiirough  me  you  shall  pass  to  him. 

Enter  Archidamus,  Diphilus,  and  officers. 

Arch,  Whatfs  the  matter  ? 
On  whom  is  your  sword  drawn?  Are  you  a  judge  I 
Or  else  ambitious  of  the  hangman's  office 
Before  it  be  designed  you  ?  You  are  bold  too ! 
Unhand  my  daughter. 

Leost.  She's  my  valour's  prize. 

^rcA.  With  her  consent,  not  otherwise.    Yon 
may  urge 
Your  title  m  the  court ;  if  it  prove  good, 
Possess  her  freely :  Guard  him  safely  oflf  too. 

Timag,  Youll  hear  ine.  Sir  ? 

Arch.  If  you  have  aught  to  say,. 
Deliver  it  in  public;  all  shall  find 
A  just  judge  of  TimoleoB. 

Diph,  You  must 
Of  force  now  use  your  patience. 

[Exeunt  Arch,  Diph,  and  Guards* 

Tiwmg,  Vengeance  rather ! 
Whirlwinds  of  rage  possess  me !  you  are  wronged 
Beyond  a  stoic's  sufierance ;  yet  yon  stand 
As  you  were  rooted. 

Least,  I  feel  something  here. 
That  boldly  tella  me  all  the  k>ye  and  service  . 
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I  pay  Cleons  is  anothei's  due, 
And  therefore  cannot  prosper. 

Tmuig.  Melancholy ! 
MThich  now  yon  must  not  yield  to. 

Leott,  Tis  apparent. 
In  fact  your  sister  is  innocent,  however 
Changed  by  her  violent  will. 

Timag.  If  you  believe  so, 
Follow  the  chace  still ;  and  in  open  court 
Plead  your  own  interest.  We  shall  find  the  judge 
Our  friend,  I  fear  not. 

Leott.  Something  I  shall  say, 
But  what 

Timag,  Collect  yourself  as  we  walk  thither. 

[£raifi/. 

SCENE  in.— TU  Court  of  Justice, 

Enter  Timoleon,  Archidamus,  Cleoba,  and 

Officers. 

TimoL  Tis  wondrous  strange !  nor  can  it  fall 
within 
The  reach  of  my  belief,  a  slave  should  be 
The  owner  of  a  taoaperance,  which  this  age 
Can  hanily^iarallel  m  free-bom  lords. 
Or  kings,  proud  of  their  purple. 

Arch,    ris  most  true ; 
And,  though  at  first  it  did  appear  a  fable, 
AH  circumstances  meet  to  give  it  credit; 
Which  works  so  on  me,  that  I  am  compelled 
To  be  a  suitor,  not  to  be  denied, 
He  may  have  equal  hearing. 

Cleara,  Sir,  you  graced  me 
With  the  title  ofvour  mistress :  but  my  fortune 
Is  so  far  distant  from  command,  that  1 
lay  by  the  power  you  gave  me,  and  plead  hum- 
bly 
For  the  preserver  of  my  fame  and  honour; 
And  pray  you,  sir,  in  charity  believe, 
That,  since  I  had  alnhty  of  speech. 
My  tongue  hath  been  so  mudi  inured  to  truth, 
I  know  not  how  to  lie. 

I'imoL  n\  rather  doubt 
The  oracles  of  the  ^ods^  than  question  what 
Your  innocence  dehvers ;  and,  as  far 
As  justice  with  mine  honour  can  give  way. 
He  shall  have  favour.    Bring  him  in  unbound  : 

[Exeunt  Officers. 
And,  though  Leosthenes  may  challenge  from  ine. 
For  his  late  worthy  service,  credit  to 
All  things  he  can  alledge  in  his  own  cause, 
Marullo  (so  I  think  you  call  his  name) 
Shall  find  I  do  reserve  an  ear  for  him. 

Enter  Cleoh,  Asotus,  Diphilus,  Olympia, 
and  CoRiscA. 

To  let  in  mercy.  Sit,  and  take  your  places : 
Hie  right  of  this  fair  virgin  first  determined. 
Your  bondmen  shall  be  censured. 

Clean.  With  all  rigour 
We  do  expect 

Car.  Tempered,  I  say,  with  metcy. 


Enter  at  o»«  door  Leostrbvbs  aa<ITiMAGORAS  ; 
at  the  other,  Officers  with  Pisander  and  Ti- 

MANDRA. 

nnoL  Your  hand,  Leosthenes :  I  canaot  doubt. 
You  that  have  been  victorious  in  the  war, 
Shoulc^  a  combat,  fought  with  words,  oome  off 
But  with  assured  triumpi. 

i>of  ^  My  deserts,  sir, 
(If  without  arrogance  I  may  style  them  such) 
Arm  me  from  doubt  and  fear. 

TunoL  Tis  nobly  spoken !. 
Nor  be  thou  daunted  (howsoever  thy  fortune 
Has  marked  thee  out  a  slave)  to  spesk  thy  m^ 

rits: 
For  virtue,  though  in  rags^  may  challenge  more 
Than  vice,  set  off  with  all  the  trim  of  greatness. 

Pis.  I'd  rather  fall  under  so  just  a  judge. 
Than  be  acquitted  by  a  man  cormpt, 
And  partial  in  his  censure. 

Arch.  Note  his  language  ! 
It  relishes  of  better  brec&i^  than 
Hispresent  state  dare  promise. 

TvmoA  I  observe  it.— 
Place  the  fair  lady  in  the  midst,  that  both, 
Looking  with  covetous  eyes  upon  the  prize 
They  are  to  plead  for,  may,  from  the  fair  object 
Teach  Hermes  eloquence. 

Leott.  Am  I  fallen  so  low? 
My  birth,  my  honour,  and,  wliat  is  dearest  to  rae. 
My  love,  and  witness  of  my  love,  my  service. 
So  unden'alucd,  that  I  must  contend 
With  one,  where  my  excess  of  glory  must 
Make  his  overthrow  a  conquest  ?    Shall  my  ful* 

ness 
Supply  defects  in  such  a  thin^  that  never 
Knew  any  thing  but  want  and  emptiness, 
Give  him  a  name,  and  keep  it  such,  from  this 
Unequal  competition  ?  If  my  pride. 
Or  any  bold  assurance  of  my  worth. 
Has  plucked  this  mountain  of  disgrace  upon  me*. 
Fm  justly  punished,  and  submit;  but  if 
I  have  bieen  modest,  and  esteemed  myself 
More  injured  in  the  tribute  of  the  praise. 
Which  no  desert  of  mine,  prized  by  self-love. 
Ever  exacted  :  may  this  cause  and  minute 
For  ever  be  forgotten.     I  dwell  long 
Upon  mine  anger,  and  now  turn  to  you. 
Ungrateful  fair  one;  and,  since  yon  are  sucK, 
Tis  lawful  for  me  to  proclaim  myself. 
And  what  I  have  deserved. 

Cleora.  Neglect  and  scorn 
From  mc,  for  this  proud  vaunt. 

Leost.  You  nourish,  lad^, 
Your  own  dishonour  in  diis  harsh  reply, 
And  almost  prove,  what  some  hold  of  your  ser. 
You're  all  made  up  of  passion :  For,  if  reason 
Or  judgment  coula  fino  entertainment  vritfa  yoai^ 
Or  that  you  would  distinguish  of  the  objects 
You  look  on  in  a  true  glass,  not  seduced 
By  the  false  light  of  your  too  violent  will, 
I  should  not  need  to  plead  for  that  whidi  yott 
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With  joyikM  ofier.— Is  my  high  fairth  a  ble* 

aJBf 
Or  4oei  my  iiaid^  which  all  the  vain  expence 
(Hmmm  cannot  waste,  breed  loathing  in  you  ? 
Tbt  hoaomSi  1  can  call  mine  own,  thought  scan- 
dals? 
Am  I  ddbrmed,  or,  for  my  father's  sms,   • 
MoJcted  by  Nature  ?    If  you  interpret  these 
As  crimes^  His  fit  I  should  yield  up  myself, 
Most  misenbhf  guilty ;  But,  perhaps, 
(Wliidi  fet  I  would  not  credit)  you  have  seen 
This  pjiuA  pitch  the  bar,  or  bear  a  burden 
Would  cntk  the  shoulders  of  a  weaker  bondman ; 
Or  toy  other  boisterous  exercise, 
Asonsi  a  strong  bade,  to  satisfy 
Y(W  kme  desires,  insatiate  as  the  grave. 

Cturm.  You  are  foul-mouthed. 

irci  ffl-niannercd  too. 

lMt.  I  speak 
In  dK  m  of  supposition,  and  entreat  you, 
H  nb  dU  the  fervour  of  a  constant  lover, 
Vat  jon  would  free  yourself  from  these  asper- 

(k  uj  iaiputation  black-tongued  slander 
Could  thm  on  your  unspotted  virgin  whiteness ; 
To  «fliidi  there  is  no  easier  way,  than  by 
Voacba&ig  bim  your  favour ;  turn,  to  whom, 
N'txt  to  the  general,  and  to  the  gods, 
The  couotry  owes  her  safety. 

IW^.  Are  you  stupid } 
'^Mt,  Map  into  his  arms,  and  there  ask  pardon — 
Ob!  TOO  expect  your  slave's  reply ;  no  doubt 
We  stall  have  a  fine  oration ;  1  will  teach 
Ht  nunel  to  howl  in  sweeter  language, 
^  ufp  a  better  ntethod. 

Ank.  You  forget 
1W  dini^  of  the  place. 

Dipk.  Mence ! 

TmU.  Spok  boldly. 

Pu.  Ta  your  authority  gives  me  a  tongue; 
1 4itM  he  dumb  else ;  and  I  am  secure, 
I  amot  clothe  my  thougjhts,  and  just  defence, 
lo  sndi  an  abject  phrase,  but  'twill  appear 
E<pal,if  aot  above,  my  low  condition. 
1  need  no  bombast  language,  stolen  from  such 
A«  make  uobili^  from  prodigious  terms 
TV  beaters  understand  not ;  I  bring  with  me 
No  wealth  to  boast  of,  neither  can  I  number 

ocrtaia  fortune's  favours  with  my  merits : 
I  du«  Dot  force  a&ction,  or  presume 
To  oensire  her  discretion,  that  looks  on  me 
A*  a  weak  lamxi^  and  not  her  fancy's  idol. 
&•  I  have  lovedy  and  how  much  I  have  suf- 

fered. 
And  with  what  pleasure  undergone  the  burthen 
«n  BIT  ammtioua  hopes  (m  ainung  at 
^'^  kI^  poasession  of  a  happiness, 
Tbe  alMnct  of  all  goodness  m  mankind 
Can  at  DO  part  deserve),  with  my  confession 
2^  i^KK  own  wants,  is  all  that  can  plead  for  me. 
^  i>  that  pure  desire,  not  blended  with 
rial  tfaooglltt^  that  like  a  river  keeps  his  coursG, 


Retaining  still  the  clearness  of  the  spring, 
From  w^nce  it  took  beginning,  may  be  thonght 
Worthy  acceptance ;  then  I  dare  rise  up. 
And  tell  this  gay  man  to  his  teeth,  I  never 
Durst  doubt  her  constancy,  that  like  a  rock 
Beats  off  temptations,  as  that  mocks  the  funr 
Of  the  proud  waves ;  nor  from  my  jealous  feara 
Question  that  goodness,  to  which,  as  an  altar 
Of  all  perfection,  he,  that  truly  loves, 
Should  rather  bring  a  sacrifice  of  service, 
Than  raze  it  with  Uie  engines  of  suspicion ; 
Of  which,  when  he  can  wash  an  /Ethiop  white, 
Leosthenes  may  hope  to  ita^  Iiimself ; 
But,  till  then,  never. 

TVnuMf.  Bold,  presumptuous  villain ! 

TU,  I  will  go  farther,  and  make  good  ujpon  him. 
In  the  pride  of  all  his  honours,  birth  and  rortuncs, 
He's  more  unworthy  than  myself. 

hMtt,  Thou  liesL 

Timag.  Confute  him  with  a  whip,  and,  the 
doubt  decided. 
Punish  him  with  a  halter. 

Pis.  O  the  gods! 
My  ribs,  thou^  made  of  brass,  cannot  contain 
My  heart,  swoln  big  witli  rage — ^The  lie!    A 
whip !  [Plttckt  off"  his  disauise. 

Let  fury  then  disperse  these  clouds,  in  whidi 
I  long  have  masked,  disguised ;  tha^  when  they 

know 
Whom  they  have  injured,  they  may  faint  with 

horror 
Of  my  revenge,  which,  wretched  men !  expect, 
As  sure  as  fate,  to  suffer ! 

Lcost,  Ha  !  Pisander  ? 

Timag.  'lis  the  bold  Theban ! 

Asot,  There's  no  hope  for  me  then ! 
I  thought  I  should  have  put  in  for  a  share, 
And  borne  Cleora  from  them  both :  But  now,  - 
This  stranger  looks  so  terrible,  that  I  dare  not 
So  much  as  look  on  her. 

Pit,  Now,  as  myself, 
Thy  equal  at  thy  best,  Leosthenes. — 
For  you,  Timagoras,  praise  heaven  yon  were  bom 
Cleora's  brother,  'tis  your  safest  armour. 
But  I  lose  time. — ^The  base  lie  cast  upon  me, 
I  thus  return.    Thou  art  a  peijured  man. 
False  and  perfidious,  and  hast  made  a  tender 
Of  love  and  service  to  this  lady,  when 
Thy  soul  (if  thou  hast  any)  can  bear  witness, 
That  thou  wert  not  thine  own.   For  proof  of  this, 
Look  better  on  this  virgin,  and  consider. 
This  Persian  shape  laid  by,  and  she  appearing 
In  a  Greekish  dress,  such  as  when  first  you  saw 

her, 
If  she  resemble  not  Pisandet^s  sister, 
One  called  Statilia  f 

Leost.  *Th  the  same !  my  guilt 
So  chokes  my  spirits,  I  cannot  deny 
My  falsehood,  nor  excuse  it 

Pis,  This  is  she, 
To  whom  thou  wert  contracted :  Tiiis  is  the  lady, 
That^  when  thou  wert  my  prisoner,  fairly  taken 
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In  the  Spartaa  vmr,  thai;  begmd  thy  lihortyt 
And  wito  it  gave  herself  to  thee,  ungrateful ! 

Jifiran.  No  more^  sir,  I  entreat  you:  I  per* 
oeive 
True  sorrow  in  his  looks;,  and  a  consent 
To  make  me  reparation  in  mine  honour ; 
And  then  I  am  most  happy. 

Pis.  The  wrong  done  her 
Drew  me  from  Thebes  with  a  full  intent  to  kill 

thee: 
But  this  fair  object  met  me  m  my  furj, 
And  quite  disanned  me.    Being  denied  to  have 

her 
By  you,  my  lord  Archidamus,  and  not  able 
To  live  far  from  her,  love  (the  mistress  of 
All  quaint  devices)  prompted  me  to  treat 
With  a  friend  of  mine,  who  as  a  pirate  sold  me 
For  a  slave  to  you,  my  lord,  and  gave  my  sister 
As  a  present  to  Cleora. 

TimU.  Strange  meanders ! 

Pis,  There  how  I  bare  myself  needs  no  rela- 
tion. 
But,  if  80  far  descending  from  the  height 
Of  my  then  flourishing  fortunes,  to  the  lowest 
Conditk>n  of  a  man,  to  have  meaiis  onlv 
To  feed  my  eye  with  the  sight  of  what  I  honoured ; 
The  dangers  too  I  underwent;  the  suffering; 
The  clearness  of  my  interest,  may  deserve 
A  noble  reA>mpence  in  your  lawnil  favour ; 
Now  'tis  apparent  that  Leosthenes 
Can  claim  no  interest  in  you,  you  may  please 
To  tbask  up<m  my  service. 

Cleora.  Sir,  my  want 
Of  power  to  satisfy  so  great  a  debt, 
MaKCs  me  accuse  my  rartune ;  but  if  that. 
Out  of  the  bounty  ot  your  mind,  you  think 
A  free  surrender  of  myself  full  payment, 
I  gladly  tender  it 

Arch.  With  mj  consent  too. 
All  injuries  for^tten. 

Timag.   I  will  study. 
In  my  foture  service,  to  desene  your  favour 
And  good  opinion. 

Leost,  Thus  I  gladly  fee 
This  advocate  to  plead  for  me.  [Kissing  Statilia. 

Pis.  You  will  bnd  me 
An  easy  judge ;  when  I  have  yielded  reasons 
Of  your  bondmen's  falling  oft  from  their  obedi* 

dience^ 
Then  after,  as  you  please,  determine  of  me. 
I  found  their  natures  apt  to  mutiny 
From  your  too  cruel  usage,  and  made  trial 
How  for  they  might  be  wrought  on :  to  instruct 

you 
To  look  with  more  prevention  and  care, 
To  what  they  may  hereafter  undertake 
Upon  the  like  oocasons— The  hurt's  littlo 
Tney  have  committed,  nor  was  ever  cure 
But  with  some  pain  effected.    I  confess, 
In  hope  to  force  a  grant  of  fair  Cleora 
I  urged  them  to  defend  the  town  gainst  you: 
Nor  had  tl^  tenor  of  your  wliips^  but  that 


I  was  preparing  for  defence  ^sewbere^ 
So  soon  got  entrance ;  In  this  I  am  guilty: 
Now,  as  you  please,  your  censure. 

ThnoL  Bring  them  in ; 
And,  though  you  have  given  me  pQwtr»  I  do 

treat 
Such  as  have  undergone  their  insolence^ 
It  may  not  be  offensive,  though  I  study 
Pi^^  more  than  revenge. 

Cor.  Twill  best  become  yon. 

Cleon.  I  must  consent 

Asot  For  me,  1*11  find  a  time 
To  be  revenged  hereafter. 

Enter  Gracculo,  Cimbrxo,  PoliphroVs  7^9" 
TBI  A  and  the  other  slaves^  with  haUen  mboMi 
their  necks. 

Grac.  Give  me  leave ; 
m  speak  for  all. 

TrnioL  What  canst  thou  say,  to  hinder 
The  course  of  justice  ? 

Grac.  Nothms.    You  may  see 
We  are  prepared  for  hanging,  and  coafeaa 
We  have  deserved  it    C^r  most  hinaUe  anit  9, 
We  may  not  twice  be  executed. 

Timol.  Twice  ?  How  mean'st  thou  ? 

Grgc.  At  the  gallows  first,  and  after  ia  a  bal« 
lad. 
Sung  to  some  villainous  tune.    There  are  ten* 

groat  rhymers 
About  the  town  grown  fat  on  these  occasioM^   ■ 
Let  but  a  chapel  fall,  or  a  street  be  fired, 
A  foolish  lover  hang  himself  for  pore  love^ 
Or  any  such  like  accident,  and  before 
They  are  cold  in  their  graves,  some  damned  dit- 
ty's made. 
Which  makes  their  ghosts  walk. — ^Let  the  state 

take  order 
For  the  redress  of  this  abuse,  recording 
Twas  done  by  my  advice,  and  for  mv  part, 
111  cut  as  clean  a  caper  from  the  ladder 
As  ever  merry  Greek  did. 

TimoL  Yet  I  thmk 
You  would  shew  more  activity,  to  delight 
Your  master  for  a  pardon. 

Grac.  O I  I  would  dance 
As  I  were  all  air  and  fire. 

TimoL  And  ever  be 
Obedient  and  humble  ? 

Grac.  As  his  spaniel, 
Thou^  he  kicked  me  for  exercise ;  and  the  like 
I  promise  for  all  the  rest 

TimoL  Bmr  then,  you  have  it 

AU  Slaves.  Timoleon !  Tlmoleon ! 

TimoL  Cease  these  cbimours. 
And  now,  the  war  being  ended  to  our  wishes. 
And  such  as  want  the  pilgrimage  of  love, 
Happy  in  full  fruition  of  their  hopes, 
lis  lawful,  thanks  paid  to  the.  powers  divine. 
To  dsown  our  cares  in  honest  mirth  and  wine. 
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Bnttr  Charaijoxs  with  a  paper^  Bomont  and 

Charm  I. 

CkmrmL  Sir,  I  -taaj  note  the  court  Co  serve 
your  wUl; 
But  tfamn  afaall  both  wroDg  yon  and  myself. 
Bam,  Whytbiuk  jott  so,  sir? 
CharmL  Because  I  aa  famtltar 
With  what  will  be  tbeir  answer:  Thej  will  say^ 
%  HgioOL  law,  and  argae  me  of  igooraooe^ 
Poroioiiig  tboa  tbe  itiotion. 

Ban,  Yoa  kaam  not,  sir, 
How,  in  this  cause,  they  may  diapeoae  with  law, 
And  therefore  frame  not  you  their  answer  for 

them, 
tedoyoarpait. 

Ciorni.  I  love  the  cause  so  well, 
Tlttt  I  cod4  nm  tiie  faaxard  of  a  cbsck  for  k. 
Bam.  From  whom  ? 

CkermL  Some  of  tbebendi  diat  watch  to  g^ve  it, 
More  than  to  do  the  offioe  that  tbey  sit  for : 
We^  mSfm^vof  fee. 


Rom,  Now  TOO  are  noble. 

CharmL  I  snail  deserve  this  better  yet,  in  gn 
ving 
My  lord  some  counsel  (if  he  please  Co  hear  it) 
Than  I  shall  do  with  pleading. 

Rom.  What  may  it  be,  sir  F 

Charmi.  That  it  would  please  his  lordship,  as 
the  presidents 
And  counsellors  of  court  oome  by,  to  stand 
Here  and  but  shew  yourself,  and  to  some  one 
Or  two  make  his  request  t  There  is  a  minute, 
When  a  man's  pieseiioe  speaks  in  his  own  cause, 
More  than  the  tongues  of  twenty  advocates. 

Rom,  I  have  urged  that. 

Enter  Eochfobt  and  Du  Croy. 

CharmL  Their  lordships  here  are  coming 
I  must  go  get  me  a  place.  Youll  find  me  in  court, 
And  at  your  service.  [Exit  Charmi, 

Rom,  NowMrat  on  yoor  spiHts  i 

Du  Croy.  The  ease  that  you  prepare  yourself, 
ity  lord. 
In  giving  up  the  pboe  you  hold  in  courts 
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Will  prove,  I  fear,  a  trouble  in  the  state; 
And  that  no  slight  one. 

RocIl  Pray  you,  sir,  no  more. 

Bom.  Now,  sir,  lose  not  this  ofiered  means: 
Their  looks 
Fixed  on  you  with  a  pitying  earnestness^ 
Invite  you  to  demand  their  furtherance 
To  your  good  purfMse.    This  is  such  a  dulnessy 
So  foolish  and  untimely,  as 

Du  Croy.  You  know  him  ? 

Roch,  I  do ;  and  much  lament  the  sudden  fall 
Of  his  brave  house.    It  is  young  Charalois, 
Son  to  the  marshal,  from  whom  he  inherits 
His  fame  and  virtues  only. 

Rom,  Ha !  they  name  you. 

Du  Croy.  His  father  (bed  in  prison  two  days 
since. 

Rock.  Yes,  to  the  shame  of  this  ungrateful 
state; 
That  such  a  master  in  the  art  of  war. 
So  noble  and  so  highly  meriting 
From  this  forgetful  country,  should,  for  want 
Of  means  to  satisfy  his  creditors 
The  sum  he  took  up  for  the  general  good, 
Meet  with  an  end  so  infamous. 

Rom.  Dare  you  c\'er  hope  for  like  opportunity? 

Iht  Croy.  oLy  good  lord  ! 

Rock.  My  wish  bring  comfort  to  you. 

Du  Croy,  The  time  calls  us. 

Roch.  uood  morrow.  Colonel ! 

[Exeunt  Rochfort  and  Du  Croy. 

Rom.  This  obstinate  spleen, 
You  think  becomes  your  sorrow,  and  sorts  well 
With  your  black  suits:    But,  grant  me  wit  or 

judgment. 
And,  by  the  freedom  of  an  honest  man. 
And  a  true  friend  to  boot,  I  swear,  *tis  shameful; 
And  therefore  flatter  not  yourself  with  hope, 
Your  sable  habit,  with  the  hat  and  cloak. 
No,  thongh  the  ribbons  help,  have  power  to  work 

them 
To  what  yon  would :  For  those  that  had  no  eyes 
To  see  the  great  acts  of  your  father,  will  not, 
From  any  fashion  sorrow  can  put  on, 
Be  taught  to  know  their  duties. 

Char,  If  thev  will  not, 
They  are  too  old  to  learn,  and  I  too  young 
To  give  them  counsel ;  since,  if  they  part&e 
The  understanding  and  the  hearts  of  men. 
They  will  pievent  my  words  and  tears :  If  not, 
What  can  persuasion,  though  made  eloquent 
With  grief,  work  upon  such  as  have  changed  na- 
tures 
With  the  most  savage  beast?  Blest,  blest  be  ever 
The  memory  of  that  happy  age,  when  justice 
Had  nn  guards  to  keep  off  wroneed  innocence 
From  flying  to  her  succours,  ana,  in  that. 
Assurance  of  redress :  Whereas  now,  Romont, 
The  damned  with  more  ease  may  astend  from 

hell. 
Than  we  arrive  at  her.    One  Cerberus  there 
Forbids  tlie  passage;  in  our  courts  a  thousand, 


As  loud  and  fertile-headed ;  and  the  client. 
That  wants  the  sops  to  fill  their  ravenous  throats, 
Must  hope  for  no  access.    Why  should  I,  then. 
Attempt  impossibilities,  vou,  fnend,  being 
Too  well  ^ux|uainted  with  my  dearth  of  means 
To  make  my  entrance  that  way  ? 

Ram.  Would  I  were  not  ? 
But,  sir !  you  have  a  cause,  a  cause  so  just, 
Of  such  necessity,  not  to  be  deferred. 
As  would  compel  a  maid,  whose  foot  was  never 
Set  o'er  her  father's  threshold,  nor,  within 
The  house  where  she  was  bom,  ever  spake  word. 
Which  was  not  ushered  with  pure  virgin  blushes^ 
To  drown  tlie  tempest  of  a  pleader^s  tonjpie, 
And  force  corruption  to  g^ve  back  the  hire 
It  took  against  her.    Let  examples  move  you. 
You  see  men  great  in  birth,  esteem,  and  fortune^ 
Rather  than  lose  a  scruple  of  their  right. 
Fawn  basely  upon  sucli,  whose  gowns  put  oi^ 
They  would  disdain  for  servants. 

Char.  And  to  these  can  I  become  a  suitor  f 

Rom.  Without  loss : 
Would  you  consider,  that,  to  gain  their  favours^ 
Our  chastest  dames  nut  off  their  modesties 
Soldiers  forget  their  nonours,  usurers 
Make  sacrifice  of  gold,  poets  of  wit, 
And  men  religious  part  with  fame  and  goodness. 
Be  therefore  won  to  use  the  means  that  maj 
Advance  your  pious  ends. 

Char,  You  snail  overcome. 

Rom,  And  you  receive  the  glory.    Pray  you 
now  practise. 
Tis  well. 

£a/er  Old  Novall,  Liladam,  and  throe 
Creditors, 

Char.  Not  look  on  me  ! 

Rom.  You  must  have  patience Oflfer    i( 

again. 
Char.  And  be  again  contemned ! 
Nov.  I  know  wliat's  to  be  done. 

1  Cred.  And,  that  your  lordship 

Will  please  to  do  your  knowledge,  we  ofier  first 
Our  tiiankful  hearts  here,  as  a  bounteous  caniest 
To  what  we  will  add. 

Nov.  One  word  more  of  this, 
I  am  your  enemy.    Am  I  a  man. 
Your  bribes  can  work  on  ?  Ha  ? 

JUiad.  Friends !  you  mistake 
The  way  to  win  my  lord ;  he  must  not  hear  tbis^ 
But  I,  as  one  in  favour,  in  his  sight. 
May  hearken  to  you  for  my  proit.    Sir !   ^ 
—I  pray  hear  them. 

Nov.  Tis  well. 

Ulad,  Obser\'e  him  now. 

Nov.  Your  cause  being  good,  and  your  pK>> 
ceedings  so, 
Without  corruption  I  am  your  friend ; 
Speak  your  desires. 

2  Cred,  Oh,  they  are  charitable ; 

The  marshal  stood  engaged  unto  us  tfu«e. 

Two  hundred  thousand  crowns,  whkh  by  hisdeatl* 
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W«  ut  defttted  of.    For  whidi  great  loss 

We UD  It aocfaing  bat  his  rotten  flesh; 

Norist^crneltj. 

1  Cnd,  1  have  a  sod 
That  talb  of  noduDg  but  of  gons  and  annour. 
And  swean he'Jl  be  a  soldier;  'tis  an  humour 
1  would  direit  him  from ;  and  I  am  told. 
That  if  I  minister  to  him,  in  his  drink, 
I^mder  made  of  this  bankrupt  marshal'is  bones, 
hofided  diat  the  carcase  rot  above  ground, 
Twill  core  his  foolish  fremy. 

Nat,  Yoa  shew  in  it 
A  fadief^s  care.    I  have  a  son  myself^ 
A  faAionble  gentleman,  and  a  peaceful : 
And,  but  I  am  assured  he  is  not  so  given. 
He  dwdd  take  of  it  too.    Sir,  what  are  jou? 

C4sr.  A  gentleman. 

}h9.  So  are  many  that  rake  dunghills^ 
If  voo  hire  any  suit,  move  it  in  court : 
Iiake  00 papers  in  comers. 

RmL  Yes,  as  the  matter  may  be  carried ;  and 
whereby 
To  nai^ge  the  coav^rance — Follow  him. 

Ijkl  TouVe  rude :  I  say  he  shall  not  pass. 
[Eieuni  Nanatt,  Charalois,  and  adoocattt, 

&■.  Ycm  say  so?  On  what  assurance? 
for  the  well-cutting  of  his  lordship's  comsy 
IUo|  his  toes,  or  any  office  else 
Kcver  10  baseness? 

UUi.  Look  upon  me  better ; 
Arc  these  the  ensigns  of  so  coarse  a  fellow  ? 
Be  well  advised. 

Ah.  Out,  rogue  !  do  not  I  know  [Kick*  him. 

"nMseghihoiisvreods  spring  from  the  sordid  dung- 
hill 

Of  thj  sficifMis  baseness  ?  Wert  thou  worthy 
Of  aoy  thiog  from  me,  but  my  contempt, 
I  wodd  do  more  than  thia^ — ^more^  yoi 
spider! 

l^^  Bat  that  this  man  is  lawless,  he  should 
find 
Tlat  I  am  valianL 

1  CredL  If  your  ears  are  fast, 
Tb  Doduog.    What's  a  blow  or  two  ?  As  much : 
S  CrcdL  These  chastisements  as  useful  are  as 
ucqaent 
To  mch  as  would  grow  rich. 
1^  Are  they  so,  faacals  ?  I  will  befriend  you 
then-  [Kickt  thm. 

1  CrcdL  Bear  witness^  sirs ! 
^Ud.  Truth,  I  have  bom  my  part  already, 
.friends! 
Is  the  amrt  yoa  shall  hear  more.  [Exit, 

Bfla.  I  know  you  for 
^  wont  of  spirits^  that  strive  to  rob  the  tombs 
^  «hst  b  their  inheritance,  the  dead : 
^v  Dswers  bred  by  a  riotous  peace ; 
^^  hoU  the  diarter  of  your  wealth  sind  free- 

^^riog  knaves  and  cuckolds,  that  never  prajjred, 
1^  whoi  yoo  fear  the  rich  heirs  will  grow  wise, 
1  u  keep  tbeir  lands  out  of  your  jparchment  toils 


thia^ — ^more^  you  fourt- 


And  then,  the  devil,  your  father,  is  called  upon. 
To  invent  some  wavs  of  luxury  ne'er  thought  on. 
Be  gone,  and  quiduy,  or  I'll  leave  no  room 
Upon  your  foreheads  for  your  horns  to  sprout  on ;, 
without  a  murmur,  or  I  will  undo  you, 
For  I  will  beat  you  honest 

1  Cred.  Thrift  forbid ! 
We  will  bear  this  rather  than  hazard  that. 

[Exeunt  Crediton, 

Enter  Charalois. 

Rom,  I  am  somewhat  eased  in  this  yet — 

Char,  Only  friend ! 
To  what  vain  purpose  do  I  make  my  sorrow 
Wait  on  the  triumph  of  their  cruelty  ? 
Or  teach  their  pride  from  my  humility, 
To  think  it  has  overcome  ?  They  are  determined 
What  they  will  do ;  and  it  may  well  become  roe^ 
To  rob  them  of  the  glory  they  expect 
From  my  submiss  entreaties. 

Rom.  Think  not  so,  sir  1 
The  difficulties  that  you  encounter  with. 
Will  crown  the  undertaking — Heaven !  you  weep^ 
And  I  could  do  so  too;  but  that  I  know, 
There's  more  expected  from  the  son  and  friend 
Of  him  whose  fatal  loss  now  shakes  our  natures. 
Than  sighs  or  tears,  in  which  a  village  nurse, 
Or  cunning  stmmpet,  when  her  knave  is  hanged^ 
May  overcome  us.    We  are  men,  young  lord, 
Let  us  not  do  like  women.    To  the  court, 
And  there  speak  like  your  birth :  Wake  sleeping 

justice. 
Or  dare  the  axe.    This  b  a  way  will  sort 
With  what  you  are:  I  call  you  not  to  that 
I  will  shrink  from  myself;  I  will  deserve 
Your  thanks,  or  suflfer  wi^  you — O  how  bravely 
That  sudden  fire  of  anger  shews  in  you ! 
Give  fuel  to  it;  since  you  are  on  a  shelf 
Of  extreme  danger,  suffer  like  yourself.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Rochfort,  Novall,  sen.  Charmi,  Dv 
CuoY,  advocateiyB^hVUOsny  offtcers,  and  three 
pretidents. 

Du  Cray*  Your  lordship  is  seated.    May  this 
meeting  prove 
Prosperous  to  us,  and  to  the  general  good  of  Bur** 
gundy. 

Nov.  ten.  Speak  to  the  point! 

Du  Croy — ^Which  is 
With  honour  to  dispose  the  place  and  power 
Of  premier  president,  which  this  reverend  man. 
Grave  Rochfort  (whom  for  honour's  sake  I  name]^ 
Is  purposed  to  resign ;  a  place,  my  lords, 
In  which  he  hath,  with  such  int^rity. 
Performed  the  first  and  best  parts  of  a  judge. 
That,  as  his  life  transcends  all  fair  examples 
Of  such  as  were  before  him  in  Dijon, 
So  it  remains  to  those  that  shall  succeed  him, 
A  precedent  that  they  may  imitate,  but  not  equal. 

Rock  I  may  not  sit  to  hear  this. 
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Dtt  Cray.  Let  the  love 
And  thankfulness  we  are  bound  to  pay  to  good- 

nesSy 
In  this  overcome  your  modesty. 

Roch.  My  thanks 
For  this  great  favour  shall  prevent  your  trouble. 
The  honourable  trust  that  was  imposed 
Upon  my  weakness,  since  you  witness  for  me, 
It  was  not  ill  discharged,  I  will  not  mention ; 
Nor  now,  if  age  had  not  deprived  me  of 
The  little  strength  I  had  to  govern  well 
The  province  that  I  undertook,  forsake  it. 

Nov,  sen.  That  we  could  lend  you  of  our  year s ! 

Du  Croif.  Or  strength ! 

Nov.  sen.  Or,  as  you  are,  persuade  you  to  con- 
tinue 
The  noble  exercise  of  your  knowing  judgement ! 

Roch.  That  may  not  be ;  dor  can  your  lord- 
ships' goodness, 
Since  your  employments  have  conferred  upon  me 
Sufficient  wealth,  deny  the  use  of  it ; 
And  though  old  age,  when  one  foot  is  in  the 

grave, 
In  many,  when  aU  humours  else  are  spent, 
Feeds  no  affection  in  them,  but  desire 
To  add  height  to  the  mountain  of  their  riches ; 
In  me  it  is  not  so ;  I  rest  content 
With  the  honours  and  estate  I  now  powess. 
And,  that  I  may  have  liberty  to  use, 
What  Heaven,  still  blessing  my  poor  industry, 
Hath  made  me  master  of,  I  pray  the  court 
To  ease  me  of  my  burthen ;  that  I  may 
Employ  the  small  remainder  of  my  life 
In  bving  well,  and  learning  how  to  die  so. 

Enter  Romant  and  Cuakalois. 

Rom.  See,  sir,  our  advocate. 

Du  Cray.  The  court  intrcats 
Your  lordship  will  be  pleased  to  name  the  man, 
Whidi  you  would  have  vour  successor,  and  in  me 
Allpromise  to  confirm  it. 

Koch.  I  embrace  it 
As  an  assurance  of  their  favour  to  me. 
And  name  my  lord  Novall. 

Du  Croy.  The  court  allows  it. 

Roch.  But  there  are  suitors  wait  here,  and 
their  causes 
May  be  t^  more  neoesnty  to  be  heard, 
And  therefore  wish  that  mine  may  be  deferred, 
And  theirs  have  hearing. 

Du  Croy.  If  your  lordship  please 
To  take  the  place,  we  will  proceed. 

Chormi.  Ine  cause 
We  eome  to  oiler  to  your  lordshi|/s  censur^ 
Is  in  itself  so  noble^  mat  it  needs  not 
Or  rhetoric  in  me  diat  plead,  or  favour 
Frooi  your  grave  lordships,  to  determine  of  it ; 
Since  to  the  praise  of  your  impartial  justice 
(Wliich  guil^,  nay,  ciNidemned  men,  dare  not 

samdal) 
It  will  erect  a  tropfav  of  your  mercy 
Which  married  to  tnat  jnstico-  ■■ 

2 


NatK  sen.  Speak  to  the  cause. 

Charm,  I  will,  my  lord.   To  say,  the  late  dead 
marshal. 
The  father  of  this  young  lord  here,  my  dienl. 
Hath  done  his  country  ^reat  and  faithful  service. 
Might  tax  me  of  impertinence,  to  repeat 
What  your  f^ve  loidships  cannot  but  remember : 
He,  in  his  life,  became  indebted  to 
These  thrifty  men,  (I  will  not  wrong  their  credits. 
By  giving  them  the  attributes  they  now  merit) 
And  faihng,  by  the  fortune  of  the  wars. 
Of  means  to  free  himself  from  his  engagements, 
He  was  arrested,  and  for  want  of  bail, 
Imprisoned  at  their  suit :  And  not  long  after 
With  loss  of  liberty  ended  hn  life.  . 
And,  though  it  be  a  maxim  in  our  laws^ 
All  suits  die  with  the  person,  these  men's  m^ice 
In  death  finds  matter  for  their  hate  to  work  on. 
Denying  him  the  reoent  rites  of  burial. 
Which  the  sworn  enemies  of  the  christian  fkith 
Grant  freely  to  their  slaves :  Mi^  it  therefore 

please 
Your  lordslnps  so  to  fashioo  your  decree, 
That,  what  their  cruelty  doth  forbid,  your  pity 
May  give  allowance  to. 

Nov.  sen.  How  long  have  you,  sir,  practised  ia 
court? 

Charmi.  Some  twenty  years,  my  brd. 

Nov.  sen.  By  your  gross  iguotaiice,  it  should  w^ 
pear. 
Not  twenty  days. 

Charmi.  1  hope  I  have  given  no  causa  in  tfua, 
my  lord 

Nov.  sen.  How  date  you  more  the  court 
To  the  dispensing  with  an  act  confirmed 
By  parliament,  to  the  tenor  of  all  bankrupts  ? 
Go  home !  and  with  nMt  care  peruse  the  sta> 

tutesi 
Or  the  next  motion,  savouring  of  tins  boldness^ 
May  force  you  to  leap  (against  your  will) 
Over  the  place  you  plead  at 

Chamn.  I  foresaw  this. 

Rom.  Why,  doea  yoot  lordslvp  tlmik  the  mo* 
ving  of 
A  caose^  mora  honert  ten  this  court  Imd  evef* 
The  honour  to  determine,  can  deserve 
A  check  like  this  ? 

Nov  sen.  Strange  boidoess ! 

Rom.  nPis  fit  freedom : 
Or,  do  you  conclude,  an  advocate  catt&ot  hold 
His  credit  with  the  lodge,  unless  be  study 
His  face  more  than  the  cause  for  which  be  pleads? 

Charms.  Forbewl 

Rom.  Or  cannot  you,  that  have  te  poww 
To  ppeXiiy  the  rigour  of  the  Xmrn, 
When  yo\k  are  pleased,  take  a  liltk  fvoai 
The  strictness  of  year  sour  decrees^  enacted 
In  favour  of  the  greedy  credkor. 
Against  the  overthrown  debtor  ? 

Nop.  sen.  Sirrah !  you  that  prate 
Thus  saucily,  what  are  you  > 

Rom.  Why,  I'll  tell  yoiy 


FlKLD.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


81 


Thoa  pnrple^oloiired  man !  I  am  oim  to  whom 
Tboa  onottbe  means  diou  hast  of  stdng  there, 
A  cdinipc  cider. 
OkmL  Forbear! 

Ram.  Ihe  nose  diou  wearest  is  my  gift,  and 
those  ejes, 
Vmi  meet  no  object  so  base  as  their  master, 
I&d  been  long  smce  torn  from  that  guilty  head, 
Aad  diOQ  diTself  slave  to  some  needy  Swiss, 
Hal  I  not  worn  a  sword,  and  used  it  better 
Ihn  io  thy  pmyers  thou  ever  didst  thy  tongue. 

Nop.  ara.  Shadl  such  an  insolence  pass  unpu- 
nished? 

CJmrmL  Hear  me ! 

Ram.  Yet  I,  that  in  my  service  done  my  couiv 
Dy, 
Disdiin  to  be  put  in  the  scale  with  thee, 
Conies  myself  unworthy  to  be  valued 
Wuk  die  least  part,  nay,  hair  of  the  dead  mar- 
shal. 
Of  vfaose  so  many  glorious  undertakings. 
Make  cboioe  of  any  one,  and  that  the  meanest, 
Perfbnned  against  the  subtle  foK  of  France, 
Tlie  politic  Lewis,  or  the  more  desperate  Swiss, 
Aod  Tmll  outweigh  all  the  good  purpose, 
TImi^  pot  in  Bctf  that  ever  gownman  practised. 

}hi.  m.  Away  with  him  to  prison ! 

Rom.  If  that  curses. 
Urged  jusdy,  and  breathed  forth  so,  ever  fell 
On  dK»e  t£at  did  deserve  them,  let  not  mine 
Be  spent  in  vain  now,  that  thou,  from  this  instant, 
Mn^  in  tlw  fear  that  they  will  fall  upon  thee, 
fie  sensible  of  the  phigues  they  shall  bring  with 

tbcm. 
And  for  denying  of  a  little  earth, 
To  cover  wluit  remains  of  our  great  soldier, 
Maj  all  your  wives  prove  whores,  your  factors 

thieves. 
And,  while  you  live,  your  riotous  heirs  undo  you. 
And  thou,  the  patron  of  their  cruelty. 
Of  all  thy  locdshipa  live  not  to  be  owner 
Of  90  much  dung  as  will  conceal  a  dog, 
Or,  what  is  worse,  thyself  in.     And  thy  years. 
To  the  end  thou  mayst  be  wretched,  I  wish  many ; 
And,  as  d»u  hast  denied  the  dead  a  grave, 
Mtj  misery  in  thv  life  make  thee  desire  one, 
Winch  men,  and   all  the  elements,  keep  from 

thee: 
1  haore  begun  well ;  imitate ;  exceed. 

Rock.  Good  counsel,  were  it  a  praise-worthy 
deed; 

[£rfttn/  qfficeri  with  Romont. 

i)«  Cm.  Remember  what  we  are. 

Char.  Tiius  low  my  duty 
Answers  your  lordship's  counsel.    I  will  use, 
la  the  few  words  with  which  I  am  to  trouble 
YoQT  lordship's  ears,  the  temper  that  you  wish 


Not  dua  I  fear  to  speak  my  thoughts  as  loud, 
And  with  a  liber^  beyond  Romont : 
Bat  dwt  I  know,  for  me,  that  am  made  up 
Of  all  diat^s  wretched,  so  to  haste  my  end, 
Voul. 


Would  seem  to  most  rather  a  willingness 
To  quit  the  burden  of  a  hopeless  life, 
Than  scorn  of  death,  or  duty  to  the  dead. 
I,  therefore,  bring  the  tribute  of  my  praise 
To  your  severity,  and  oonunend  the  justice, 
That  will  not,  for* the  many  ser\'iccs 
That  any  man  hath  done  the  commonwealth. 
Wink  at  his  least  of  ills :  What  though  my  father 
Writ  man  before  he  was  so,  and  confirmed  it, 
By  numbering  tlvat  day  no  part  of  his  life. 
In  which  he  did  not  service  to  his  country ; 
Was  he  to  be  free  therefore  from  the  laws^ 
And  ceremonious  form  in  your  decrees } 
Or  else,  because  he  did  as  much  as  man. 
In  those  three  mcmon^ble  overthrows, 
At  Granson,  Morat,  Nancy,  where  his  master, 
The  warlike  Charalois  (with  whose  misfortunes 
I  bear  his  namej)  lost  treasure,  men,  and  life. 
To  be  excused  from  payment  of  those  sums 
Which  (his  own  patrimony  spent)  his  zeal 
To  serve  his  country,  forced  nim  to  take  up  ? 

Nov.  un.  The  precedent  were  ill. 

Char,  And  yet,  my  lord,  thus  much 
1  know  you'll  grant ;  after  those  great  defeatures, 
Which  m  their  dreadful  ruins  buried  quick 

Enter  Officers. 

Courage  and  hope  in  all  men  but  himself, 
He  forced  the  proud  foe,  in  his  height  of  con- 
quest. 
To  yielo  unto  an  honourable  peace. 
And  in  it  saved  an  hundred  thousand  lives, 
To  end  his  own,  that  was  sure  proof  against 
The  scalding  summer's  heat,  and  winter's  frost, 
111  airs,  the  cannon,  and  the  enemy's  sword, 
In  a  roost  loathsome  prison. 

Du  Cray.  Twas  his  fault 
To  be  so  prodigal. 

Nov.  sen.  He  had  from  the  state 
Sufficient  entertainment  for  the  army. 

Char.  Sufficient,  my  lord  ?  You  sit  at  home. 
And,  tliough  your  foes  are  boundless  at  the  bar, 
Are  thrifty  in  the  charges  of  the  war — 
But  your  wills  be  obeyed.    To  these  I  turn. 
To  these  soft-hearted  men,  that  wisely  know 
They're  only  good  men  that  pay  what  tliey  owe. 

2  Cred.  And  so  they  are. 

1  Cred.  'Tis  the  city  doctrine; 
We  stand  hound  to  maintain  it. 

Chur.  Be  constant  in  it ; 
And,  since  you  are  as  merciless  in  ycnir  natures^ . 
As  base  ana  mercenary  in  your  means, 
By  which  you  pet  your  wealth,  I  will  not  urge 
The  court  to  take  away  one  scruple  from 
The  right  of  their  laws,  or  one  good  thought 
In  you  to  mend  your  disposition  with. 
I  know  there  is  no  music  to  your  ears 
So  pleasing  as  the  groans  of  men  in  prison. 
And  that  the  tears  of  widows,  and  the  cries 
Of  famished  orphans,  are  the  feasts  that  take 

you. 
That  to  be  in  your  danger,  with  more  care 
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Should  be  avoided  than  infectious  air. 
The  loathed  embraces  of  diseased  women, 
A  flatterer's  poison,  or  the  loss  of  honour. 
Yet,  rather  tnan  my  father's  reverend  dust 
Shall  want  a  place  in  that  fair  monument. 
In  which  our  noble  ancestors  lie  entombed, 
Before  the  court  I  offer  up  myself 
A  prisoner  for  it.    Load  me  with  those  irons 
That  have  worn  out  his  life :  in  my  best  strength 
ril  run  to  the  encounter  of  cold  hunger. 
And  chuse  my  dwellina  where  no  sun  dares  enter, 
So  he  may  be  released. 

1  Cred.  What  mean  you,  sir  ? 
8  AdvQk  Only  your  fee  again :  There's  so  much 
said 
Already  in  this  cause,  and  said  so  well. 
That,  snould  I  onfy  ofier  to  speak  in  it, 
I  should  not  be  heard,  or  laughed  at  for  it. 
1  Cred.  Tis  the  first  money  advocate  e'er  gave 
back. 
Though  he  said  nothing. 

Roch.  Be  advised,  young  lord. 
And  well  considerate ;  you  throw  away 
Your  liberty  and  joys  of  life  together : 
Your  bounty  is  employed  u|)on  a  subject 
That  is  not  sensible  of  it,  with  which  a  wise  man 
Never  abused  his  goodness ;  the  great  virtues 
Of  your  dead  father  vindicate  thmselves 
From  these  men's  malice,  and  break  ope  the  prison, 
Though  it  contain  his  body. 
iVov.  ten.  Let  him  alone : 
If  he  love  cords,  a  God's  name,  let  him  wear  them, 
Provided  these  consent. 

Char.  I  hope  they  are  not 
So  ignorant  in  any  way  of  profit. 
As  to  neglect  a  possibility 
To  get  their  own,  by  seekii^  it  from  that 
Which  can  return  them  nothing  but  ill  fame^ 
And  curses  for  their  barbarous  cruelties. 
S  Cred,  What  think  you  of  the  offer  ? 
8  Cred.  Very  well. 

1  Cred,  Accept  it  by  all  means :  Let  us  shut 

him  up; 
He  is  well  shaped,  and  has  a  villainous  tongue, 
And,  should  he  study  that  way  of  revenge. 
As  I  dare  almost  swear  he  loves  a  wench. 
We  have  no  wives,  nor  e\'er  shall  get  daughters. 
That  will  hold  out  against  him. 
Du  Cray.  What's  your  answer  } 

2  Cred,  Speak  you  for  aU. 

1  Cred,  Why,  let  our  executions, 
That  lie  upon  the  father,  be  returned 
Upon  the  son,  and  we  release  the  body. 

Nov.  un.  The  court  must  fna/t  you  that. 

Char,  1  thank  your  lordships ; 
Hiey  have  in  it  confirmed  on  me  such  glory. 
As  no  time  can  take  from  me.    I  am  ready : 
Come,  lead  me  where  you  please :  Captivity, 
Hiat  comes  with  honour,  is  true  liberty. 

[EjU  C/uurulms,  Creditor^  and  Q0ker$. 

Nov.  sen.  Strange  rashness. 

Rock.  A  brave  resolution  rallier. 
Worthy  a  better  fortune :  but,  however, 


It  is  not  now  to  be  disputed;  tfaerefoce 
To  my  own  cause.    Ah«ady  I  have  found 
Your  lordships  bountiful  in  your  favours  to  me : 
And  that  should  teach  my  modesty  to  end  here , 
And  press  your  loves  no  farther. 

Du  Croy.  There  is  nothing 
The  court  can  grant,  but  wim  asmraBoe  you 
May  ask  it,  and  obtain  it. 

Koch,  You  encourage  a  bold  petitiooer,  and 
'tis  not  fit 
Your  favours  should  be  lost  Besides,  it  has  been 
A  custom  many  years,  at  the  surrendering 
The  place  I  now  give  up,  to  grant  the  president 
One  Doon  that  parted  with  it    And,  to  confirm 
Your  grace  towards  me,  asainst  all  such  as  may 
Detract  my  actions  and  hte  hercafb^r, 
I  now  prefer  it  to  you. 

Du  Croy.  Speak  it  freely. 

Roeh.  I  then  desire  the  liberty  of  Romont, 
And  that  my  lord  Novall,  whose  private  wrong 
Was  equal  to  the  injury  that  was  done 
To  the  digni^  of  the  court,  will  pardon  it. 
And  now  sign  his  enlargement 

Nov,  ten.  Pray  you  demand 
The  moiety  of  my  estate,  or  any  thing 
Within  my  power  but  this. 

Roch.  Am  I  denied  then— -my  first  and  last  re- 
quest ? 

Du  Croy.  It  mnst  not  be. 

S  Pre.  1  have  a  voice  to  ^e  in  it 

3  Pre,  And  L 
And,  if  persuasion  will  not  work  him  to  it. 
We  will  make  known  our  power. 

Nov  ten.  You  are  too  violent ; 
You  shall  have  my  consent    But  would  you  had 
Made  trial  of  my  love  in  any  thing 
But  this,  you  should  have  found  then — But  it 

skills  not 
You  have  what  yott  desire. 

Roch.  I  thank  your  lordships. 

Du  Croy.  The  court  is  up— M^e  waj. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  Roehfort  mud  Bitmmout. 

Roch,  I  follow  you — Beaumont !   • 

Beaum,  My  lora? 

Roch,  You  are  a  scholar,  Beaumont, 
And  can  search  deeper  into  the  intents  of  men. 
Than  those  that  are  less  knowing.   How  appeared 
The  piety  and  brave  behaviour  of 
Young  Charalois  to  yon  } 

Bieoium,  It  is  my  wonder. 
Since  I  want  language  to  express  it  fully  ; 
And  sure  the  eolontl- 

Roch,  Fie  !  he  was  faulty.— What  prescnl 
money  have  I  ? 

Beamm,  There  is  no  waal 
Of  any  sum  a  private  man  has  use  for. 

Roch,  'Tis  well: 
I  am  strangely  taken  with  this  Charalina  ; 
Methinks,  from  his  example,  the  whole  ag« 
Should  learn  to  be  good,  and  coatinac  so. 
Virtue  woika  atmngely  with  as;  and  his  goodness 
Rising  above  his  fortune,,  aceaa  to  me, 
Prince>like,  to  wiU^  not  uk  a  courtesy.  [£»c«nl 
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ACT    IL 


SCENE  L 
Jh^cr  INnrTAUBB,  Mau)ti«  oni  Bsai/mont. 

Betam.  M««iiiiikf  so. 
Pm/.  Ib  a  mo  but  youn^ 
Tetoldjojdlpiint;  ttieorick  and  f»raccick, 
Ii  lU  huMBitf ,  and  (to  increase  (he  wonder) 
RelipoaS)  fet  a  aokfier,  thai  be  should 
Ttdi  fan  D8&>iinag  jfOQth  a  caotive,  for 
TV  fircedaai  of  his  aged  fathers  corpse, 
And  luher  chaK  to  want  life's  oeceMarieSy 
lAatjt  kopt  of  fortune,  than  it  should 
1q  death  be  kept  from  christian  oereinony. 

Utkt.  Cook,  'tb  a  golden  precedent  in  a  son 
To  knoag  Nature  have  the  better  hand, 
^«chacist)ofaIl  afieded  reason. 
f*^  jars  St  oo  this  Charalois  ? 

Ban.  Twentf-ei^ ; 
For  BDce  die  dock  did  strike  him  seventeen  old, 
roder  bis  father^s  wii^  this  son  hath  fought, 
^nved  lad  commanded,  and  90  aptly  botli, 
Tba!  sfMoecunes  he  appeared  his  tather's  father, 
.ial  sever  less  than  h»  son;  the  old  men's  virtues 
^meatiQ  him  .«  the  world  may  swear, 
Stn^  but  a  fair  tree  could  such  fair  fruit  bear. 
Pnt.  But  wherefore  lets  he  such  a  barbarous 
kw. 
w  men  more  harbarous  to  execute  it, 
^ffnd  on  his  soft  cfispoaitioB, 
"Hat  he  had  radier  die  alive  for  debt 
^^ih^ald  man  in  prison,  than  diey  should 
^  hia  of  sepulture,  coikBidering 
TW  BMmies  uor rowed  boof^ht  the  lenders  peace, 
^  lU  dwtr  oieaBB  Aey  enjoy,  nor  waa  defused 
^  aav  irapioas  or  licentious  path  f 
MM.  True !  for  1117  part,  were  it  my  fother^s 
tnnk, 

their  horns  should 


tfjft  It, 
^  cirt  k  to  their  cuts,  dwn  diey  less  currish, 
^'V  prey  on  me  so,  with  their  lion-law, 
^^  m  or  free  will  (as  in  his)  to  shun  it 

P'>«f.  Aias!  be  hnows  himself  in  poverty  lost: 
f V  n  diH  partial  avaricious  age 
^w  price  bears  honour  ?  virtue  ?  Long  ago 
1<  ass  bat  praised  and  freezed,  but  now-apdays 
T:*  orfder  rar,  and  has  nor  love  nor  praise ; 
^9T  ^nm  now  freeaech  too :  For  nature 
^  as^  the  heathen  far  more  christian  ^n, 
^  kaowMoe  na  fleas  heathenish)  christian. 

Milof.  Tins  nmmiflg  is  ihe  ftmeiaL 

*  Si/.  Lertasnly. 
Ud  fraoi  lius  pnaon  'hraa  the  son-s  request, 
^  hs  dear  raaher  miglit  iniemnent  have. 

[Ree&rdtn  Mutk. 
^^Jm  fonag  aoo'  enters  alive  the  gravcf. 

T«y  cpMBej    Obaew >e  their  older. 


Enter/uneral.  The  body  home  by  four.  Captaim 
and  soidierSf  maumertf  *icutck»m$,  &c.  in  very 
food  order,  Charalois  and  Romont  meet 
tt.  Ckaralou  ipeakt,  Romont  weeping,  <Sb- 
lemn  mu$ick.     Three  creditors 

Char.  How  like  a  silent  stream  shaded  with 

night, 
And  gliding  softly  with  our  windy  sighs, 
Moves  the  whole  frame  of  this  solemnity : 
Tears,  sighs  and  blacks  filling  the  simile  1 
Whilst  I,  the  only  murmur  in  this  grove 
Of  death,  thus  hollowly  break  forth  I — ^Vonchsaf^ 
To  stay  awhile. — Rest^  rest  in  peace,  dear  6arth ! 
Thou  that  broughtest  rest  to  their  unthankful 

lives. 
Whose  cruelty  denied  thee  rest  in  death: 
Here  stands  ttiy  poor  executor,  thy  son. 
That  makes  his  hfe  prisoner  to  bail  thy  deadi : 
Who  gladlier  puts  on  this  captivity, 
Than  virgins^  long  in  love,  their  wedding  wfceds: 
Of  all  that  ever  tnou  hast  don^  good  to^ 
These  only  have  good  memories ;  for  they 
Remember  best,  forget  not  gratitude. 
I  thank  you  for  this  last  and  friendly  lov6 ; 
And  though  this  country;  like  a  riperous  modber. 
Not  only  hath  eat  up  ungratefully 
All  means  of  thee  h^r  son,  but  last  thyself^ 
Leaving  thy  heir  so  bare  and  indigent. 
He  cannot  raise  thee  a  poor  monument^ 
Such  as  a  flatterer  or  an  usurer  hath. 
Thy  worth,  in  every  honest  breast,  builds  one, 
Making  their  friendly  hearts  thy  funeral  stone. 
Pont.  Sir! 
Char.  Peace  !  O  peace  !  This  scene  is  wholly 

mine. 
What !  Weep  ye,  soldiers  ? — Blanch  not.  Romont 

weeps. 
Ha !  let  me  see !  my  miracle  is  eased : 
The  jailors  and  the  creditors  do  weep : 
E'en  they,  that  make  us  weep,  do  weep  them« 

selves. 
Be  these  thy  body's  balm :  These  and  thy>  i^oe 
Keep  thy  fame^er  odoriferous. 
Whilst  die  greil^  pn>ud,rrich;  undeserving  man, 
Alive,  stinks  in  his  vicer,  and,  being  vanished. 
The  golden  calf  that  was  an  idol,  decked 
With  marMe  pillars,  jet  and  porphyry. 
Shall  ouickly  both  in  bone  and  name  consume^ 
Thougli  wrap!  in  lead,  spice,  searcloth  and  per- 
fume. 
1  Cred.  Sir ! 
CAar.  What ! — ^Away,  for  shame!  your  tears, 

prophane  rogues ! 
Must  not  be  mingled  with  these  holy  relicks  : 
This  is  a  sacrifice — Our  shower  shall  crown 
His  sepulchre  with  olive,  myrrh  and  bays, 
ThO'  plaata  of  peace,  of  sorrow,  victory ; 
Your  tears*  would  spring  but  weed» 
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1  Cred,  Would  they  so  ? 

We'll  keep  them  to  stop  bottles  then. 

Rom,  No,  keep  them  for  your  own  sins,  you 
rogues, 
Till  you  repent ;  you'll  die  else,  and  be  damned. 

2  Cred.  Damned,  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 
JRofl?.  Laugh  ye  ? 

2  Cred.  Yes,  faith,  sir ;  we  MTould  be  very  glad 
To  please  you  either  way. 

1  Cred.  You  are  never  content, 
Crying  nor  laughing. 

Rom.  Both  with  a  birth,  yc  rogues. 

2  Credi  Our  wives,  sir,  taught  us. 

Rom.  Look,  look^  you  slaves !  your  thankless 
cruelty, 
And  savage  manners  of  unkind  Dijon, 
Eihaust  these  Hoods,  and  not  his  hither's  death. 

1  Cred,  'Slid,. sir !  wliat  would  you,  you're  so 

cholenck ! 

2  Cred,  Most  soldiers  are  so,  in  faitli. — ^Lct 

him  alone. 
TheyVe  little  else  to  live  on;  we  have  not  had 
A  penny  of  him,  have  we  ? 

8  Credi  'Slight,  would  you  have  our  hearts  ? 

1  Cred.  We  have  nothing  but  his  body  here  in 
durance, 
For  ail  our  money. 

Priest,  On. 

Chur,  One  moment  more. 
But  to  bestow  a  few  poor  legacies. 
All  r  have  left  in  my  dead  fathers  rights 
And  I  have  done.     Captain,  wear  thou  these 

spurs, 
That  yet  ne'er  made  his  horse  run  from  a  foe. 
Lieutenant,  thou  tliis  scarf;  and  may  it  tie 
Thy  valour  and  thy  honcstv  togetlier : 
For  so  it  did  in  him.     Ensign,  this  cuirass, 
Your  general's  necklace  once.  You  gentle  bearers. 
Divide  this  purse  of  gold :  This  otlicr  strew 
Among  the  poor^ — ^Tis  all  I  have.    Komont, 
Wear  tliou  this  medal  of  himself,  that  like 
A  hearty  oak,  grcw'st  close  to  this  tikU  pine, 
(R*cn  in  the  wildest  wilderness  of  war) 
Whereon  foes  broke  their  swords,  and  tired  themr 

selves ; 
Wounded  and  hacked  ye  were,  but  never  felled. 
For  me,  my  portion  provide  in  heaven: 
My  root  is  eartlied,  and  I,  a  desolate  branch, 
Left  scattered  in  the  highway  of  the  world ; 
Ti  <)d  under  foot,  that  might  have  been  a  column 
Mainly  supporting  our  demolished  liousci 
Hiis  would  I  wear  as  my  inheritance. 
And  what  hope  can  arise  to  me  from  it, 
When  I  and  it  are  here  both  prisoners  f 
Only  may  this,  if  ever  we  be  free, 
Keep  or  redeem  me  from  all  infamy. 

SONG. 

^ie  /  cease  to  zoonder  / 
Tkiffgh  tfou  hear  Orpheut,  with  his  ivorjf  lutCf 
ilote  trees  and  rockSf 


Charm  Mhy  bears,  andmen  more  savage^to  he  tnut^. 
Weak  foolish  singer,  here  is  one 
Would  have  transformed  thyself  to  stone. 

1  Cred.  No  farther !  look  to  them  at  your  own 

peril.  . 

2  Cred.  No,  as  they  please  : — Their  masters  a 

good  man. 
I  would  they  were  at  tlie  Bermudas. 

Jailor.  You  must  no  farther. 

The  prison  limits  you,  and  the  creditors 
Exact  the  strictness. 

Rom.  Out,  you  wolfish  niongrels  ! 
Whose  brains  should  be  knocked  out,  like  dop 

in  JuW, 
Lest  your  infection  poison  a  whole  town. 

Char.  They  grudge  our  sorrow.-*— Your  ill  wilk, 
perforce. 
Turn  now  to  charity  :  They  would  not  have  us 
Walk  too  far  mourning ;  usurers  relief 
Grieves  if  tlie  debtors  liavc  too  much  of  grief. 

[ElCUHt, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Beaumelle,  Florim el,  anc/ Bellapert, 
on  one  side,  and  Novall,  ji/n.  Postalilr, 
Malotin,  Liladam,  and  Air m  er,  on  the  othet  ^ 

Nov.jun.  Best  day  to  nature's  curiosity. 
Star  of  Dijon,  the  lustre  of  all  France  ! 
Perpetual  spring  dwell  on  thy  rosy  cheeks. 
Whose  breath  is  perfume  to  our  continent; 
See  Flora  trimmed  in  her  varieties. 

Bella.  Oh  divine  lord ! 

Nw.  jun.  No  autuma  nor  no  age  ever  ap 
proach 
This  heavenly  piece,  which  nature  having  wrought 
She  lost  her  needle,  and  did  then  despair 
Ever  to  work  so  lively  and  so  fair. 

Lilad.  Uds-light,  my  lord^  one  of  the  purls  a 
your  band 
IS)  without  all  discipline,  fallen  out  of  his  rank. 

Nov.  jun.  How  ?  I  would  not  for  a  thr)u<?an 
crowns  slie  had  seen  it.  Dear  Liladam,  reform  i 

Bella.  Oh  lord  !  Per  se,  lord !  Quintc^<srn< 
of  honour !  she  walks  not  under  a  weed  that  oou] 
deny  tliee  any  thing. 

Beaumel.  Prytliee  peace,  w^nch !  thou  dost  Im 
blow  the  tire  that  flames  too  much  alreadv. 

^Liladam  and  Aymer  trim  Novai/^  v^il 
Bellapert  her  ladu, 

Aymer.  By  gad,  my  lord,  you  have  the  divine 
tayior  in  Christendom ;  he  hath  made  you  1<m 
like  an  angel  in  your  cloth  of  tissue  doublet. 

Pont.  This  is  a  three-legged  lord  :  There  is 
fresh  assault.  Oh  !  that  men  should  spend  tls\ 
thus ! — Secj  see  how  her  blood  drives  to  her  bca 
and  strait  vaults  to  her  cheeks  again. 

Malot.  What  are  these  ? 

Pont,  One  of  them  there,  the  louver,  is  a  ^<^ 
foolish,  knavish,  sociable  gallimaufry  of  a  n\s 
and  has  much  caught  my  lord  with  smpne ;  h< 
master  of  a  music  houae.    The  other  is  his  dn 
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anc  Uotk,  upoo  whom  my  lord  lays  all  his  cloaths 
ain  MaoUi  ere  he  vouchsafes  them  his  own 
penoo;  joaahallsee  him  in  the  morning  in  the 
fAf-fonsl,  at  noon  in  the  bullioo,  in  the  evening 
in  Qoeipo^  and  all  night  in — 

JlcAtf.  A  bawdy-house. 

Pfmi.  If  my  lord  deny,  they  deny ;  if  he  af- 
firm, dM?  affifm :  They  skip  into  my  lord*s  cast 
^jns  fame  twice  a  year ;  and  thas  they  live  to 
eat,  «at  to  li%e,  and  Irre  to  praise  my  lord. 

M4I0L  Good  sir,  tell  me  one  thing. 

Pont.  What's  that  ? 

Maht.  Dare  these  men  ever  iieht  on  any  canse  ? 

Po9i.  Oh,  no,  'cwoold  spoil  their  cloaths,  and 
pot  titeir .hands  oat  of  order. 

Sffp.JMM.  Mast  -yoa  hear  the  news :  Your  fa- 
ther has  res^vied  his  presidentship  to  my  lord  my 

Maiot.  And  lord  Charalois  undone  for  ever. 

PoU.  Troth,  'tis  pity,  sir ! 
A  bnvrr  hope  of  90  assared  a  father 
IW  tiercr  comfort  France. 

"liiMd,  A  good  dumb  mourner. 

J^fmer.  A  silent  black. 

Aor.  /an.  Oh,  6e  upon  him,  how  he  wears  his 
doadis! 
As'iiht  had  come  this  Christmas  from  St  Omcrs, 
To  see  fab  friends  and  returned  after  twelf-tide. 

LHad.  His  colonel  looks  finely  like  a  drover. — 

AVr.  JuM,  That  had  a  winter  lain  perdue  in 
me  rain. 

Aymer,  What,  he  that  wears  a  clout  about  his 
nedkf 
Hbroft  in  fab  poc:ket,  and  his  heart  in  his  mouth? 

^far.jmm.  Now,  out  upon  him  I 

BemmmeL  Serrant,  tie  my  hand. 
How  TOOT  lipB  blush,  in  scorn  that  they  should  pay 
Tribute  to  handis  when  lips  are  in  the  way  ! 

AW.  ^a.  I  thus  recant;  yet  now  your  hand 
kwks  white, 
Bnaose  your  lips  robbed  it  of  such  a  right 
-VoBieJAyme^  I  prithee  sing  the  soi^ 
I>««ed  to  roy  mistress.  [Music. 

SONO. 

A  dialogue  between  a  man  and  a  tcoman. 

Maa.  St/,  Phmbut!  set;  a  fairer  ran  doth  rise 
From  ike  hritht  radiance  of  my  mistress*  eyes 
Tkmn  ever  thmi  begai'st :  I  dare  not  look  ; 
EacA  kair  a  golden  Une^  eaeh  word  a  hook, 
Tke  more  I  sirive,  the  more  still  I  am  took, 

^'tMD.Fair  servant!  eome ;  the  day  these  eyes  do 
lend 
Ttf  warm  thy  bloody  thou  dost  so  vainly  spends 
C^mte  strangle  breath. 

Man.  What  note  so  sseeet  as  this 

That  eaiis  the  spirits  to  a  further  bliss  9 

W  «i3u}>/  this  ontsavours  viar,  and  thispetfume, 

MttL  Lefg  dkf  I  langmishj  I  consume. 

^Mer  eke  sang^  enter  Rochfort  miii Beaumont. 
Bemmm,  Romont  will  come,  sir,  straight 


Roch.  "Tis  well. 
BeaumeL  My  father! 
Nov.jun.  My  honourable  lord! 
Roch.  My  lord  Novall !  this  is  a  virtue  in  you, 
So  early  up  and  ready  before  noon, 
That  are  the  map  of  dressing  through  all  France ! 
Nov,jun.  I  rise  to  say  my  prayers,  sir,  here's 

my  saint 
Roch.  ^is  well  and  courtly ; — ^you  must  give 
mc  leave ; 
I  have  some  private  conference  with  my  daughter; 
Pray  use  my  garden,  you  shall  dine  with  mc. 
Lilad.  We'll  wait  on  you. 
Nov.jun.  Good  mom  unto  your  lordship. 
Remember  what  you  have  vowed — 

[To  Beaumrlfe. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Rochfort  and  Beaumelle. 

Beaumel.  Perform  I  must 

Roch.  Why  how  now,  Beaumelle,  thou  look*st 

not  well. 

Thou  art  sad  of  late, — come  cheer  thee ;  I  have 

found 
A  wholesome  remedy  for  these  maiden  fits, 
A  goodly  oak  whereon  to  twist  my  vine, 
Till  her  fair  branches  grow  up  to  the  stars. 
Be  near  at  hand,  success  crown  my  intent, 
My  business  fills  my  little  time  so  full, 
I  cannot  stand  to  talk :  I  know  thy  duty 
Is  handmaid  to  my  will,  especially 
When  it  presents  nothing  but  good  and  fit 
BeaumeL  Sir,  I  am  your8.---Oh  !  if  my  fears 
prove  true. 
Fate  hath  wronged  love,  and  will  destroy  me  too. 

[Exit  Beaumelle. 

Enter  Romont  and  Keeper. 

Rom.  Sent  you  for  me,  sir  ? 

Roch.  Yes. 

Rom.  Your  lordship's  pleasure  ? 

Roch.  Keepch,  this  prisoner  I  will  see  forth- 
coming, 
Upon  my  word — Sit  down,  good  colonel. 

[Exit  Keeper. 
Why  I  did  wish  you  hither,  noble  sir. 
Is  to  advise  you  from  this  iron  carnage. 
Which,  so  affected,  Romont,  you  will  wear 
To  pity,  and  to  counsel  you  to  submit 
Witn  expedition  to  the  great  Novall : 
Recant  your  stern  contempt  and  slight  neglect 
Of  the  whole  court  and  him,  and  opportunely, 
Or  you  will  undergo  a  heavy  censure 
In  public,  very  shortly. 

Kom.  Reverend  sir, 
I  have  observed  you,  and  do  know  you  well ; 
And  am  now  more  afraid  you  know  not  me. 
By  wishing  my  submission  to  Novall, 
Than  I  can  be  of  all  the  bellowing  mouths 
That  wait  upon  him  to  pronounce  the  censure, 
Could  it  determine  me  to  torments  and  shame. 
Submit  and  crave  forgiveness  of  a  beast  f 
Tis  true,  this  boil  of  state  wears  purple  tissue, 
Is  high  fed,  proud  :^^  is  his  lordship's  horse. 
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And  bean  as  ridi  caparaisonl    I  kapur 
This  elephant  carries  on  his  back  not  ooly 
Towers,  castles,  but  the  ponderous  republiCy 
And  never  stoops  for  it;  with  bis  stroi^  brealiied 

trunk 
Snufl&  over's  titles,  lordships,  offices^ 
Wealth,  bribes,  and  lives,  under  his  ravenous  jairs  *. 
What^s  this  unto  my  freedom  ?  I  dare  die ; 
And  therefore  ask  this  camel,  if  these  blessiqgii 
(For  ST)  they  would  be  understood  by  a  man) 
But  moUity  one  rudeness  in  his  nature, 
Sweeten  the  eager  relish  of  the  law, 
At  whose  great  hehn  he  sits.    Helps  he  the  poor 
In  a  just  business?  Nay,  does  he  not  cross 
Every  deserved  soldier  and  scholar, 
As  if,  when  nature  made  him,  she  had  made 
The  general  antipathy  of  all  virtue  ? 
How  savagely  and  blasphemously  he  spake 
Touching  the  general,  the  brave  general,  dead ! 
I  must  weep  when  I  think  on't. 

Roc/l  Sir! 

Rom,  My  lord,  I  am  not  stubborn :  I  can  melt, 
you  see, 
And  prize  a  virtue  better  than  my  life : 
For  tiiough  I  be  not  learned,  I  ever  loved 
That  holy  mother  of  all  issues  good, 
Whose  white  hand  for  a  scepter  holds  a  file. 
To  polish  roughest  customs,  and  in  you 
She  has  her  ri^ht :  See !  J  am  calm  as  sleep ; 
But  when  I  think  of  the  gross  injuries, 
fbe  godless  wrong  done  to  my  general  dead, 
I  rave  indeed,  and  could  eat  this  Novall ; 
A  soulless  dromedary  1 

Roch.  Oh  !  be  temperate ; 
Sir,  though  I  would  persuade,  111  not  constrain ; 
Kach  man's  opinion  freely  is  his  own. 
Concerning  any  thing,  or  any  body ; 
Be  it  right  or  wrong,  'tis  at  the  judge's  peril. 

Enter  Beaumont. 

Beawn,   These  men,  sir,    wait  without;  my 

lord  is  come  too. 
Roch.  Pay  them  those  sums  upon  the  table ; 
take 
Their  full  releases :; — Stay — ^I  want  a  witness : 
Let  me  intreat  vou,  colonel,  to  walk  in. 
And  stand  but  by  to  see  this  money  paid; 
It  does  concern  you  and  your  friend ;  it  was 
The  better  cause  you  were  sent  for,  though  said 

otherwise. 
The  deed  shall  make  this  my  request  more  plain. 
Rom,  I  shall  obey  your  pleasure,  sir,  though 
ignorant 
To  what  it  tends.  [Exeunt  Romont  and  Servant. 

Enter  Charalois. 

Rock,  Worthiest  sir. 
You  are  most  welcome :  Fie,  no  more  of  thh : 
You  have  out-wept  a  woman,  noble  Charalois ! 
No  man  but  has  or  must  bury  a  father. 

Char.  Grave  sir !  I  buried  sorrow  for  his  death 
In  tbe  grave  with  him.    I  did  never  think . 


&  siat  innoital---tboo|^  t  voir  1 0Bei% 
And  see  no  reason  why  the  vidpns* 
Virtuoua»  valiant,  and  vnwoithy  maOf 
Should  die  alike. 

Roch.  They  do  not 

Char.  In  the  manner 
Of  dying,  sir,  they  do  not,  bol  all  dit. 
And  therein  differ  not :  But  I  have  dont^ 
I  spied  the  livelv  picture  of  my  father, 
Passiog  your  gallery,  and  that  cast  thb  watar 
Into  mine  eyes :  See — foolish  Uial  I  amp 
To  let  it  do  so. 

Roch.  Sweet  and  gentle  Nature ! 
How  silken  is  this  well  comparatively 
To  other  men ;  I  have  a  suit  to  yooy  air, 

Char.  Take  it;  'tis  granted. 

Roch.  What? 

Char.  Nothings  my  lord. 

Roch.  Nothii^  is  quickly  granted. 

Char.  Faith,  my  lord ! 
That  nothing  granted  is  even  all  I  have* 
For  all  know  I  have  nothing  left  to  grant 

Roch.  Sir,  have  you  any  suit  to  me?  FU  grant 
You  something  anything. 

Char.  Nay,  surely,  I,  that  can 
Give  nothing,  will  but  sue  for  that  again* 
No  man  willgrant  me  an3rthing  I  sue  for. 
But  begging  nothing,  every  man  will  give  it 

Roch.  Sir,  the  love  I  bore  your  falfaer»  and  the 
worth 
I  see  in  you,  so  mndh  resembfing  his. 
Made  me  thus  send  for  you.    And  tender  here 

j^JDravs  m  curtain. 
Whatever  you  will  take,  gold,  jewels^  both. 
All,  to  supply  your  wants,  and  free  yourself. 
Where  heavenly  virtue  in  high-blooded  veins 
Is  lodged,  and  can  ac^ree,  men  should  kneel  down, 
Adore,  and  sacrifice  all  that  they  have ; 
And  well  they  may,  it  is  so  seldom  seen. 
Put  off  your  wQnder,  and  here  freely  take. 
Or  send  your  servants :  Nor,  sir,  sfciall  jfcm  use 
In  aught  of  this  a  poor  man's  fee,  or  hnbe 
Unju&y  taken  of  the  rich,  but  what's 
Directly  gotten,  and  yet  by  the  law. 

CAnr.  How  ill,  sir,  it  becomes  dioae  hairs  to 
mock! 

Roch.  Mock }  thunder  strike  me  then. 

Char.  You  do  amaae  roe. 
But  you  shall  wonder  too;  I  will  not  take 
One  single  piece  of  this  great  heap.  Why  should  I 
Borrow,  that  have  not  means  to  pay;  nay,  am 
A  very  bankrupt,  even  in  flatterinj^  hope 
Of  ever  raising  any.    All  my  begging 
Is  Romont's  liberty. 

Enter  Romont,  Beaumont,  and  CrcdUors, 
loaded  with  money, 

Roch.  Here  is  your  friend. 
Enfranchised  ere  yon  spake.    I  give  him  yon : 
And,  Charalois,  I  give  you  to  your  friend. 
As  free  a  man  as  he :  lour  father^  debt^ 
Are  taken  o£ 
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CW.  Hoir? 
JZml  Sir,  it  is 
I  aa  the  wifincaBki 
1  Cred.  Yes,  ^th»  we  are  eaid. 
f  C^  Hemn  U^  his  loRiBfaii^--I  did  think 

iiini  wiser. 
SCrsdLHeeibMMMHi?  He  an  ass^-iw?  other 

nea'sdeUs? 
1  Cnrf.  That  he  was  never  bound  fcr. 
JKm.  Om  aore  such 
Wo«U  same  die  rest  ofjMen. 

Lie  sbO  Bij  toogoe,  and  bhaabes  scald  njr  cheeks, 
IWt  sftr  thanks  in  words  for  such  ff^at  deeds. 

fisdk  CaU  in  mj  daughter :  Still  I  have  a  suit 
la  joa.  [Biii  Beammmtt. 

Woski  JOB  raniitie  me  ? 

JUa.  Wiihhia  life,  I  assure  you. 

Eaek  Swff  wouU  jou  make  me  now  your 


Enitr  Beauicellx. 

TUs  ii  iBT  only  child :  What  she  appears, 
YovknUiip  well  may  see:  for  education,  Beai»* 


Foloei  not  anj :  For  her  mind»  I  know  it 
To  be  £tf  fairer  than  her  shapes  and  hope 
ItwiUoontiBaeao:  If  now  her  birth 
Be  sot  aeo  ntenn  for  Charalois,  take  her, 
7b  virgin,  bv  the  hand,  and  call  her  wife, 
Endoved  win  all  my  fortanea:  Bless  me  so^ 
Re^nile  me  thns^  and  inake  me  happier, 
UjMoiag  mr  poor  empty  name  to  yoors, 
T\an  if  mv  ^tnte  were  multiplied  tenfold. 
CUr.  u  tfaia  the  payment,  sir,  that  you  ex- 


Whv,  yba  ptncipstatr  me  more  in  debt, 
That  nothing  but  my  Bfo  can  ever  pay* 
Tka  beanty  being  your  danditer  (in  which  yoors 
I SHSK  conceive  necessity  of  her  virtue) 
Wiihaat  all  dowry  is  a  princess  aim. 
TWa,  as  she  ia,  liar  poor  and  worthless  me 
HowmadbtDO  wotti^!  Waken  ma,  Romont, 
Ibst  I  amy  know  I  dreamedy  and  find  this  vn- 


JZaiB.  Sore  I  sleep  not. 
£stA.  Yoor  sentfawi    life  or  death. 
OUr.  Fair  BeaumeUe,  can  you  love  me? 
Yc%mylonL 


EmUr  NovALL Jan.  Povtalibr,  Malotin,  Li- 
LAfiAMy  mmd  Atm SR.— iltf  ulutc 

Ckar.  You  need  not  cpiestion  me  if  I  can  you. 
Y«i  are  die  feirest  viimn  in  Dijon, ' 
Aarl  Rochlbrt  isyoorMlher. 


WbtTsthiscImB^? 
Yanmetn^ 


dnnMctihese? 


I  Iwiitemy 


Thus  seal  it  in  the  nght  of  Heaven  and  men. 
Your  fingers  tie  my  neart-strines  with  this  touch. 
In  true-love  knots,  which  Doaglit  but  death  ili>U 

loose. 
And  let  these  tears  (an  emblem  of  our  loves) 
Like  crystal  fivers  incfividuafly 
Fk>w  into  one  another;  aaake  one  source, 
Which  never  man  distinguish,  less  divide ! 
Breath  mnny  breath,  and  kisses  mingle  soula; 
Two  hearts  and  bodies  here  incorporate ; 
And,  though  with  little  wooing  I  have  wo% 
My  future  life  shell  be  a  wooing  time, 
And  every  day  new  as  the  bridu  one; 
Oh,  sir !  I  groan  under  your  courtesies, 
More  than  my  fether's  bones  under  his  wrongs. 
You,  Cnrtius-like,  have  thrown  into  the  gulf 
Of  this  his  oountiys  foul  ingratitude^ 
Yoor  life  and  fortunes,  to  redeem  their  shnmeii 

Roek,  No  more^  my  glory  I  come,  letfs  in,  and 
'  hasten 
This  celebration. 

Aamoar,  Afa/aita,  Poniafier,  and  Bf aamoal.— 
All  fair  bliss  upon  it. 

[Exeunt  Rochfitrty  Char^loiif  Rommit, 
Beaumamtf  amd  Maioiin. 

Nav.jun.  Mistress! 

Beoum.  Oh  servant,  virtue  strengthen  me ! 
Thy  presence  blows  round  my  afiecSion's  vane: 
You  will  undo  me  if  you  speak  again. 

[Exit  Bemimeile, 

LUad.  Aum,  Here  will  be  sport  for  you.    This 
works.         [Extunt  LUadam  tmd  Aymtr. 

Nov.jun.  Peace!  peace!  « 

Poa#.  One  word,  my  lord  Novall ! 

Nov,jun.  What,  thou  would'st  moneys— there. 

Pbn<.  No,  rU  none,  Til  not  be  bought  a  slave, 
A  pandar,  or  a  parasite,  for  all 
Your  father^s  worth ;  though  you  have  saved  my 

life, 
Rescued  me  often  from  my  wants,  I  roust  not 
Wink  at  your  follies  that  wiU  ruin  you. 
You  know  my  UunC  way,  and  my  love  to  truth: 
Forsake  the  pursuit  of  this  lady's  honour, . 
Now  you  do  see  her  made  another  man% 
And  such  a  man's !  so  good,  so  popular ; 
Or  you  will  phick  a  thoiisand  mischiefs  on  yon- 
The  benefits  you've  done  me  are  not  loot, 
Nor  cast  away;  they  are  pursed  here  in  my 

heart; 
But  let  me  nay  you,  sir,  a  fairer  wi^ 
Than  to  dewnd  your  vices,  or  to  soothe  them. 

Ncff^jun,  Ha,  ha,  ha!  what  are  my  coaraes 
unto  thee? 
Good  eonsin  Pontalier,  meddle  with  that 
That  shall  concern  thyself.  [ExU  NooaB. 

Pont  No  more  but  scorn  ? 
Move  on  then,  stars !  work  your  pernicious  will ! 
Only  the  wise  rule,  and  prevent  your  ilL    [Exit, 

HautboySd — Here  a  prntrnge  over  the  Mtagty  whik 
the  act  ieplajfiingfor  the  nmrriage  (jfChsr^ 
with  Aaumelkf  Sfc, 
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SCENE  I. 


'  Enter  Novall jun.  and  Bellapert. 

Nov.  jun.  Fly  not  to  these  excusei :  Thou  hast 
been 
False  in  thy  promise — and,  when  I  have  said 
Ungrateful,  all  is  spoke. 

Bella.  Good  my  lord !  but  hear  me  only. 

N(rv.jun.  To  what  purpose,  trifler? 
Can  any  thing  that  thou  canst  say  make  void 
The  marriage  ?  Or  those  pleasures  but  a  dream. 
Which  Chajralois  (oh  Venus !)  hath  enjoyed  ? 

Bella,  I  yet  could  say  tbat  you   receive  ad- 
vantage 
In  what  you  think  a  los^  would  you  vouchsafe 

me; 
That  you  were  never  in  the  way  till  now 
With  safety  to  arrive  at  your  desires; 
That  pleasure  makes  love  to  you,  unattended 
By  danger  or  repentance. 

Nav^jun,  That  I  oould 
But  apprehend  one  reason  how  this  might  be, 
Hope  would  not  then  forsake  me. 

Bella.  The  enjoying 
Of  what  you  most  desire ;  I  say  the  enjoying, 
Shall,  in  the  full  possession  of  your  wishes, 
Confirm  that  I  am  faithful. 

Nov.  jun.  Give  some  relish 
How  tliis  may  appear  possible. 

Bella.  I  will. 
Relish  and  taste,  and  make  the  banquet  easy. 
You  say  my  lady*s  married — I  confess  it : 
That  Charalois  hath  enjoyed  her — ^'tis  most  true : 
That  with  her  he's  already  master  of 
The  best  part  of  my  lord's  estate.    Still  better : 
But  that  the  first  or  last  should  be  your  hindrance, 
I  utterly  deny :  For,  but  observe  me, 
While  she  went  for,  and  was,  I  swear,  a  virgin, 
W  hat  courtesy  could  she  with  her  honour  give. 
Or  you  receive  with  safety? 

Nov,  jun.  But  for  her  marriage. 

Bella.  Tis  a  fair  protection 
'Gainst  all  arrests  of  fear  or  shame  for  e\'er. 
Such  as  are  fair,  and  yet  not  foolish,  study 
To  have  one  at  thirteen ;  but  they  are  mad    . 
That  stay  till  twenty.  Tlien,  sir !  for  the  pleasure ; 
To  say  adultery  is  sweeter,  that  is  stale. 
Tliis  only — Is  not  the  contentment  more. 
To  say,  this  is  my  cuckold,  than  my  rival  ? 
More  I  could  say — but^  briefly,  shedoats  on  you; 
If  it  prove  otherwise,  spare  not,  poison  me 
.With  tlie  next  gold  you  give  me. 

Enter  Beauuelle. 

Beaumel,  How  is  this,  servant?  courting  my 
woman  ? 

Bella.  As  an  entrance  to 
•The  favour  of  the  mistress ;  You  a^e  together, 
AJid  I  am  perfect  in  my  cue,  [Gmng. 


Beaumel  Stay,  Bellapert 

Bella.  In  this  I  must  not,  with  your  leave, 
obey  you. 
Your  taylor  and  your  tire-^oman  wait  without, 
And  stay  my  counsel  and  direction  for 
Your  next  da/s  dressing.    I  Inve  much  to  do, 
Nor  will  ^our  lad^^p  now,  tii^e  is  precious. 
Continue  idle ;  tlus  choice  lord  will  find 
So  fit  employment  for  you.      \ixU  Bella peit. 

Banjul  shaU  gnW  angr^. 

Nat.  jun.  Not  so ;  you  have  a  jewel  in  beiv 
madam! 

BeaumeL  You  come  to  chide  me,,  servant ,  and 
bring  with  you 
Sufficient  warrant.    You  will  say,  and  truly, 
My  father  found  too  much  obemence  in  me. 
By  being  won  too  soon  t  Yet,  if  you  please 
But  to  remember  all  my  hopes  and  fortunes 
Had  reference  to  his  liking,  you  will  grant, 
That  though  I  did  not  well  towards  you,  I  yet 
Did  wisely  for  myself. 

Nov.  jun.  With  too  much  fenrour 
I  have  so  long  loved,  and  still  love  you,  mistress 
To  esteem  that  an  injury  to  me. 
Which  was  to  you  convenient;  that  is  past 
My  help^  is  past  my  cure.    You  yet  may,  lady, 
In  rccompence  of  all  my  duteous  service, 
(Provided  that  your  will  answer  your  power) 
Become  my  creditress. 

BeaumeL  I  understand  you ; 
And  for  assurance  the  request  you  make 
Shall  not  be  long  unanswered,  pray  you  sit. 
And  by  what  you  shall  hear,  you'll  easily  find. 
My  passions  are  much  fitter  to  desire 
Than  to  be  sued  to. 

Enter  Komant  and  Flobimel. 

Fhr.  Sir,  it  is  not  envy 
At  the  start  my  fellow  has  got  of  me  in 
My.  lady's  gotjd  opinion,  that  is  the  motive 
Of  this  discovery  ;  but  due  payment 
Of  what  I  owe  her  honour. 

Rom.  So  I  conceive  it. 

Flor.  I  have  observed  too  much,  nor  shall  my 
silence 
Prevent  the  remedy — ^yonder  they  are, 
I  dare  not  lie  seen  with  you.    You  may  do 
What  you  think  fit,  whidi  will  be,  I  presume. 
The  otlicc  of  a  faithful  and  tried  friend 
To  my  young  lord.  [Exit  FlorimeL 

Rom.  lliis  is  no  vision  -.  Ha ! 

Nov. jun.  With  the  next  opportuni^. 

BeaumeL  By  this  kiss,  and  this,  and  this. 

Nov.  jun.  That  you  woukl  ever  swear  thu& ! 

Rom.  If  [  seem  rude,  your  pardon,  lady  !  your% 
I  do  not  ask :  Come,  do  not  dare  to  shew  me 
A  face  of  anger,  or  the  least  dislike ; 
Put  on,  and  suddenly,  a  milder  look ; 
I  shall  grow  rough  else. 
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Wbst  have  I  dotne,  sir. 
To dtam  diis  hvafa  oastLYmaj  language  from  tou? 

Rem,  Done,  pojnnjay  ?  Why,  dost  tbou  ttunk 
that,  if 
I  «Vr  had  dreamt  cbat  thoa  hadst  done  me 

wrong, 
ThoQ  shoaidst  ontfv^  it  ^ 

BeaameL  This  is  somediing  more 
Thui  my  lord's  friend^p  gives  commission  for. 

JVb^. Jan.  Yoor  presence  and  the  place  make 
mm  presume 
Upon  my  patience. 

•ItiaL  As  if  thou  e'er  irert  angry 
Bat  widi  thy  taylor,  and  yet  that  poor  shred 
Cm  bring  more  to  the  making  up  of  a  man, 
TlaD  can  he  hoped  from  thee :  Tnou  art  his  crea- 
ture, 
And,  dal  he  not  each  morning  new  create  thee, 
Una  wooid'st  stink  and  be  forgotten.     I  will 

not  change 
One  ffUable  more  with  thee,  until  thou  bring 
Some  testimony,  under  good  men's  hands, 
Tboo  art  a  Cluistian.    I  suspect  thee  stroi^|;ly, 
And  wiii  be  satisfied:   Till  whidi  time,  keep 

Hom  me. 
Tlie  entertainment  of  your  visitation  . 
Ui§  made  what  I  intended  one  a  business. 

Ikft.jun.  So  we  shall  meet — madam ! 

Jt0iii.-'Use  that-leg  again,  and  Til  cut  off  the 
other. 

Nov.  Jan.  Very  good.  [ExU  Nov. 

Jlon.  So  I  respect  you, 
Not  for  yourself,  but  in  remembrance  of 
Who  is  yoor  father,  and  whose  wife  you  now  are, 
That  I  chose  rather  not  to  understand 
Yoor  nasty  sou^  than 

BemMMKL  What,  you  will  not  beat  me, 
If  I  cxpoond  it  to  you?  Here's  a  tyrant 
Spores  neither  man  nor  woman. 

Rom.  My  intents, 
Midam,  deserve  not  this ;  nor  do  T  stay 
To  be  the  whetstone  of  your  wit :  preserve  it 
To  spend  on  soch  as  know  how  to  admire 
bach  colomed  stu£    In  me  there  is  now  speaks 

to  you. 
As  true  a  friend  and  servant  to  your  honour, 
And  one  that  will  with  as  much  hazard  guard  it, 
As  ever  man  did  goodness.    But  then,  lady  ! 
Yon  must  endeavonr,  not  alone  to  be, 
Alt  to  appear,  worthy  soch  love  and  service. 

BommeL  To  what  tends  this  ? 

Rom,  Why,  to  this  purpose,  lady ; 
I  do  desire  you  should  prove  such  a  wife 
To  Charalois  (and  such  a  one  he  merits) 
As  C«sar,  did  he  live,  could  not  except  at, 
Not  only  innocent  from  crime,  but  free 
FnanaU  taint  and  suspicion. 

BetmmeL  Hwy  •are  base  that  judge  me  othei^ 


Koa.  Bat  yet  be  careful ! 
Detmrtinn  is  a  bold  monster,  and  fears  not 
To  wound  die  iame  of  princes^if  it  find 


But  jany  blemish  in  their  lives  to  work  on : 
But  I  will  be  plainer  with  you :  had  the  people 
Bcien  learnt  to  speak,  but  what  even  now  I  saw. 
Their  malice  out  of  that  would  nuse  an  engine 
To  overthrow  your  honour.    In  my  snght, 
With  yonder  (Nunted  fool  I  frighted  trom  you, 
You  liaed  fainiliarity  beyond 
A  modest  entertainment :  you  embraced  him 
With  too  much  ardour  for  a  stranger,  and 
Met  him  with  kisses  neither  chaste  nor  comely  *. 
But  learn  you  to  forget  him,  as  I  will 
Your  bounties  to  him ;  you  will  find  it  safer 
Rather  to  be  nncoortly  than  immodest. 

BeaumeL  This  pretty   rag  about  your  neck 
shews  well. 
And,  being  coarse  and  little  worth,  it  speaks  you 
As  terrible  as  thrifty. 

Rom.  Madam! 

BeaumeL  Yes. 
And  this  strong  belt,  in  which  you  hang  your  ho- 
nour, 
Will  outlast  twenty  scarfs. 

Rom.  What  mean  you,  lady  ? 

BeaumeL  And  all  else  about  you  cap-a-pee, 
So  uniform  in  spice  of  handsomeness, 
Sh<!ws  such  a  bold  contempt  of  comeliness, 
That  it  is  not  strange  your  laundress  in  the 

Leaguer 
Grew  mad  with  love  of  you. 

Rom.  Is  my  free  counsel 
Aiiswered  with  this  ridiculous  scorn? 

BeaumeL  These  objects 
Stole  very  much  of  my  attention  from  me ; 
Yet  something  I  remember,  to  speak  truth, 
Delivered  gravely,  but  to  little  purpose, 
That  almost  would  have  made  me  swear,  soma 

curate 
Had  stolen  into  the  nerson  of  Romont, 
And,  in  the  praise  or  good-^ife  honesty,  . 
Had  read  an  homily. 

Rom.  By  this  hand 

BeaumeL  And  sword ; 
I  will  make  up  your  oath,  it  will  want  weight  else. 
You  are  angry  with  me,  and  poor  I  laugh  at  it. 
Do  you  come  from  the  camp,  which  affords  only 
The  conversation  of  cast  suburb  whores, 
To  set  down  to  a  lady  of  my  rank 
limits  of  entertainment  ? 

Rom.  Sure  a  legion  has  possest  this  woman. 

BeaumeL  One  stamp  more  would  do  well :  yet 
I  desire  not 
You  should  grow  horn-mad  till  you  liave  a  wife. 
You  are  come  to  warm  meat,  and  perhaps  clean 

.   linen: 
Feed,  wear  it,  and  be  thankful.     For  me,  know, 
That  though  a  thousand  watdies  were  set  on  me, 
And  you  the  master-spy,  I  yet  would  use 
The  liberty  that  best  liKes  me.    I  will  revel. 
Feast,  kiss,  embrace.    Perhaps,  grant  larger  fa« 

vours. 
Yet  such  as  live  upon  my  means,  shall  know 
They  must  not  murmur  at  it.    If  my  loni 
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Be  now  growii  yeDow,  ftnd  has  choseont  yoa 
To  serve  hid  jealousy  that  waj,  tell  him  this. 
You  have  fomrthing  to  iofonn  him. 

[Exit  Bemumelte. 
Jtont.  And  I  will ! 
Believe  h,  wicked  one,  I  will.    Hear,  heaven ! 
But,  hearingy  pardon  me :  if  these  fruits  grow 
Upon  the  tree  of  marriage,  let  me  shun  it, 
As  a  forbidden  sweet    An  heir  and  rich, 
Yooiw,  beautiful ;  yet  add  to  this,  a  wife. 
And  I  will  rather  chuse  a  spital  sinner. 
Carted  an  age  before,  thougn  three  parts  rotten. 
And  take  it  for  a  blessing  rather  than 
Be  fettered  to  the  hellish  slavery 
Of  such  an  impudence. 

Enter  Beaumont  with  vritingg, 

Beaum.  Colonel !  good  fortune 
To  meet  you  thus ;  you  look  sad,  but  I  will  tell 

^ou 
Something  that  shall  remove  it    O  how  happy 
Is  my  lord  Charalois  in  his  fair  bride ! 

liom,    A  happy  man  indeed !   pray  you  in 
what? 

Beaum.  I  dare  swear,  you  would  diink  so  good 
a  lady 
A  dower  sufficient 

Ro0h,  No  doubt    But  on. 

Beaum.  So  fair,  so  chaste,  so  virtooos ;  indeed 
All  that  is  excellent 

Rom.  Women  have  no  cunning  to  gull  the 
world! 

Beaum.  Yet  to  all  these,  my  lord. 
Her  fatlier  gives  the  full  addition  of 
All  he  does  now  possess  in  Burgundy : 
These  writings  to  confirm  it  are  new  sealed, 
And  I  most  fortunate  to  present  him  with  them ; 
I  must  go  seek  him  out;  can  you  direct  me  ? 

Ram.  Yon  will  find  him  breaking  a  yonng  horse. 

Beaum.  I  thank  you.  [Exit  Beammomt. 

Rom.  I  must  do  something  worthy  Charalois' 
friendship. 
If  she  were  well  inclined,  to  keep  her  so 
Deserved  not  thanks :  and  yet,  to  stay  a  woomo, 
Sparred  headlong  by  hot  lust  to  her  own  min, 
Is  harder  than  to  prop  a  falling  tower 
With  a  deceiving  reeo. 

Enter  RocHFoar. 

Roch.  Some  one  neA  for  me^ 
As  soon  as  he  returns. 

Rom.  Her  father !  ha ! 

How  if  I  break  this  to  him  ?  Sore  it  cannot 
Meet  with  an  ill  construction.    His  wisdom. 
Made  powerful  by  the  anthority  of  a  father. 
Will  warrant  and  ove  priviledge  to  his  counsels. 
It  shall  be  so— myiord ! 

Rock,  Your  fnend,  Romont : 
Would  you  aught  with  me? 

Rom.  I  stand  so  engaged 
To  your  so  many  favours,  that  I  hold  it 
A  breach  in  thankfulness^  should  I  not  discover; 


Though  with  some  imputatioii  to  myself 
All  doubts  that  may  oonoera  yon. 

Roch,  The  performance 
Will  make  this  protestation  worth  my  thanks. 

Rom.  Then,  with  your  patience^  lend  at  your 
attention: 
For  what  I  must  deliver,  whispered  ody. 
You  will  with  too  mnch  ^ief  reocsve. 

Enter  Beaumeixe  and  Beli^apekx. 

Beaumel.  Sec,  wench! 
Upon  my  life  as  I  fore^iake,  he's  nonr 
Preferring  his  complaint :  But  be  tbou  perftc^ 
And  we  will  fit  him. 

BeiUu  Fear  not  me^  poa  on  him  I 
A  captain  turned  informer  against  kissiag? 
Would  he  were  hanged  up  in  his  rusty  aimoor ! 
But^  if  oor  fresh  wits  cannot  turn  the  plots 
Of  such  a  moold^  murrioo  on  itself, 
lUch  clothes,  dunce  fare,  and  a  true  friend  at  a  cally 
Forsake  us. 

Roch.  This  in  my  daughter  ?  Do  not  wrong  her. 

BeAk  Nowbegm. 
The  game's  afoot,  and  we  in  distance. 

BeammeL  ^isthy  fault,  foolish  girl  I  pin  on  mj 
veil, 
I  will  not  wear  those  jewda.    Am  I  not 
Already  matched  beyond  my  heaves  ?  Yet  sbll 
You  prune  and  set  me  fortl^  as  if  I  were 
Again  to  PJ^ease  a  suitor. 

BeUa.  Tis  the  course 
That  our  great  ladies  take. 

Rom.  A  weak  excuse ! 

BeaumeL  Those  that  are  better  seen,  in  vrbAi 
conoemi 
A  lady's  honour  and  fair  fame^  condewm  it 
You  wait  well :  in  your  absence,  my  lord's  friend. 
The  understandini^  grave  and  wise  Bo—ont 

Rom.  Must  I  be  still  her  sport  ?  [Axid^ 

BeaumeL  Reproved  me  fw  it; 
And  he  has  travelled  to  bring  home  a  jadgncsst. 
Not  to  be  contradicted.    You  will  sav 
My  father,  that  owes  more  to  years  than  bc^ 


Has  brought  me  up  to  music,  language, 

ship» 

And  I  must  use  them.    IVuc^  but  not  to  <>fit^id|. 
Or  render  me  suspected. 

Roch.  Does  your  fine  story  be^  from  tbaa  ? 

BeawneL  I  thought  a  pamng  kisa 
From  young  Novell  would  have  displeased  no 

more 
Than  heretofore  it  hath  done ;  but  I  find 
I  must  restrain  such  favours  now;  look^  therefore^ 
As  you  are  careful  to  oootinae  mine^ 
That  I  no  more  be  visited.    Ill  endure 
The  striiTtest  course  of  life  that  jealousy 
Can  think  secure  enough,  ere  my  behavioiir 
Shall  call  my  fame  in  question. 

Rom.  Ten  dissemblers 
Are  in  this  subtle  devil.    Yon  believe  this  ? 

Rock.  So  far,  that  if  you  trouble  me  agMU 
With  a  report  like  this^  I  diaU  not  only 
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Jaiilie^M  mfioMMU  in  jom  dispontbiiy 
fiut  ftndy  to  repeot  what  I  have  done 
To  neb  a  oitare. 
JU.  Wby/iis  exceeding  weU. 
Back  And  fur  yooy  dan^ter,  off  with  this ;  off 
widiit; 
I  htvc  that  coafidenoe  in  yoar  goodneasy  I, 
That  I  wij]  ooc  conaent  to  have  yoa  live 
like  to  a  redooe  in  a  cloister :  Goy^ 
Call  ia  the  ^aat%  let  them  make  you  merry, 
U«  aU  (it  bberty. 

BfiUk  Btcnc  oo  yon. 
If  das  new  preacher,  with  the  awoid  and  feather, 
CoaU  profe  his  doctrine  for  canonical. 
We  dndd  have  a  fine  world.     [Exit  Bellt^^. 

Rxk  Su,  if  yoa  pAeaae 
To  bear  yooneif  as  fita  a  gentleman, 
The  hoaae  is  at  your  service ;  hot,  if  not. 
Though  yea  aedt  company  ebewhere,  your  ab- 

raaotbemnchfaflBentad [Exit  Rochfort. 

AaLirthbhe 
The  leoasqienoe  of  striving  to  preserve 
A  aaaiaa  mdet  honest,  very  shortly 
TaiB  sake  aU  mankind  panclara. — ^I>o  you  smile, 
Good  lady  fctoaeoeat  ?  Yoor  whole  sex  is  like  you, 
Aad  that  man'a  mad  that  seeks  to  better  any : 
What  new  change  have  you  next  ? 

BetameL  Oh,  fear  not  you,  sir ! 
rn  ihift  i«D  a  tivrasandy  hut  I  will 
Coovtft  wMir  here!^. 

1m.  What  heffes:^  ?  speak ! 

ftiwg/.  Of  keeping  a  lady  that  is  married, 
FiQBi  anteitaining  servants. 

ittr  NovALL  jmn.  M alotik,  Liladam,  At- 
ven»  a»^  PovTALxsK. 

(^  yorfre  wfjnome. 

^n  any  meana  to  vex  him, 

Aad  ttan  with  wdoome  foUow  roe. 

[EtU  BeaumeL 

IKm/ni.  Yoa  are  tired 
Wah  yoor  gnve  eidiortations»  colonel ! 

Tiiid,  bwbit?  Faith,  your  lordship  mi^  do 
vefl 
To  hda  hiaa  to  some  chttrch^preferment :  Tis 
Hoar  the  fiufaioo  for  men  of  all  conditions^ 
However  they  have  lived,  to  end  that  way. 

^jf'tr.  That  face  would  do  well  in  a  surplice. 


iW«  STdeath !  will  you  su£Bsr  this? 

Earn,  And  you,  the  master  rogue,  the  coward 


I  d»D  be  widi  you  suddenly. 

Sh9.Jtpi,  Pootalier, 
If  I  AooU  strike  him,  I  know  I  shall  kill  him : 
^Bd  therefore  I  would  have  thee  beat  him,  for 
He  B  cood  for  nothing  else. 

liJisi.  His  back 
Afpean  to  me^  as  it  would  tire  a  beadle. 
Aad  then  he  has  a  knotted  brow,  would  bruise 
A  ooait-Oe  hud  to  touch  it 


Aymer.  He  looks  like 
A  currier,  when  his  hide's  grown  dear. 

Pant,  Take  heed  he  curry  not  some  of  yon, 

Nov.jun,  Gads  me !  he  is  aoery. 

liojR.  I  break  no  jests^  but  I  can  break  mj 
sword 
About  your  pates. 

Enter  CHAEAiiOiflnnd  BsAVMoarr^ 

LilatL  Here  is  more. 

Aymer.  Come,  let  us  be  gone ! 
We  are  belevuered. 

No9,jun,  JUM>k,  ther  bring  up  their  troops. 

Pant.  Will  you  sit  down  with  this  disgrace  I 
You  are  abused  most  grossly. 

LUad.  1  grant  you,  sir,  we  are;  and  you  wadd 
have  us 
Stay,  and  be  more  abused. 

aoD.jun,  My  lord,  I  am  sorry 
Your  house  is  so  inhospitable,  we  «Mist  quit  it 
[Exeunt,    Moment  CkaralaU  and  KomanL 

Char,  Prythee,  Romont,  what  caused  this  up- 
roar? 

Rom,  Notlung. 
Th^  laughed  ami  used  their  scurvy  wits  upon  me. 

CiAar.  Come,  Itb  thy  jealous  nature :  but  I 
wonder 
That  you,  which  are  an  honest  man  and  warilbj. 
Should  foster  this  suspicion.    No  man  laug^ 
No  one  can  whisper,  out  thou  apprehendest 
Hb  conference  and  his  scorn  reflects  on  thee. 
For  my  part,  they  should  scoflf  their  thin  wits  out^ 
80  I  not  heard  mem ;  beat  me,  not  being  there. 
Leave,  leave  these  fits  to  conscious  men,  to  such 
As  are  obnoxious  to  those  foolish  things 
As  they  can  gibe  at 

Earn.  Well,  sir? 

Char.  Thou  art  known 
Valiant  without  defect,  rightly  defined, 
Which  is  (as  fearing  to  do  injury, 
As  tender  to  endure  it)  not  a  hrabbler, 
A  swearer. 

iioai.  Pish,  pish !  what  needs  this,  my  lord? 
If  I  be  known  none  such,  how  vainly  you 
Do  cast  away  good  counsel  ?  1  have  loved  yoo. 
And  yet  must  freely  speak :  So  young  a  tutor 
Fits  not  so  old  a  soldier  as  I  am. 
And  I  must  tell  you,  'twfui  in  your  behalf 
Igrew  enraged  thus;  yet  had  rather  die 
Than  open  the  great  cause  a  syllable  further. 

Char.  In  my  behalf?  Wherein  hath  Cbaraloii 
Unfitly  so  demeaned  himself,  to  give 
The  least  occasion  to  the  loosest  tongue 
To  throw  aspersions  on  him  ?  Or  so  weakly 
Protected  his  own  honour,  as  it  should 
Need  defence  from  any  but  himself? 
They're  fools  that  judge  me  by  my  outward 

seeming; 
Why  should  my  gentleness  beget  abuse  ? 
The  lion  is  not  angry  that  does  sleep, 
Nor  every  man  a  coward  that  can  weep. 
For  God^  sake  qieak  the  cause. 
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Rom,  Not  for  the  worid. 
Oh !  it  will  strike  disease  into  your  bones, 
Bcvond  the  cure  of  physick ;  drink  your  blood, 
Kob  you  of  all  your  rest,  contract  your  sight. 
Leave  you  no  eyes  but  to  see  misery, 
And  of  your  own ;  nor  speccli,  but  to  wish  thus, 
Would  t  had  perUhed  in  the  prUoiCtjaw$y 
From  whence  I  was  redeemed  !  Twill  wear  you  old. 
Before  you  have  experience  in  that  art 
That  causes  your  amiction. 

Char,  Thou  dost  strike 
A  deathful  coldness  to  my  heart's  high  heat, 
And  shrinkest  my  liver  like  the  calenture. 
Declare  this  foe  of  mine,  and  life's,  that  like 
A  man  I  may  encounter  and  subdue  it 
It  shall  not  have  one  such  efiect  in  mc 
As  thou  denouncest  -.  With  a  soldier's  arm. 
If  it  be  strength,  I'll  meet  it : 
If  a  fault  belonging  to  my  mind,  I'll  cat  it  off 
With  mine  own  reason  as  a  sdioiar  should. 
— Speak,  though  it  make  me  monstrous. 
-    Kom,  I'll  die  first. 

Farewell !  continue  merry,  and  high  heaven 
Keep  your  wife  chaste. 

Char,  Hum  ! — Stay,  and  txke  this  wolf 
Out  of  my  breast,  that  thou  hastiodged  there,  or 
For  ever  lose  me. 
,  Rom.  Lose  not,  sir,  yourself. 
And  I  will  venture — 40  the  door  is  fast. 

[Lockt  the  door. 
Now,  noble  Charalois,  collect  yourself; 
Summon  your  spirits ;  muster  all  your  strength 
That  can  belong  to  man ;  sift  passion 
From  every  vein,  and,  whatsoe  er  ensuesi, 
Upbraid  not  me  hereafter,  as  the  cause  of 
Jealousy,  discontent,  slaughter  and  ruin : 
Make  me  not  parent  to  sin : — ^You  will  know 
This  secret  that  I  burn  with  ? 

Char.  Devil  on't, 
Wlmt  should  it  be  ?  Romont,  I  bear  you  wish 
My  wife's. continuance  of  chastity. 

'Rom,  There  was  no  hurt  in  that. 

Char.  Why,  do  you  know 
A  likeUhood  or  possibility  unto  the  contrary  } 

Rom,  I  know  it  nut,  but  doubt  it ;  these  the 
grounds. 
The  servant  of  your  wife  now,  young  Novall, 
The  son  unto  your  father's  enemy, 
(A\'hich  aggravates  my  presumption  the  more) 
I  have  been  warned  of,  touching  her;  nay,  seen 

tliem 
Tie  heart  to  heart,  one  in  another's  arms, 
Multiplying  kisses,  as  if  they  meant 
To  pose  arithmetic,  or  whose  eyes  would 
])e  first  burnt  out  with  gazing  on  the  other's. 
I  saw  their  months  engender,  and  their  palms 
Glewed,  as  if  love  had  locked  them ;  their  words 

flow 
And  melt  each  other's,  like  two  circling  flames, 
Where    chastity,  like    a    phcenix,    methought, 

burned. 
But  left  the  world  nor  ashes  nor  an  heir. 


Why  stand  you  nlent  thus?  What  oold   dull 

phlegm, 
As  if  you  had  no  drop  of  choler  mixed 
In  your  whole  constitution,  thus  prevails. 
To  fix  yon  now  thus  stupid,  heanng  this  ? 

Char,  Ha!  \\'\\  ha! 

Rom,  Laugh  you !  E'en  so  did  your  wifc^ 
And  her  indulgent  fathen 

Char.  They  were  wise. 
Would'st  have  mc  bo  a  foal  ? 

Rom.  No,  but  a  man. 

Char.  There  is  no  dram  of  manhood  to  suspect^ 
On  such  thin  airy  circumstance  as  this ; 
Mere  compliment  and  courtship.    Was  this  talc 
The  hideous  monster  which  you  so  concealed } 
Away,  thou  curious  impertinent. 
And  idle  searcher  of  such  lean  nice  toys ! 
Goy  thou  seditious  sower  of  debate  I 
Fly  to  such  matches,  where  the  bridgroom  double 
He  holds  not  worth  enough  to  countervail 
The  virtue  And  tlie  beauty  of  his  wife. 
Thou   buzzing  drone,  that  'bout   my  ears  dost 

hum, 
To  strike  thy  rankling  sting  into  my  heart. 
Whose  venom,  time  nor  medicine  amid  assuage ; 
Thus  do  I  put  thee  ofi^  and,  confident 
In  mine  own  innocency  and  desert, 
Dare  not  conceive  her  so  unreasonable^ 
To  put  Novall  in  balance  against  me. 
An  upstart,  craned  up  to  the  heij^ht  he  has. 
Hence,  busy  body !  tnou'rt  no  fnend  to  me^ 
That  must  be  kept  to  a  wife's  injury. 

Rom,  I'st  possiole  ? — Farewell  fine  honest  man  ! 
Sweet  tempered  lord,  adieu  !  What  apoplexy 
Hath  knit  sense  up?  Is  this  Romont's  reward?. 
Bear  witness,  the  jjreat  spirit  of  thy  father. 
With  what  a  healtnful  hope  I  did  administer 
lliis  potion,  that  hath  wrought  so  virulently  ! 
I  nut  accuse  thy  wife  of  ac^  but  would 
Prcveut  her  precipice  to  thy  dishonour,  . 
Which  now  thy  tardy  sluggishness  will  admit ! 
Would  I  had  seen  thee  graved  with  thy  great 


sire. 


Ere  live  to  have  men's  marginal  fingers  point. 
At  Charalois,  as  a  lamented  story. 
An  .emperor  put  away  his  wife  for  toaching 
Another  man;   but   thou  wouldst  have  thtne 

.tasted. 
And  keep  her,  I  think.    Phoh !  I  am  a  fire 
To  warm  a  dead  man,  that  waste  out  myself. 
Blood  I — What  a  plague,  a  vengeance,  is't  to  mc. 
If  you  IK  ill  be  a  cuckold  ?  Here  I  shew 
A  sword*s  point  to  thee ;  this  side  you  may  shuu. 
Or  that,  the  peril ;  if  you  will  run  on, 
I  -cannot  help  it. 

Char.  Diust  thou  never  see  me 
Angry,  Homont  ? 

Rom,  Yes,  and  pursue  a  foe 
Like  lightning. 

Char^  Prithee  see  me  so  no  more. 
I  can  be  so  again. — Put  up  thy  sword. 
And  take  thyself  away,  lest  I  ^raw  mine. 
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CoBie,  flight  your  foes  with  thk,  sir;  I 
am  TOOT  fneod. 
And  dve  ^and  by  joa  thus. 

Civ.  Tlua'rt  iit>t  my  friend ; 
Or  ixiiig  aoy  dioa'rt  maJtl. — ^I  must  not  buy 
Tlkr  fiiaidahip  at  this  rate;  had  I  just  cause^ 
Thoa  kixmest  I  durst  parsue  such  injury 
IVroap;!!  fiie,air,  water,  earth,  nsy,  were  they  all 
Shiffled  if^  to  cbaos^  but  diere's  none. 
1\xj  dkili,  Romont,  consists  in  dunps,  not  courts. 
Ftrewell,  uncivil  man !  let's  meet  no  more. 
Here  oar  ]oo|  web  of  friendship  I  untwist. 
^Ul I^  whme,  walk  pale,  and  lock  my  wife 


For  nothing,  from  her  birth's  free  liberty, 
That  opened  mine  to  me  ?  Yes ;  if  I  do- 


The  name  of  cuckold  then  do$;  me  with  scorn. 
I  am  a  Frenchman,  no  Italian  born.  [Exit. 

Rom.  A  dull  Dutch  rather : — Fall  and  cool  my 
blood! 
Boil  not  in  zeal  of  thy  friend's  hurt  so  hi|rh, 
That  is  so  low,  and  cold  himself  in  it !  woman, 
How  strong  art  thou !  how  easily  beguiled  ! 
How  thou  dost  rack  us  by  the  very  horns  ! 
Now  wealth,  I  see,  change  manners  and  the  man! 
Something  I  must  do,  mine  own  wrath  to  assuage, 
1  And  note  my  friendship  to  an  afler-sige.     [Esit. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Eattr  NovALL  jicn.  as  newly  dressedj  a  Taifhr, 
Barhtr,Fafiutt€r,  Liladah,  Aymer,  and  Page. 

ISee.juu.  Mend  this  a  little :  Pox  !  thou  hast 
Wnt  me.  Oh  !  fie  upon  it !— O  lard !  he  has 
Bade  me  smell,  for  all  the  world,  like  a  flax,  or  a 
rnMieaded  woman's  chmnber :  Powder,  powder, 
pwrder. 

Ferf,  Oh,  sweet  lord  I 

[Navttll  tits  in  a  chair,  barber  ardert  his 
hair^  perfumer  gives  powder,  tailor 
sets  clothes. 

Fege.  lliat's  his  perfumer. 

Toy/.  Oh,  dear  lord  ! 

Page.  That's  his  taylor. 

Nav.jmn.  Monaeur  liladam!  Aymer!  how 
•IW  ]roii  the  model  of  these  clothes? 

49"ter.  Admirably,  admirably ;  oh,  sweet  lord ! 
VBiredly  it  is  pity  the  worms  should  eat  thee. 

pQgc  Here  is  a  fine  cell ;  a  lord,  a  taylor,  a 
P^ifinner,  a  barber,  and  a  pair  of  monsicurs : 
ilffee  to  three,  as  little  wit  in  tlie  one,  as  hones- 
tf  io  the  other.  SYoot  I'll  into  tlie  country  again, 
leva  to  speak  truth,  drink  ale,  and  converse  with 
vn  fathers  tenants:  here  I  hear  nothing  all  day, 
iNit— upon  roy  soul !  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  and 
a  honest  man! 

Avmer,  I  yow  and  affirm,  3rour  taylor  must 
iMe«  be  an  expert  geometrician;  he  has  the 
lonotode,  latitude,  altitude,  profundity,  every  di> 
"^naon  of  your  body,  so  exquisitely. — Here  is  a 
bee  laid  as  directly,  as  if  truth  were  a  taylor^ 

F*ge*  That  were  a  miracle. 

UuuL  Witli  a  hair's  breadth's  error,  there  is  a 
fhoolder-piece  cut,  and  tlie  base  of  a  pickadille 
ispuncto. 

Aymer,  You  are  right,  monsieur,   his  vest- 

■ents  sit  as  if  they  grew  upon  liini;  or  art  had 

^^TOttght  them  on  the  same  loom,  as  nature  frain- 

^his  brdship;  as  if  your  taylor  were  deeply 

^  in  astrology,  and  had  taken  measure  of  your 

"wottrabU  bo<5r,  with  a  Jacob's  8ta£^  an  cphune- 
ndei 

TmfL  I  am  bound  to  ye,  gentlemen ! 


Page.  You  are  deceived ;  they  will  be  bound 
to  you  :  You  must  remember  to  trust  them  none. 

^ov.Jun.  Nay,  Yaitli,  thou  art  a  reasonable, 
nent  lu^tidccr,  give  the  devil  his  due. 

Page.  Aye,  if  he  would  but  cut  the  coat  accord- 
ing to  the  cloth  still. 

Nov.jun.  I  now  want  only  my  mistress's  ap» 
probation,  who  is,  indeed,  tlie  most  polite  punc- 
tual queen  of  dressing  in  all  Burgundy.  Pah,  and 
makes  all  other  young  Indies  appear  as  if  they 
come  from  board  last  week  out  of  the  country. 
Is  it  not  true,  Liladam  ? 

Lilad.  True,  my  lord !  as  if  any  thing  your 
lordship  could  say,  could  be  utlierwise  than  true. 

Nov.  ;un.  Nay,  o'  my  soul,  it  is  so;  what  fouler 
object  m  tlie  world,  than  to  see  a  young,  fair, 
handsome  beauty,  unliandsomely  dighted,  and 
inrongruently  accoutered ;  or  a  hopeful  chevalier, 
unmethodically  appointed,  in  the  external  orna- 
ments of  nature  ?  For,  even  as  the  index  tells  us 
the  contents  of  stories,  and  directs  to  the  parti- 
cular chapters,  even  so  does  the  outward  habit! 
and  superficial  order  of  garments  (in  man  or  wo-i 
man),  give  us  a  taste  of  the  spirit,  and  demon- 
stratively point  (as  it  were  a  manual  note  from 
the  margin)  ail  tho  internal  quality  and  luihili- 
racnt  of  the  soul ;  and  there  cannot  be  a  more 
evident,  palpable,  gross  manifestation  of  poor,  de- 
generate, dumrbilly  blood  and  breeding,  than  a 
rude,  unpolished,  disordered,  and  slovenly  outside. 

Page.  An  admirable  lecture !  ah,  all  you  gal- 
lants, that  hope  to  be  saved  by  your  clothes,  edi- 
fy, edify ! 

Aymer.  By  the  lard,  sweet  lard !  thou  deser- 
ecst  a  pension  of  the  state. 

Page.  O'  the  taylors;  two  such  lords  were 
able  to  spread  taylors  over  the  face  of  a  whole 
kingdom. 

iVor.  ;iifi.  'Pox  o'  tliis  glass !  It  flatters. — I  could 
find  in  my  heart  to  break  it. 

Page.  O,  save  the  glass,  my  lord !  and  break 
their  heads :  They  are  the  great  flatterers,  I  as- 
sure you. 

Aymer.  Flatters !  detracts^  impairs. — ^Yet,  put 
it  bye, 
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Lest  thou,  dear  lord,  NarcisBiis-iike,  should  doat 
Udod  tbysdfy  and  die ;  and  rob  the  world 
Ox  Nature's  copy,  that  she  works  forms  by. 

LUad.  Oh»  tint  I  were  the  infanta  qocen  of 
Europe! 
Who,  but  thyself,  sweet  lord,  should  many  me ! 

Nov.juH,  I  marry?  Were  there  a  queen  of  the 
world,  not  I. 
Wedlock?  No^  padlock;  horse-lock;  I  wear  spurs 

[He  capen* 
To  keep  it  off  my  heels ;  yes,  my  Aymer ! 
like  a  free,  wanton  jennet  in  the  meadows, 
I  look  about,  and  neigh,  take  hedge  and  ditch. 
Feed  in  my  neighbour's  pastures ;  pick  my  choice 
Of  all  their  fair  maned  mares:  But,  married  once, 
A  man  is  staked  or  pounded,  and  cannot  graze 
Beyond  his  own  hedge 

Enter  Poktalieb  and  Malotin. 

PonL  I  have  waited,  sir, 
Three  hours  to  speak  with  you,  and  take  it  not 

well, 
Such  magpies  are  admitted,  whilst  I  dance 
Attendance. 

LUad,  Magpies !  What  do  ye  take  me  for ! 

Font  A  long  thing,  with  a  most  unpromising 
face. 

Aymer,  Fll  never  ask  him  what  he  takes  me 
for. 

Maki,  Do  not,  sir ! 
For  hell  go  near  to  tell  you. 

Pont.  Art  not  thou  a  barber-suigeon ! 

Barb.  Yes,  sirrah !  why? 

Font.  My  lord  is  sorely  troubled  widi  two 


LUad.  Aymer.  Humph 

Font.  I  pry^iec^  core  him  of  them. 

Niw.  jun.  Pish !  no  more ; 
Thy  gatt  sure  is  overflown :  These  are  my  council, 
And  we  were  now  in  serious  discourse. 

Font.  Of  perfume  and  apparel.  Can  you  rise. 
And  spend  five  hours  in  dressing-talk  witn  these? 

Nov.  jun.  Thou  wouldst  have  me  be  a  dog : 
Up,  stretch,  and  shake, 
And  reaify  for  all  day. 

Pont.  Sir !  wodd  you  be 
More  curious  in  preserving  of  your  honour 
Trim,  'twere  more  manly.    I  am  come  to  wake 
Your  reputation  from  this  lethargy 
You  let  it  sleep  in ;  to  persuade,  unportune, 
Nay,  to  provoke  you,  sir!  to  call  to  account 
This  colonel  Romont,  for  the  fool  vrron^ 
Which,  like  a  burden,  he  hath  laid  on  you. 
And,  like  a  drunken  porter,  you  sleep  under, 
lis  all  the  town-talk ;  and,  believe,  sir, 
If  your  tough  sense  pernst  thus,  you  are  undone, 
Utterly  lost ;  you  wQl  be  scorned  and  baffled 
By  every  Uoquey ;  season  now  your  youth 
With  one  brave  thin^  and  it  shall  keep  the  odour 
£ven  to  your  death,  beyond ;  and  on  your  tomb^ 
Scent  like  sweet  oils  ano  frankincense :  Sir !  this 
life, 

9 


Which  olice  yoa  KKved,  I  nsrer  mace  eoonted 
mine; 

I  borrowed  it  of  you,  and  now  vrill  paj  it; 

I  tender  you  the  service  of  my  swora 

To  bear  your  challenge ;  if  yonll  writer  your  fate 

111  make  mine  own !  Whate'er  betide  you,  I, 

That  have  lived  by  you,  by  yoor  side  wiU  dfie. 
Nov^jun.  Ha !  na !  wouMst  have  me  challenge 
poor  Romont : 

Fi^  with  close  breeches?  Tfaoa  maiy'st  think  I 
dare  not; 

Do  not  mistake  me,  ooa :  Fm  very  vafiaat ; 

But  valour  shall  not  make  me  such  an  ass. 

What  use  is  there  of  valour  now-«-days  ? 

Tis  sure,  or  to  be  killed,  or  to  be  hai^d. 

Fi^t  thou  as  thy  mind  moves  thee ;  'tis  thy  trade : 

Thou  hast  nothing  else  to  do.    JHght  with  Ro- 
mont? 

No,  Fll  not  fight  under  a  lord. 
Pofif.  Farewell, sir!  Iptjyon. 

Such  loving  lords  walk  their  dead  bonoor's  graves. 

For  no  companions  fit,  but  fools  and  knaves. 

Come,  Malotin.  [Exeunt  Ponta&erand  Maiotm. 

Enter  Romont. 

LUad.  'Sfoot,  Colbrand,  the  low  ^ant ! 

Aymer.  He  has  brought  a  battle  in  his  face ; 
let's  so* 

Page.  Colbrand,  do  you  call  him  ?  Hell  make 
some  of  you  smoke,  I  believe. 

Rom.  By  your  leave,  sirs ! 

Aymer.  Are  you  a  concert  ? 

Bom.  Do  you  take  me  for 
A  fidler?  you  are  deceived :  Look.  Fll  PBT  70o< 

Page.  It  seems  he  knows  you  one,  be  bwnfid- 
dies  you  so. 

LUad,  Was  there  ever  so  base  a  £elk>w  ? 

Aymer.  A  rascal. 

LUad.  A  most  uncivil  groom  ! 

Aymer.  Offer  to  kick  a  gentleman  id  a  noble- 
man's 
Chamber !  A-pox  of  your  manners. 

LUad.  Let  him  alom^  let  him  alone,   tKoQ 


shalt  lose  thy  aim,  fellow !  if  we  stir 
hang  us. 

Page.  'Sfoot,  I  think  they  have  the  better  of 
him,  Uiough  they  be  kicked,  they  talk  so. 

LUad.  Let  us  leave  the  mad  i^. 

Nov. jun.  Gentlemen! 

LUad.  Nay,  my  lord  !  we  will  not  ofier  to  dis- 
honour yon  so  much  as  to  stay  by  you,  since  he's 
alone. 

Nov.  jun.  Hark  >ou. 

Aymer.  We  doubt  the  cause,  and  wiU  not  dis* 
parage  you  so  much  as  to  take  your  lordship's 
quarrel  in  hand.  Plague  on  himi  how  he  has 
crumpled  our  bands. 

Page.  Fll  e'en  away  with  thnn>  fear  this  sol- 
dier beats 
Man,  woman,  and  child. 

[Esamt  aU  but  No9mtt  and  Jlomamt, 
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Kc9,jn.  What  meui  jon,  air?  My  people! 
BmL  Your  boj  is  goney 

[Loch  the  door. 
And  door  n  locked,  jet  for  no  hurt  to  jou^ 
Ban  ftma:  oiU  ep  yom  blood  again,  sir ! 
Aad  dieicraie  cone  without  more  drcumstance^ 
Tell  lae  boir  far  the  passages  hare  fjooe 
Twixt  joo  sod  rour  fair  nistress  Beaumelle. 
Tell  BM  dis  trutti,  and,  by  my  hope  of  Heaven, 
It  never  shall  90  farther. 

J^>i.  TeUjou?  Why,  nr? 
An  jpoa  Bj  coaf<nsor  ? 
Jml  I  will  be  your  coofoonder,  if  you  do  not 

[Draw$  u  poeiet  dogger. 
S(ir  not,  aor  neod  your  Toioe. 
]bi.jn.  What  will  yon  do? 
Boo,  Nodnng  but  line  your  brain-pan,  air ! 

If  7011  sot  atisfyae  aoddenly. 
I  aa  desente  of  asy  life,  and  ronimand  yoQr& 
l^iaa.  Hold !  hold !  rU  speak.    I  vow  to 
Heaven  and  yon, 
^'s  jet  Biitoiache4  iBore  than  her  face  and 


I cuaotcall  her  innooent;  for,  I  yield, 
^  B J  wlicitows  wooing  ahe  consented, 
^^^heia  laae  and  place  met  opportonity, 

Tocnat  me  all  requests. 
iU.  Bat,  a^  I  build 

Jho,joo.  X%  iipoo  yoar  fiuth. 

Iml  Wiite  this,  sir !  nay,  joa  most 

[Drmwa  nMom  ond  poper. 
l^/aa.  PoK  of  this  gnn. 
Bom,  Widvdl,  sir !  you  must  swear,  and  put 


l^ilderyoarhaad,  (ahakeaot)  ne^er  to  frequent 
1^  hdy's  eooipaoy ;  nor  ever  send 
^^^  or  message,  or  letter,  to  incline 
ioii(tooanch  prone  already)  yieUbng  hMly. 

^jtuL  Tis done,  sir! 

Bom.  Let  nMsee—Hthis  first  is  right; 
joA  ksre  ym  wiaba  sodden  death  may  light 
1^  jour  bod^,  and  hell  take  your  soul, 
u  (vw  man  you  see  her  but  by  chance, 
wk  las  allure  her.    Now,mylord!  yourhand. 

^.jaa.  My  hasid  to  this? 

Bom.  Your  heart  else,  I  assure  you. 

fc.  jaa.  Nay,  there  'lis. 

Bom.  So^keep  thia  hat  artiele 
^yott  fiuth  pvcn»  and  instead  of  threatenings, 

2*  vrvioe  of  my  sword  and  life  is  yoma: 
^  not  a  wotd  of  it— 'tis  fairies'  treasure; 
j^Vidv  bat  revealed^  brings  on  the  blabber'amtn. 
J^VMr  yaodi  better,  and  this  excellent  form 
"Ootm  had»  bestowed  npon  you.   So^  good  mor- 
row in  y«urhmlBmp.  [Exit, 
^jmg.  Gfood  devil  to  your  rogneshfp.     No 
oaa'a  safe. 
Tu  btre  a«aimon  planted  in  my  chamber 


Enter  Bellapkrt. 

Bella.  My  lord,  away  !— 
The  coach  stays :  Now  have  your  wish,  and  judge 
If  I  have  been  forgetful. 

Nov.juTu  Ha! 

Bella.  Do  you  stand  • 

-Humming  and  hawing  now  !  [EstlL 

Nov.jun.  Sweet  wench,  I  come. 
Hence,  fear! 

I  swore, — thatfs  all  one;  ray  next  oath  1*11  ke^ 
That  I  did  mean  to  break,  and  then  'tis  quit 
No  pain  is  due  to  lovers^  perjury : 
If  Jove  himself  laugh  at  it,  so  will  I.  \S^it  NovolL 

SCENE  XL 

Enter  Charalois  and  Beaumovt. 

BeauuL  I  grieve  for  the  distaste 
(Though  I  have  manners 
Not  to  inquire  the  cause)  fallen  oat  between 
Your  lordship  and  Romont 

Char.  I  love  a  friend. 
So  lon^  as  he  continues  an  the  bounds 
Prescnbed  by  friendship ;  but,  when  he  asurpa 
Too  far  what  is  proper  to  myself. 
And  puts  the  habit  of  a  governor  on, 
I  must  and  will  preserve  my  liberty. ' 
But  speak  of  something  else ;  this  is  a  theme 
I  take  no  pleasure  in :  Wha^s  this  Aymer? 
Whose  voice  for  song,  and  excellent  knowledge  ia 
The  chiefest  parts  of  music,  you  bestow 
Such  praises  on  ? 

Beaum.  He  is  a  gentleman, 
(For  so  his  quality  speaks  htm)  well  received 
Among  our  greatest  gallants ;  but  yet  holds 
His  main  dependance  from  the  young  lord  No- 

valL 
Some  tricks  and  crotchets  he  has  in  his  head. 
As  all  musicians  have,  and  more  of  him 
I  dare  not  author :   But,  when  you  have  heard 

him, 
I  may  presume  your  lordship  so  will  like  him, 
That  youll  hereafler  be  a  fnend  to  music. 

Char.  I  never  was  an  enemy  to  it,  Beaumont ; 
Nor  yet  do  I  subscribe  to  the  opmion 
Of  those  old  captains,  that  thought  nothing  musi- 
cal. 
But  cries  of  yielding  enenries,  neighing  of  horses. 
Clashing  of  armour,  loud  shouts^   drums  and 

trumpets : 
Nor,  on  the  other  side,  in  favour  of  it. 
Affirm  the  world  was  made  by  musical  discord. 
Or  that  the  happiness  of  our  life  consists 
In  a  wcU-varied  note  upon  the  lute : 
I  love  it  to  the  worth  of  it,  and  no  farther. 
But  let  us  see  this  wonder* 

JBeaam.  He  prevents  my  calling  of  him. 

Enter  Ayher. 

Aumer.  Let  the  coach  be  brought 
To  the  back  gate,  and  serve  the  banquet  up : 
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My  good  lunl  Charalois !  I  thiiik  my  house 
Much  honoured  in  your  presence. 

Char.  To  Imvc  means 
To  know  you  better,  sir,  hns  brought  me  hither, 
A  willing  visitant ;  and  you'll  crown  my  welcome 
In  making  me  a  witness  to  your  skill. 
Which,  crediting  troui  others,  I  admire. 

Ayatrr.  Had  f  been  one  hour  sooner  made  ac* 
({uaintcd 
Witli  your  intent,  my  lord,  you  should  have  iound 

me 
Better  provided :  Now,  such  as  it  is, 
Pray  you  grace  with  your  acceptance. 
.    Beaum.  You  are  modest. 

Ai/mer.  Begin  the  last  new  air. 

Char.  Shall  we  not  see  them  ? 

Atpner.  This  httle  distance  from  the.  instru- 
ments 
Will  to  your  ears  convey  the  luuiuony 
With  more  delight. 

Char.  V\{  not  contend. 

Ajftner.  You  arc  tedious. — 
By  this  means  shall  I  with  one  banquet  please 
Two  companies,  those  witliin,  and  these  gulls  here. 

[Musict  and  a  tong  above. 

Beaumel.  uithin.  Ha !  ha !  lia ! 

Char.  How's  tliis  ?  It  is  my  lady's  laugh,^niost 

certain 

When  I  first  pleased  her,  in  this  merry  language, 
She  gave  me  thanks. 

Beauai.  How  like  you  tliis? 

Char.  *Tis  rare 

Yet  I  may  be  deceived,  and  should  be  sorry. 
Upon  uncertain  suppositions,  rashly  . 
To  write  myself  in  the  black  list  ot*  those 
I  have  declaimed  against,  and  to  Romuot, 

Aymer.  I  would  he  were  well  off.    Perhaps 
your  lordship 
Likes  not  these  sad  tunes :  I  have  a  new  son^ 
Set  to  a  lighter  note,  may  pletu>e  you  better; 
Tis  called  TA*  Hajipy  Husband. 

Char.  Pray  sing  it. 

Song  below. — At  the  end  of  the  songy  Beau- 
MELLE  wit  fun. 

Beaumel.  Ha!  ha!  'tis  such  a  groom. 

Char.  Do  I  hear  this, 
And  yet  stand  doubtful  ?  [Exit  Charalois. 

Atfmer.  Stay  him  ! — I  am  undone. 
And  they  discovered. 

Btaum.  What's  the  matter? 

Aifmer.  Ah ! 
That  women,  when  they're  pleased,  cannot  hold. 
But  must  laugh  out. 

Enter  'Sov all  jun.  Charalois,  Beaumelle, 
and  Bellapert. 

Nov. jun.  Help!  save  me!  murder!  murder! 

Bella.  Undone  for  ever ! 

Char.  Oh,  my  heart ! 
Hold  yet  a  little.    Do  not  hope  to  escape 
By  flight,  it  is  impossible ;  Though  I  might 
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On  all  advontage  take  thy  life,  and  jusdy. 

This  sword,  my  father's  sword,  that  ne'er  was 

drawn 
But  to  a  noble  purpose,  shall  not  now 
Do  the  office  ot  a  hangman ;  I  reserve  it 
To  right  mine  honour,  not  for  a  revenge 
So  poor,  that  though  with  thee  it  should  cat  off 
Thy  family,  with  all  tlmt  arc  allied 
To  thee  in  lust  or  baseness,  'twere  still  short  of 
All  terms  of  satisfaction.    D»w ! 

Nov.  jun.  I  dare  not :. 
I  have  already  done  you  too  much  wrong 
To  fight  in  such  a  cause. 

Char.  Why,  darest  thou  neither 
Be  honest  coward,  nor  yet  valiant  knave  ? 
In  such  a  cause !  come,  do  not  shame  thyself; 
Sueh  whose  blood's  wrongs^  or  wrong  dooe  t» 

themselves. 
Could  never  heat,  are  yet,  in  the  defence 
Of  Uieir  whores^  daring.    Look  on  her  again. 
You  thought  her  worth  the  Imzard  of  vour  soul^ 
And  yet  stand  doubtful,  in  her  quarrel,  to 
Venture  your  body. 

Beaum.  No,  he  fears  his  clothes 
More  than  his  flesh. 

Char.  Keep  from  me :  Guard  thy  life ; 
Or,  as  thou  hast  lived  like  a  goat,  thou  sbalt 
Die  like  a  sheep. 

Nov.  jun.  Since  there  is  no  remedy. 
Despair  of  safety  now  in  me  prove  courage ! 

[Theyjigkt.   Navaiiiss^iin. 

Char.   How  soon  weak  wrong  s  o*ertlirown ! 
Lend  me  your  band ; 
Bear  this  to  the  carocb — Come,  you  have  taugtit 

me 
To  say,  you  must  and  shall :  I  wrong  yoa  not ; 
You  are  but  to  keep  company  you  love. 
— Is't  done  ?  'tis  well.    Uaise  officers !  and  lake 

care. 
All  you  can  apprehend  within  the  house 
May  be  forth-coming.  Do  I  appear  much  moved  ? 

Beaum.  No,  sir. 

Char.  My  griefs  are  now-tlius  to  be  borne  ; 
Hereafter  111  find  time  and  place  to  mourn. 

SCENE  m. 

JBfifer  RoMONT  and  Pontalieb. 

Pont.  I  was  bound  to  seek  you,  sir. 

Rom.  And,  had  you  found  me 
In  any  place  but  in  the  street,  I  should 
Have  done,  not  talked  to  you.    Arc  you  tbe  cap^ 

tain? 
The  hopeful  Pontalier?  whom  I  have  seen 
Do  in  the  field  such  service,  as  then  made  you. 
Their  envy  that  commanded,  here  at  home 
To  play  the  parasite  to  a  gilded  knave. 
Ana,  it  may  be,  die  pandar? 

I'ont.  \Vithout  this, 
I  come  to  call  you  to  account  for  what 
Is  past  already.    I,  by  your  example 
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Of  ilmlfiirw  to  ikm  4bbA  fnenl, 

By  wksB  JOB  were  nasdy  bavie  pncliaMl  lo  be  lo 

To  tuf  eood  lord  Novmll,  by  wbom  I  five ; 

Whoie  kaat  disgrace,  that  is  or  maj  be  oiferad, 

WiAaH  tfca  hariiid  of  my  life  and  fortonei, 

I  wUi  make  good  on  jroo,  or  any  man 

Hat  bas  a  hand  in^t:  and,  since  you  aUofr  me 

A  gendemaa  and  a  toUicry  there's  no  doubt 

Ton  will  except  agnost  me.    You  shall  meet 

Widi  a  fair  eaaaaj ;  you  understand 

The  ri^t  I  look  ior,  and  must  have. 

Am.  Ido; 
And  with  the  next  da^B  am  yon  shaU  bear  Ihim 
mm.  [Exemni. 

SCENE  IV. 

EmUr  CuAMAUaiB  with  a  casJut^  BfiAUMELtc 

amd  Beaumont. 

CUr.  Pray  bear  this  to  my  fether;  at  his  leisure 
He  may  ftme  it :  But,  with  your  best  laagnage, 
laneat  has  instant  presence.    Yoa  have  swotn 
Not  to  rercai  what  I  have  done. 
Nor  will  I — but — 
Doubt  ew  noL    By  Heaven,  I  will  do 
nothing 
Bet  wiMt  may  stand  with  honour.     Pray  yon, 
leave  me 

[Exit  Betmment. 
To  mj  own  diooi^tBy — if  this  be  to  me,  rise : 

[BeaumeL  kneels, 
I  am  B0t  worthy  die  looking  on,  but  only 
To  feed  contempt  and  soom ;  and  that  from  you, 
Who  with  the  loasof  your  fair  name  have  caased  it, 
Wg«  too  much  cruelty. 

Bannml  I  dare  not  move  you 
To  hear  ase  speak*    I  know  ray  fault  is  far 
Beyond  ^prnfiibcatkin  or  eacuse ; 
Tlmt  ^  not  fit  lor  me  to  hope,  or  you 


To  think  of  mercy;  only  I  pi 
To  entreat  you  would  be  jpleased  to  look  upon 
Mj  aoemw  for  it,  and  believe  these  tears 
tmnchihhenofmygrief, 
t  a  wQBsan's  cqaning. 
Can  you,  Beaumelle, 
Hnvinc  deceived  so  great  a  trust  as  mine, 
Tbam^  I  wcte  all  credulity,  hone  again 
To  sget  belief?  No^  no;  if  you  look  on  me 
^Ith  pitf^  ordare  pvactise  any  meaas 
Ta  naaks  my  safienngs  less»  or  ave  just  cause 
Tn  nli  the  worid  to  uiink  what  I  must  do, 
Wan  caHed  apon  fay  yoo,  use  other  ways; 
rw  what  I  have  seen,  or  justify 

have  done;  and,  as  you  desperately 
Mnde  stBpwreck  of  vour  faitl^  to  be  a  whore, 
Car  dee  arass  of  sach  n  one,  and  such  defence 
And  nankiply  the  sin  with  impudence. 
4  bekDy  op^  and  tell  me  to  my  teeth, 
have  done  hot  what  is  warranted 
By  lereat  caBBplc%  in  all  places  where 
W«am^  inhakst :  Urge  your  own  deserts, 
f  kr  mmmM,  in  me  of  merit :  Tell  me  how 
Yo«r  di3wcr,  fiom  the  low  gulf  of  poverty^ 
Voa-  I. 


Weighed  np  my  fortune  to  what  now  they  are : 
That  I  was  purchased  by  your  choice  and  practice 
To  shelter  you  from  shaine,  that  you  might  sin 
As  boldly  as  securely ;  that  poor  men 
Are  married  to  those  wives  that  bring  them 

wealth, 
One  day  their  husbands,  but  obKrvers  ever : 
That  when  by  this  proud  usage  you  have  blown 
The  fire  of  my  just  vengeance  to  ihe  height, 
I  then  may  kill  yoa ;  and  yet  say,  it  was  doae 
In  heat  of  blood,  and  after  die  myself 
To  witness  my  jepentanoe. 

BeaumeL  O  mv  fate ! 
That  never  would  consent  that  I  should  see 
How  worthy  thou  wert  both  of  k)ve  and  duty, 
Before  I  lost  yoa ;  and  my  misery  made 
The  glass,  in  which  I  now  behold  yoar  virtue ! 
While  I  was  good  I  was  a  part  of  you. 
And  of  two,  by  the  virtuous  harmony 
Of  our  fair  mmds,  made  one :  But,  since  I  wat^ 

.  deied 
In  the  forbidden  labyrinth  of  lust. 
What  was  inseparable  is  by  me  divided. 
With  fustioe,  merefbre,  you  may  cut  me  off. 
And  from  your  memory  wash  the  remembranoe 
That  e'er  I  was ;  like  to  some  vicious  purpose. 
Which,  in  year  better  judgment,  you  repeat  of. 
And  study  to  forget 

Char.  O  Beaumelle ! 
That  you  can  speak  so  well  and  do  so  ill ! 
But  you  had  been  too  great  a  blessii^  if 
You  had  continued  chaste :  See  how  yoa  force 

me 
To  this,  because  mine  honour  ynii  not  yield 
That  I  again  should  love  you. 

BeaumeL  In  this  life 
It  is  not  fit  you  should:  Yet  you  shall  did. 
Though  I  was  bold  enough  to  be  a  strumpet, 
I  dare  not  yet  live  one :  I^t  those  famed  matnms, 
That  are  canonized  worthy  of  our  sex. 
Transcend  me  in  their  sanctity  of  life^ 
I  yet  will  equal  them  in  ^juig  noUy^ 
Ambitiuus  of  no  honour  after  life. 
But  that,  when  I  am  dead  you  wiU  forgiva  me. 
CAor.  How  pity  steab  upon  me !  shoukl  I  hear 

her  [Kmock$  wiihhL 

But  ten  words  more,  I  were  bat — One  knocks, 

go  in.  [E:ni  Beammk 

That  to  be  merciful  should  be  a  sm ! 

Enter  Rocbefo&t. 

O,  sir,  most  welcome !  Let  me  take  your  cloak ; 
I  must  not  be  denied.    Here  are  your  robes; 
As  you  love  justice,  once  more  put  diam  on. 
There  is  a  cause  to  be  determined  of, 
That  does  require  such  an  integrity 
As  you  have  e\'er  used.    Ill  put  you  to 
The  trial  of  your  constancy  and  goodness ; 
And  look  that  you,  that  have  been  eagle-eyed 
In  other  men's  afiairs,  prove  not  a  mdle 
In  what  conoems  yourself.    Take  you  your  scat ; 
I  will  before  you  presently.  [J^ilt. 

Rock,  Angab  guard  me ! 
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To  what  strange  tragedy  does  thb  destruction 
Serve  for  a  prologue  ? 

Enter  Charalois  tcUh  Novall's  bodi/,  Beau- 
iiELLE  and  Beaumont. 

Char.  So,  set  it  down  before 
The  judgment  scat,  and  stand,  you  at  the  bar : 
For  me,  I  am  the  accuser. 

Roch.  Novall  slain } 
And  Beaumelle,  my  daughter,  in  the  place 
Of  one  to  be  arraigned  ! 

Char.  O,  are  you  touched  ? 
I  find  tliat  I  must  take  another  course. 

[He  hoodwinks  Rochfort. 
Fear  nothing ;  I  will  only  blind  your  eyes. 
For  justice  should  do  so,  when  'tis  to  meet 
An  object,  that  may  sway  her  eoual  doom 
From  what  it  should  be  aimed  at.     Good  my 

lord! 
A  day  of  hearing. 

Roch.  It  is  granted,  speak — ^You  shall  have 
justice. 

Char,  I  then  here  accuse, 
Most  equal  judge,  the  prisoner,  your  fair  daughter, 
For  whom  1  owed  so  much  to  you  :  your  daughter, 
So  worthy  in  her  own  parta,  and  tluit  worth 
Set  forth  by  yours,  to  whobc  so  rare  perfections. 
Truth  witness  with  me,  in  the  place  of  service, 
I  almost  paid  idolatrous  sacrifice, 
To  be  a  false  adultress. 

Roch.  With  whom  ? 

Char.  With  this  Novall,  here  dead. 

Roch.  Be  well  advised. 
And,  ere  you  say  adultress  again. 
Her  fame  depending  on  it,  be  most  sure 
That  she  is  one. 

Char.  I  took  them  in  the  act 
I  know  no  proof  beyond  it. 

Roch.  O  my  heart ! 

Char.  A  judge  should  feel  no  passions. 

Roch.  Yet,  remember 
He  is  a  man,  and  cannot  put  off  nature. 
What  answer  makes  the  prisoner ! 

Beaumei.  I  confess 
The  fact  I  am  charged  with,  and  yield  myself 
Most  miserably  guilty. 

Roch.  Heaven  tsie  merry 
Upon  your  soul,  ttieu  !    It    must  leave  your 

body. 

Now  free  mine  eyes :  I  dare  unmoved  look  on  her. 
And  fortify  my  sentence  with  strong  reasons. 
Since  that  tlie  politic  law  provides  the  servants, 
To  whose  care  we  commit  our  goods,  shall  die. 
If  thej  abuse  our  trust ;  w  hat  can  you  look  for. 
To  whose  charge  this  most  ho]>eful  lord  gave  up 
All  he  received  from  his  brave  ancestors, 
Or  he  could  leave  to  his  posterity  ? 
){is  h(mour :  wicked  woman  !  in  whose  safety 
All  his  hfc*s  joys  mid  comforts  were  locked  up. 
Which  thy  lust,  a  tliief,  hath -now  stolen  from 

him; 
And  therefore 

Ghar.  Stay,  ju:>t  judge. — May  not  what's  lost 


By  her  one  fault  (for  I  am  charitable, 

And  charge  her  not  with  many)  be  forgotten 

In  her  fkir  lifb  hereafter  ? 

JtocA.  Never,  sir ! 
Tlie  wrong  that's  done  to  the  diaste  married 

bed, 
Repentant  tears  can  never  expiate ; 
And  be  assured,  to  pardon  such  a  sin. 
Is  an  offence  as  great  as  to  commit  it. 

Char.  I  may  not  then  forgive  her? 

Roch.  Nor  she  hope  it : 
Nor  can  she  wish  to  live.    No  sun  shall  rise. 
But  ere  it  set  shall  shew  her  ugly  lust 
In  a  new  shape,  and  every  one  more  horrid  : 
Nay,  even  those  prayers,  which  with  such  humble 

fen'our 
She  seems  to  send  up  yonder,  are  beat  back  ; 
And  all  suits  which  her  penitence  can  proffer. 
As  soon  as  made,  arc  with  contempt  tnro%^ii  oflf 
From  all  the  courts  of  mercy. 

Char.  Let  her  die,  then.  [He  kills  her. 

Better  prepared  I  am  sure  I  could  not  take  her, 
Nor  she  accuse  her  father  as  a  judge. 
Partial  against  her. 

Beaumei.  I  approve  his  sentence, 
And  kiss  the  executioner :  My  lust 
Is  now  run  from  me  in  that  blood,  in  which 
It  was  begot  and  nourished.  [Dies. 

Roch.  Is  she  dead,  then  ? 

Char.  Yes,  Sir,  this  is  her  heart-blood,  is  it 
not? 
I  think  it  be. 

Rtich.  And  you  have  killed  her  ? 

Char.  True,  and  did  it  by  your  doom. 

Roch.  But  I  pronounced  it 
As  a  judge  only,  and  a  friend  to  justice. 
And,  zealous  in  defence  of  your  wronged  honour. 
Broke  all  the  ties  of  nature ;  and  cast  off 
The  love  and  soft  affection  of  a  father. 
I,  in  your  cause,  put  on  a  scarlet  robe 
Of  red  dyed  cruelty ;  but,  in  return, 
You  have  advanced  for  me  no  flag  of  mcrrr. 
I  looked  on  you  as  a  wronged  husband ;  but 
You  closed  your  eyes  against  me  as  a  fatlier. 

0  Beaumei  le  !  my  daughter ! 
Char.  This  is  madness. 

liorA.  Keep  from  me. — Could  not  one  c<mx1 
thought  rise  up, 
To  tell  you  that  she  was  my  age's  comfort. 
Begot  by  a  weak  man,  and  bom  a  woman, 
.An^  could  not,  therefore,  but  partake  of  frail  tv  r 
Or  wherefore  did  not  thankfulness  step  forth^ 
To  urge  my  many  merits,  which  I  may 
Object  unto  you,  since  you  prove  ungrateful  ; 
Flinty-hearted  Charalois ! 

Char.  Nature  does  prevail  above  tour  virtue 

Roch.  No ;  it  gives  me  eyes, 
To  pierce  the  heart  of  your  design  against  mo. 

1  6nd  ft  now ;  it  was  my  estate  was  aimed  af^ 
A  nobler  match  was  sought  for,  and  the  hovirs 
I  \i\  cd,  grew  tedious  to  you  :  my  compassian 
Towards  you  hath  rendered  me  most  misentl»l^ 
Aud  foolish  charity  undone  myself. 
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Bat  tbeiv  is  a  heaven  above,  from  whose  just 

vreak 
Xo  rnisis  of  policy,  can  hide  offenders. 

EnUr  NovALL  sen.  tcith  Officers, 

Kan.  $en.  Force  ope  the  doors. — O  monster  ! 
caimibai ! 
lay  bokl  on  him — My  son  !  my  son ! — O  Aoch- 

fort! 
TwBs  ytm  pire  liberty  to  this  bloody  wolf 
To  worry  all  our  comirorts. — ^But  this  is 


No  time  to  quarrel ;  now  give  your  assistance 
For  the  revenge. 

Roch.  Call  it  a  fitter  name. 
— ^Justice  for  innocent  blood. 

Char,  Though  all  conspire 
Afzainst  that  life  which  I  am  weary  of, 
A  little  longer  yet  TU  strive  to  keep  it, 
To  shew,  in  sspite  of  malice  and  their  laws, 
His  plea  must  speed,  that  hath  ai|  honest  cause. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 


EfUer  LiLADAM,  Tailor,  and  Ojfficert. 

IMad.  Why,  it  is  both  most  unconscionable 
sod  untimely. 
To  anest  a  gallant  for  his  clothes,  before 
He  has  worn  them  oat.     Bcsidesj,  you  said  you 

asked 
Mt  name  in  my  lord's  bond  but  for  form  onlv^ 
And  now  you'll  lay  mc  up  for  it.    Do  not  think 
The  tating  measure  of  a  customer 
Br  a  brace  of  varlets,  though  I  rather  wait 
Nerer  so  patiently,  will  prove  a  fashion 
Whidi  any  courtier  or  Inns-of-court-man 
WooW  follow  willins^ly. 

TdiV.  There  I  believe  you. 
Bet,  sir !  I  must  have  present  monies,  or 
Aauranoe,  to  secure  me  when  I  shall— 
Or  I  will  see  to  your  coming  forth. 

LUatL  Plague  on  it ! 
Too  have  provided  for  mv  entrance  in : 
THtt  coming  forth  you  talk  of,  concerns  me. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  You  have  done  me  a  disgrace 
In  the  arrest,  but  more  in  giving  cause 
To  all  the  street,  to  think  I  camiot  stand 
Without  these  two  supporters  for  my  arms. 
hsj  you,  let  tfaem  loose  me :  For  their  satbfac^ 

tioQ 
I  aill  not  run  away. 

r«X  For  theirs  you  will  not ; 
Bot  for  your  own  you  would.    Look  to  him,  fel- 
lows! 

Ijlad.  Why  do  you  call  them  fellows?  Do  not 
vrong 
Yoiir  reputation,  as  you  are  merely 
A  taikr,  faithful,  apt  to  believe  in  gallants. 
Too  are  a  companion  at  a  ten  crowii  supper 
for  cloth  of  bodkin,  and  may  with  one  lark 
^Qp  three  manchets,  and  no  man  observe  you. 
Or  call  your  trade  in  question  for  it.    But,  when 
too  study  your  debt-book,  and  hold  correspon- 
dence 

officers  of  the  hanger,  and  leave  swords- 
men, 
"^  learned  conclude,  the  tailor  and  Serjeant, 
}^  ^  expresaon  of  a  knave  or  thief. 
To  be  ijynQDymous.    Look,  therefore,  to  it ! 


And  let  us  part  in  peace.    I  would  be  loth 
You  should  undo  yourself. 

Enter  Old  Novall  and  Pontalieb. 

Tail.  To  let  you  go 
Were  the  next  way.    But,  see !  here  is  your  old 

lord; 
Let  him  but  give  his  word  I  shall  be  paid, 
And  you  are  free. 

Ulad,  'Slid  1  ril  put  hun  to  it; 
I  can  be  but  denied :  or — ^what  say  you  f 
His  lordship  owing  me  three  times  your  debt, 
If  you  arrest  him  at  my  suit,  and  let  me 
Go  run  before,  to  see  the  action  entered, 
'Twould  be  a  witty  jest 

Tail.  I  must  have  earnest — 
I  cannot  pay  my  debts  so. 

Pont.  Can  your  lordship 
Imagine,  while  I  live,  and  wear  a  sword, 
Your  son's  death  shall  be  unrevenged  ? 

Nov.  ten.  I  know  not 
One  reason  why  you  should  not  do  like  others : 
I  am  sure,  of  all  the  herd  that  fed  upon  him, 
I  cannot  see  in  any,  now  he  is  gone. 
In  pity  or  in  thankfulness,  one  true  sign 
Of  sorrow  for  him. 

Pont,  All  his  bounties  yet 
Fell  not  in  such  unthankful  ground :  ^Tis  true. 
He  had  weaknesses,  but  such  as  few  are  free 

fiom. 
And,  though  none  soothed  them  less  than  I,  for 

now. 
To  say  tliat  I  foresaw  the  dangers  that 
Would  vise  from  cherishing  them,  were  but  un- 
timely, 
I  yet  could  wish  the  justice,  that  you  seek  for 
In  the  revenge,  had  been  trusted  to  mc, 
And  not  the  uncertain  issue  of  the  laws : 
It  has  rpbbcd  me  of  a  noble  testimony 
Of  what  I  durst  do  for  him. — But,  however. 
My  forfeit  life,  redeemed  by  him,  though  dead. 
Shall  do  him  service. 

Nov.  sen.  As  far  as  my  grief 
Will  give  me  leave,  I  thank  you. 

Uiad,  O,  my  lord  ! 
Oh,  my  good  lord !  deliver  me  from  these  fu-* 
lies. 
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Fomt.  Amafttd  ?  Tim  k  one  of  them,  whose 
base 
And  abject  flattery  helped  to  dig  his  grare : 
He  is  not  worth  your  |nty,  nor  my  anger.— 
Go  to  the  basket,  and  repeat 

Nov.  sen.  Away  !-— I  oniy  know  now  to  hate 
thee  deadly : 
I  \«'ill  do  QothiDg  for  thee. 

LUad.  Nor  you^  captain  f 

Pont.  No :  to  your  trade  again;  put  off  this 
caso ! 
It  may  be,  the  discovering  what  you  were. 
When  your  unfortunate  master  took  you  up. 
May  move  compassion  in  your  creditor. 
Confess  the  truth. 

[Exit.  Naomll  sen.  and  Pontaiier. 

Liiad.  And,  now  I  think  on  it  better, 
I  will.    Brother,  your  hand ;  your  hand,  sweet 

brother. 
I  am  of  your  sect,  and  my  galhmtry  but  a  dream, 
Out  of  which  these  two  rearfnl  apparitions. 
Against  my  will,  have  waked  me.  T  his  rich  sword 
Grew  sudoenly  ooi  of  a  tailor's  bodkin; 
These  hangers  from  my  vails  and  fees  in  hell ; 
And  where,  as  now  this  beaver  fits,  full  often 
A  thrifi^  cttpf  composed  of  broad-doth  lists, 
Neav^lun  unto  the  casfaion  where  I  sat 
Cross-legjfsed,  and  yet  ungartored,  hath  been  seen; 
Our  breakfastSv  fBrooas  for  the  buttered  loaves, 
I  have  with  joy  been  oft  acqfuasntecl  with ; 
And  therefore  use  a  conscience,  though  it  be 
Forbidden  in  our  hall  towards  other  men, 
To  me  that,  as  I  have  been,  will  again 
Be  of  the  brotherhood. 

Officer.  I  know  him  now : 
He  was  a  'prentice  to  Le  Hobe  at  Orleance. 

LUad,  And  from  thence  broogkt  by  ny  yeong 
lordy  BOW  dead. 
Unto  Dijon ;  and  with  hin^  tiU  this  hour. 
Have  been  received  here  for  a  complete  mon- 
sieur. 
Nor  wonder  at  it :  for,  b«t  tythe  our  galittitav 
Even  those  of  the  firsl  rank,  and  you  will  ind, 
la  ^very  ten^  oBOy  pefa^ventnre  two^ 
I'hat  smcU  rank  of^  the  dancing-schoot  or  fiddle. 
The  pantofle  or  pre gsinyiron :— But  heroafVer 
We'll  talk  of  this.     I  will  surrender  up 
My  suits  agan;  thertt  ominol  be  mucit  itm 
Tis  but  the  turning  of  the  lace,  with  one 
Addition  more  you  know  of,  and  what  wants 
I  will  work  out. 

Taii.  Then  here  our  qnavrel  ends : 
The  gallant  19  toraed  tailor,  and  all  friends 

[Exeuni. 

8CENE  n. 

Enter  Romont  and  Beaumont. 

Rom.  You  have  them  ready. 
Beaum.  Yes ;  and  they  will  speak 
Their  knowledge  in  ihia  cause,  when  tfaoo  thinjt'st 
fit 


To  hove  them  called  laon. 

Rom.  Tis  well ;  ana  something 
I  can  add  to  their  evidence^  19  prove 
This  brave  revenge,  which  they  would  have  called 

murder, 
A  noUe  jnstiee. 

Beaum.  In  this  you  express 
(The  breach^  by  n^  lonfi  want  of  yooy  now  made 

up) 
A  faithful  friend. 

Rom.  That  friendship's  raised  on  modt, 
Which  every  sudden  gust  of  discontent, 
Or  flowing  of  our  passions,  can  change, 
As  if  it  ne'er  had  been : — ^But  do  you  know 
Who  are  to  sit  on  him  ? 

Beaum.  Monsieur  Du  Croy, 
Assisted  by  CharmL 

Rom.  Tlie  advocate. 
That  pleaded  for  the  marshaTs  funeral. 
And  was  checked  for  it  by  NornD  ? 

Beaum.  The  same. 

Ann.  How  fortunes  that? 

Beaum.  Why,  sir,  my  lord  Novally 
Being  the  accnser,  csonot  be  the  jadiQej 
Nor  would  grieved  Kochfort,  but  lord 
(However  he  might  wrong  hmi  by  hb  pmrcr^ 
Should  have  an  equal  hearing. 

Rom.  ^niy  hopes 
Of  CharakmTs  acooittal,  I  lament 
That  reverend  ola  man's  fortvne. 

Beaum.  Had  you  seen  him. 
As  to  iny  grief  I  h^ve,  now  promise  patienre^ 
And  ere* it  was  bebeved,  though  sptdse  by  him. 
That  never  breaks  his  word,  enraged  agaxa 
So  far  as  to  make  war  upon  those  hnhrs, 
Which  not  a  bnvbarous  Scythian  durst  picmune 
To  Umch,  bat  wkh  a  soperstitioaa  fear, 
A»  something  sacred 'wr-*«ind  then  curse  bin  dnn^h* 

tcr; 
But  with  more  freqaent  violence  hnnaelf. 
As  if  he  had  been  guilty  of  her  fiuik. 
By  being  inerednlons  of  your  report. 
You  would  not  only  judge  him  worthy  pity. 
But  suffer  with  him. — ^But  here  oomea  the 
ner; 

Enter  Charalois,  with  officers. 

I  dare  not  stay  to  do  my  dnty  to  him ; 
Yet,  rest  assured,  all  possible  means  in  me 
To  do  him  service,  keeps  yon  company^ 

Rom.  It  n  not  donbled^         [ExU 

Ckmr,  Why,  yet,  ns  I  came  hilber. 
The  people,  apt  to  mock  calamity. 
And  trend  on  the  oppfcssei^  made  no  horns   «t 


Jt^. 


Thoogb  chey  are  loo  fiMMliar  1  deserve 

And,  knowing  too  what  blood  my  sword   hntJU 


In  wreak  of  that  disgrace,  they  yet  forbear 
To  shake  their  heads,  or  to  revilie  me  kur 
A  murderer ;  they  rather  alt^  pot  on 
(As  for  great  losses  the  old  ~ 
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^eoaii  iKc  Of  flBnofry  wmira  on 
B^sMtamvy  bmkng  throagii  tiMr  tucMity 
Mmij€  bat  tm  reMfier  with  m  tear 
To  wibKm  'tiva»  ihtd  km  me^  tfaui  I  coaM 
Dkcni  ft  liMe  mtAt  up  with  iBoni  flgnist  ne. 
Whribild  If  cha%  though  for  viiiisimI  wrongs 
I  cooiemnuKl  ntans  to  f^gbt  thoto  wrongi|y 
CoodcBD  t&ft^f  WB  Offer  pnrtiel 
In  Of  an  canef-^ilaiDoni ! 

Im.  Bmi  fnend,  well  net  I 
ih  m  btu^§  love  to  joo,  and  join  to  that 
Mf  dankfiitoeig  chat  still  lives  to  the  deady 
I  look  inoa  voa  now  with  more  true  joj, 
Tina  wiea  I  «w  ymk  aarned 

CAiT.  YoB  hate  reason 
To  gire^  warrant  lor  it    Mj  feUng  off 
Tram  ndi  a  friendahB|i^  with  ue  soom  that  ao- 

iveied 
Your  too  prophetic  ooonse),  may  well  move  you 
To  dmk  joor  nnrting  me,  goiitt  to  mj  deatn^ 
A  fit  aKDoater  for  tMC  hatc^  which  jitftly 
I  nie  deserred  irotn  yon. 
Rot.  SImU  I  still,  dben, 
Spnk  iradv  and  be  ill  understood  ? 

Cktr.  YoD  are  not. 
In  fsmiiuyi  I  hapm  wroinjed  yon^  and  eilow  ne 
OoJir  a  moral  man,  to  look  on  yon, 
Whom  UbMj  I  fanve  ahnsed  and  injnred^ 
iiat  of  neeessty  be  more  terrible  to  me, 
Tha  any  death  the  jwfees  can  prononnde 
Fram  die  titbunal  wnich  I  am  to  plead  at^ 
Ham,  Fisnen  tmnaports  yon. 
CIcr.  For  what  I  have  done 
To  fflj  false  hdy,  or  NovaU,  I  cas 
C^  ssoK  appmreRt  caase ;  Dot,  tondnag  yoo, 
Is  IDT  defence,  cUki-like,  I  can  say  noifanig, 
^  I  am  Sony  for  it ;  a  poor  sntisfactioa  r 
ii^^nsnahenienee;  for  it  is  more 
T^  I  will  ipeA,  to  bare  ray  pardon  signed 
Fortlll siMd  aeeuaed  &L 
Rmm,  Yos  nwcii  weaken 
TW  soeofith  of  your  good  cause,  should  you  but 


i  MM  Ar  dM^  w«H  cooM  enteriaia 

k  fasdoH,  were  it  ofieied.    Ton  fant e  given 

ToMJiiaadsian  pattd  justice,  widgs  and  eyes. 

To  «e  and  ovnrtdke  impieties, 

WUdi  from  n  cold  pMaading  had  leceifed 

jemdeeooe  or  iirotectiOB. 

Liar.  Think  you  so  r 

JtasL  Upon  my  sonl^  nov  should  the  blood  you 


Aad  look  •»  cure  your  honotir,  btm&A  more 

scrapie 
Is  your  soft  consdence^  than  if  yeur  sword 
Ihd  htm  skcatthed  in  a  tygress  or  she  bear^ 
TW  ia  their  boweb  would  have  made  yoar  tomb. 
To  x^iatm  inamtntt  is  more  than  murder : 
^  whsn  iainflano  lasts  transform  os^  dwn 
^  hamm  we  an  tn  suffer,  not  hke  men^ 
1>  W  hmencrdl    Vor  did  Charaioni  ever 
i^nna  as  acc  lo  wottlvf  the  applaoie 


Of  a  fidt  theatrcf  of  perivfict  men^ 
As  he  hath  done  in  thie:  The  glory  got 
By  overthrowiag  outward  enemieBy 
Smoe  strength  and  fortune  are  main  sharers  in  i^ 
We  cannot,  but  by  pieces,  call  onr  own : 
But,  when  we  conquer  Our  intestine  foes. 
Our  passions  bred  within  us^  and  of  tho^ 
The  most  rebellions  ^nmt,  powerful  hwe^ 
Our  reason  sdfiering  us  to  liiEe  no  longer 
Than  the  fair  object,  beii^  good,  deserves  it^ 
That^a  a  true  victory ;  whic^  were  great  men 
Ambitious  to  atchieve  by  vour  example, 
•Setting  no  price  upon  tlie  Weaeh  of  nidv 
But  loss  of  life,  'twould  fright  adultery 
Out  of  their  families ;  and  make  hut  appear 
As  loathsome  to  us  in  tber  first  consent. 
As  when  'tis  waited  on  by  punishment. 

Char.  You  have  confinned  ne.    Who  would 
love  a  woman 
That  might  enjoy,  in  such  a  nuui^  a  friend  ^ 
YouVe  made  me  know  the  justice  of  ray  caa^ 
And  marked  me  out  die  ws^  how  to  defend  it 

B^m.  Continue  to  that  resolution  constant, 
And  you  shall,  in  contemnt  of  their  worst  malice^ 
Come  off  with  honour.— •iiere  they  ooni6. 

CAer.  I  am  ready. 

SCENE  m. 

Enter  Du  Croy,  Cbarmi,  Rochfokt,  NovAUi 
sen.  PoNTALisB,  and  Beaumont. 


Nov,  ien.  See,  ecpoal  judges,  with  what  confi- 
dence 
The  cruel  murderer  stands,  as  if  he  would 
Out-face  the  court  and  ^pmtioe  \ 

RoeL  Bit  look  on  hnn. 
And  you  shall  find  (for  stHl  modnnks  I  do, 
Though  g«k  hath  dyed  him  blaek)  something  good 

mmm. 
That  may  perhaps  work  wkh.  a  wiser  man, 
Than  I  have  beeuy  again  to  set  fain  free. 
And  give  him  aU  he  nas. 

C£trm,  This  is  not  well 
I  would  you  had  lived  ms  my  lord !  that  ^ 
Might  rather  hxv^  oontinoed  yotir  poor  servaJI(« 
Than  sit  here  as  your  judge. 

Du  Croy,  I  am  sorry  for  you. 

Rtfek.  In  no  act  of  my  fife  I  have  dissersid 
This  injury  from  the  court,  that  any  hera 
Should  thus  ancivilly  usorp  on  what 
Is  proper  to  me  only. 

Du  Cra^.  What  disiastn 
Receives  my  kird? 

Roch.  Yon  soy  yen  ase  sorry  for  Ufli  i 
A  grief  in  which  I  must  not  him  a  partner: 
Tie  I  afone  am  snrrtr  that  when  i  raised 
The  baiMing  of  ny  life^  for  seventy  yuars^ 
Upon  so  sure  «  grouady  that  all  Ihe  vicea^ 
Practised  to  ruift  ttua,  though  bronght  nitet  me^ 
Could  nor er  aitdennne,  ai»  nor  way  left 
T»  send  th^o  gmf  ham  to  the  graire  wi^  se^ 
row. 
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Virtue,  that  wa»  my  patroness,  bctmycd  me : 

For,  CQtenng,  nay,  possessing,  tlus  young  man, 

It  lent  him  such  a  powerful  majesty. 

To  grace  whatever  he  undertook,  tfiut  freely 

I  gave  myself  up  with  ray  liberty. 

To  be  at  his  disposing :  Had  liis  person, 

Lovely  I  must  confess,  or  far-famed  valour, 

Or  any  other  seeming  good,  that  yet 

Holds  a  near  neighbourhood  witli  ill,  wrought  on 

mc, 
I  might  have  borne  it  better:  But,  when  goodness 
And  piety  itself,  in  her  best  figure, 
Were  bribed  to  my  destruction,  can  you  blame 

me. 
Though  I  forget  to  suflfcr  like  a  man> 
Or  rather  act  a  woman  ? 
Bcaum.  Good  my  lord  ! 
Nov.  ten.  You  liuidcr  our  proceedii^. 
Charmi.  And  forjrct 
Tlie  part  of  an  accuser. 

htaum.  'Pray  you,  remember 
To  use  the  temper,  whicli  to  me  you  promised. 
Bjoch,  Angels  themselves  must  break,  Beau- 
mont, that  promise. 
Beyond  their  strength  and  patience  of  angels. 
But  I  havp  done  : — My  good  lord  !  pardon  me,> 
'  A  weak  old  man ;  and  pray  add  to  that 
A  miserable  father ;  yet  be  careful 
That  your  compassion  of  my  age,  nor  liis. 
Move  you  to  any  thing,  that  may  mis-become 
Tlie  place  on  which  you  sit. 
Charmi,  Read  the  indictment. 
Char,   It  shall  be  needless ;    I  myself,    my 
lords. 
Will  be  my  own  accuser,  and  confess 
All  they  can  charge  me  with :  nor  will  I  spare 
To  aggravate  that  guilt  with  circumstance. 
They  seek  to  load  mc  with :  Only  I  pray. 
That,  as  for  them  you  will  vouchsafe  me  hearing, 
I  may  not  be  denied  it  for  myself. 
When  I  shall  urge  by  what  unanswerable  reasons 
I  was  compelled  to  what  I  did,  which  yet. 
Till  you  have  taught  me  better,  I  repent  not. 
Roch.  The  motion's  honest. 
Charmi,  And  'tis  freely  granted.       . 
Char,  Then  I  confess,  my  lords,  that  I  stood 
bound, 
When,  with  my  friends,  even  hope  itself  had  left 

me. 
To  this  man's  charity  for  my  liberty ; 
Nor  did  his  bounty  end  there,  but  began ; 
For,  after  my  enlargement,  cherishing 
The  good  he  did,  he  made  me  master  of 
Ilis  only  daughter  and  his  whole  estate : 
Great  tics  of  thankfulness,  I  must  acknowledge; 
Could  any  one,  fee'd  by  you,  presa  this  further  ? 
But  yet  consider,  my  most  honoured  lords ! 
If  to  receive  a  favour,  make  a  servant. 
And  benefits  are  bonds  to  tie  the  taker 
To  the  imperious  will  of  him  that  gives, 
There's  none  but  slaves  will  receive  courtesies^ 
Since  they  must  fetter  us  to  our  dislipuours. 


Can  it  be  called  magnificence  in  a  prince, 
To  pour  down  riches,  with  a  liberal  hand. 
Upon  a  poor  man's  wants,  if  tliat  must  bind  hiin 
To  play  the  soothing  parasite  to  his  vices? 
Or  any  man,  because  he  saved  my  hand. 
Presume  my  head  and  heart  are  at  his  service  ? 
Or,  did  I  stand  engaged  to  buy  my  freedom 
(When  my  captivity  was  honourable) 
By  making  myself  here^  and  fame  hereafter, 
Bondslaves  to  men's  scorn  and  calunmious  tongues  ? 
Had  his  fair  daughter's  mind  been  like  her  fea- 
tures. 
Or,  for  some  little  blemish,  I  had  sought 
For  my  content  elsewhere,  wasting  on  others 
My  body  and  her  dowry ;  my  forehead  then 
Deserved  the  brand  of  base  ingratitude : 
But  if  obsequious  usage,  and  fair  warning. 
To  keep  her  worth  my  love,  could  not  preserve 

her 
From  being  a  whore,  and  yet  no  cunning  one. 
So  to  offend,  and  yet  the  rault  kept  from  me ; 
What  should  I  do?  Let  any  free-bom  spirit 
Determine  truly,  if  that  thumkfulness, 
Choice  form,  with  the  whole  world  given  for  » 

dowry, 
Could  strengthen  so  an  honest  man  with  patience, 
As  with  a  willing  neck  to  undergo 
The  insupportable  yoke  of  slave  or  wittol ! 

Charmi,  What  proof  have  you  she  did  play 
false,  besides 
Your  oath  ? 

Char,  Her  own  confession  to  her  fiither. 
I  ask  him  for  a  witness. 

Roch.  'Tis  most  true. 
I  would  not  willingly  blend  my  last  words 
With  an  untruth. 

Char,  And  then  to  clear  myself. 
That  his  great  wealth  was  not  the  mark  I  shot  at^ 
But  that  I  held  it,  when  fair  Beaumelle 
Fell  from  her  virtue,  like  the  fatal  gold 
Which  Brennus  took  from  Delphos»  whose  po9- 

session 
Brought  with  it  ruin  to  himself  and  army. 
Here's  one  in  court,  Beaumont,  by  whom  Lsent 
All  grants  and  writings  back  which  made  it  mine. 
Before  his  daughter  died  by  his  own  sentence. 
As  freely  as  unasked  he  gave  it  to  me. 

Beaum,  They  arc  here  to  be  seen, 

Charmi,  Open  the  casket. 
Peruse  that  deed  of  gift 

Rom.  Half  of  the  danger 
Already  is  dischai^ed :  The  other  part 
As  bravely,  and  you  are  not  only  free. 
But  crowned  with  praise  for  ever. 

Du  Cray.  Tis  apparent. 

Charmi,  Your  estate,  my  lord,  again  is  yours. 

Roch,  Not  mine ; 
I  am  not  of  the  world :  If  it  can  prosper, 
(And  ^et,  being  justly  got,  I'll  not  examine 
Why  It  should  be  so  fatal)  do  you  bestow  it 
On  pious  uses :  I'll  go  seek  a  grave. 
And  yety  for  proof,  I  die  in  peace,  your  pardo» 
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I  85k;  and,  as  jrou  grant  it  me,'  may  Heaven, 
Your  ansdenoe,  and  these  judges,  free  von  from 
What  jou  are  charged  with  T  So  farewell  for  ever. 

iExit  RochforL 
^      i.   Passion,  nor 
example, 
Shall  be  mv  leaders.     I  liave  lost  a  son, 
A  900,  ipave  judges !  I  require  his  Uood 
Frrym  his  acxitrsed  homicide. 
CkanuL  What  reply  you, 
Jo  your  defence,  for  this  ? 

Char.  1  bat  attended 
Yoor  lordship's  pleasure.     For  the  fact,  as  of 
The  fonner,  I  confess  it ;  but  with  what 
Base  wrongs  I  was  unwillingly  drawn  to  it, 
To  m^  few  words  there  are  some  other  proofs 
To  witness  this  for  truth.    When  I  was  married 
<For  there  I  must  begin)  the  slain  Novall 
Was  to  my  wife,  in  way  of  our  French  courtship, 
A  most  devoted  servant ;  but  yet  aimed  at 
Nothing  but  means  to  quench  his  wanton  heat, 
Ilii  heart  beii^  never  warmed  bv  lawful  fires. 
As  mioe  was,  lords ;  and  though,  on  these  pre- 

sumptioDS, 
Joined  to  the  hate  between  his  house  and  mine, 
I  might,  with  opportunity  and  ease. 
Have  found  a  way  for  my  revenge,  I  did  not; 
fiut  still  he  had  the  freedom  as  before. 
When  all  was  mine ;  and,  told  that  he  abused  it 
W'id)  some  unseemly  licence,  by  my  friend. 
My  approved  friend,  Romont,  I  gave  no  credit 
To  the  reporter,  but  reproved  him  for  it. 
As  one  onconrtly  and  malicious  to  him. 
W'hat  could  I  more,  my  lords  ?  Yet,  after  this. 
He  did  continue  in  his  first  pursuit. 
Hotter  than  ever,  and  at  length  obtained' it; 
Bat,  how  it  came  to  my  most  certain  knowledge, 
For  the  dignity  of  the  court,  and  my  own  honour, 
i  dare  not  sav. 

iYov.  iem,  t{  all  may  be  believed 
A  passionate  prisoner  speaks,  who  is  so  foolish. 
That  durst  be  wicked,  that  will  appear  guilty  ? 
Nos  my  grave  lords :  In  his  impumty 
Bat  give  example  unto  jealous  men 
To  cut  the  throats  they  hate,  and  they  will  never 
W'ant  matter  or  pretence  for  their  bad  ends. 
CkormL    You    must    find    other    proofs    to 
strengthen  these, 
fiat  mere  presumptions. 

Du  Cray.  Or  we  shall  hanlly 
Ali»iw  your  innocence. 

Ch^r,  All  your  attempts 
«%aU  faul  on  me,  like  brittle  shafts  on  armour. 
That  break  themseUes;  or  like  waves  against  a 

rock. 
That  Leave  no  sign  of  their  ridiculous  fury 
Bat  foam  and  splinters ;  my  innocence  like  these 
Miall  stand  triumphant,  ana  your  malice  scn'e 
Bot  tor  a  trumpet  to  proclaim  my  -conquest : 
Nor  shall  you,  though  you  do  the  worst  fate  can, 
iifiwe*cr  cnademo,  atFnght  an  honest  man. 
KoM.  May  it  plca»e  the  court,  I  may  be  heard? 


Ntn.  sen.  Yoti  come  not 
To  rail  again?  But  do— You  shall  not  find 
Another  Hochfort 

Kom,  In  Novall  I  cannot. 
But  I  come  furnished  ivith  what  will  stop 
The  mouth  of  his  conspiracy  against  the  life 
Of  innocent  Charalois.    Do  you  know  this  ch»- 
racter  ? 

Abr.  «en.  Yes,  'tis  my  son's. 

Horn,  May  it  please  your  lordsliips,  read  it, 
And  you  shall  find  there,  with  what  vehemency 
He  did  solicit  Bcaumelle ;  how  he  had  got 
A  promise  from  her  to  enjoy  his  wishes ; 
How  after  he  abjured  her  company, 
And  yet — (but  that  'tis  fit  I  spare  the  dc*ad) 
Like  a  damned  villain,  as  soon  as  recorded. 
He  brake  that  oath  :  To  make  this  manifest. 
Produce  his  bawds  and  her's. 

Enter  AymeR,  Florimei.,  and  Bellapert. 

Charmi.  Have  they  took  their  oaths  ? 

Rom,  They  have,  and,  rather  than  endure  the 
rack, 
Confess  the  time,  the  meeting,  nay  the  act ; 
What  would  you  more  ?  Only  this  matron  made 
A  free  discovery  to  a  good  end ; 
And  therefore  I  sue  to  the  court,  she  may  not 
Be  placed  in  the  black  list  of  the  delinquents. 

Pont,  I  see  by  this,  Novall's  revenge  needs  me; 
And  I  shall  do. 

Charmi  ^Tis  evident 

^  JVot?.  ten*  That  I 
Till  now  was  never  wretched  :  Here's  no  place 
To  curse  him  or  my  stars.  [Exit  Novall  sen. 

Charmi.  Lord  Charalois ! 
The  injuries,  you  have  sustained,  appear 
So  worthy  of  the  mercy  of  the  cour^ 
That,  notwithstanding  you  have  gone  beyond 
The  letter  of  the  law,  they  yet  acquit  you. 

Font,  But,  in  Novall,  I  do  condenm  him — ^thus. 

[Stab$  him^ 

Char,  I  am  slain  ! 

Kom.  Can  I  look  on  ?  Oh,  murderous  wretch ! 
Thy  challenge  now  I  answer.    So,  die  with  him ! 

[Stah$  Pontalkr, 

Charmi,  A  guard  !  disann  him ! 

Rom.  I  yield  up  my  sword 
Unforced—  Oh,  Cliaralois ! 

Char.  For  &hame,  Romont ! 
Mourn  not  for  liiin  that  dies  as  he  hatli  lived ; 
Still  constant  and  unmoved  :  What's  fallen  upon 

mc, 
Is  by  Heaven's  will ;  because  I  made  myself 
A  judge  in  my  own  cause  without  their  warrant: 
But  he,  that  lets  me  know  thus  much  in  death. 
With  all  good  men — forgive  me.  [Die$* 

Pont,  I  receive 
The  vengeance,  which  my  love,  not  built  on  vir- 
tue, 
Has  made  mc  worthy  of.  [D/ey* 

Charmi.  We're  tautiht 
By  tliis  sad  precedent,  how  just  soever 
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Oar  reasons  are  to  remBdy  ow  wvongiy 
We're  jtit  to  ktate  ihcm  to  Ihdr  wiU  juod  power. 
That  to  that  purpose  have  authority. 
For  you,  Romont,  tlAov^  is  your  czoase 
You  m^  plead  wimi  jon  did  nas  in  ttna^ 


[Massing  El  4t« 


Of  the  dUMMMv  doM  unto  tiM  court, 

Yet,  eipoe  Aon  «•  you  bad  not  warrant  for  it, 

We  banish  yoH  die  state!  For  tbeae,  tbey  ihsn, 

Ab  tibef  are  fiwed  guilty  or  innocent 

Or  be  set  finee,  er  snfler  fwnishient     [Exemt. 


TUB 


FALSE  ONE 


BT 


BEAUMONT  AND  FLETCHER, 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


MEN. 

Jrurs  C  fSAR,  tmpcror  of  Rome* 
IVoLoiiT,  king  iff  Egi/pt. 
AcaoREVs,  an  honest  countellar,  priest  of  Itiu 
PaoTisrs,  a  poiitician^  minion  to  Ftolomy, 
AcarLLAS,  captuin  of  the  guard  to  Ftoiotny. 
^EPTiMics  a  revolted  Roman  villain, 
LiEfEws,  a  Raman  $oldier,  and  nuncio, 
ApoLLODORVSf  guardian  to  Cleopatra, 

IhlZlltA,  \  ^^**"^'  captains. 


ScEVA,  a/ree  speaker^  aUo  captain  to  Casar, 

Three  lame  soldier*. 

Guard. 

Servants* 

WOMEN. 

Cleopatra,  queen  of  Egijpt,    Casar^s  mistress. 
Arsimoe,  Cleopatrtis  sister. 
Eros,  Cleopatra  s  waiting  woman. 


Scene^ — Egypt, 


ACf  I. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Achillas  and  AciiOREtrft^ 


Achoreus.  I  uovz  the  kin^  nor  do  dispute  his 
power. 
Far  diat  is  not  confined,  nor  to  be  cea^ured 
Bf  me,  that  am  his  subject ;  vet  allow  me 
tlie  liberty  of  a  man,  that  still  would  be 
A  friend  to  justice,  to  demand  the  motives, 
Tliat  did  induce  joung  Ptoiomy,  or  Photiuus, 
rfo  whose  directions  he  gives  up  himself, 
And  I  hope  wisely)  to  commit  his  sister, 

The  princess  Cleopatra -If  I  said 

Tbe  qoeen,  Achillas,  it  were,  I  hope,  no  treason, 
She  being  by  her  father^s  testament 
nvhose  memoiy  I  bow  to)  left  co-heir 
la  all,  he  stood  possessed  of. 

AehiL  lis  confessed, 
Mj  pxxl  Achoreus^  that,  in  these  eastern  king- 
domsy 

VouL 


Women  are  not  exempted  from  the  sc<?ptre, 
But  claim  a  privilege  ef]ual  to  the  male ; 
But  how  much  such  divisions  have  taken  from 
Tlie  majesty  of  Egypt,  and  what  factions 
Have  sprung  from  tnosc  paftitions,  to  the  ruin 
Of  the  poor  subject,  douotful  which  to  follow. 
We  have  too  many  and  too  sad  examples : 
Therefore  the  wise  Photiuus,  to  prevent 
The  murders,  and  the  massacres,  that  attend 
On  disunited  government,  and  to  stiew 
The  king  without  a  partner,  in  full  splendour, 
Thought  it  convenient  the  fair  Cleopatra 
(An  attribute  not  frequent  in  this  climate) 
Should  be  comnutted  to  safe  custody, 
In  which  she  is  attended  like  her  birth, 
Until  her  beauty,  or  her  royal  dower. 
Hath  found  her  out  a  husband. 

Achor.  How  this  mav 
Stand  with  the  rules  of  policy,  I  know  not; 
Most  sure  I  am,  it  holds  no  correspondence 
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With  the  rites  of  Egypt,  or  the  laws  of  nature* 
But,  grant  that  Cleopatra  can  sit  down 
With  this  disgrace,  tnough  insupportable, 
Can  you  imagine,  that  Home's  glorious  senate. 
To  whose  charge,  by  the  will  of  the  dead  king, 
This  ^oveniment  was  delivered,  or  great  Pompey, 
That  IS  appointed  Cleopatra\s  guardian, 
As  well  as  Ptolomy's,  will  e'er  approve 
(>f  this  rash  counsel,  their  consent  nut  sought  for, 
Tliat  should  authorize  it? 

AchiL  The  civil  war. 
In  which  the  Roman  empire  is  embarked 
On  a  rough  sea  of  danger,  does  exact 
Tlieir  whole  care  to  preserve  theinaelve%  anj 
•  g^ve  them 

No  vacant  time  tb  think  of  what  we  do, 
Which  hardly  can  concern  them. 

Achor.  What's  your  opinion 
Of  the  success  ?  I  have  neard,  in  multitudes 
Of  soldiers,  and  all  glorious  pomp  of  war, 
Pompey  is  much  superior. 

AchiL  I  could  give  you 
A  catalogue  of  all  the  several  nation!^ 
From  whence  he  drew  his  powers ;  hut  that  were 

tedious. 
They  have  rich  arms,  are  ten  to  one  in  number. 
Which  makes  them  think  the  day  already  won ; 
And  Pompey  being  master  of  the  sea, 
Such  plenty  of  all  dclicates  arc  brought  in. 
As  if  the  place,  on  which  tlicy  arc  entrenched, 
Were  not  a  camp  of  soldiers,  out  Rome, 
In  which  Lucullus  and  Apicius  joined 
To  make  a  public  feast    They  at  Dirachium 
Fought  vrith  success ;  but  knew  not  to  make  use 

of  • 
Fortune's  fair  offer :  So  much,  I  have  heard, 
Cssar  himself  confessed. 

Achor,  Where  are  they  now  ? 

AchiL  In  Thessaly,  near  the  Pharsalian  pltdns ; 
Where  Cesar,  with  a  handful  of  his  men, 
Ilcms  in  the  greater  number.    His  whole  troops 
Exceed  pot  twenty  thousand,  but  old  soldiers. 
Fleshed  in  tlte  spoils  of  Germany  and  France, 
Inured  to  liis  command,  and  only  know 
To  fight  and  overcome :  And  though  tliat  famine 
Reigns  in  his  capnp,  compelling  them  to  taste 
Bread  made  of  root^  forbid  ij)e  use  of  man, 
(Which  tlicy,*wiijj,  sggrn;  tjiew  injo  poinpey*s 

cignp, 
As  ip  derisiion  of  his  dclicates) 
Or  com  not  yet  half  ripe,  a()d  tbat^a  ^^auet; 
They  still  bqsiege  him,  being  ambitious  only 
To  come  to  l^Ipwsy  and  let  £eir.  swor4s,<NteTmiii^ 
Who  hiith  thi,  better  cause. 

Enter  Seftimivs. 

Achor.  May  victory. 
Attend  on  it,  where'er  it  i^ 

AchiL  We  c\'ery  hour 
Expect  U^'heaf  the  i^sn^. 

Sept,  Save Ttf/  good  lords! 
By  Isis  and  Osiris,  whom  you  worship, 


And  the  four  hundred  gods  and  goddtiMi^ 
Adored  in  Rome,  I  am  your  honours'  teivaQt. 

Achor.  Truth  needs,  Septimius,  no  oalkk 

AchiL  You're  cruel; 
If  you  deny  him  swearing,  you  take  fron  bim 
Three  full  parts  of  his  language. 

Sgpt,  Your  honour's  bitter. 
Contound  me,  where  I  love,  I  cannot  say  it, 
But  I  must  swear  it }  Yet  such  is  my  ill  fortunf« 
Nor  vows  nor  protestations  win  belief; 
I  think,  (and  I  can  find  no  other  reason) 
Because  I  am  a  Roman. 

Achor,  No,  Septimius ; 
To  be  a  Roman  were  an  honour  to  you. 
Did  not  your  manners  and  your  life  take  from  it, 
And  cry  aloud,  that  from  Rome  you  bring  nothin*; 
But  Roman  vices,  which  you  would  plant  here, 
But  no  seed  of  her  virtues. 

Sept.  With  your  reverence, 
I  am  too  old  to  learn. 

Achor,  Any  thing  honest; 
That  I  believe  without  an  oath. 

Sept,  I  fear 
;  Your  lordship  has  slept  iH  tcHoi^t,  and  that 
Invites  this  sad  discourse ;  it  wiU  mak^  you  old 
Before  Your  time.    Ohi  these  vicious  murals, 
And  old  rcUgious  priaciples,  th«^  fooi  u» ! 
I  have  bmnght  you  a  aew  song  will  qaake  yoa 

laugh. 
Though  you  were  at  your  pra^ecs, 

Achor.  What  is  the  subj^t? 
Be  free,  Septimius. 

Sevt.  Tis  a  catalogue 
Of  all  the  gamesters  of  the  court  and  city. 
Which  lord  lies  with  that  lady,  and  what  gallant 
Sports  with  tluit  merchant's  wife ;  and  does  relate 
Who  sells  her  honour  for  a  diamond. 
Who  for  a  tissue  robe ;  whose  husband's  jealous. 
And  who  so  kind,  that,  to  share  with  his  wife. 
Will  make  the  match  hnnself :  Harmless  conceits, 
Though  fools  say  they  are  dangerous.     I  sang  it 
The  last  night,  at  my  lord  Photiims'  table. 

Achor,  How?  as  a  fiddler  f 

Sept.  No,  sir,  aji  a  g^est^ 
A  welcome  guest  too;  and  it  was  approvcni  of 
By  a  dozen  of  his  fficndft,  though  tkey  were 

touched  in  it : 
For,  look  you,  it  is  a  kind-of^  merriment^ 
When  we  have  laid,  by  fboKah  modesty, 
(As  not  a  man  of  fashion. will* wear  it) 
To  talk  what  we  have  done,  at  least  to  hear  it ; 
If  merrily  set  down,  it  fires  the  Uood^ 
And  heightens  crestrfaUen  appetite. 

Achor.  New, doctrine! 

AchiL  Was  it  of  your  own  composing  f 

Sept.  No,  I  bought  it 
Of  a  skulking  scribbler  fbr  two  Ptolomies ; 
But  tlie  hints  were  miiie  own :  The  ^Mvtcb  waj 

fearful ; 
But  I  have  damned  myself,  shodd  it  be  qur^ 

tioned, 
Tlmt  I  will  own  iu 
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Jdkr.  Ay  be  ptMibed  for  H  f 
Taige  heei  for  jott  majr  so  Iook  etereue 
Yoor  foiinloitt  wit  igiinwr  aiiUiorilgry 
ThttiifiMi  oolme&i  and  make  t>roAuie jettt 
(Wliich  to  ^  being  ia  atheisti  is  nothiiif ) 
Agunt  relyoiii  thfet  yo«r  greai  iliaintaiDer% 
Unlea  dief  woidd  be  tJicHig^  coptutners  with 

Will kiieTBaifrtfafe  law;  and  then,  Sepdiniii% 
lemember  there  are  whipe. 

&p/.  For  wbare^  I  grluit  joii| 
Wben  tfaejf  are  oat  of  date ;  'till  tl|en  they  are 

mtoOf 
Aadf  faiF  mine  own  defence,  III  only  add  this ; 
rObe  admittied  for  a  wanton  taie, 
To  tmt  dott  piifate  cabinets,  when  your  piieet- 

bood, 
Unfii  hita  with  tha  mysteries  of  your  goddees^ 
jShifl  nit  without  unnoted  :  So  I  Mve  you 
To  Mr  pious  thoufMe.  [^it, 

JtkU.  Tis  a  stfUB^e  impudence 
Hill  fAtw  does  put  on. 

icAor.  The  wonder  great, 
Heisaonpedef. 

iciilL\ice%for  him, 
lake  «  free  way  ae  virtues  do  for  others^ 
Tatbe  time's  fault;  yei  great  ones  still  hare 

•  graced. 
To  Adke  them  eport^  or  rub  them  o'er  with  iat- 

tCfT, 

Obserms  of  all  kinds. 

EiUer  PHOTiNtrs  and  StPtiMits. 

^Aor,  No  more  of  him, 
fle  is  not  worth  our  thoughta ;  a  fugitive 
Fran  PoaaeJ^s  army,  and  now  in  a  danger^ 
Wka  be  mould  use  hu  aervice. 

AduL  See  how  he  hangs 
^^gNstPhotimis'ear. 

6f*'  Uell,  Md  the  furiesy 
Attl  ill  the  pbigues  of  darkness,  light  unon  me,  ' 
Yoieie  ny  aod  oa  eaith !  and  let  me  have 
Yoor  jwour  here,  fall  what  can  fall  hereafter  \ 

Pka,  Thou  art  believed ;  dosi  thou  want  mo- 
no^? 

^.  N«^  ftir. 

•P^.  Or  hast  thou  any  suit  ?  Tliese  ever  follow 
Tlqr  vehement  firatestations. 

Sefi,  You  miieh  wrong  roe ; 
Hovcao  I  want,  when  your  beams  shine  upon  me, 
judesi  employment  to  express  rty  zeal 
^<i^ojQiar  greatness  service.    Do  but  think 
^  M,  m  dmrk  the  son  wouU  Mash  to  look  on, 
For  which  mankind  would  curae  me,  and  arm  idl 
jl/'^poweis  above,  aad  these  bekm,  amdnst  ne ; 
<^»;i«l»e,lwiUoo. 

■Pia  Wbea  I  have  use^ 
*^P«ywitotheteot. 

Sept,  Msy  it  be  apeedy, 
AvsometbiBgworthmy  dnger.   You  are  cold, 
wbownot  vo«r  own  pewArt:  this  brow  wAs 


To  wear  a  kingly  wreath,  tnd  your  grare  judge- 
ment 
Given  to  dispose  of  monarchies)  not  to  govern 
A  child's  amirs.    TIm  people*^  eye  is  upon  you. 
The  soldier  courts  you:   AYill  yop  wear  a  gar^ 

meat 
Of  sordid  loyaltr,  when  it  is  out  of  fashion  ? 

pAew  When  Pompey  was  thy  general,  Septl- 
miua^ 
Thou  ^aidot  as  much  to  him. 

iS^^  All  my  love  to  him, 
To  CsBOar,  Rome^  and  the  whole  world,  is  lost 
In  the  ocean  of  your  bounties :  iVe  no  friend, 
Project  design,  or  country,  but  your  favour, 
Which  ril  presence  at  uny  rate. 

Pho.  No  more  i 
When  I  coll  on  you^  fall  not  off:  Perhaps, 
Sooner  than  you  expect,  t  may  employ  you ; 
So,  lea^e  me  for  a  while. 

Sept.  Ever  your  creature !  r£r«V. 

Pho,  Good  day,  AchoreuS;i    My  best  friend, 
Achillas,  • 

Hath  fame  delivered  yet  no  certain  rumour 
Of  the  great  Reman  action  ? 

Achu.  Tliat  we  are 
To  enquire  and  Icam  of  you,  sr,  whose  grave  care 
For  Egypt's  happiness,  and  great  Ptolemy's  good, 
Hath  eyes  and  ears  in  all  parts. 

Enter  Ptolomt,  Labi  en  us,  and  guard. 

Pho.  1*11  not  boast 
What  my  intelligence  costs  me ;  but  ere  long 
You  shall  know  more.  The  king!  with  him  a  Ro- 
man. 

Achor.  The  scarlet  livery  of  unfortunate  war 
t)ycd  deeply  on  his  race. 

Achil.  Tis  Labienua, 
Caesar's  lieutenant  in  toe  wars  of  Gaul, 
And  fortunate  in  all  his  undertakings : 
But,  smce  these  civil  jars,  he  turned  to  Pompov, 
And,  though  he  followed  the  better  cause, 
Not  with  3ie  like  success. 

Pho.  Such  as  are  wise 
Leave  fulling  buildings,  fly  to  those  that  rise. 
But  more  of  that  hereafter. 

Lab.  tn  a  word,  sir. 
These  gaping  wounds,  not  taken  as  a  slave, 
Speak  Pompe/s  loss.    To  tell  you  of  the  battle, 
now  many  thousand  several  bloodv  j^pes 
Death  wore  that  day  in  triumph ;  now  we  bore 
The  shock  of  Ccsars  charge  ^  or  witli  what  fury 
His  soldiers  came  on,  as  if  they  had  been 
So  many  Ctesars^  and,  like  him,  ambitious 
To  tread  apon  tlie  liberty  of  Rome  ; 
How  fathers  killed  their  sons,  or  sons  their  fa- 
thers; 
Or  how  the  Roman  pikes  on  each  side 
Drew  Roman  hlood,  which  spent^  the  prince  of 

weapons 
(The  sword)  succeeded,  which,  in  civil  wars. 
Appoints  the  tent,  on  which  winged  victory 
Shall  make  a  certain  stand :  then,  how  the  plains 
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Flowed  o*er  with  blood,  and  what  a  cloud  of  vul- 
tures. 
And  other  birds  of  prey,  hung  o*er  both  armies. 
Attending,  when  their  ready  servitors, 
The  soldiers,  from  whom  the  anery  gods 
Had  took  all  sense  of  reason  and  of  pity, 
Would  serve,  in  their  own  carcasses,  for  a  feast ; 
How  Cspsar,  with  his  javelin,  forced  them  on, 
That  made  the  least  stop,  when  their  angry  hands 
Were  lifted  up  against  some  known  friend's  face; 
Then,  coming  to  the  body  of  the  army, 
He  shews  the  sacred  senate,  and  forbids  them 
To  waste  their  force  upon  the  common  soldier, 
(Whom  willingly,  if  e'er  he  did  know  pity. 
He  would  have  spared)* 

PtoL  The  reason,  Lahienus  ? 
Lab.  Full  well  he  knows,  that  in  their  blood  he 
was 
To  pass  to  empire,  and  that  tlirough  their  bowels 
He  must  invaae  the  laws  of  Rome,  and  give 
A  period  to  the  liberty  of  the  world. 
Then  fell  the  Ix*pidi,  and  the  bold  Corvini, 
The  famed  Torquati,  Scipio's,  and  Marcelli, 
Names,  next  to  Pompey's,  most  renowned  on 

earth. 
The  nqbles,  and  the  commons,  lay  together. 
And  Pontic,  Punic,  and  Assyrian  blood, 
Made  up  one  crimson  lake :  Which  Pompey  see- 
ing, 
And  that  his,  and  the  fate  of  Rome,  had  left  him, 
Standing  upon  the  rampier  of  his  camp, 
Though  scorning  all  that  could  fall  on  himself. 
He  pities  them,  whose  fortunes  are  embarked 
In  his  unlucky  quarrel ;  cries  aloud,  too. 
That  they  should  sound  retreat,  and  save  them- 
selves : 
That  he  desired  not  so  much  noble  blood 
Should  be  lost  in  his  service,  or  attend 
On  his  misfortunes :  And  then,  taking  horse, 
With  some  few  of  his  friends,  he  came  to  Lesbos, 
And,  with  Cornelia,  his  wife,  and  sons, 
He  has  touched  upon  your  shore.    The  king  of 

Parthia, 
Famous  in  his  defeature  of  the  Crassi, 
Offered  him  his  protection ;  but  Pompey, 
Relying  on  his  benefits,  and  your  faith, 
Hnth  chosen  Kgypt  for  his  sanctuary, 
Till  he  may  recollect  his  scattered  powers, 
And  trv  a  second  day.    Now,  Ptolomy, 
lliougfi  he  appear  not  like  that  glorious  thine, 
That  three  times  roHc  in  triumph,  and  gave  laws 
To  conquered  nations,  and  made  crowns  his  gift, 
(As  this  of  yours,  your  noble  father  took 
From  his  victorious  hand,  and  you  still  wear  it 
At  his  devotion)  to  do  you  more  honour 
In  his  declined  estate,  as  the  straightest  pine 
In  a  full  grove  of  his  yet-flourishing  friends. 
He  flies  to  yon  for  succour,  and  expects 
The  entertainment  of  your  father's  friend, 
And  guardian  to  yourself. 

Ptof.  To  say  I  grieve  his  fortune. 
As  much  as  if  the  crowp  I  wear  (hb  gift) 


Were  ravished  from  me,  is  a  holy  truth, 

Our  gods  can  witness  for  me :  Yet,  being  young. 

And  not  a  free  disposer  of  myself. 

Let  not  a  few  hours,  borrowed  for  advice. 

Beget  suspicion  of  unthankfiilness. 

Which,  next  to  hell,  I  hate.    Pray  you  retire^ 

And  take  a  little  rest;  and  let  his  wounds 

Be  with  that  care  attended,  as  they  were 

Carved  on  my  flesh.    Good  Labieniu^  think 

The  little  respite,  I  desire,  shall  be 

Wholly  employed  to  And  the  readiest  way 

To  do  great  Pompey  service. 

Lab,  May  the  gods. 
As  you  intend,  protect  you !  [Exit, 

PtoL  Sit,  sit  all; 
It  is  my  pleasure.    Your  advice,  and  freely- 

Achor.  A  short  deliberation  in  this, 
May  serve  to  give  you  counsel.    To  be  honest, 
Rehgious,  and  thankful,  in  themselves 
Ace  fprcible  motives,  and  can  need  no  flonrish 
Or  gloss  m  the  persuader ;  your  kept  faith. 
Though  Pompey  never  rise  to  the  height  he  is 

fallen  from, 
Cssar  himself  will  love ;  and  my  opinion 
Is,  still  committing  it  to  gravier  censure, 
You  pay  the  debt  you  owe  him,  with  the  haxard 
Of  an  you  can  calf  yours. 

PtoL  What  is  yours,  Photinus  ? 
Pho,  Achoreus,  great  Ptolomy,  hath  ootmsellcd* 
Like  a  religious  and  honest  maiu 
Wortliy  the  honour  that  he  justly  holds 
In  being  priest  to  Isis.     But,  alas, 
What  in  a  man,  sequestered  from  the  world. 
Or  in  a  private  person,  is  preferred, 
No  policy  allows  of  in  a  king : 
To  be  or  just,  or  thankful,  makes  kings  guihy ; 
And  faitl),  though  praised,  is  punished,  that  sup* 

ports 
Such  as  good  fate  forsakes :  Join  with  the  gods. 
Observe  the  nian  they  favour,  leave  the  wretcli- 

ed; 
The  stars  arc  not  more  distant  from  the  earthy 
Than  profit  is  from  honesty ;  all  the  power. 
Prerogative,  and  greatness  of  a  prince 
Are  lost,  if  he  descend  once  but  to  steer 
His  course,  as  what  is  right  guides  him :  Let  him 

leave 
The  sceptre,  tliat  strives  only  to  be  good. 
Since   kini^doms  are  maintained   by  force  and 

blood. 
Achor.  Oh,  wicked  ! 
Ptol.  Peace ! — Go  on. 
Pho.  Proud  Pompey  shews  how  much  he  scorns 

your  youth, 
In  thinking,  that  you  cannot  keep  your  own 
From  such  as  are  overcome.    If  you  are  tired 
With  l>eing  a  king,  let  not  a  stranger  take 
What  nearer  pledges  challenge :  Resign  rather 
The  government  of  F^ypt,  and  of  Nile, 
To  Cleopatra,  that  has  title  to  them ; 
At  least,  defend  them  from  the  Roman  gripe. 
What  was  not  Pompey's,  while  the  war  enaurccK 
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Tlie  cnM|iieTor  will  not  challenge.    By  all  the 

world 
Forsaken  and  despised,  your  gentle  guardiany 
Ilis  hopes  and  fortunes  desperate,  makes  choice 

of 
Yilat  nation  he  shall  fall  with ;  and,  pursued 
Bv  their  pale  ghosts,  slain  in  this  civil  war, 
tie  flies  not  Cesar  only,  but  the  senate. 
Of  which  the  greater  part  have  cloyed  the  hun- 
ger 
Of  sharp  Pharsahan  fowl ;  he  flies  the  nationfl^ 
That  he  drew  to  his  quarrel,  whose  estates 
Are  sunk  in  his ;  and,  in  no  place  received, 
Uath  found  out  Kgypt,  by  hira  vet  not  ruined. 
And  Ptolomy,  things  considered,  justly  may 
Complain  of  Pompey :  Wherefore  should  he  stain 
Oar  Egypt  with  the  spots  of  dvil  war, 
Or  mue  the  peaceable,  or  quiet  Nile, 
Doubted  of  Cesar  ?  Wherefore  should  he  draw 
His  loss  and  overthrow  upon  our  heads, 
Or  chuse  this  place  to  sufier  in  ?  Already 
We  have  offi^iuled  Cesar,  in  our  wishes. 
And  no  way  left  us  to  redeem  Ids  favour 
But  by  the  head  of  Pompey. 

Ackar.  Great  Osiris, 
Defend  thy  Egypt  from  such  cruelty, 
And  barhiirous  ingratitude ! 

Pko,  Holy  t^ifle^ 
And  not  to  have  place  in  designs  of  state. 
This  sword«  which  fate  commands  me  to  unsheath, 
I  would  not  draw  on  Pompey,  if  not  vanqnished; 
I  grant,  it  rather  should  have  passed  through  Cs- 


Bot  we  must  follow  where  his  fortune  leads  us  : 
All  provident  princes  measure  their  intents 
Aooonfittg  to  their  power,  and  so  di<rposc  them. 
And  think*st  thou,  Ptolomy,  tliat  thou  canst  prop 
His  rutos»  under  whom  sad  Rome  now  suiVcre, 
Or  tempt  the  oonqueror*s  force  when  ii  is  con- 

nrmed? 
Shall  we,  that  in  tlie  battle  sat  as  neuters, 
fierre  him,  that  is  overcome  ?  No,  no,  he  is  losL 
And  though  it  is  noble  to  a  sinking  friend 
To  lend  a  helping  liand,  while  there  is  hope 
He  may  recover,  thy  part  not  engaged : 
Though  one  most  dear,  when  all  his  hopes  are 

dead. 
To  drown  him,  set  thy  foot  upon  his  head. 

Acker.  Most  execrable  counsel ! 

4ehiL  To  be  followed ; 
Tts  for  the  kii^om's  safety. 

PtoL  Wc  g^ve  up 
Onr  absolute  power  to  thee:  Dispose  of  it 
Aj  reason  shall  direct  thee. 

Pko.  Good  Achillas, 
.Wk  out  .Scptimius :  Do  you  but  wxithc  liim ; 
He  i«  alreauy  wrought.     I^eave  the  dispatch 
Tn  lue  of  Labienus :  Tis  deroruiined 
\lrcadv  how  you  shall  procrcd.     Nor  fate 
>hall  alter  it,  since  now  tlie  dyi*  is  cast, 
Jilt  th:^t  this  hour  to  Pompey  is  liis  last ! 

\^Exetnit. 


SCENE  n. 

JEn^er  Apollodorus,  Eros,  ani^ARSiNOE. 

ApoL  Is  the  queen  stirring,  Eros  ! 

Erot,  Yes ;  for  in  truth 
She  touched  no  bod  to-night 

ApoL  Vm  sorry  for  it, 
And  wish  it  were  in  me,  with  any  hazard, 
To  give  her  ease. 

Ar$..  Sir,  she  accepts  your  will. 
And  does  acknowledge  sue  hatli  found  you  noble, 
So  far,  as  if  restraint  of  liberty 
Could  give  admission  to  a  thought  of  mirth, 
She  is  your  debtor  for  it. 

ApoL  Did  you  tell  her 
Of  the  sports  I  have  prepared  to  entertain  her  ? 
She  was  used  to  take  delight,  with  her  fair  hand 
To  angle  in  the  Nile,  where  the  glad  fish. 
As  if  they  knew  who  'twas  sought  to  deceive  them. 
Contended  to  be  taken :  Other  times, 
To  strike  the  stag,  who,  wounded  by  her  arrows. 
Forgot  his  tears  m  death,  and,  kneeling,  thanks  her 
To  his  last  ^p ;  then  prouder  of  his  fate. 
Than  if,  with  garlands  crowned,  he  had  been 

chosen 
To  fall  a  sacrifice  before  the  altar 
Of  the  virgin  huntress.  The  king,  nor  great  Pha- 

dnus, 
Forbid  her  any  pleasure ;  and  the  circuit. 
In  which  she  is  confined,  gladly  affi>rds 
Variety  of  pastimes,  which  I  would 
Encreasc  with  my  best  service. 

Ero$.  Oil,  but  the  thought 
That  she,  that  \vas  bom  free,  and  to  dispense 
Restraint  or  liberty  to  others,  should  be- 
At  the  devotion  of  her  brother,  (whom 
She  only  knows  her  equal)  makes  this  place. 
In  which  she  lives,  though  stored  with  all  delights^ 
A  loathsome  dungeon  to  her. 

Apol.  Yet,  howe'er 
She  shall  interpret  it,  III  not  be  wanting 
To  do  my  best  to  serve  her :  Fve  prepared 
Choice  music  near  her  cabinet,  and  composed 
Some  few  lines,  set  xaxXxy  a  solemn  time. 
In  the  praise  of  imprisonment.    Begin,  boy. 

THE  SONG. 

Look  out,  bright  ejfes,  and  bless  the  air : 
Even  in  shadows  you  are  fair, 
Shut'up  beauty  is  like  fire, 
That  breaks  out  clearer  still  and  higher. 
Though  your  body  be  confined. 

And  soft  love  a  prisoner  bouiui, 
Tet  the  beauty  of  your  mind 

Neither  check  nor  chain  hath  found. 
Look  out  nobly  then,  and  dare 
Even  tliefetteri,  that  you  wear. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Cteo.  But  that  we  are  assured  this  tastes  of 
duty 
And  love  in  you,  my  guardian,  and  desire 
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In  you,  my  sister,  and  the  rett,  to  please  as. 
We  should  receive  this  as  a  saucy  rudeness, 
Oficred  our  private  thoughts.    But  your  Intents 
Are  to  delight  us :  Alas,  you  wash  an  Ethiop ! 
Can  Cleopatra,  while  she  does  remember 
Whose  daughter  she  ia,  and  whose  sister  (oh, 
I  suffer  in  ^e  name !)  and  that^  in  justice. 
There  is  no  place  in  Ef^ypt,  where  I  stand. 
But  that  the  tributary  earth  is  proud 
To  kiss  the  foot  of  her,  that  if  her  queen ; 
Can  she,  I  say,  that  is  all  this,  e'er  relish 
Of  comfort  or  delight,  while  base  Photinus, 
Bondman  Achillas,  and  all  other  monsters. 
That  rcien  o'er  Ptolomy,  make  that  a  court. 
Where  uiey  reside ;  and  this,  where  I,  a  prison  ? 
But  there's  a  Rome,  a  senate,  and  a  Cssar, 
Though  the  great  Pompey  lean  to  Ptolomy, 
May  think  of  Cleopatra. 

Apol.  Pompey,  madam—— 

Cleo.  What  of  him?  Sneak !  If  Ut,  Apollodorus, 
It  is  my  huipiness ;  ana,  for  thy  news, 
Aeceive  a  favour,  kings  have  kneeled  in  vain  for, 
And  kiss  my  hand. 

ApoL  He's  lust. 

Cleo,  Speak  it  again ! 

ApoL  His  army  routed,  he  fled,  and  punned 
B|y  uie  aUHxroquering  Ca>sar. 

Cteo.  Whither  bends  he  ? 

ApoL  To  Egypt. 

Cleo.  Ha !  In  person  ? 

ApoL  Tis  received 
For  an  undoubted  truth. 

CUo,  i  live  again ; 
And  if  assurance  of  my  love  and  beauty 
Deceive  me  not.  I  now  shall  iind  a  judge 
To  do  me  right !  But  how  to  free  myself, 


And  get  access  ?  ThaluanbarestRNiKaponrae; 
This  door  I  must  pass  through. — ApoUooonu^ 
Thou  oflen  hast  professed,  feo  do  itae  service^ 
Thy  life  was  not  thine  own. 

ApoL  I  am  not  altered ; 
And  let  your  excellency  propoimd  a  meaoi, 
In  which  I  may  but  give  the  lowt  assistance. 
That  may  restore  you  to  that  you  were  bora  to^ 
Though  It  call  On  the  anger  of  the  king. 
Or,  wfiat*s  more  deadly,  all  his  minion 
Photinus  can  do  to  me,  I,  ulunovcd. 
Offer  my  throat  to  serve  you;  ever  pravided^ 
It  bear  some  probable  show  to  be  efected : 
To  lose  myself  upon  no  ground  were  madnei^ 
Not  loyal  duty. 

Cleo,  Stand  off ! — ^To  thee  alone, 
I  will  discover  what  I  dare  not  trust 
My  sister  with.    Caesar  is  amorous^ 
And  taken  more  with  the  title  of  a  queeti, 
llian  feature  or  proportion ;  he  loved  Eunoe, 
A  moor,  deformed  too,  I  have  heard,  that  brought 
No  other  object  to  inflame  his  blood, 
But  that  her  husband  was  a  king ;  on  both 
He  did  bestow  rich  presents :  S^l  I,  then, 
lliat,  with  a  princely  birth,  brin^  beaaty  with  me, 
That  know  to  prize  mvself  at  mme  own  rate, 
Despair  his  favour?  Art  thou  mine  ? 

ApoL  I  am. 

Clco.  1  have  found  out  a  way  shall  bring  ms 
to  him. 
Spite  of  Photanu/  watches.    If  I  prosper, 
As  I  am  confident  I  shall,  expect 
Things  greater  than  thy  wishes. — ^Thoug|b  I  pui^ 

chase 
His  grace  wiUi  loss  of  my  virginity, 
It  skills  not,  if  it  bring  home  nuy^tj.    [Esnnt, 


ACT   n. 


SCENE  r. 


Enttr  Septimius,  vith  a  headf  Achillas,  and 

guard* 

Sept.  'TIS  here,  'tis  done !  Behold,  you  feaiv 

ful  viewers, 
Shake,  and  behold  the  model  of  the  world  here, 
The  pride,  and  strength !  Look,  look  again ;  'tis 

finished ' 
That,  that  whole  armsfs,  nay,  whole  nations, 
Many  and  mighty  kings,  have  been  straok  Mind 

at, 
And  fled  before,  winged  with  their  fears  and  tci^ 

rors; 
That  steel  war  waited  on,  and  fortune  courted, 
That  high-plumed  honour  hirilt  op  for  her  own ; 
Behold  that  mightiness,  behold  that  flerccness, 
Behold  that  child  of  war,  with  all  his  glories, 
By  this  poor  liand  made  breathless !  Here,  my 

Achillas ; 
Egypt,  and  Csrsar,  owe  me  for  this  senioc, 
And  all  the  conquered  mitions. 


AchiL  Peace»  Septimius; 
Thy  words  sound  more  ungratef al  than  thy  a^ 

tions. 
Though  sometimes  safety  seek  an  insCmitient 
Of  thy  unworthy  nature,  (thou  loud  boaster !) 
Thf  nk  not  she's  bound  to  love  him  too  cftiat's  bar> 

barous. 
Why  did  not  I,  if  this  be  meritorioos^ 
And  binds  the  king  onto  me,  and  his  bovnties, 
Strike  this  rude  stroke  ?  I'll  tall  thee,  thoo  poqf 

Roman; 
It  was  a  sacred  head,  I  durst  not  heaire  sit. 
Not  heave  a  thought. 
Sept,  It  was } 
Achil.  I'll  tell  thee  truly. 
And,  if  thou  ever  yet  heardst  teU  of  tenoiir, 
111  make  thee  Mush :  It  was  thy  meral's; 
That  man's,  that  fed  thee  onoe^  mt  niM's^  tha^ 

bred  thee; 
The  air,  thou  breathedst,  was  Us^  the  fire,  tfai| 

warmed  thee, 
I  From  his  care  kindled  ever;  Nay,  111  shew  the^ 
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Beciu«niBaketh(0»  MBttble  o^thir  baseness, 
And  nbf  s  noble  man  durst  not  touch  at  it, 
That  wwao  piece  of  earth,  thou  put'st  thy  foot 

Alt  uss  his  oompiest,  and  he  flare  thee  notion ! 
He  tiiampM  three  timee:  Who  durst  touch  his 

pawaf 
The  ic^  walk  of  Rome  botwed  to  his  presence ; 
Dear  to  the  fsds  he  was;  to  them,  that  feared 

him, 
A  iitr  sad  pohle  eaemy.    Didst  thou  hate  him, 
Aod  for  thy  love  to  Cesar  soiu;ht  his  ruin? 
inae^  in  dis  rsd  Pharsaliaa  field%  Septimius, 
Where  kilfing  was  in  grace,  and  wounds  were 

Where  UMi  were  fiur  oompetitMs  for  honour, 
IhnihsaUst  ha««  coaae  up  to  him,  there  have 

fbnghthini, 
IVeMaaid  to  sword. 

^.  I  kitted  h«a  on  comnandnient, 
If  kmp  onamaads  be  lair,  when  you  all  fainted, 
H'haioaaeof  you  dnntkiok* 


^£^  On  deeds  so  barbarous. 
WhsthMttbottjp»t? 

S^.  The  kio^s  love,  and  hia  honnty, 
The  honour  of  the  teevice;  which  though  you 

laiial, 
(k  i  thwisiMid  cmrioiis  saub  fling  dietr  foams  on 

Will  dignify  the  caaise,  and  make  me  glorious; 

And  I  diaU  lire 

AekU.  A  niseraUe  vilUuB. 
^1iat  reyatatioo  and  reward  belons  to  it, 
Thu%  with  the  headl,  I  seiie  on,  and  make  mine : 
'^  be  not  impudent  to  ask  me  why,  sirrah, 
Nor  bold  to  slay ;  read  in  mine  eyes  the  reason ! 
'^  shame  and  oblo^y  1  Wnve  thine  own ; 
fahent  Ihoae  vewnids;  they  we  fitter  for  thee. 
Voor  oil's  spent,  and  yonrsnaff  stinks:  Go  out 

Sept.    iw'kiag  witt  yet  cQMider.  [Rsit. 

laAcr  PTOU»af  V,  AcBO«s.us^  and  PHnviHus. 

JkkiL  Here  he  comes. 

me,  great 


dc4sr.  Yet,  if  it  be 


h*  ihk  iahnmns  sttoke  he  yet  anstntekcny 

h' (kit  adored  head  he  not  yet  severed 

Ft^nn  the  most  noble  body,  weigh  thn  miseries, 

The  desalattoas,  that  thi»g;seat  eclipse  works^ 

T«Ni  see  foanc,  be  provident ;  fix  not  your  empire 

I  pin  the  tomb  of  niin  will  shake  all  Ef^t ; 

*'*^  win  rais«  tei»  thnuiand 


spinta, 


in  every  hand  a  tbonder ; 
dacting  from  their  looks,  aad  sor- 


Thucawwi 
P4ikV«n 


eyes  shaU  never  empty. 
lM«e  dona  welt;  aad 'tift  done.    See 


lad  ia  ins  hand  the  hcadL 


Medunks  I  feel  the  very  eanh  shake  under  me ! 
I  do  remember  him ;  he  was  my  guardian. 
Appointed  by  the  senate  to  preserve  me. 
Wliat  a  full  majesty  sits  in  his  fisce  yet  I 

Pko.  The  king  is  troubled.    Be  not  frighted, 
sir; 
Be  not  abwwd  with  fears :  His  death  was  necessary. 
If  you  consider,  sir,  most  necessanr, 
Not  to  be  missed  :  And  humbly  thank  great  Isis, 
He  came  so  opportunely  to  your  haiids. 
Pity  must  now  give  place  to  rules  of  safety. 
Is  not  victorious  Cesar  new  arrived. 
And  entered  Alexandria  with  his  friends. 
His  navy  liding  by  to  wait  his  diarges  ? 
Did  he  not  beat  this  Pompey,  and  pursued  him  f 
Was  not  this  great  man  his  great  enemy  I 
This  godlike  virtuous  man,  as  people  held  him  f 
But  what  fool  dare  be  friend  to  flying  virtue  ? 
I  hear  their  trumpets ;  'tis  too  late  to  stagger. 
Give  me  the  head ;  and  be  you  confident 

Eater  CmsaRj  Aktok  y,  Dola»£LLA,  and  Scsva. 

Hail,  conqueror,  and  head  of  all  the  world, 
Now  this  bead's  ofl"! 

Cesar,  Ha ! 

Pko,  Do  not  shun  me,  Cssar. 
From  kingly  Ptolomy  I  bring  this  present. 
The  crown  and  sweat  of  thy  Pharsalian  laboar. 
The  goal  and  mark  of  high  ambitious  honour. 
Before,  thv  victory  had  no  name,  Caeaar, 
Thy  travel  and  thy  loss  of  blood  no  recompenoe ; 
Thou  dream'dst  of  being  worthy,  and  of  war, 
And  ail  thy  furious  conflicts  were  but  slumbers : 
Hera  they  take  Hfe :  here  they  inherit  honour. 
Grow  fixed,  and  shoot  up  everlasting  triumphs. 
Take  it,  and  look  upon  thy  hnmble  servant. 
With  noble  eves  look  on  the  princely  Ptolomy, 
l^Mt  olfer»  with  this  head,  most  mig^nty  Caaar, 
What  thou  wouldst  once  have  given  for  it,  all 

Egypt. 

Achil.  Nor  do  not  question  it,  iMMt  royal  con* 
qneror, 
Nor  disesteem  the  benefit^  that  raeiets  thee. 
Because  'tis  easily  got;  it  oomes  the  saficr : 
Yet,  let  me  tell  thee,  most  imperioua  Csesar, 
Though  he  opposed  no  strength  of  swoids  to  win 


Noi  laboured  through  no  showera  of  darts  and 

lances, 
Yet  here  he  found  a  fort,  that  foced  him  strongly. 
An  inward  war :  He  was  his  grandsice^s  guest, 
P^nd  to  hie  fother,  aad,  whe«  he  was  expelled 
And  beaten  from  this  kingdom  by  strong  hand, 
And  had  none  left  htm  lo  restore  his  honour, 
No  hope  to  find  a  friend  in  such  a  misery, 
Then  in  stept  Pompey,  took  las  feeble  fortme. 
Strengthened,  and  cherished  it,  and  set  it  right 

again: 
Tliis  was  a  love  to  Cesar. 

See,  Give  me  hate^  gods ! 

Pha,  This  CiBsar  may  account  a  little  wicked; 
But  yet  remember,  if  dnae  own  hands,  conqueror, 
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Had  fallen  upon  liim,  what  it  had  been  then ; 
If  thine  own  sword  luul  touched  liis  throat,  what 

that  way ! 
lie  was  thy  aon*in-law ;  tliere  to  be  tainted 
Had  been  most  terible !  Let  the  worst  he  render- 
ed, 
We  have  deserved  for  keeping  thy  hands  innocent. 
Casar.  Oh,  Sccva,  Sceva,  see  tliat  head  !  see, 
captains, 
Tlie  head  of  godlike  Pompey ! 
See.  lie  was  basely  ruined ; 
But  let  the  gods  be  grieved,  that  suffered  it. 
And  be  you  Cesar. 

Casar,  Oh,  thou  conqueror, 
Thou  glory  of  the  world  once,  now  the  pity. 
Thou  awe  of  nations,  wlierefore  didst  thou  fall 

thus  ? 
What  poor  fate  followed  thee,  and  plucked  thee 

on, 
To  trust  thy  sacred  life  to  an  Egyptian  ? 
The  life  and  light  of  Rome,  to  a  blind  stranger. 
That  honourable  war  ne'er  taught  a  nobleness. 
Nor  worthy  circumstance  shewed  what  a  man 

was? 
That  never  heard  thy  name  sung,  but  in  ban- 
quets. 
And  loose  lascivious  pleasures  ?  to  a  boy. 
That  had  no  faith  to  comprehend  thy  greatness, 
No  study  of  thy  life,  to  know  thy  g(xxiness? 
And  leave  thy  nation,  nay,  thy  noble  friend. 
Leave  him  distrusted,  that  in  tears  falls  with  thee, 
In  soft  relenting  tears  ?  Hear  me,  great  Pompey, 
If  thy  great  spirit  can  hear,  I  must  task  thee  ! 
Thou  host  most  unnobly  robbed  me  of  my  victory, 
My  love  and  mercy. 

Ant»  Oh,  how  brave  these  tears  shew  ! 
How  excellent  is  sorrow  in  an  enemy  ! 

DoL  Glory  appears  not  greater  than  this  good- 
ness. 
Casar.  Egyptians,  dare  ye  think  your  highest 
pyramids, 
Built  to  out-dare  the  sun,  as  you  suppose, 
Where  your  unworthy  kings  ue  rakoa  in  ashes, 
Arc  monnments  fit  for  him  ?  No,  brood  of  Nilus, 
Nothing  can  cover  his  high  fame,  but  heaven ; 
No  pyramids  set  off  his  memories. 
But  the  eternal  substance  of  his  greatness, 
To  which  I  leave  him.    Take  the  head  away. 
And,  with  die  body,  give  it  noble  burial : 
Your  earth  shall  now  be  blessed  to  hold  a  Ro- 
man, 
Whose  braveries  all  the  world's  earth  cannot  ba- 
lanrc. 
See.  If  thou  be*st  thus  loving,  I  shall  honour 
' thee : 
But  great  men  may  dissemble,  it  is  held  possible. 
And  be  right  glad  of  what  they  seem  to  weep  for ; 
There  arc  such  kind  of  philosophers.    Now  do  I 

wonder 
How  he  would  look,  if  Pompey  were  alive  again; 
I.I0W  would  he  set  his  face. 
C<rsar.  You  look  now,  king, 

3 


And  you,  that  have  been  agents  in  this  gloiy, 
For  our  special  favour  ? 
PtoL  We  desire  it. 

C^iar.  And,  doubdess,  you  expect  rewards? 
See.  Let  me  give  them : 
ril  give  them  such  as  nature  never  dreamed  of; 
ril  b^at  him  and  his  agents  in  a  mortar, 
Into  one  man,  and  that  one  man  III  bake  then. 
Cautr,  Peace!  I  forgive  you  all;  that  is  re- 
compence. 
You  are  young,  and  ignorant;  that  pleads  your 

pardon, 
And  fear,  it  may  be,  more  than  hate  provoked 

you. 
Your  ministers,  I  must  think,  wanted  judgment, 
And  so  they  erred :  I'm  bountiful  to  think  this, 
Believe  me,  most  bountiful :  Be  you  most  thank- 
ful; 
That  bounty  share  amongst  you.    If  I  knew  what 
To  send  you  for  a  present,  lling  of  Egypt, 
I  mean  a  head  of  equal  reputation. 
And  that  you  loved,  thougn  it  were  your  bright- 
est sister's, 
(But  her  you  hate)  I  would  not  be  behind  yoo. 
PtoL  near  me,  great  Cssar ! 
Casar,  I  have  heard  too  much ; 
And  study  not  with  smooth  shows  to  invade 
My  noble  mind,  as  you  have  done  my  conquest: 
You  arc  poor  and  open.    I  must  tell  you  rouudiv, 
That  man,  that  could  not  recompence  the  bene- 
fits. 
The  great  and  bounteous  services,  of  Pompey, 
Can  never  dote  upon  tlie  name  of  Caesar. 
Though  I  had  hated  Pompey,  and  allowed  his 

ruin, 
I  gave  you  no  commission  to  perform  it : 
Hasty  to  please  in  blood  are  seldom  trusty ; 
And,  but  I  stand  environed  with  my  victories, 
My  fortune  never  failing  to  befrieiKi  me. 
My  noble  strengths,  and  friends  about  my  pcarson, 
I  durst  not  tiy  you,  nor  expect  a  courtesy. 
Above  the  pious  love  you  shewed  to  Pompey. 
Yoii  have  found  me  merciful  in  arguing  with  ire; 
Swords,  hangmen,  fires,  destructions  of  all  natures, 
Demolishments  of  kingdoms,  and  whole  ruins. 
Are  wont  to  be  my  orators.    Turn  to  tears. 
You  wretched  and  poor  reeds  of  son-burnt  Egypt, 
And  now  you  have  found  tlie  nature  of  a  con- 
queror. 
That  you  cannot  decline^  with  all  your  flatteries, 
That  where  the  day  gives  light,  will  be  himself 

still; 
Know  how  to  meet  his  worth  with  humane  <x>urte- 

sies! 
Go,  and  embalm  those  bones  of  that  great  seedier, 
Howl  round  about  his  pile,  fling  on  ycMir  spioes, 
Make  a  Sabsan  bed,  and  place  this  phonux. 
Where  the  hot  sun  may  emulate  his  virtues. 
And  draw  another  Pompey  from  his  ashes^ 
Divinely  great,  and  fix  hmi  amongst  the  wcorthie^! 
PtoL  We  will  do  all. 
Cte$ar.  You  have  robbed  him  of  those  teiic» 
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HW  kndred  and  his  friends  kept  sacred  for  him, 
The  virpMa  of  their  funeral  lamentations ; 
And  that  kind  earth,  that  thought  to  cover  him, 
{lia  conntrv's  earth)  will  cry  out  against  your 


And  weep  onto  the  ocean  for  revem^ 
Till  Xilos  raise  his  seren  heads  and  devour  je  ! 
My  i^rief  has  stopt  the  rest !  When  Pompey  lived, 
lie  used  vou  noblr ;  now  he  is  dead,  use  him  so. 

PtoL  Now,  wbere's  your  confidence,  your  aim, 
Phodnns, 
The  oracies,  and  fair  favours  from  the  conqueror, 
YoQ  mng  into  mine  ears  ?  How  stand  I  now  ? 
Y'>a  Me  the  tempest  of  his  stem  displeasure; 
The  death  of  him,  you  urged  a  sacrifice 
T>>  <t3p  his  rage,  pTesa|i;ing  a  full  ruin  ! 
Where  are  your  counsels  now  ? 

Ackar.  I  told  you,  sir. 
And  told  die  truth,  what  danger  would  fly  after : 
And,  dm^  ao  enemv,  I  satisfied  you 
ile  was  a  Roman,  and  the  top  of  honour ; 
And  howsoever  this  might  please  great  Caesar, 
I  told  yoo,  that  the  foulness  of  his  death. 

The  impioiB  baseness 

PJLol  Peace ;  you  are  a  fool ! 
Men  of  deep  ends  must  tread  as  deep  ways  to 

them; 
Cesar  I  know  is  pleased,  and  for  all  his  sorrows, 
Wibch  are  pat  on  for  forms,  and  mere  dissem- 

blin^ 
I  aza  confident  he  is  glad :  To  have  told  you  so. 
And  thsnked  yon  outwardly,  had  been  too  open, 
Aod  taken  from  the  wisdom  of  a  conqueror. 
Be  ooofident,  and  proud  you  have  done  this  ser- 
vice; 
Too  hmm  deserved,  and  you  will  find  it,  highly. 
Make  bold  use  of  this  benefit,  and  be  sure 
Yoo  keep  your  sister,  the  high-souled  Cleopatra, 
Bfjfh  doii  and  short  enough,  she  may  not  see 
him. 

Tbe  pest,  if  I  may  counsel,  sir 

PtmL  Dotdii 
FtjT  UM  thy  faithful  service  rests  my  safety. 

lExeunt 
SCENE  II. 

Enter  SEPTiMtrs. 

S^i^  Here's  a  strange  alteration  in  the  court; 
%f  e»*  laces  are  of  other  sets  and  motions, 
TVf-sr  naods  of  subder  stuff.     I  pass  by  now, 
%•%  tboogh  I  were  a  rascal ;  no  man  knows  me, 
N  ^  tf-w^  looks  after ;  as  I  were  a  plague, 

•    loois  shut  dose  against  me,  and  I  wonder- 
ed at, 
I  have  done  a  meritorious  murder : 
1  have  pleased  the  time,  does  the  time 
plaeae  me? 

knnwn  the  day  they  would  have  hugg^  me 
for  it; 
for  a  lc«4  stroke  than  this,  ha%'e  done  roe  reve- 


Opened  their  hearts,  and  secret  closets  to  me. 
Their  purses  and  their  pleasures,  and  bid  me  wal- 
low. 
I  now  perceive  the  great  thieves  eat  the  less, 
And  the  huge  leviathans  of  villainy 
Sup  up  the  merits,  nay,  the  men  and  all. 
That  do  them  service,  and  spout  them  out  again 
Into  the  air,  &s  thin  and  unregarded 
As  drops  of  water,  that  are  lost  in  the  ocean. 
I  was  loved  once  for  swearing  and  for  drinking^ 
And  for  other  principal  qualities,  that  became  me; 
Now  a  foolish  unthankful  murder  has  undone  me, 
If  my, lord  Phutinus  be  not  merciful. 
That  set  me  on.   And  he  comes ;  now,  Fortune ! 

Enter  Photinus. 

Pho,  Caesar's  unthankfulness  a  little  stirs  me, 
A  litde  frets  my  bkjod :   Take  heed,  proud  Ro- 
man! 
Provoke  me  not,  stir  not  mine  anger  further ! 
I  may  find  out  a  way  unto  thy  life  too, 
Though  armed  in  all  thy  victories,  and  seize  it ! 
A  conqueror  has  a  heart,  and  I  may  hit  it. 

Sept,  May't  please  your  lordship 

Pho,  Oh,  Septimius ! 

Sept.  Your  lordship  knows  my  wrongs  ? 

Pho.  Wrongs? 

Sept,  Yes,  ray  lord ; 
How  the  captain  of  the  guard,  Aclilllas,  slights  me? 

Pho.  Thmk  better  of  him,  he  has  much  be« 
friended  thee. 
Shewed  thee  much  love,  in  taking  the  head  from 

thee. 
The  times  are  altered,  soldier ;  Cesar's  angry, 
And  our  design  to  please  him,  lost  and  perished : 
Be  glad,  thou  art  unnamed ;  'tis  not  worth  the 

owning. 
Yet,  that  thou  mayest  be  useful 

Sept,  Yes,  my  lord, 
I  shall  be  ready. 

Pho.  For  I  may  employ  thee 
To  take  a  rub  or  two  out  of  my  way, 
As  time  shall  serve ;  say,  that  it  be  a  brother, 
Or  a  hard  father  ? 

Sept,  nris  most  necessary ; 
A  mother,  or  a  sister,  or  whom  you  please,  sir. 

Ph9,  Or  to  betray  a  noble  friend  r 

Sept.  'TIS  all  one. 

Pho.  I  know  thou  wilt  stir  for  gold. 

Sept,  lis  all  my  motion. 

Pno.  There,  take  that  for  thy  service,  and  fare- 
well ! 
I  have  greater  business  now. 

Sept,  I'm  still  your  own,  sir. 

Pho,  One  thing  I  charge  thee;  see  me  do  more, 
Septimius, 
Unless  I  send.  [Exit. 

Sept,  I  shall  observe  vour  hour. 
So!  this  brings  something  in  the  mouth,  some 

favour : 
This  is  the  lord  I  serve,  the  power  I  worship. 
My  friends,  allies ;  and  here  lies  my  allegiance. 
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Let  people  talk  as  they  please  of  my  rudeness^      I 
And  shun  mc  for  my  deed :  bring  but  this  to  them. 
Let  me  be  damned,  for  blood,  yet  still  I  am  ho- 
nourable : 
This  god  creates  new  tongues,  and  new  affections; 
And,  though  Yd  killed  my  father,  ^ve  me  gold, 
I'll  make  men  swear  I've  done  a  pious  sacrifice. 
Now  I  will  out'brave  all,  make  all  my  servants, 
And  my  brave  deed  shall  be  writ  in  wine  for  vir- 
tuous. [EsU, 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  CtSAU,  Antoxy,  Dolabklla,  and 

SCEVA. 

Casar.  Keep  strong  guards,  and  with  wary  eyes, 
my  friends; 
There  is  no  trusting  to  these  base  Egyptians : 
ThcTy  that  are  false  to  pious  benefits. 
And  make  compelled  necessities  their  faiths, 
Are  traitors  to  the  gods. 

Ant,  We*ll  call  ashoro 
A  legion  €j>f  the  best. 

Casar.  Not  a  man,  Antony } 
That  were  to  shew  our  fears,  and  dim  our  grcat-^ 

ncss: 
No ;  'tis  enough  my  name^s  ashore^ 

See.  Too  much  too ; 
A  sleeping  Caisar  is  enough  t6  shake  them^ 
There  are  some  two  or  three  malicious  rascals^ 
Trained  up  in  villainy,  besides  that  Cerberus, 
That  Roman  dog,  that  ticked  the  blood  of  Pom- 

pey- 

Dol^  Tis  strange ;  a  Roman  soldier  ? 

See,  You  are  cozened ; 
There  be  of  us,  as  be  of  all  other  nations. 
Villains  and  knaves :  ^is  not  the  name  contains 

him, 
But  the  obedience ;  when  that  is  once  forgotten. 
And  duty  flung  away,  then,  welcome  devil  1 
Photinus  and  Achillas,  aild  tliis  vermin, 
That's  now  become  a  natural  crooodile. 
Must  be  with  care  obser^'ed. 

Ant.  And  'tis  well  counselled ; 
No  confidence,  nor  trust 

Sc€.  Ill  trust  the  sea  first, 
When  with  her  hollow  murmurs  she  invites  me. 
And  clutches  in  her  storms,  as  politic  lions 
Conceal  thdr  claws ;  I'll  trust  tne  devil  first ; 
The  rule  of  ill  1*11  trust,  before  the  doer. 

Cesar.  Go  to  your  rests^  and  follow  your  own 
wisdoms. 
And  leave  me  to  my  tlieughts;  pray  no  more 

compliment ; 
Once  more,  strong  watches. 

Dol.  All  shall  be  qbserved,  sir/  [Ereunt. 

Manet  Cxsar. 

Cesar.  Fin  dull  and  heavy,  yet  I  cannot  sleep. 
IIow  happy  was  I,  in  my  lawful  wars 
In  Germany,  and  Gaul,  and  Britany ! 
When  every  uight  with  pleasure  I  set  down 


What  the  day  ministered,  the  sleep  came  sweetly : 
But,  since  I  undertook  this  home-divisioD, 
This  civil  war,  and  passed  the  Rubicon, 
What  have  I  done,  tliat  speaks  an  ancient  Roman, 
A  good,  great  man  ?  I  have  entered  Rome  by  force, 
And  on  her  tender  womb,  that  gave  me  Ufe, 
Let  my  insulting  soldiers  rudely  trample : 
The  dear  veins  of  my  country  I  have  opened. 
And  sailed  upon  the  torrents,  that  flowed  from 

her. 
The  bloody  streams,  that  in  their  confluence 
Carried  before  them  thousand  desolations : 
I  robbed  the  treasury ;  and  at  one  gripe 
Snatched  all  the  wealth  so  many  worthy  triumphs 
Placed  there  as  sacred  to  die  pc-Ace  of  Rome : 
I  razed  Massilia  in  my  wanton  anger ; 
Petreius  and  Aframus  I  defeated ; 
Pompey  I  overthrew ;  what  did  that  get  me  ? 
The  slubbered  name  of  an  authorized  enemy. 

[Nmse  within, 
I  hear  some  noise ;  they  are  the  watches,  sure. 
What  friends  have  I  tied  fast  by  these  ambitions? 
Catoy  the  lover  of  his  country's  freedom, 
Is  now  passed  into  Africk  to  a&ont  me ; 
Juba,  that  killed  my  friend,  is  up  in  arms  too; 
The  sons  of  Pompey  are  masters  of  the  sea. 
And,  from  the  relics  of  their  scattered  faction, 
A  new  head's  sprung :  Say,  I  defeat  all  these  too? 
I  come  home  crowned  an  Iionourable  rebel. 
I  hear  the  noise  stilly  and  it  comes  stHl  nearer. 
Are  the  guards  fast  ?  Who  waits  there } 

Enter  Sceva,  toiih  a  pockety  Cleopatka  in  it. 

See.  Are  you  awake,  sir? 

Casar.  In  the  name  of  wondei"— *> 

See.  Nay,  I  am  a  porter, 
A  strong  one  too,  or  else  my  sides  would  crack, 

sir> 
An  my  sins  were  as  weighty,  I  should  scarce 
walk  with  tliem. 

Casar,  What  hast  thou  there  ? 

See.  Ask  them,  which  stay  without. 
And  brought  it  hither.    Your  presence  I  denied 

them, 
And  put  them  by,  took  up  the  load  m^lf. 
They  say  'tis  rich,  and  valued  at  the  kingdom ; 
I'm  sure  'tis  heavy :    If  you  like  to  see  it, 
You  may ;  if  not.  111  ^ve  it  back^ 

Casar.  Stay,  Sceva; 
I  Would  fain  see  it. 

See.  I'll  begin  to  work  then. 
No  doubt,  to  Batter  you,  they  have  sent  ^u  same 

thing 
Of  a  rieh  value,  jewels,  or  some  rich  treasure. 
May>-be,  a  rogue  within,  to  do  a  mischief: 
T  pray  you  stand  further  ofl*;^  if  there  be  villainy, 
Better  my  danger  first;  he  shall  escape  hard  too^ 
Ha !  what  art  thou  ? 

Casar.  Stand  further  off,  good  Scera ! 
What  heavenly  vision?  Do  f  wake  or  slumber^ 
I-'urther  off,  that  hand,  friend ! 

Scc/  What  apparition. 
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MThat  sint,  have  I  TBised  ?  Sure,  'tis  a  woman ; 
She  ieoB  like  one ;  now  she  begins  to  move  too. 
A  taaf6a%  devil,  o'  my  life !  Go  off,  Caesar ! 
Sir,  jTToa  be  a  soldier,  come  no  nearer; 
Siie's  sent  to  dispossess  you  of  your  honour; 
A  spoDie,  a  spOD^e,  to  wipe  away  yonr  victories. 
Be  tojrw  to  yourself! — Thou  damned  woman, 
Bast  choQ  come  hither  widi  thy  flourishes, 
Tbj  flaunts^  and  faces,  to  abuse  men's  manners  ? 
Am)  am  I  made  the  instrument  ? 
C^sgr.  Hold,  on  tby  life,  and  be  more  tempe- 
rate, 
Tbott  beast! 
See,  Tboa  beast? 

CtfMT.  Couldst  dioa  be  so  inhuman, 
So  far  (iora  noble  man,  to  draw  thy  weapon 
€p(m  a  dune;  divine  ? 

&e.  DiviDe,  or  human, 
Ticj'rt  never  better  pleased,  nor  more  at  heart's 


Than  wben  we  draw  with  full  intent  upon  them. 

C^tar.  Move  this  way,  lady :    Pray  you  let  me 
speak  to  you. 

See.  And,  vroman,  you  had  best  stand ^ 

Ctaar.  By  the  gods. 
But  dot  I  see  her  here,  and  hope  bcr  mortal, 
I  dtoold  imagine  some  celestial  sweetness, 
Tke  trcasufe  of  soft  love  ! 

See,  Oh,  this  sounds  mangily, 
Pboriv^  and  scurvily,  in  a  soldier's  month  ! 
Yoo'd  best  be  troubled  with  the  tooth-ache  too, 
For  lorers  ever  arc,  and  let  your  nose  drop, 
Tlat  four  celestial  beauty  may  befriend  you^ 
At  dfee«e  years,  do  you  learn  to  be  fantastical  ? 
After  so  many  blood  v  fields,  a  fool  ? 
She  brines  heir  bed  along  too  (she'll  lose  bo  time), 
Carries  her  htter  to  lie  soft;  do  you  see  that  ? 
imites  yoa  like  a  gamester;  note  that  impudence. 
F^  shame,  reflect  upon  yourself,  your  honour, 
I^ok  back  into  your  noble  parts,  and  blush  ! 
in  mat  the  dear  sweat  of  the  hot  Pharsalia, 
Mlii;*ie  with  base  embracesl  Are  I  he 
That  have  received  so  many  wounds  for  Csesar? 
rpAi  wkj  target,  povesof  darts  still  f^wing; 
Have  I  endured  all,  hungers,  colds,  distresses. 
And,  as  I  had  been  bred  that  iron  that  armed  me, 
Hmd  oat  all  weathers,  now  to  curse  my  fortune  ? 
l'»  baa  the  blood  I  lost  for  such  a  general  ? 

C^mr.  Ofiend  no  more;  be  gone ! 

See,  I  will,  and  leave  you, 
Lfave  you  to  women's  wars,  that  will  proclaim 

you: 
T«all  «iiK|uer  Rome  now,  and  the  capitol, 
Web  fana  and  lookinHlasses.   Farewell,  C«psar ! 

[Exit, 

Cleo.  Now  I  am  private,  sir,  I  dare  speak  to 


Rut 
I 

I  am 

IT* 

Yet 


lowr  first,  for  as  a  god  I  honour  you ! 
me  not,  because  1  kneel  thus,  Cssar 
<|ueefl,  and  co-heir  to  this  country, 
to  the  mighty  Ptolomy ; 

that  flics  unto  thy  justice. 


One,  that  lays  sacrec!  hold  on  thy  protection. 
As  on  a  holy  altar,  to  preserve  me. 

Cetsar,  Speak,  queen  of  beauty,  and  st^nd  up. 

Cleo,  I  dare  not ; 
Till  I  have  found  that  favour  in  thine  eyes. 
That  godlike  great  humanity,  to  help  mc^ 
Thus,  to  thy  knees  must  I  grow,  sacred  Caesar,  , 
And,  if  it  be  not  in  thy  will  to  right  me, 
And  raise  me,  like  a  queen,  from  my  sad  ruins ; 
If  these  soft  tears  cannot  sink  to  thy  pity. 
And  waken,  with  their  murmurs,  tny  compas- 
sions ; 
Yet,  for  thy  Qoblcness,  for  virtue's  sake. 
And,  if  tliou  be'st  a  man,  for  despised  beauty. 
For  honourable  conquest  which  thou  dotest  on. 
Let  not  those  cankers  of  this  flourishing  kingdom, 
Photinus  and  Achillas,  the  one  an  eunuch. 
The  other  a  base  bondman,  thus  reign  over  me, 
Seize  my  inheritance,  and  leave  n^y  brother 
Nothing  of  what  he  should  he,  but  the  title ! 
As  thou  art  wonder  of  the  world 

Catar.  Stand  up  then. 
And  be  a  queen ;  this  hand  shall  give  it  to  you : 
Or,  chuse  a  greater  name,  worthy  my  bounty ; 
A  common  love  mgikes  queens :  Chuse  to  be  wor- 
shipped, 
To  be  divinely  great,  and  I  dare  promise  it. 
A  suitor  of  your  sort,  and  blessed  sweetness, 
That  hath  adventured  thus  to  see  great  Ciesar, 
Must  never  be  denied.  You  have  found  a  patron, 
That  dare  not,  in  his  private  honour,  suffer 
So  great  a  blemish  to  the  heaven  of  beauty : 
The  god  of  love  would  clap  his  angry  wings, 
And  from  His  singing  bow  let  fly  those  arrows, 
Headed  with  burning  griefs  and  pining  sorrows, 
Should  I  neglect  your  cause,  would  n)ako  mc 

monstrous ; 
To  whom,  and  to  your  service,  I  devote  rac  ! 

Enter  Sceva. 

Cleo.  He  is  my  conquest  now,  and  so  I'll  work 
him; 
The  conqueror  of  the  world  will  I  lead  captive. 

See.  Still  with  this  woipan?  tilting  still  with 
babies  ? 
As  you  are  honest,  think  the  enemy. 
Some  valiant  foe  indeed,  now  charging  on  you, 
Ready  to  break  your  ranks,  and  fling  thcse^ 

Casar.  I  tear  jne. 
But  tell  \ati  true ;  if  thou  hadst  such  a  trx?asure, 
(And,  as  thou  art  a  soldier,  do  not  flatter  me) 
Such  a  bright  gem,  brought  to  thee,  wouldst  thou 

not 
Most  greedily  accept  ? 

See.  Not  as  an  emperor, 
A  man  that  first  should  rule  hinwelf,  then  others : 
As  a  poor  hungry  soldier,  I  might  bite,  sir ; 
Yet  chat  is  a  weakness  too.  Hear  me,  tliou  temp- 
ter! 
And  hear  thou,  Caesar,  too,  fbr  it  concerns  thee. 
And  if  thy  flesh  be  deaf,  yet  let  thine  honour. 
The  soul  of  a  commander,  give  ear  to  mc. 
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Thou  wanton  bane  of  war,  thou  gilded  lethargy,  ] 

In  whose  embraces,  ease  (the  rust  of  arms) 

And  pleasure  (that  makes  soldiers  poor)  inhabits ! 
C<r«flr.  Fy  !  thou  blasphcmest. 
See.  I  do,  when  she  is  a  goddess. 

Thou  meltcr  of  strong  minds,  darest  thou  pre- 
sume 

To  smother  all  his  triumphs  with  thy  vanities  ? 

And  tie  him,  like  a  slave,  to  thy  proud  beauties. 

To  thy  imperious  looks,  that  kmgs  have  followed, 

Proud  of  their  chains,  Iwve  waited  on  ?  I  shame, 
sir ! 
Catar,  Alas,  tliou  art  rather  mad  !   Take  thy 
rest,  Sceva ; 

Thy  duty  makes  tljee  err ;  but  I  forgive  thee. 

Go,  go,  I  say  !  shew  me  no  disobedience  ! 

[Exit  Sceva, 

Tis  well ;  farewell !   The  day  will  break,  dear 
lady; 

My  soldiers  will  come  in.    Please  you  retire^ 

And  think  upon  your  servant  ? 


Cleo.  Pray  you^  sir,  know  me. 
And  what  I  am. 

C^iar,  The  greater,  I  more  love  you ; 
And  you  must  know  roe  too. 

Cleo.  So  far  as  modesty, 
And  majesty  gives  leave,  sir.    You  are  too  vio- 
lent. 

Casar.  You  are  too  cold  to  my  desires. 

CUo.  Swear  to  me. 
And  by  yourself  (for  I  hold  that  oath  lacred), 
You'll  right  me  as  a  oueen 

Camr.  These  Hps  oe  witness  ! 
And,  if  I  break  that  oath 

Cleo.  You  make  me  blush,  sir; 
And  in  that  blush  interpret  me. 

Ctemr.  I  will  do. 
Come,  let  us  go  in,  and  blush  again.    This  ooe 

word. 
You  shall  believe. 

Cleo.  I  must;  you  arc  a  conqueror.    [Exeunl. 


ACT   in. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Ptolomy  and  Photixvs. 

Pho.  Good  sir,  but  hear ! 

PtoL  No  more  !  you  have  undone  me  ! 
That,  that  I  hourly  feared,  is  fallen  upon  me. 
And  heavily,  and  deadly, 

Pho.  Hear  a  remedy. 

Pho.  A  remedy,  now  the  disease  is  ulcerous, 
And  has  infected  all  ?  Your  secure  negligence 
lias  broke  through  all  the  hopes  I  have,  and 

ruinedme! 
JVIy  sifter  is  with  Caraar,  in  his  chamber ; 
All  night  she  has  been  with  him ;  and,  no  doubt. 
Much  to  her  honour. 

Pho.  'Would  that  were  the  worst,  sir ! 
That  uill  repair  itself:  But  I  fear  mainly, 
She  has  maae  her  peace  with  Cassar. 

Piot.  Tis  most  likely ; 
And  what  am  I  then  ? 

Pho.  Plague  upon  that  rascal, 
Apolhxiorus,  under  whose  command. 
Under  whose  eye— 

Enter  Achillas. 

Ptol.  Curse  on  you  all,  ye  arc  wretches ! 

Pho,  Twas  providently  done,  Achillas. 

Achil.  Pardon  me. 

Pho.  Your  guards  were  rarely  wise,  and  won- 
drous watchful ! 

Achil.  I  could  not  help  it,  if  my  life  had  lain 
for  it 
Alas,  who  would  suspect  a  pack  of  bedding 
Or  a  small  truss  of  houshold  furniture. 
And,  as  tbej  paid,  for  Cesar's  use }  or  who  durst, 
Being  for  his  private  chamber,  seek  to  stop  it  ? 
I  was  abused. 


Enter  Achoreus, 


Achor.  Tis  no  hour  now  for  anger, 
Xo  wisdom  to  debate  with  fruitless  choler. 
I^et  us  consider  timely  what  we  must  do, 
Since  she  is  flown  to  his  protection. 
From  whom  we  have  no  power  to  sever  her, 
Nor  force  conditions. 

Ptol.  Speak,  good  Achoreus. 

Achor.  Let  indirect  and  crooked  counsels  vani>h^ 
And  straight  and  fair  directions— 

Pho.  Speak  your  mind,  sir. 

Achor.  Let  us  chusc  Carsar  (and  endear  him  to 
us) 
An  arbitrator  in  all  differences 
Betwixt  you  and  your  sister;  tliis  is  safe  now. 
And  will  shew  oft^  most  honourable. 

Pho.  Base, 
Most  base  and  poor;  a  servile,  cold  submission ! 
Hear  me,  and  pluck  your  hearts  up^  like  stout 

counsellors ; 
Since  we  are  sensible  tliis  Cs^ar  loathes  us 
And  have  begun  our  fortune  with  great  Pomper, 
Be  of  my  mind. 

Achor,  Tis  most  uncomely  spoken. 
And  if  I  say  most  bloodily,  I  lie  not : 
The  law  of  hospitality  it  poisons, 
And  calls  the  j^ods  in  question,  that  dwell  in  us: 
Be  wise,  oh,  king ! 

PtoL  I  will  be.    Go,  my  counsellor. 
To  Cssar  go,  and  do  my  Humble  service ; 
To  my  fair  sister  my  commends  negociate ; 
And  here  I  ratify  whate*er  thou  treat'st  on. 

Achor.  Crowned  witli  fair  peace,  I  go.    [Exit* 

PtoL  My  love  go  with  thee ; 
And  from  my  love  go  you,  you  cruel  ripcrs ! 
You  shall  know  now  I  am  no  ward,  PootinQS. 

[EiiU 
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PIa  Tbts  fyr  oar  service  ?  Pnnces  do  their 


And  die^,  that  serve,  obey  in  all  disgraces. 
1%e  iotresty  we  can  fall  to,  is  our  graves ; 
TkM  we  sball  know  no  difference.    Hark,  Ach- 
illas! 
r  inaj  do  something  yet,  when  times  arc  ripe. 
To  tell  thb  raw  unthankful  king 

AdkiL  Photinusy 
Whatever  it  be,  I  shall  make  one,  and  zealously : 
For  better  die  attempting  something  nobly, 
Than  fall  disgraced. 

Fk9,  Thou  lovestme,  and  I  thank  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Axtont,  Dolabella,  and  Sczvk. 

SkL  Xay,  there  is  no  rousing  him ;  he  is  be- 
witched sure. 
His  Dobie  blood  curdled,  and  cold  within  him ; 
(kown  now  a  woman's  warrior. 

Ant.  Be  not  too  angry, 
For,  by  this  li^t,  the  woman's  a  rare  woman ; 
A  bdv  of  that  catching  youth  and  beauty, 
That  unmatched  sweetness--**^ 

IM.  But  why  should  he  be  fooled  so  ? 
Let  her  be  what  she  will,  why  should  his  wisdom, 
His  age,  and  honour-^— 

Ant.  Say  it  were  your  own  case, 
Or  mine,  or  wnj  man's,  that  has  heat  in  him : 
Ta  troe,  at  this  time,  wlien  he  has  no  promise 
Of  oiore  securi^  than  his  sword  can  cut  through, 
I  dt>  not  hold  it  so  discreet :  But  a  good  face, 

gentlemen. 
And  eyes,  that  are  the  winningest  orators, 
A  jCHtfh,  that  opens  like  perpetual  spring, 
And,  to  all  these,  a  tongue,  tnat  can  deliver 
The  oracles  of  love 

See.  I  would  you  had  her, 
Widi  all  her  oracles,  and  miracles : 
She  were  fitter  for  your  turn. 

Ant.  'Woohl  I  had,  Sceva, 
With  all  her  faults  too !  let  me  alone  to  mend 

them; 
On  that  oondidon  I  made  thee  mine  heir. 

See.  I  would  rather  have  your  black  horse  than 
your  harlots. 

DoL  Caesar  writes  sonnets  now ;  the  sound  of 


If  |B;rown  too  boisterous  for  his  mouth ;  he  sighs  too. 

See.  And  learns  to  fiddle  most  melodiously, 
And  sngs — ^it  would  make  your  ears  prick  up^  to 

hear  him,  gentlemen. 
Shordy  she  will  nmke  him  spin ;  and  it  is  thought 

he  will  prove 
An  admirable  maker  of  bonelace ; 
And  what  a  rare  gift  will  that  be  in  a  general ! 
Ant.  I  would  he  could  abstain  ! 
See.  She  is  a  witch  sure. 
And  works  upon  him  with  some  damned  enchant- 
niem. 
DoL  How  conning  she  will  carry  her  beha> 
viuura^ 


And  set  her  countenance  in  a  thousand  postures^ 
To  catch  her  ends  ! 

See.  She  will  be  sick,  well,  sullen. 
Merry,  coy,  overjoved,  and  seem  to  die, 
All  in  one  half-an4iour,  to  make  an  ass  of  him : 
I  make  no  doubt  she  vnW  be  drunk  too,  damnably, 
And  in  her  drink  will  fight ;  then  she  fits  him. 

Ant.  That  thou  shomdst  bring  her  in  ! 

See.  Twas  my  blind  fortune. 
My  soldiers  told  me,  by  the  weielit,  it  was  wicked. 
'Would  I  had  carried  Milo's  bull  a  furlong, 
When  I  brought  in  tliis  cow-calf!  He  has  advan- 
ced me. 
From  an  old  soldier  to  a  bawd  of  memory : 
Oh,  tliat  the  sons  of  Pompey  were  behind  him, 
Tlie  honoured  Cato  and  fierce  Juba  with  them, 
That  they  might  whip  him  from  his  whore,  and 

rouse  him; 
That  their   fierce    trumpets   from  his  vranton 

trances 
Might  shake  him,  like  an  earthquake ! 

£n^erSEPTiMius. 

Ant.  What  is  this  fellow  ? 

DoL  Why,  a  breve  fellow,  if  we  judge  men  by 

their  cloaths. 
Ant.  By  my  faith,  he  is  breve  indeed !  He  is 

no  commander? 
See,  Yes,  he  has  a  Roman  face ;  he  has  been 
at  fair  wars, 
And  plenteous  too,  and  rich;  his  trappings  shew 
it 
Sept.  An  they'll  not  know  me  now,  they'll  ne- 
ver know  me. 
Who  dare  blush  now  at  my  acquaintance  ?  Ha? 
Am  I  not  totally  a  span-new  gallant. 
Fit  for  the  choicest  eyes )  Have  I  not  gold. 
The  friendship  of  the  world  ?   If  they  shun  me 

now, 
(Though  I  were  tlie  arrantest  rogue,  as  Fm  well 

forward) 
Mine  own  curse  and  the  devil's  are  lit  on  me. 
Ant.  Is  it  not  Septimius  ? 
See.  Yes. 

DoL  He  that  killed  Pompey  ? 
See,  The  same  dog  scab ;   that  gilded  botch, 

that  rascal! 
DoL  How  glorious  villainy  appears  in  Egypt ! 
Sept.  Gallants,  and  soldiers !  sure  they  do  ad- 
mire me. 
See.  Stand  further  off;  thou  stinkesL 
Sept.  A  likely  matter : 
These  cloaths  smell  mustily,  do  they  not,  gal- 
lants ? 
They  stink,  they  stink,  alas,  poor  things,  con- 
temptible ! 
By  all  the  Gods  in  Egypt,  the  perfumes, 
That  went  to  trimming  tnese  cloaths,  cost  me— 
See.  Thou  stinkest  still. 
Sept.  The  powdering  of  thb  head  too 
See.  If  Uiou  hast  it^ 
I'll  tell  thee  all  the  gums  in  sweet  Arabia 
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Are^  not  sufficient,  were  they  burnt  about  thee. 

To  pui^  the  scent  of  a  rank  rascal  from  thee. 
Ant.  I  smell  him  now:    Fy,  how  the  knave 
perfumes  him ! 

How  strong  he  scents  of  traitor ! 
DoL  You  had  an  ill  vailiner, 

He  laid  too  much  of  the  eum  of  ingratitude 

Upon  your  coat;    you  should  have  washed  off 
that,  sir ; 

It,  how  it  chos^s !  too  little  of  your  loyalty, 

Your  honesty,  your  faith,  that  are  pure  ambers. 

I  smell  the  rotten  smell  of  a  hired  coward ; 

A  dead  do^s  sweeter. 

Sept.  Ye  are  merry,  gentlemen. 

And,  by  my  troth,  such  harmless  mirth  takes  me  too. 

You  speJk  like  good  blunt  soldiers!  and  it  is 
well  enough : 

But  did  you  live  at  court,  as  I  do,  gallants. 

You  would  refine,  and  learn  an  apter  language. 

IVe  done  ye  simple  service  on  your  Pompey ; 

You  might  have  looked  him  yet  this  brace  of 
twelvemonths. 

And  hunted  afler  him,  like  foundered  beagles. 

Had  not  this  fortunate  hand 

Ant.  He  braes  on't  too, 

By  the  good  gods,  rejoices  in  it !  Thou  wretch, 

Thou  most  contemptible  slave ! 
See.  Dog,  mangy  mongrel. 

Thou  murdering  mischief,  in  the  shape  of  soldier. 

To  make  all  soldiers  luteful !  thou  disease. 

That  nothing  but  the  gallows  can  give  case  to ! 
DoL  Thou  art  so  impudent,  that  I  admire  thee. 

And  know  not  what  to  say. 
Sept.  I  know  your  anger. 

And  why  you  prate  thus ;  Fve  found  your  me- 
lancholy : 

Ye  all  want  money,  and  ve  are  liberal  captains, 

And  in  this  want  will  talk  a  little  desperately. 

Here's  gold ;  come,  share ;  I  love  a  orave  com- 
mander : 

And  be  not  peevish ;  do  as  Caesar  does ; 

He's  merry  with  his  wench  now,  be  you  jovial, 

And  let's  all  laugh  and  drink.    Would  ye  have 
partners? 

I  do  consider  all  your  wants,  and  weigh  them ; 

He  has  the  mistress,  you  shall  have  the  maids ; 

I'll  bring  them  to  ye,  to  your  arms. 
Ant.  I  blush. 

All  over  me,  I  blush,  and  sweat  to  hear  him; 

Upon  my  conscience,  if  my  arms  were  on  now, 

Throu^  them  I  should  blush  too :  Pray  ye  let's 
be  walking. 
See.  Yes,  yes :  But,  ere  we  go,  I'll  leave  this 
lesson. 

And  let  him  study  it:  ^rst,  rogue!  then,  pandar! 

Next,  devil  that  will  be !  get  thee  from  men's 
presence. 

And,  where  the  name  of  soldier  has  been  heard 

Be  sure  thou  li%'e  not !  To  some  hungry  desart. 
Where  thou  canst  meet  with  nothing  but  thy 
conscience ; 


And  ^at,  in  all  tihe  shapes  of  all  thy  villainies, 
Attend  thee  still !  where  brute  beasts  will  abhor 

thee. 
And  even  the  son  will  shame  to  ^e  thee  light. 
Go,  hide  thy  bead !  or,  if  thou  thmk'st  it  fitter, 
Go  hang  thyself ! 

DdL  Hark  to  that  clause. 

See.  And  diat  speedily, 
That  Nature  may  oe  eased  of  ludi  a  monster ! 

[Exeunt, 

Manet  Septimius. 

Sept.  Yet  all  this  moves  not  me,  nor  reflects 
on  me  ; 
I  keep  my  gold  still,  and  my  confidence. 
Their  want  of  breeding  makes  these  fellows  mur- 
mur; 
Rude  valours,  so  I  let  them  pass,  rude  honoan ! 
There  is  a  wench  yet,  that  I  know  afiects  me, 
And  company  for  a  kin^ ;  a  young  plump  villain, 
That,  when  she  sees  this  gold,  sne'U  leap  upon 
me; 

Enter  £bo5. 

And  here  she  comes :  I'm  sure  of  her. 
My  pretty  Eros,  welcome ! 

Ero$.  I  have  business. 

Sept.  Above  my  love,  thou  canst  not 

Erot.  Yes,  indeed,  sir, 
Far,  far  above. 

Sept.  Why,  why  so  coy }  Pray  you  tell  me. 
We  are  alone. 

Erot.  I'm  much  ashamed  we  are  so. 

Sept.  You  want  a  new  gown  now,  and  a  hand* 
some  petticoat, 
A  scarf,  and  some  odd  toys :  Fve  gold  here  ready; 
Thou  shait  have  any  thing. 

Erot.  I  want  your  absence. 
Keep  on  your  way ;  I  care  not  for  yoar  compant. 

Sept.  Howf  how?  you  are  very  short:  Do 
you  know  me,  Eros  f 
And  what  I  have  been  to  yon  ? 

Erot.  Yes,  I  know  you, 
And  I  hope  I  shall  forget  you :  Whilst  you  were 

honest, 
I  lo\'ed  you  too. 

Sept.  Honest?  come,  prithee  kiss  me. 

Erot.  I  kiss  no  knaves,  no  murderers,  no  bea&ts, 
No  base  betrayers  of  those  men,  that  fed  them ; 
I  hate  their  looks ;  and  though  I  may  be  wanton, 
I  scorn  to  nourish  it  with  blcMxIy  purchase, 
Purchase  so  foully  got.  I  pray  you,  unhand  me; 
I'd  rather  touch  tne  plague,  than  one  unworthy ! 
Go,  seek  some  mistress  that  a  horse  may  marry, 
And  keep  her  company ;  she's  too  good  for  vou. 

[Exit. 

Sept.  Marry,  this  goes  near  I  now  I  percei^-e 
I'm  hateful : 
When  this  light  stuff  can  distinguish,  it  grows  dan- 
gerous ; 
For  money,  seldom  they  refuse  a  leper ; 
But  sure  1  am  more  oaious^  more  diseased  too : 
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Enter  three  lame  Soldiers. 

It  sifs  edd  bere.    What  are  these  ?  thne  poor 

soldiers? 
Mk  poor  and  iame :  Their  misery  may  make 

tbeni 
A  Ettle  look  upon  me,  and  adore  me. 
If  these  will  keep  me  company,  Fm  made  yet. 
1  Sold.  The  pleasure^  Cfaesar  sleeps  i%  makes  | 
as  miaerable : 
We  are  forpit,  our  maims  and  dangers  laughed  at ; 
He  banquets,  and  we  beg. 

8  Soid.  He  was  not  wont 
To  let  poor  soldiers^  that  have  spent  their  for^ 

tones. 
Their  bk)ods»  and  limbs^  walk  up  and  down  like 
vagabonds. 
Stft.  Save  ye,  good  soldiers !  good  poor  men, 
heaven  hdp  ye  I 
Yehife  boroe  the  bnmtof  war,  and  shew  the  story. 
1  SoU  Some  new  commander,  sure. 
SepL  Yoa  look,  my  good  friends, 
Bj  ?OQr  diin  fsces,  as  you  would  be  suitors. 
S  Soid,  To  Cesar,  for  our  means,  sir. 
Sai.  And  'tb  fit,  sir. 

3  Soldi  We  are  poor  men,  and  long  forgot 
Sat.  I  grieve  for  it; 
Good  soldiers  should  hiave  good  rewards,  and  fa- 

voora. 
fH  fffe  op  your  petitions,  for  I  pity  you. 
And  {reely  speak  to  Caesar. 
AIL  Q%  we  honour  you ! 
1  Sold.  A  good  man  sure  you  are;  the   gods 

preserve  you! 
S^.  And  to  relieve  your  wants  the  while,  hold, 
soldiers !  [Gheo  money. 

Ntjr,  'tis  no  dream ;  'tis  good  gold;  take  it  freely; 
*Tm&  keep  you  in  good  heart 
S  Sold.  Now  goodness  quit  you ! 
Sift.  Ill  be  a  friend  to  your  afflictions, 
Aod  eat,  and  drink  with  you  tooy  and  we^ll  be 

mcrrv; 
And  eveiy  day  111  aee  yoa  1 
1  Sold.  You  are  a  soldier, 
Aad  oae  sent  from  the  gods,  I  tfaiiiL 

&^.  ni  cbath  ye. 
Ye  are  lame^  and  then  provide  good  lodging  for 

And  at  my  table,  where  no  want  shall  meet  you. 

Enter  Sceva. 

-dlL  Was  never  such  a  man  I 

1  Sold.  Dear  honoured  sir, 
^  OS  bat  know  your  name,  that  we  may  worship 
you. 

S  Sold.  That  we  may^ever  thank 

&p^  Why,  call  me  any  thing, 
No  matter  for  my  name — ^that  may  betray  me. 

See.  A  cunning  thief!  Call  him  Septinuus,  sol- 
diers, 
Ihe  viQain,  that  killed  Pompey  I 

ifl.How? 


See.  Call  hiib  the  shame  of  men ! 
1  SoUL  Oh,  that  this  money 
Were  weight  enough  to  beat  thy  bndns  out! 

Fling  aU; 
And  fling  our  curses  next ;  let  them  be  mortal ! 
Out,  bloody  wolf !  dost  thou  come  gilded  over. 
And  painted  with  thy  chanty,  to  poison  us  ? 
%  Sold.  I  know  hun  now :  May  never  father 
own  thee, 
But  as  a  monstrous  birth  shun  thy  base  memory! 
And,  if  thou  hadst  a  mother,  (as  I  cannot 
Believe  thou  wert  a  natural  burden)  let  her  womb 
Be  cursed  of  women  for  a  bed  of  vipers ! 
3  Sold.  Methinks  the  ground  shakes  to  devour 
this  rascal, 
And  the  kind  air  turns  into  fogs  and  vapours. 
Infectious  mists,  to  crown  his  villainies : 
Thou  mayst  go  wander  like  a  thing  heaven-hated ! 
1  Sold.  And  valiant  minds  hold  poisonous  to 
remember! 
The  hangman  will  not  keep  thee  company  ^ 
He  has  an  honourable  house  to  thine ; 
No,  not  a  thief,  though  thou  oouldst  save  his  lifa 

for  it. 
Will  eat  thy  bread,  nor  one,  for  thirst  starved^ 
drink  with  thee ! 
8  Sold.  Thou  art  no  company  for  an  honest 
dog, 
And  so  we'll  leave  thee  to  a  ditch,  thy  destiny. 

[EgeunL 
Sept.  Cootenmed  of  all?  and  kicked  too?  Now 
I  find  it! 
My  valour^s  fled,  too,  with  mine  honesty ; 
For  since  I  would  be  knave,  I  must  be  coward. 
This  'tis  to  be  a  traitor,  and  betrayer. 
What  a  deformity  dwells  round  about  me ! 
How  monstrous  shews  that  man,  that  is  ungrate^ 

full 
I  am  afraid  the  rery  beasts  will  tear  me; 
Inspired  with  what  I  have  done,  the  winds  will 

blast  me ! 
Now  I  am  paid,  and  my  reward  dwells  in  me. 
The  wages  of  my  fact;  my  soul's  oppressed ! 
Honest  and  noble  minds,  you  find  more  rest 

[ExU. 

fiCENEin. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Achor£us,  Photinu^   mud 

Achillas* 

PtoL  I  have  commanded,  and  it  shall  be  so ! 
A  preparation  I  have  set  on  foot, 
Worthy  the  friendship  and  the  fame  of  Caesar : 
My  aster's  favours  shall  seem  poor  and  withered; 
Nay,  she  herself,  trimmed  up  m  all  her  beauties 
Comparcid  to  what  I'll  tiike  nis  eyes  withal. 
Shall  be  a  dream^ 

.  Pho.  Do  you  mean  to  shew  the  glory 
And  wealth  of  Egypt  f 

PtoL  Yes;  and  m  that  lustre, 
Rome  shall  appear,  in  all  her  famous  conquest^ 
And  all  her  ncnea^  of  no  note  unto  it. 
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[Beaumont^ 


Achor,  Now  you  are  reconciled  to  yoar  fair 
sister, 
Take  heed,  sir,  how  you  step  into  a  danger, 
A  danger  of  this  precipice.     But  note,  sir. 
For  what  llome  ever  rai^  her  mighty  armies ; 
First  for  ambition,  then  for  wealth.  Tis  madness, 
Nay,  more,  a  secure  impotence,  to  tempt 
An  armed  guest :  Feed  not  an  eye,  that  conquers. 
Nor  teach  a  fortunate  sword  the  way  to  be  co- 
vetous. 

FtoL  Ye  judge  amiss,  and  fttr  too  wide  to  al- 
ter me ;    - 
Let  all  be  ready,  as  I  ggve  direction : 
Tlie  secret  way  of  all  our  wealth  appearing 
Newly,  and  handsomely;  and  all  aoout  it : 
No  more  dissuading :  ^s  my  will. 

Achor.  I  grieve  for  it. 

P/o/.  Ill  dazzle  Csesar  with  excess  of  glory. 

Fho.  I  fear  you'll  curse  your  will;  we  must 
obey  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

JEnter  Casar,  Antomy,  Dolabella,  anJ  Sceva, 

tiove. 

Casar.  I  wonder  at  the  glory  of  this  kingdom. 
And  the  most  bounteous  preparadooy 
Still  as  I  pass,  they  court  me  with. 

See.  ril  tell  you; 
In  Gaul  and  Germany  we  saw  such  visions, 
And  stood  not  to  admire  them,  but  possess  them : 
When  they  are  ours,  they're  worth  our  admiration. 

Enter  Cleopatra, 

Ant,  The  young  queen  comes :  Give  room ! 

Ca»ar^  Welcome,  my  dearest ! 
Come,  bless  my  side. 

Ste,  Ay,  marry,  here's  a  wonder  ! 
As  she  appears  now,  I  am  no  true  soldier^ 
If  I  be  not  readiest  to  recant. 

CUo,  Be  merry,  sir ; 
My  brother  will  be  proud  to  do  you  honour. 
That  now  appears  hunself. 

Enter  Ptolomt,  Achoreus,  Achillas,  Pho- 
TiNUS,  aiMJ  Apollodorvs. 

P/oiL  Hail  to  great  Cesar, 
My  royal  guest !  First  I  will  feast  thine  eyes 
With  wealthy  Egypt^s  store,  and  then  thy  palate, 
And  wait  myself  upon  thee.  [Treoiure  brought  in, 

C«sor.  what  rich  service ! 
What  mines  of  treasure !  richer  still  ? 

CUo.  My  Cesar, 
What  do  you  admire  ?  Pray  you  turn,  and  let  me 

talk  to  you. 
Have  you  forgot  me,  sir?  How,  a  new  object? 
Am  I  grown  old  on  the  sudden  ?  Cassar ! 

Ctfsar.  Tell  me, 
From  whence  comes  all  this  wealth  ? 

CUo,  Is  your  eve  that  way. 
And  all  my  beauties  banished  ? 

Ftol.  ru  tell  thee,  Cesar; 


We  owe  for  all  tliis  wealth  to  the  old  Nilus : 
We  need  no  dropping  rain  to  cheer  tlie  husband- 
man. 
Nor  merchant,  that  ploughs  up  the  sea  to  seek  us  \ 
Within  the  wealthy  womb  of  reverend  Nilus 
All  this  is  nourished ;  who,  to  do  thee  honour, 
Comes  to  discover  his  seven  deities. 
His  concealed  heads,  unto  tbee :   See  with  plea- 
sure. 

Catar,  The  matchless  wealth  of  this  land ! 

CUo,  Come,  you  shall  hear  me. 

C^sar,  Away !  Let  me  imagine. 

CUo.  How !  frown  on  me  ? 
The  eyes  of  Cesar  wrapt  in  storms ! 

Cetar.  Vm  sorry: 
But,  let  me  think— 

Music, — Enter  Isis,  and  three  Labourers, 

Isis.  IsiSj  the  goddess  qfthU  land^ 
Bids  theej  great  Cioar^  understand 
And  mark  our  customs,  and  first  knote. 
With  greedy  eyes  these  watch  theftom 
Ofpmteous  NHus ;  when  he  comes. 
With  songs,  with  dances,  timbreU,  drums, 
They  entertain  him ;  cut  hu  voy. 
And  give  his  proud  heads  Uave  to  play : 

Nilus  himself  shall  rise,  and  shew 

His  matchleu  weaUh  in  overjiow. 
Labourers.  C&me,  Ut  us  help  the  reverend  2^iU  i 
H^s  very  old;  alas  the  wkiU / 
Let  us  dig  him  easy  ways. 
And  prepare  a  thousand  pUnfS  : 
To  delight  his  streami,  lets  sing 
A  loud  weUome  to  our  spring  ;  , 

This  may  Ut  hU  curling  heads 
Fall  into  our  new-made  beds  ; 
This  way  Ut  his  wanton  spamns 
Frisk,  and  glide  it  o*er  the  lawns* 
ThU  way  pro/it  comes,  and  gain  : 
How  he  tumhUs  here  amain  ! 
How  hU  waters  haste  to  fall 
Into  our  channeU  /  Labour,  allf 
And  Ut  him ;  Ut  Nilus  flow. 
And  perpetual  plenty  skew. 
With  incenu  Ut  us  bless  the  brimf 
And  as  the  wanton  fishes  twim. 
Let  us  gums  and  garlands  fiing. 
And  loud  our  timoreU  ring. 

Come,  old  father,  come  away  ! 

Our  labour  is  our  holiday. 

Enter  Nilus. 

Isis.  Here  comes  the  aged  River  now. 
With  garlands  of  great  pearl  his  brom 
Begirt  and  rounded :  In  hisfiow 
All  things  take  life,  and  all  things  grov. 
A  thousand  wealthy  treasures  stul. 
To  do  him  service  at  his  will. 
Follow  hu  rising  fiood,  and  pour 
Perpetual  blessings  in  our  store. 
Hear  him ;  and  next  there  will  advance 
His  sacred  heads,  to  tread  a  dance 
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Mark  tJkm  too;  aid  you  have  a/hut. 

CIul  a  little  dnm  betnij  mtf 

Ctmr,  1  ■■  aibuiiMl  I  wamd  at  lumie,  ttty 

Whea  ndk  imMi  mmj  be  got  abroad !  What 


Xif,  eterkstuig  glofj,  had  EomejMirchased, 
Had ihtajiat came  bat  to  visit  Egypt! 


Nioi  JIdbe  fvoa  ^  ay  rich  mater^faH 
And  bless  m}f  flood  ; 
NiUt  comet  flaming  to  you  M 

Encremse  und  good* 
^iv  tiepknts  assdflomers  thtdl  springf 
Asd  the  merry  ploughman  sing, 
hwf  hidden  wtavos  I  bring 
Brmif  sad  mina,  and  every  thing. 
Lft  tie  dssnel*  ung  me  in^ 

Sing  simtdj  thai  I  awy  rise : 
Tosr  kohf  feasts  and  houn  begiuy 
And  esek  hand  bring  a  sacrifice. 


Nov  my  wanton  peark  I  them, 
That  to  ladie^fiur  necks  grow. 
Now  my  gold 
And  treasurtSf  thai  can  niet  he  toldy. 
Shall  blest  this  land,  hy  my  richflotPf 
And  (^fier  this^  to  crown  your  eyu^ 
My  hidden  ^»(y  head  arise.  [Dance. 

Cesar.  Th^  Wondor  of  tfaiB  wealth  bo  trottbles 
me, 
I  am  not  well :  Good  night ! 

See.  I'm  glad  ^ou  have  it  t 
Now  we  shall  stir  again. 

IhL  Thott  wealthy  still  haont  hhn ! 

Sea.  A  ^[reedjr  spirit  set  thee  on !  We're  happj« 

Ftol  LightSi  lights  for  Casar,  and  attendanoe ! 

Cieo.  Well, 
I  shall  yex  find  a  time  to  tell  thee,  Cesar, 
Thou  hast  wronged  her  lov»-«-11ie  rest  here* 

FtoL  Lights  along  still : 
Music,  and  ncrifice  to  sleepi  for  Csnar. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Lster  PiOLOMT,  Photinvs,  AoBtttAS,  and 
AcHoasvs. 

Adur.  I  TOLD  yoQ  catefuUy,  whaft  this  Would 
piwe  to, 
^^W  ttus  jnastunabie  wealth  and  glory 
^oaM  dnw  upon  yon :  I  advised  your  majesty 
Never  to  tmipt  a  conquering  guest,  nor  add 
A  bsi^  to  calck  a  miad,  bent  by  hit  trade 
T')  iDske  the  whcde  world  his* 

Pbo.  I  was  not  haardy  sir, 
^*  vfaai  I  said,  ioat  and  oofttamned:  I  date  say^ 
.isd  AeiUy  sow,  'twas  a  poor  weakness  in  you, 
^  dorioos  cbitdishnoss !  I  watched  his  eye, 
A»J  ttw  ham  faloon-bke  it  towered,  and  flew 
lV>a  the  wealthy  quarry;  how  round  it  marked  it : 
I  ^koBTftA  hia  worda^  and  to  what  it  tended } 
!iov  tRc£ly  ha  asked  from  wbemae  it  came, 
A  id  wliat  cuttiuarae  we  held  for  such  abundance* 
TW  diDw  «f  Niliaa  how  be  laboured  at, 
Tc*  M  die  secret  ways  the  song  deliversd ! 

dehor,  lie  flcrer  imiledy  I  fwted,  at  the  plea- 


fttf  £ied  hb  constant  eyes  upon  the  ticaBore : 
1 4u  not  ihnk  hia  ears  had  so  much  leisure, 
A*Tc7  the  wealth  app^ved,  to  hear  the  music 
Ami  sore  he  has  not  slept  shioe;  his  mind'k 

troablei 
^ab  obiaolay  that  wmld  make  their  own  still  ia^ 

boor. 
?ka  Yotf  flsler  be  asTar  ^dad  oa;  diatfs  a 

OHun  note« 
The  pffiiDe  baaaty  af  Hw  worid  had  BO  p«w«r  orer 


VolL 


Ackor.  Where  w&s  his  mind  th6  whilst? 

Pho.  Where  was  your  carefulness 
To  shew  an  armed  tnief  the  way  to  rob  you  ? 
Nay,  would  you  give  him  this,  it  will  excite  him 
To  seek  the  rest:  Ambition  feels  no  gift. 
Nor  knows  no  bounds;  indeed  yOu  have  done 
most  weakly. 

FtoL  Can  I  be  TOO  kind  to  my  noble  friend  ? 

PAo*  To  be  unkind  unto  your  noble  self,  but 
savours 
Of  indiscretion ;  and  yoiir  friend  has  found  it 
Had  you  been  trained  up  in  the  wants  and  mi- 
series 
A  soldier  marches  through,  and  known  his  Dam* 

perance 
In  oftfed  courtesies,  you  would  have  made 
A  wiser  master  of  your  own,  and  stronger. 

FtoL  Why,  should  I  give  him  all,  he  would  re- 
turn It: 
'TIS  more  to  him  to  make  kings. 

PAo.  Pray  be  wiser. 
And  trust  not,  with  your  lost  wealth,  your  loted 

liberty : 
To  be  a  king  stiU  at  your  own  discretion. 
Is  like  a  king ;  to  be  at  his,  a  vaasa). 
Now  take  gmid  counsel,  or  no  mote  take  to  you 
The  freedmn  of  a  prince. 

AekiL  Twill  ha  too  late  else: 
For,  since  the  masque,  he  sent  three  of  his  oap» 

tains, 
Ambitions  as  himself,  to  view  again 
The  glory  of  your  wealth. 

P£r»  llie  next  himself  comes, 
Not  stayiitt  for  your  courtesy,  imd  takes  it* 

Ftok  What  cmnafil,  m  Aohoreat? 
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Achar.  rt!  go  pray,  sr, 
(For  that's  best  counsel  now)  the  gods  may  Kelp 
you.  [Exit. 

Pho.  I  found  you  out  a  way,  but  'twas  not  cre- 
dited; 
A  most  secure  way :  Whither  will  you  fly  now  ? 
Achil.  For  when  your  wealth  is  gdne,  your 

'  power  must  follow. 
Pko,  And  that  diminished  als(^  what's  your 
life  worth  ? 
Who  would  regard  it  ? 
Ptol.  You  say  true. 
Achil.  What  eye 
Will  look  upon  king  Ptolomy?  If  they  do  look, 
It  must  be  m  scorn;  for  a  poor  king's  a  monster : 
What  ear  remember  ye  ?  'twill  be  then  a  courtesy, 
A  noble  one,  to  take  your  life  too  from  you : 
But  if  reserred,  you  stand  to  fill  a  victory ; 
As  who  knows  conquerors'  minds,  though  out- 
wardly 
They  bear  fair  streams?  Oh,  sir,  does  not  this 
shake  ye  } 

If  to  be  honied  on  to  these  afflictions 

Ptol.  I  never  will :  I  was  a  fool ! 
Pho.  For  then,  sir, 
Your  country's  cause  falls  with  you  too,  and  fet- 
tered : 
All  K^^t  shall  be  plou^ied  up  with  dishonour. 
Ptol.  No  more ;  I  am  sensible :   And  now  my 
spiHt 
Bums  hot  within  me. 

AchiL  Keep  it  warm  and  fiery; 
Phot  And  last,  be  counselled. 
ptol.  I  will,  though  I  perish. 
Pho.  Go  in :  We'U  tell  you  ail,  and  th^  ^'11 
execute.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  n. 

I^nter  Cleopatra,  Arsinoe,  and  £ro8. 

Art.  You  are  so  impatient ! 

Cleo.  Have  I  not  cause  ? 
Women  of  common  beauties,  and  low  births, 
W^hen  they  are  slighted,  are  allowed  their  angers : 
Why  should  not  I,  a  princess,  make  him  know 
The  baseness  of  his  usage  ? 

Ar$.  Yes,  it  is  fit : 
But  then  again,  you  know,  what  man- 

Clto*  lie  is  no  man ! 
Tlie  shadow  of  a  greatness  hangs  upon  him, 
And  not  the  virtue :  He  is  nO  conqueror. 
Has  suffered  under  the  base  dross  of  nature ; 
Poorly  delivered  up  his  power  to  wealth. 
The  god  of  bed-ria  men,  taught  his  eyes  treason ; 
Against  the  truth  of  love  he  has  raised  rebellion. 
Defied  his  holy  flames. 

Eroi.  He  will  fall  back  again, 
And  satisfy  your  grace* 

Cleo.  Had  I  been  old, 
Or  blasted  in  my  bud,  he  mij^t  have  shewed 
Some  shadow  oi  dislike :  But,  to  prefer 
The  lustre  of  a  little  tnil^  Arsinoe^ 


And  the  poor  glowworm  light  of  some  fsint 

jewels. 
Before  the  life  of  love,  and  soul  of  beanty, 
Oh,  how  it  vexes  me  I  He  is  no  soldier; 
Ail  honourable  soldiers  are  love's  servants; 
He  is  a  merchant,  a  mere  wandering  merchaDt, 
Servile  to  gain :  He  trades  for  poorcomoioditieS) 
And  makes  his  conquests,  thefts !  Some  fortu- 
nate captains, 
That  quarter  with  him,  and  are  truly  valiant, 
Have  flung  the  name  of  happy  Cssar  on  him; 
Himself  neW  won  it :  He  is  so  base  and  cove- 
tous, 
He'll  sell  his  sword  for  gold ! 

Art.  This  is  too  bitter. 

Cleo.  Oh,  I  could  curse  myself,  dnt  was  so 
foolish. 
So  fondly  childish,  to  believe  his  toi^e. 
His  promising  tongue,  ere  I  could  catch  his  tem- 
per. 
I  had  trash  enough  to  have  cloyed  lus  eyes  withal, 
(His  covetous  eyes)  such  as  I  scorn  to  tread  on, 
liicher  than  ever  he  saw  yftt,  and  more  temptiiv; 
Had  I  known  he  had  stooped  at  that,  I  had  saved 

mine  honour, 
I  had  been  happy  stUl !  But  let  him  take  it, 
And  let  him  brag  how  poorly  I  am  rewarded ; 
Let  him  go  conquer  still  weak  wretched  ladies : 
Lpve  has  his  angry  quiver  too,  his  deadly, 
And,  when  He  finds  scorn,  armed  at  the  strongest. 
I  nm  a  fool  to  fret  thus  for  a  fool. 
An  old  blind  fool  too !  I  lose  my  health;  I  will 

not, 
I  will  not  cry ;  I  will  liot  honour  hina 
With  tears  diviner  than  the  gods  he  worships; 
I  will  not  take  the  pains  to  curse  a  poor  tlimg! 

Erot.  Do  not ;  you  shall  not  need. 

Cleo.  'Would  I  were  prisoner 
To  one  I  hate,  that  I  might  anger  him  ! 
I  will  love  an^  man,  to  break  the  hcsart  of  him  I 
Any,  that  has  the  heart  and  will  to  kill  him  I 

Art.  Take  some  fair  Xxnioi* 

Cleo.  I  will  go  study  mischief. 
And  put  a  look  on,  armed  with  all  my  crniiuns^ 
Shall  meet  him  like  a  basilisk,  and  strike  htm ! 
Love,  put  destroying  flamed  into  mine  eyea. 
Into  my  smiles  cfeceits,  that  I  may  torture  him. 
That  I  may  make  him  love  to  death,  and  laugh 
at  him ! 

Enter  Appolodorus. 

Apol.  Cesar  commends  his  service    to  yotl 
gracei 

Cleo.  His  service  ?  what  is  his  aervice  ? 

Eros.  Pray  you  be  patient : 
The  noble  Caesar  loves  still. 

Cleo.  What  is  his  will? 

ApoL  He  craves  access  onto  yoar  hiiriinesa. 

Cleo.  No; 
Say,  no ;  I  will  have  none  to  trooble  a     . 

Art.  Good  sister ! 

'  Cko*  None,  i  say ;  I  will  be  private. 
'Would  thou  hadst  ftung  me  into  Niltia^  keepei 
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When  ftit  Iboa  gpnreat  oonsoit,  to  bring  my  body 
To  diis  imdiuikf  111  Cesar ! 

ApoL  Tww  your  will,  madam, 
Nif  more^  your  cfaai^e  upon  me,  as  I  honoured 

you. 
ToB  know  what  danger  I  endured. 

Cfan  Take  this,  [Ghins  a  jewel 

And  cany  it  to  timi;  lordly  Cesar  sent  thee ;   * 
Thoe^sa  new  love,  a  handsome  one,  a  rich  one, 
One  that  will  hug  his  mind :  Bid  him  make  16vc 

to  it; 
Tdl  Ae  ambitious  broker,  this  will  suffer 

£n^er  C.SSAB. 

JfytL  Reenters. 

CkHow! 

Gov.  I  do  not  use  to  wait,  lady; 
Where  I  am,  all  the  doors  are  free  and  open. 

Cka.  I  ruess  so,  by  your  rudeness. 

Gar.  lou  are  not  angry? 
Hii^gs  of  TOUT  tender  mould  should  be  most 

Whj  do  you  frown?  Good  Gods,  what  a  set  anger 
Have  jroa  forced  into  your  face?  Come,  I  must 

temper  you.     9 
What  a  cay  aaule  was  there,  and  a  disdainful ! 
How  like  an  ominoos  flash  it  broke  out  from  you  I 
Deiead  me,  Love !  Sweet,-who  has  angered  you  ? 

CieoL  Shew  him  a  glass !  That  false  face  has 
betrayed  me, 
Unt  base  heart  wronged  me ! 

Goar.  Be  more  sweetly  angiy. 
Iwraogedyooyfair? 

Gko.  Away  with  yoor  Itral  flatteries; 
They  are  too  gross !  But  that  I  dare  be  angry, 
•Aad  with  as  great  a  god  as  Caesar  is, 
To  shew  how  poorly  I  respect  his  memoi^r, 
I  woekl  not  qwak  to  you. 

Gnsr.  Pray  yon  undo  this  riddle, 
Aad  teU  me  now  I  have  vexed  you  i 

Cieoi  Let  me  think  first, 
Whether  I  may  put  «b  a  patience, 
llat  will  with  honour  suffisr  me.    Know,  I  hate 

you! 
I«t  that  bepn  the  storv :  Now,  111  tell  von. 

Coor.  ML  do  it  milder :  In  a  noble  lady 
^^iAksb  of  spirit,  and  a  sober  nature, 
TW  mores  like  aummer  winds,  cool,  and  blows 


Sk«<«UesBed,fike  herself. 

Gfeo.  And  that  great  blessedness 
YoD  reaped  of  me :  liU  you  taught  ray  nature, 
^ke  a  rode  storm,  to  talk  aloud,  and  thunder, 
^eep  was  not  gentler  dian  my  soul,  and  stiller. 
loa  had  the  spting  of  my  aflSections, 
And  mj  fiur  fruits  I  g^ve  you  leave  to  taste  of; 
Yqq  must  expect  the  winter  of  mine  anger, 
m  flinig  me  ofl^  before  the  Court  disgraced  me, 
^^^  in  the  pride  I  appeared  of  all  my  beauty, 
jjjf^eared  yoor  mistress ;  took  into  your  eyes 
JJ*  oonunoo  strumpet,  love  of  hated  lucr^ 
touted  with  covetras  heart  the  slave  of  nature, 


Gave  all  your  thoughts  to  gold,  that  men  of  glory, 
And  minas  adorned  with  noble  love,  would  ki^ 

at! 
Soldiers  of  royal  mark  scorn  such  base  purchase  \ 
Beauty  and  honour  are  the  marks  they  shoot  at. 
I  spa»B  to  you  then,  I  courted  you,  and  wooed 

you, 
Called  you  '  dear  Cesar,'  hung  about  you  ten- 
derly. 
Was  proud  to  appear  your  friend • 

Catar.  You  nave  mistaken  me. 

Cleo^  But  neither  eye,  nor  favour,  not  a  smilo, 
Was  I  blessed  back  withal,  but  shook  off  rudely; 
And,  as  you  had  been  sold  to  sordid  infamy. 
You  fell  before  the  images  of  treasure, 
And  in  yqar  soul  you  wonliipped :  I  stood  slighted, 
Forgotten  and  condemned ;  my  soft  embraces, 
And  those  sweet  kisses  you  called  Elysium, 
As  letters  writ  in  sand^  no  more  remembered 
The  name  and  glory  of  your  Cleopatra 
Laughed  at,  and  made  a  story  to  your  captains ! 
Shall  I  endure  ? 

Qatar,  You  are  deceived  in  all  this ; 
Upon  my  life  you  are;  'tis  your  much  tenderness. 

CUo.  No,  no ;  I  love  not  that  way ;  you  are 
cosened: 
I  love  with  as  much  ambition  as  a  conqueror ; 
And,  where  I  love,  will  triumph ! 

Csstar,  So  you  shall ; 
My  heart  shall  be  the  chariot,  that  shall  bear  you; 
AU,  I  have  won,  shall  wait  upon  you.-»By  the 

gods, 
The  bravery  of  this  woman's  mind  has  fired  me !— n 
Dear  mistress,  shall  I  but  this  njghtw    ■ 

Cieo.  How,  Csesar? 
Have  I  let  slip  a  second  vanity, 
That  gives  thee  hope  ? 

Casar.  You  shall  be  absolute. 
And  reign  alone  as  queen ;  you  shall  be  any  thing ! 

CUo,  Make  me  a  maid  again,  and  then  1*11 
hear  thee; 
Examine  all  thy  art  of  war  to  do  that. 
And,  if  thou  findest  it  possible,  I'll  love  thee : 
^ill  when,  farewell,  unthankful  1 

Casar,  Stay !  * 

Cieo,  I  will  not. 

Coiar,  I  command ! 

Cieo.  Command,  and  go  without,  rir. 
I  do  command  thee,  be  my  slave  for  ever, 
And  vex,  while  I  laugh  at  thee. 

Catar,  Thus  low,  beauty 

Cieo,  It  is  too  late ;  when  I  have  found  thee 
absolute. 
The  man,  that  fame  reports  thee,  and  to  me,. 
May-be  I  shall  think  better.  Farewell,  conqueror  ] 

[Exit. 

Cduar,  She  mocks  me  too !  I  will  enjoy  her 
beauty ; 
I  will  not  be  denied ;  I'll  force  my  longing ! 
Love  is  best  pleased,  when  roundly  we  compel 

him; 
And,  as  he  is  imperious^  so  will  I  be. 
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StaT,foo],«Klfa6ad?ifled(  UwtdiilUtiif  ttpMitei 
Takes  off  the  •treogth  mid  awcctoieai  of  ddi{^t. 
By  heaven  she  is  a  miracle !  I  must  use 
A  handsDtne  waj  to  win^^^^^-^Howiiow?  Wliat 

fear 
Dwelk  in  your  faces?  you  look  all  dtstnoted. 

Enter  Sckva,  AnTONTy  and  Doi^bsli^. 

See.  If  it  be  fear,  'tis  fear  of  your  undoing. 
Not  of  ourselves ;  fear  of  your  poor  declining ; 
Our  lives  and  deaths  are  equal  oenefitSy 
And  we  nvake  louder  prayers  to  die  noA>Iyv 
Than  to  live  high  and  wantonly.    Whilst  you 

are  secure  here^ 
And  offer  hecatombs  of  hoy  kisses 
To  the  lewd  god  of  iovo  and  oowardioe^ 
And  most  lasciviously  die  in  delights^ 
You  are  begirt  with  the  fierce  Alexandripas. 
Dot  The  spawn  of  Egypt  flow  about  your 

palace, 
Aimed  all,  and  ready  to  assault 

Ant.  Led  on 
Bv  the  false  and  base  Photiiras,  and  his  ministers. 
No  stirring  out,  no  peeping  through  a  loop-hole, 
But  straight  sahited  with  an  armed  dart. 

See,  No  parley;  they  are  deaf  to  all  but  danger. 
They  swear  the/11  fiay  us,  and  then  diy  our 

quarters ; 
A  raaher  of  a  salt  lover  is  such  a  shoeing-4ioni ! 
Can  ]rou  kiss  away  this  conspiracr,  and  set  us  fr^ 
Or  will  the  giant  god  of  kvire  fight  for  you  F 
Will  his  fierce  warlike  bow  killa  cosk^sfiarrow  ? 
Bring  out  the  lady !  she  can  quell  this  motuiy, 
And  with  her  powerful  looks  strike  awe   mto 

them; 
She  can  destroy  and  build  again  the  city ; 
Your  goddesses  have  mighty  gifts!  Shew  them 

her  fair  form. 
They  are  not  above  a  hundred  thousand,  sir, 
A  mist,  a  mist  I  that,  when  her  eyes  break  out, 
)ier  powerful  radiant  eyes,  and  shake  then- flashes. 
Will  fly  before  her  heats ! 
Cmutr.  Begirt  with  villains  ? 
See.  They  come  to  play  you  and  year  love  a 

hunt^Hip. 
You  were  told  what  this  same  whoresdn  wench- 
ing long  ago  would  come  to 


You  are  taken  nafmmg  iiow !  Has  not  a  soldier 
A  time  to  kiss  his  friend,  and  a  time  to  consider. 
But  he  must  lie  still  digging  like  a  pioneer. 
Making  of  raines^  and  burying  of  his  honour 

there^ 
Twere  good  you'd  think- 

DoL  And  time  too ;  or  you'll  ind  else 
A  harder  task  than  courting  a  coy  bennfty. 

Ant,  Look  out,  and  then  believe. 

See.  No,  no,  hang  danger; 
Take  me  provoking  brotl^  and  then  go  to  her. 
Go  to  your  love,  and  let  her  feel  your  vnloiir. 
When  the  sword  is  in  veor  dnen^  sir, 
You  may  cry,  <  Cesar  V  and  see,  if  tkflU  will  help 
you. 


C^ir.  ril  be  mjidf  againy  nod  meet  dicir  fo^ 

riesy 
Meet,  and  consume  their misafaiefSi    Makeioiiie 

shifl,Scev% 
To  recover  the  fleet,  and  brim;  me  up  two  legions, 
And  you  shall  see  me»  bow  TU  break  like  thsn* 

der 
Aihongst  these  beds  of  slimy  nel%  aad  scattsc 

tnem. 
Sci.  Now  you  apeak  Nnae^  HI  pat  niy  life  ts 

the  hazard. 
Before  I  ^  no  more  of  this  wann  lady ! 
She'll  spod  your  sword-hand. 

Camr.  Go.    Come,  let  us  to- counsel. 
How  to  prevent,  and  then  to  emcute.   {ficisf. 

SCENE  m. 

Snier  Soldien. 

1  Sold.  Did  you  see  this  penitence  } 

9  Sold,  Yes,  I  asw,  and  heard  it 

3  Sold.  And  I  too  looked  upon  him,  and  ob- 
served it; 
He  is  the  strangest  Septimiua  now" 

1  Sold,  I  heud  he  was  altered, 
And  had  given  away  his  gold  to  honest  usr^ 
Cried  moasknrasly. 

9  Sold.  He  cries  abundantly; 
He  is  blind  abnost  wilh  weepiag. 

3  Sold,  Tis  most  wonderful^ 
That  a  hard-hearted  mus,  and  nn  nld  soUier, 
Should  have  so  much  kind  moiatorew    When  hi* 

mother  died. 
He  laujdied  akiid^  and  vwde  the  wickedest  ksi- 

1  <S(>/dL  rfis  like  enough:  he  aevwr  loved  his  pa- 


Nor  can  I  blame  him,  fer  they  never  Inved  hinL 
His  mother  dreamed,  befbic  she  wras  delivered. 
That  she  was  brought  a-bed  with  a  httezard,  and 

ever  after 
She  whistled  him  up  eo  the  world.     Ilia  faraff 

dothes,  too^ 
He  has  flung  awav,  and  ^;oes  like  one  of  as  now ; 
Walks  with  his  nafids  tn  his  pock«l%  poor  and 

eorrefw^ 
And  gives  the  h/u^  instrucckma  1 

9  Sold.  And  teUa  stories 
Of  honest  and  good  people,  thaft  wore  honoured. 
And  how  they  were  renieasbered 
If  he  but  hear  of  an  HUgralefui 
A  bloody  or  betraying  mao. 
9Sold.  If  it  be  possible. 
That  an  arch-villain  mav  ever  be  reoofvcred. 
This  penitent  rascal  wiU  put  hard.    Tweve  vroit| 

our  labour 
To  see  him  onoe  agaio. 


£nl«r  ScPTiM  lus, 

1  Sold.  He  spares  us  that  khour. 
For  here  he  comes^ 
S^.  Bless  ye^  my  honest  fiieods)^ 
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BkM  ye  6m  htm  manKfky  wml  CoineiiaC 

For  !«■  Id  coo  tddac  for  your  compmy. 

tAllJhAlmottSiytf 

«&UL  Wbttbookitthftt? 

1  SokL  No  doabt, 
SooieeiceDait  oidfe  for «  acre  hourt.    Arejrou 
fcptiiniiMv  littt  fasM  kaure,  dut  betnyed  Pom* 

&^.Iiii%  aid  am;  imkH  yov  hooeotthoiigbts 

Will  look  npoD  mv  penitenos,  and  nve  mty 

Imtbeevwvimo.    Oh,  good  ookbersy 

Yoa,  diai  have  Roman  hearts,  take  Keodof  faloe- 

inod; 
Tike  kced  of  blood;  take  head  of  ftml  inpati- 


Tht  gods  hare  acamameray  for  thooe  miochiofiL 
Tab  keed  of  pride  ;  it  waa  tkat^Untfaiouc^tme 
to  it. 
tSM.  Thio  fell0«r  would  make  a  rave  qiaedi 

attke  gallows. 
3  &UL  Tb  very  U  he  were  iuuiged  to  edify 

S^  Let  aU  yoor  thoughts  be  humbb  and  obe- 

iiDoo&r  tfaem^  thatleed 


Iac  Toar 

Fra^,  that  ye  may  be  stroi^  in  lioneslT» 
Ai  m  the  use  of  armo;  labour,  and  diUgenCly, 
TokM^yomheaitB  from  ease,  and  her  baoe  is- 
sues, 
Fnfe  and  mahittfliw  waiHnftnaat ;  diooe  sailed 


fittker  kim  all  nmr  limbs,  than  the  least  honesty ; 
Yoo  are  never  lame  indeed,  till  loss  of  credit 
faaah  yt  lliroB|^;  scar%  and  those  maims  of 

hooour. 
Are  memonUe  eraaehto,  that  shall  bear, 
Wkm  yoQ  are  dead,  yoar  aoUe  namea  to  eterni- 
iMLIcty. 
S&ML  AndaodoL 
S  SoU.  An  esceUent  TiUaia ! 
1  Sold,  A  more  sweet  piooa  knave,  I  never 

heanlyet 
I  SdkL  He  waa  happy  he  waa  taacal,  to  come 
tathisL 

Enter  Achobeus. 

Who  is  this?  a  priest? 

8^.  Oh,  stav,  most  holy  sir ! 
And,  by  the  gods  of  Ecypt,  I  conjure  ye, 
H  ud  yeat  Osiria,  pi^  Bie, 
r^akNdenmaii!  and  tell  me  traly, 
WMk  akat  moat  humble  aacrifioe  I  may 
Wash  off  my  sin,  and  appease  the  powers,  that 
hateme? 

Tab  from  my  heart  those  thoasand  thoosand  f u- 

-,      nes, 

inat  resdesa  ^mw  itpon  my  life,  and  mvc  me ! 

Orestes^  bk)ody  hands  fell  on  hu  mother, 

Tct  at  dK  holy  almr  hf  waa  paniQjwd. 


ulcAor.  Oieates  out  of  aftadncsa  did  bis  murder, 
And  therefore  he  found  grace :   Thou,  worst  of 

all  men. 
Out  of  cold  blood,  and  hope  of  gain,  base  lucre, 
Slewest  thine  own  feedec !   Come  not  near  the 

altaiv 
Nor  with  thy  reeking  hands  pollute'  the  sacrifice; 
Thou  art  martied  for  shame  eternal !         [Exi$. 

Sept  Look  all  on  me. 
And  let  me  be  a  stoiy,  left  to  time. 
Of  blood  and  infamy !  How  base  and  usly 
Ingratitude  appears,  with  all  her  proAts! 
How  monstrous  my  hoped  grace  at  court !  Good 

soldien, 
Let  neither  flattery,  nor  the  witching  sonad 
Of  high  and  soft  preferment,  touch  your  goodness : 
To  be  valiant,  old,  and  honest,  oh,  what  blessed- 
ness! 

1  SM.  Dost  thou  want  any  thing? 
Sept  Nothing  but  your  prayers. 

2  Sold.  Be  thus,  and  let  the  blind  priest  do  his 

worst; 
WeVe  gods  aa  well  as  they,  and  they  will  hear  us. 

3  iSoM.  Coaae,  cry  no  more :  Thou  hast  wept 

out  twenQr  Pompcys. 

Enter  Photinvs  and  Achillas. 

Pko,  So  penitent? 

AcM  It  seeaos  so. 

Pho.  Yet  for  all  this 
We  must  employ  him. 

1  Sold,  These  are  the  armed  soldier-leaders : 
Away,  and  let's  to  the  fort;  we  shall  be  snapt 
else.  [Exeunt, 

Pho.  How  now  ?  Why  thus  ?  What  caose  of 
this  dejection  ? 

AckU.  Why  dost  thou  vreep? 

Sept.  Pray  leave  me ;  you  nave  ruined  me, 
You  nave  made  me  a  famous  villain ! 

Pho.  Does  that  touch  thee  ? 

AehiL  He  win  be  haid  to  win. 

PAa  He  must  be  won,  or  we  shall  waat  our 
right  hand. 
This  fellow  dares^  and  kmiws,  and  must  be  heart* 

ened. 
Art  thou  so  poor  to  blenoh  at  what  diou  hast  done? 
Is  conscience  a  comrade  for  an  cdd  8(Mer  ? 

AchiL  It  is  not  that;  it  may  be  some  disgrace^ 
That  he  takes  heavily,  and  would  be  cherished. 
Septimius  ever  scorned  to  shew  such  weakness. 

Sept.  Let  me  alone ;  I  am  not  for  your  pur* 
pose; 
I  am  now  a  new  man. 

Pho,  We  liave  new  a&irs  for  thee; 
Those,  that  will  raise  thy  head. 

Sept.  I  would  it  were  oS, 
And  in  your  bellies,  for  the  love  jou  bear  me  1 
m  be  no  more  knave ;  I  have  stmgs  enough 
Already  in  my  breast. 

Pho.  Thou  shalt  be  noble; 
And  who  dares  thuik  thea,  that  thou  art  not  ho* 
nest? 
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AehU.  Thou  shalt  oonuDand  in  chief  all  our 
strong  forces ; 
And  if  thou  servest  an  use,  must  not  all  justify 
it? 

af  .  I  am  ropie  enObgb. 
9.  Thou  wilt  be  more  and  baser  ; 
A  poor  rogue's  all  ro^es,  open  to  ail  shames ; 
Nothing  to  shadow  hxn.    Dost  thou  think  crying 
Can  keep  thee  from  the  censure  of  the  multi- 
tude ? . 
Or  to  be  kneeling  at  the  akar,  save  thee  ? 
lis  poor  and  serrile !   Wert  thou  thine  own  sa- 
crifice, 
^would  seem  so  low,  people  would  spit  the  fire 
out 
AcluL  Keep  thyself  glorious  still,  though  ne'er 
so  stained, 
And  that  will  lessen  it,  if  not  work  it  out 
To  go  complaining  thus,  and  thus  repenting. 
Like  a  poor  girl  &t  had  betrayed  ner  maiden- 
he^ 
Sept,  I'll  stop  mine  ears. 
AthiL  Will  shew  so  in  a  soldier. 
So  simply  and  so  ridiculously,  so  tamely- 


Pho.  If  people  would  believe  thee,  it  were  some 
honesty ; 

And  for  thy  penitence  would  not  laugh  at  thee, 
(As  sure  they  will)  and  beat  thee,  for  thy  poverty ; 
If  they'd  allow  tl^  foolery,  there  were  some  hope. 
Sept,  My  foolery  ? 

Pho,  Nay,  more  than  that,  thy  misery, 
Thy  monstrous  misery. 

AckiL  lie  begins  to  hearken. 

Thy  °userv  so  ereat,  men  will  not  bury  thee. 
Sept,  That  this  were  true ! 
Pho,  Why  does  this  conquering  Cfesar 
Labour  through  the  world's  deep  seas  of  toils  and 

troubles, 
Dangers,  and  desperate  hopes }  to  repent  after^ 

wards? 
Why  does  he  slaughter  thousands  in  a  battle, 
Ana  whip  his  country  frith  the  sword  }  to  cry  for 

it? 
Tbcm  killedst  great  Pompey :  Hell  kill  all  his 

l^indrcd. 
And  jAstify  it ;  nay,  raise  up  trophies  to  it 
When  thou  hearcst  him  repent  (he  is  held  most 
holy  Xioo^ 


And  cry  for  doing  daily  bloody  murden» 
Take  thou  example,  and  go  ask  forgiveness; 
Call  up  the  thin^  thou  namest  thy  coosdeooe. 
And  let  it  work ;  then  'twill  seem  well^  Sepd- 
mius. 

Sept^  He  does  all  this, 

AchiL  Yes,  and  is  hononred  for  it; 
Nay,  called  the  honoured  Casar :  So  mayst  dxn 

be; 
Thou  wert  bom  as  near  a  crown  as  he« 

Sept,  He  was  poor. 

Pho,  And  desperate  bloody  tricks  got  kin  this 
credit 

Seot,  I  am  afraid  you  will  once  more 

Pho,  Help  to  raise  thee. 
Off  with  thy  pining  black ;  it  dulls  a  soldiei^ 
And  put  on  resolution  ISce  a  man: 
A  noole  fate  waits  on  thee. 

Sept,  I  now  feel 
Myself  retonuBS  rascal  speedily. 
Oh,  that  I  had  Uie  power 

AekU,  Thou  shalt  have  all ; 
And  do  all  through  thy  power.    Men  shall  ad- 
mire thee. 
And  the  vices  of  Septimius  shall  turn  virtues. 

Sept.  0%  off!  thou  must  off;  o^  my  cowar- 
dice ! 
Puling  repentance,  off! 

PAo.  ^y  ow  thou  speakest  nobly. 

Sept,  0%  my  dejected  looks,  and  welcome,  im- 
pudence ! 
My  darmg  shall  be  dei^,  to  save  me. 
Give  me  instructions,  and  put  action  on  me, 
A  glorious  cause  upon  my  sword's  poini^  gen- 
tlemen,. 
And  let  my  wit  and  valour  work.   Yon  wtUiaiie 

me. 
And  make  me  out-dare  aU  my  miseries. 

Pho.  All  this,  and  all  thy  wishes. 

Sept,  Use  me,  then. 
Womanish  fear,  farewell !  I'll  never  melt  morr- 
Lead  on  to  some  peat  thing,  to  wake  xny  spirk! 
I  cut  the  cedar  Pompey,  and  FU  fell 
Thia  huge  oak  Cesar,  too. 

Pho,  Now  thou  singest  sweetly. 
And  Ptolpmy  shall  crown  thee  for  thy  servioa 

AMI.  He's  well  wrought ;  put  him  on  apace, 
before  CQoUng.  [Exeunt^ 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L 


Enter  Caisah,  Antony,  and  Dolabella, 

Ant,  The  tumult  still  encreases. 

Cetar,  Oh,  my  fortune ! 
My  lustful  folly  rather !  But  'tis  well. 
And  worthily  Vm  made  a  bondman's  prey. 
That  (after  all  my  glorious  victories, 
In  which  I  passed  so  ipany  sens  of  dangers, 
When  all  the  elements  cunspin^d  against  me) 


Would  yield  up  the  dominion  of  this  bead 
To  any  mortal  power ;  so  blind  and  stupid^ 
To  trust  these  base  Egyptians,  that  proclaimed 
Their  perjuries  in  noble  Pompe/s  death. 
And  yet  that  could  not  warn  me  ! 

DoL  Be  still  Caesar, 
Who  ever  loved  to  exercise  his  fate. 
Where  danger  looked  most  dreadful. 

Ant,  If  you  fall. 
Fall  not  alone ;  let  the  king  and  hi^ 
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Be  hoM  ia  your  ruins :  On  ray  life,  < 

Thrr  bolb  are  gnilty !  Reason  may  assore  you, 
Phociaas  oor  Achillas  dunt  attempt  you, 
Or  tkake  one  dart,  or  sword,   aimed  at  your 

safety, 
WitboQt  thor  warrant. 

CrMr.  For  the  young  Icins^  t  know  not 
Hoir  he  may  be  misled ;  but  for  bis  master, 
rocainUed  Cleopatra,  'twere  a  kind 
Of  blasphemy  to  doul^  her :  Ugly  trea»)n 
Dunt  oerer  dwell  in  such  a  glorious  building ; 
Nor  caa  so  clemr  and  great  a  spirit  as  hers  w 
Admit  of  falsehood. 

AmL  het  OS  aeiae  on  him  then ; 
Aod  ieate  her  to  her  fortune. 

Jki  If  he  have  power, 
Tk  it  to  your  security,  and  let 
lli«  hoBttty  aoqmt  him ;  if  he  be  false, 
Unu»  creat  an  honour  he  should  die 
Bj  fnr  vactori^ns  hand. 

fcMr.  He  oomes,  and  I 
•Shs/i  do  as  I  find  cause. 

C«ffr  Ptolomy,  AcBOREtrs,  dnd  ApollodoIlus. 

Ptol.  Let  not  great  Cesar 
Impaft  the  breach  of  hospitality 
To  vm^  my  goesf,  to  me !  I  am  contemned, 
And  my  rebellious  subjects  lift  their  hands 
•liaimt  my  head ;  and  'would  they  aimed  no  fur^ 

ther, 
ProtWed,  that  I  fell  a  sacrifice 
To  ^n  you  safety  !  That  this  is  not  feigned, 
TV  bokiness  of  my  innocence  may  conHrm  you : 
IM  I  been  priry  to  their  bloody  plot, 
I  now  had  led  them  oo,  and  given  lair  gloss 
Tj  their  bad   cause,    by   being   present    with 

them; 
Bat  t  that  yet  taste  of  the  |}unishment 
U  being  false  to  Pompey,  will  not  make 
i^  seond  fault  to  Cesar,  unoompellcd : 
^Ith  such  as  have  not  yet  shook  off  obedience, 
1  vield  myself  to  you,  and  will  take  part 
fo  »ll  your  dangers. 

C'^^tr.  This  pleads  your  eicnse. 
And  I  reoeire  it. 

Atkor.  If  thev  have  any  touch 
|>f  jukUce,  or  religion,  I  will  use 
'IV  aothority  of  our  gods,  to  call  them  back 
FniB  cbeir  bad  purpose^ 

ApoL  Thb  part  of  the  palace 
1«  «ct  defemible ;  we  may  make  it  good 
*I*i]  TOUT  powers  rescue  o& 

C^.  Cesar  benc^  ? 
f)fc.  scarn  to  my  great  actions  \  Twns  my  custom, 
Aa  anvy  foatod,  as  my  feet  had  wiiigs, 
T<»  he  ftnt  in  die  chase ;  nor  walla,  nor  bulwarks 
i^mM  eoaid  diose,  that  escaped  the  battle's  fdiy, 
I*  ny«  tias  strow  arm ;  and  I  U>  be  enclosed ! 
^?»  heaart!  ny  heart!  But 'tis  necessity, 
T  •»  whach  the  gods  must  yield,  and  I  obey, 
* i lU  I  radiua it  by  some  glorious  way.  \Extuni, 


SCENE  n. 

l^Mar  PflOTiKUSy  Achillas,  Septimius,  and 

Pho,  There's  no  retiring  now ;  we  are  liroke 
in; 
The  deed  past  hope  of  pardon.    If  we  prosper. 
Twill  be  stiled  lawful,  and  we  shall  give  laws 
To  those,  that  now  command  us :  Stop  not  at 
Or  loyalty,  or  doty ;  bold  ambitbn 
To  dare,  and  priwer  to  do,  |^ve  the  first  diflference 
Between  the  king  and  subject*    Cesar's  motto^ 
Aui  Cmmr  oa^  nikilf  each  of  us  must  daim, 
And  use  it  as  our  own. 

AekiL  The  deed  is  bloody, 
If  we  conclude  in  Ptolom/s  death. 

PAo.  Tlie  better; 
The  globe  of  empire  must  be  so  manured^ 

Sept.  Rome,  that  from  Romtdus  first  to6k  her 
name. 
Had  her  walls  watered  with  a  crimson  shower. 
Drained  from  a  brother's  heart;  nor  was  she 

raised 
To  this  prodigious  height»  that  overlooks 
Three  tuU  parts  of  the  eartli^  that  pay  her  tribute^ 
But  by  enlaiging  of  her  ^larrow  bounds, 
BjT  the  sack  of  ucighhour  citiesy  not  made  hers 
Till  they  were  cemented  with  the  blood  of  thosc^ 
That  did  possess  them  :  Cesar,  Ptolomy, 
Now  I  am  steeled,  to  me  are  empty  names. 
Esteemed  as  Pompey's  was. 

Pko.  Well  said,  Septimius  I 
Thou  now  art  right  again. 

AchiL  But  what  course  take  we 
For  the  princess  Cleopatra  ? 

Pho.  Let  her  live 
A  while,  to  make  us  sport ;  she  shall  authorise 
Our  undertakings  to  the  ignorant  people. 
As  if  whaC  we  do  were  by  her  command  r 
But,  our  triumvirate  government  once  confirmed, 
She  bears  her  brother  company :  That's  my  pro- 
vince; 
Leave  me  to  work  hen 

AchU.  I  will  uudcrtokc 
For  Ptolomy^ 

Sept.  Cesar  shall  be  my  task  % 
And  tis  in  Pompey  I  l)egan  a  name, 
rU  perfect  it  in  Cfiesar ! 

Enter  above,   CiESAR,    Ptolomy,    Acroreu'^ 
Apollodorus,  Antony,  aar/ Dolabella. 

Pho.  Tis  resolved  then ; 
We'll  fcircc  our  passage. 

AckiL  Sec,  tliey  do  appear, 
As  they  desired  a  parley. 

Pho.  I  am  proud  yet 
r  have  brought  them  to  capitulate. 

Ptol.  Now,  Photinus? 

Pho.  Now,  Ptolomy  ? 

PtoL  No  addition? 

Pho.  We  are  equal. 
Though  Cesar's  name  were  put  into  tfaa  scale, 
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In  whidi  our  worth  is  weired. 

Camr.  Presumptuous  villain ! 
Upon  what  grounds  hast  thou  presumed  to  raise 
Tnj  servile  hand  against  the  king  ?  or  me, 
TbaX  have  a  greater  name  ? 

Fho.  On  those,  by  which 
Thou  didst  presume  to  pass  the  Rubicon 
Against  the  laws  of  llome ;  and,  at  the  name 
Of  traitor,  smile,  as  thou  didst,  when  Maroellus, 
The  consul,  with  the  senate's  full  consent, 
Pronounced  thee  for  an  enemy  to  thy  country : 
Yet  thou  went' St  on,  and  thy  rebellious  cause 
Was  crowned  with  fair  success.    Why  should  we 

fear,  then  ? 
Think  on  that,  Caesar ! 

Casar,  Oh,  the  gods !  be  braved  thun  ? 
And  be  compelled  to  bear  this  from  a  slave, 
That  would  not  brook  great  Pompey  his  superior ! 

AchiL  Thy  glories  now  have  touched  the  high* 
est  point, 
And  must  aescend. 

Pho.  Despair,  and  tlunk  we  stand 
The  champions  of  Rome,  to  wreak  her  wrongs, 
tJp<m  whose  liberty  thou  hast  set  thy  foot. 

Sept.  And  that  the  ghosu  of  all  those  noble 
Romans, 
That  by  thy  sword  fell  in  thb  civil  war, 
Expect  revenge. 

Ant.  Darest  tliou  speak,  and  remember 
There  was  a  Pompey  r 

Pho.  There's  no  hope  to  escape  us : 
If  that,  against  the  odds  we  have  upon  you. 
You  dare  come  forth  and  fight,  recenre  the  honour 
To  di<(  like  Romans;  if  ve  faint,  resolve 
To  starve  like  wretches  f  I  disdain  to  change 
Another  syllable  with  you. 

Ant4  Let  us  die  nobly ; 

[Exeunt  Pho.  AchiL  Sept. 
And  rather  fall  upon  each  other's  sword, 
Than  come  into  tnese  villains'  hands. 

Coiar.  That  fortune. 
Which  to  this  hour  hath  been  a  friend  Co  Cesar, 
Though  for  a  while  she  doathe  her  brow  with 

frowns. 
Will  smile  again  upon  me :  Who  will  pay  her 
Or  sacrifice,  or  vows,  if  slie  forsake 
Her  best  of  works  in  me  ?  or  suffisr  him, 
Whom  with  a  strong  hand  she  hath  led  triumphant 
Through  the  whole  western  world,  and  Rome  ac- 
knowledged 
Her  sovereign  lord,  to  end  ingloHousIy 
A  life  admired  by  all  ?  The  threatened  danger 
Must,  by  a  way  more  horrid,  be  avoided. 
And  I  will  run  the  hazard.    Fire  the  palace^ 
And  the  rich  magazines,  that  nei^bour  it, 
In  which  the  wealth  of  Egypt  is  contained ! 
Start  not  \  it  shall  be  so ;  that  while  the  people 
Labour  in  quenching  the  ensuing,  flames. 
Like  Csesar,  with  this  handful  w  my  friends^ 
Through  fire,  and  swords,  I  force  a  passage  to 
My  conquering  legions.    Kin^  if  thou  darest,  fol- 
low, 


Where  Caesar  leads;  or  live,  or  die^  a  fVeemtnJ 
If  not,  stay  hese  a  bondman  to  thy  sbve. 
And,  dead,  be  thought  unworthy  of  a  grave ! 

\EMunt. 

SCENE  m. 

^nter  Septimius. 

Sept.  I  fedl  my  resolution  melts  again, 
And  that  I  am  not  knave  alone,  but  fool. 
In  all  my  purposes.    This  devil  Photinus 
Employs  me  as  aproperty,  and,  grown  uselcsi^ 
Will  shake  me  off  again :  He  lold  me  so^ 
When  I  killed  Pompey;  nor  can  I  hope  better, 
When  Cssar  is  dispatched.    Services  done 
For  such  as  only  study  their  own  ends, 
Too  great  to  be  rewarded,  are  returned 
With  deadly  hate :  I  learned  tbk  principle 
In  his  own  school.    Yet  still  he  fools  me;  well; 
And  yet  he  trusts  me :  Since  I  in  my  nature 
Was  fashioned  to  be  false,  wherefore  shdold  I, 
That  killed  my  general,  and  a  Ronuuv  one, 
To  whom  I  owed  all  nourishments  of  life. 
Be  true  to  an  Egyptian  ?  To  save  Caofiar, 
And  turn  Photinur  plots  on  his  own  head, 
(As  it  is  in  mv  power)  redeem  my  ci^edil. 
And  live,  to  lie,  and  swear  again  in  tehion. 
Oh, 'twere  a  master>pieoe !  Ha !  curse  me  \  Casar? 
How  has  he  got  off? 

l^nter  Casar,  Ptolomt,  Antont,  Dolabella, 
AcHOREus,  Apollodorus,  and  mMem. 

C^uar.  The  fire  has  took. 
And  shews  the  city  like  a  second  Troy ; 
The  navy  too  is  scorched ;  the  people  greedy    . 
To  save  their  wealdi  ami  houses^    wm&e  thnr 

soldiers 
Make  spoil  of  all :  Only  Achillas^  troops 
Make  good  their  guard],  break  tfaroi^  them,  we 

are  safe* 
ni  lead  you  like  a  thmider-bolt ! 

iS^^  Stay,  Caesar. 

Ccaar,  Who's  this  ?  the  dog  Septimiaa? 

Ant.  Cut  his  throat 

DoL  You  barked  but  now ;  fawn  you  so  soon  f 

Sept.  Oh,  hear  me ! 
What  ru  detiver  is  for  Cnar's  safety. 
For  all  your  eood« 

Ant.  Good  from  a  mouth  like  thine. 
That  never  belched  but  blasphemy  and 
On  festival  days  I 

Sept.  I  am  an  altered  man. 
Altered  indeed;  and  I  will  nve  you 
To  say  I  am  a  Roman. 

DoL  Rogue,  I  grant  thee. 

Sept.  Trust  me^  111  make  the 
a&deasy. 
For  your  escape. 

Ant.  ni  trust  the  devil ! 
And  make  a  safer  bargaiar 

Sept.  I  am  trusted    . 
With  aU  Photiaus' 
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Ant.  Iliere's  no  doubt  tlien, 
Thoa  wk  be  false. 

Sept.  Sail  to  te  tnie  to  you. 

JhL  And  very  likely. 

Casar.  Be  bnef ;  the  means? 

Sept.  Thus,  Caesar : 
To  me  alooe,  but  bound  by  terrible  oaths 
Not  to  discover  it,  he  hath  revealed 
A  dismal  vault,  whose  dreadful  mouth  does  open 
A  mile  beyoud  the  city :  In  this  cave 
lie  but  two  hours  concealed. 

Amt.  If  you  believe  him. 
Hell  bury  us  alive. 

DoL  ni  fly  in  the  air  first 

Sept.  Then  in  the  dead  of  night,  1*11  bring  you 
back 
into  a  private  room,  where  you  shall  find 
Fhotmas,  and  Achillas^  and  the  rest 
Of  their  commanders,  close  at  counsel. 

Ccsir.  Good; 
What  fellows  ? 

Sept.  Fall  me  fairly  on  their  throats : 
Thdr  heads  cut  off  and  shorn,  the  multitude  ' 
WiSi  easily  disperse. 

Cemr.  Oh,  devil !  away  with  him  ! 
Nor  true  to  friend  nor  enemy  ?  Cesar  scorns 
To  find  his  safety,  or  revenge  his  wron;^ 
So  base  a  way  ;  or  owe  the  means  of  hfe 
To  finch  a  leprous  traitor !  I  have  towered 
For  victory,  take  a  falcon  in  the  clouds, 
Not  digged  for  it,  like  a  mole.    Our  swords,  and 

cause, 
Make  way  for  us :  And  that  it  may  appear 
We  took  a  noble  course,  and  hate  base  treason, 
Sooie  soldiers,  that  would  merit  Casar^s  favour, 
llaoe  him  on  yonder  turret,  and  then  follow 
Tbe  une,  this  sword  makes  for  you.  [Exit. 

ISM  Here  is  a  belt; 
ThoQ^  I  die  for  it,  HI  use  it. 

S  Sold.  Tis  too  good 
To  tniss  a  cur  in. 

Sept.  Save  mc  !  here  is  gold. 

iSold.  If  Rome 
Were  ofiered  for  thy  ransom,  it  could  not  holp 
riiec. 

1  Sold.  Goad  htm  on  with  thy  sword  I 
Thou  dost  deserve  a  wurser  end ;  and  may 
All  sadi  conclude  so,  diat  their  friends  betray ! 

[Ejeeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Eitterteteralfy,  Arsinoe,  Eros,  and  Cleopatra. 

An.  We  are  lost  1 

£roi.  Undone ! 

An.  Coofosion,  fire  and  swords, 
Aod  fiuy  in  the  soldiers^  face  more  horrid, 
Cirde  us  round ! 

£rof.  The  king's  command  they  laugh  at, 
And  jter  at  Caesar^s  threats. 

An.  My  brother  seized  on 
By  the  Roman,  as  thought  guilty  of  the  tuo^ult. 

Vol.  I. 


And  forced  to  bear  him  company,  as  marked  out 
For  his  protection,  or  revenge. 

Eros,  They  have  broke 
Into  my  cabinet ;  my  trunks  are  ransacked. 

Ars.  IVe  lost  my  jewels  too;  but  that's  the 
least: 
The  barbarous  rascals,  against  all  humanity 
Or. sense  of  pity,  have  killed  my  little  dog, 
And  broke  my  monkey's  chain. 

Erox.  They  rifled  me : 
But  that  I  could  endure,  and  tire  them  too, 
Would  they  proceed  no  further. 

Art.  Oh,  my  sister ! 

Erot.  My  queen,  my  mistress ! 

Ars.  Can  you  stana  unmoved,  when 
The  earthquake  of  rebellion  sliakes  the  city. 
And  the  court  trembles  ? 

Cleo.  Yes,  Arsinoe, 
And  with  a  masculine  constancy  deride 
Fortune's  worst  malice,  as  a  servant  to 
My  virtues,  not  a  mistress :  Then  we  forsake 
The  strong  fort  of  ourselves,  when  we  once  yield, 
Or  shrink  at  her  assaults ;  I  am  still  myself^ 
And  though. disrobed  of  sovereignty,  and  ravished 
Of  ceremonious  duty,  that  attends  it ; 
Nay,  grant  they  had  slaved  my  body,  my  free 

mind. 
Like  to  the  palm-tree  walling  fruitful  Nile, 
Shall  grow  up  straighter,  and  enlarge  itself. 
Spite  of  the  envious  weight,  that  loads  it  mth. 
1  nink  of  thy  birth,  Arsinoe ;  common  burdens 
Fit  common  shoulders :  Teach  the  multitude, 
By  suffering  nobly  what  they  fear  to  touch  a^ 
The  greatness  of  thy  mind  does  soar  a  pitch. 
Their  dim  eyes,  darkened  by  their  narrow  souls, 
Cannot  arrive  at. 

An,  I  am  new  created. 
And  owe  tliis  second  being  to  you,  best  sister ; 
For  now  I  feel  you  have  infused  into  me 
Part  of  vour  fortitude. 

Eros.  I  still  am  fearful : 
I  da^e  not  tell  a  lie :  You,  that  were  born 
Daughters  and  sisters  unto  kings,  may  nourish 
Great  thoughts,  which  I,  that  am  your  humble 

handmaid. 
Must  not  presume  to  rival. 

Cleo.  Yet,  my  Eros, 
Though  thou  hast  profited  nothing  by  observing 
The  whole  course  of  my  life,  learn  in  my  deatli, 
Though  not  to  equal,  yet  to  imitate, 
Thy  fearless  mistress. 

JSI»/erPHOTiNUS. 

Eros.  Oh,  a  man  in  arms ! 
His  weapon  drawn  too  ! 

Cleo.  Though  upon  the  point 
Death  sat,  I'll  meet  it,  and  out-dare  the  danger. 

Pluk  Keep  the  watch  strong;  and  guard  die 
passage  sure, 
That  leads  into  the  sea. 

Cleo.  What  sea  of  rudeness 
Breaks  in  upon  us  ?  or  what  subjectfs  breads 


1^ 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[BEAUItDHT  If 


Dare  raise  a  stonn^  when  we  fiommend  a  calm? 

Are  duty  and  obedienoe  fled  to  heaven. 

And,  in  their  room,  ambitioD  and  pride 

Sent  into  E^Tpt?  That  face  ipeaks  thee  Photinut, 

A  thing,  thy  mother  brought  mto  the  world 

IVIy  brothers  and  my  slave :  But  t)^  behaviour, 

Opposed  to  that,  an  insolent  intruder 

Upon  that  so^ereifnty,  thou  shouldat  bow  to  j 

If  in  the  gulph  of  nase  ingratitude. 

All  loyalty  to  Ptolomy  the  kiac 

Be  swallowed  up,  remember  who  I  am, 

Whose  daughter,  and  whose  sister ;  or,  suppose 

That  is  forgot  too,  let  the  name  of  Ciesar 

(Which  nations  quake  at)  stop  thy  desperate  mad- 


From  nmnittg  headlong  on  to  thy  confusion. 
Throw  from  thee  quickly  those  rebellious  arms, 
And  let  me  read  submission  in  thine  eyes ; 
Thy  wrongs  to  us  we  will  not  only  nanlon. 
But  be  a  ready  advocate  to  pleacf  for  thee 
To  Cesar  and  my  brother. 
PMo,  Plead  my  pardon ! 
To  you  I  bow ;  but  scorn  as  much  to  stoop  thus 
To  Ptolomy,  to  Caesar,  nay  the  gods. 
As  to  put  off  the  figure  of  a  man. 
And  change  my  essence  with  a  sensual  beast : 
All  my  designs,  my  counsels,  and  dark  ends. 
Were  aimed  to  purchase  you. 

Cleo,  How  durst  thou,  being 
The  scorn  of  baseness,  nourish  such  a  thought ! 
Fho.  They,  that  have  power,  are  royal;  and 
those  base. 
That  live  at  the  devotion  of  another. 
What  birth  save  Ptolomy,  or  fortune  Cesar, 
Bj  engines  fashioned  in  this  Protean  anvil, 
I  have  made  mine ;  and  only  stoop  at  you, 
Whom  I  would  still  preserve  free,  to  oommand 

me. 
For  Cesar's  frowns,  they  are  below  my  thoughts ; 
And,  but  in  these  fair  eyes  I  still  have  read 
The  story  of  a  monarchy  supreme. 
To  whidb  all  hearts,  with  mine,  gladly  pay  tri- 
bute, 
Photinus*  name  had  loqg  sinoe  heen  as  great 
As  Ptolomy's  e'er  was,  or  Cesar's  is. 
This  made  me,  as  a  weaker  tie,  to  unloose 
The  knot  of  loyalty,  that  chained  my  freedom. 
And  slight  the  fear,  that  Cesar's  threats  might 


cause : 


That  I  and  they  might  see  no  sun  appear, 
But  Cleopatra,  in  the  Egyptian  sphere. 

Cleo,  Oh,  giant-like  ambition,  married  to 
Cymerian  darkness !  Inconsiderate  fool  ? 
Can  there  be  gods,  and  hear  this^  and  no  thunder 
Ram  thee  into  the  earth ! 

Pho,  They  are  asleep, 
And  cannot  hear  thee :  Or,  with  nnen  eyes 
Did  Jove  look  on  us,  I  would  laugn  and  swear 
That  his  artillery  is  cloyed  by  me : 
Or,  if  that  tliey  nave  power  to  hurt,  his  bolts 
Are  in  my  hand. 

Cleo*  Most  impious  I 


Pho.  I  vnl  tame 
That  haughty  courage,  and  make  it  sloop  too. 

Cleo.  Never! 
I  was  bom  to  oommand,  and  I  will  die  so. 

Enter  Achillas,  and  Sotdien^  with  the  body  (f 

Ptolmny. 

Pho.  The  king  dead?  This  is  afair  entnnoeto 
Our  future  happiness. 

Artf  Oh,  dear  brot^r! 

Cieo.  Weep  not,  Arsinoe,  (common  women  do 
so) 
Nor  lose  a  tear  for  him ;  it  caniiot  help  him; 
But  study  to  die  nobly, 

Pho.  Cesar  fled? 
^Tis  deadly  aconite  to  my  cold  heart ; 
It  choaks  my  vital  spirits !  Where  was  your  csie! 
Did  the  guards  sleep  ? 

Achil.  He  rousea  them  with  his  aaroid ; 
(We  talk  of  Mars,  but  I  am  sure  hie  counge 
Admits  of  no  comparison  but  itself !) 
And,  as  inspired  by  him,  his  following  friends, 
With  such  a  confidence  as  young  eaglets  prey, 
Under  the  large  wing  of  their  fiercer  dam, 
Brake  through  our  troops,  and  scattered  them. 

He  went  on. 
But  still  pursued  by  us :  When,  on  the  sodden, 
He  turned  his  head,  and  from  tus  eyes  flew  terror, 
Which  struck  in  us  no  less  fear  and  amaaeinent, 
Than  if  we  had  encountered  with  the  ligbtninf^ 
Hurled  from  Jove*s  cloudy  brow. 

Cleo.  Twas  like  my  Cesar ! 

Achil.  We  fallen  l)Bck,  he  made  on ;  and,  as 
our  fear 
Had  parted  from  us  with  his  dreadfol  looks, 
Again  we  followed :  But,  got  near  the  aea, 
On  which  his  navy  anchored,  in  one  band 
Holding  a  scroll  he  had  above  the  wayes^ 
And  in  the  otlier  grasping  fast  his  sword. 
As  it  had  been  a  trident  forged  by  Vulcan 
To  calm  the  raging  ocean,  he  made  away. 
As  if  he  had  been  Neptune ;  his  friends,  like 
So  many  Tritons  followed,  dicir  bold  shouts 
Yielding  a  chearful  music.    We  showered  darts 
Upon  them,  but  in  vain ;  they  reached  their  ships : 
And  in  their  safety  we  are  sunk ;  for  Cxsar 
Prepares  for  war, 

Pho.  How  fell  the  king  ? 

Achil.  Unable 
To  follow  Cesar,  he  was  trod  to  death 
By  the  pursuers,  and  with  him  the  prieat 
Of  Isisy  good  Achoreu^. 

Ar$.  May  tlie  earth 
Lie  gently  on  their  ashes ! 

Pho.  I  feel  now. 
That  there  are  powers  above  us';  and  thsit  *us  no( 
Within  tlie  searcliing  policies  of  man 
To  alter  their  decrees. 

Cleq.  I  laugh  at  thee ! 
Where  are  thy  threats  now,  fool?  diy  9CO&  aal 

scorns 
Against  the  gods  ?  I  see  calamity 
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[Shout  within. 


Is  the  kic  nistras  of  retigion, 

And  on  convert  wi  sthdst. 
Pki  Oh,  they  oome ! 

Mtuaim  Ml  on  me !  Oh,  for  him  to  die, 

Hat  pboed  his  hemTen  oo  emithy  is  an  assurance 
Ofhis desoeat  to  beU !  Where  shaU  I  hide  me ? 
Ihe  ireiteat  daring  to  a  man  dishonest. 
Is  bat  ■  bastard  courage,  ever  fainting,      [Exit. 

EMttr  Cfum,  Sceta,  Antony,  and  Dola- 

BELLA. 

CMitr.  Look  on  your  Csesar !  banish  fear,  my 
fairest; 
T<n  aoir  tie  safe ! 

See.  Bf  Venns^  not  a  kiss 
Till  oar  wfuk  be  done !   The  traitors  once  di^ 

pitched, 
Toit,iadwel]  cry  aim. 
Coar.  I  will  be  speedy. 

[JBjreim/  Cmor  and  train. 
Cleo.  Farewell  again! — ^Arsinoc!   How  sow, 
Em? 
Ever  riiat-hearted? 

£rH.  Bat  that  I  am  assured 
YW  doeliency  caa  oonunand  the  general, 
I  for  the  soldiera. 


Cleo.  He  is  all  honour; 
Sot  do  I  now  repent  me  of  my  favours. 
Nor  can'  f  think  nature  e'er  made  a  woman. 
That  in  her  prime  deserved  him. 

Enter  Casar,  Sceva,  Antony,  Dolabella^ 
and  Soldien,  with  the  headt. 

An.  He's  come  back. 

Cesar.  Pursue  no  further;  curb  the  soldiers^ 
fury! 
See,  beauteous  mistress,  their  accursed  heads^ 
That  did  conspire  against  us. 

See.  Furies  plague  them ! 
They  had  too  tair  an  end,  to  die  like  soldiers : 
Pompey  fell  by  the  sword ;  the  cross  or  halter 
Should  have  dispatched  theHi. 

Ceiar.  All's  but  death,  good  Sceva ; 
Be  therefore  satisfied.    And  now,  my  dearest^ 
Look  upon  Csesar,  as  he  still  appeared, 
A  conqueror !  And,  this  unfortunate  kitig 
Bntombed  with  honour,  we'll  to  Rome,  where 

Ciesar 
Will  shew  he  can  give  kingdoms;  for  the  senate, 
I  Thy  brother  dead,  shall  wUlingly  decree 
The  crown  of  Egypt^  that  waa  ms,  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  omne$. 
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MEN. 

Caratach,  general  of  the  Britonty  cousin  to 
Bonduca, 

Nennius,  a  great  ioldiery  a  British  commander, 

Hengo,  a  brave  boy,  nephew  to  Caratach, 

Suetonius,  general  to  the  Roman  army  in  Bri^' 
tain. 

Pen  I  us,  a  brave  Roman  commander,  but  stub- 
born to  the  general, 

Junius,  a  Roman  captain,  in  love  with  Bondu- 
caU  daughter, 

Petillius,  another  Roman  captain. 


Regulus,"v 

CURIUS,     J 

Judas,  a  corporal,  a  cowardly  hungry  knave. 

Herald, 

Druids. 

Soldiers, 

WOMEN. 

Bonduca,  queen  of  the  Iceni,  a  brave  viragoi 
Her  two  daughters,  by  Prasutsgus. 


Scene, — Britain, 


ACT    L 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Bonduca^  Daughters,  Hen  go,  Nennius, 

and  Soldiers* 

Bond.  The  hivdy  Romans?  Oh,  ye  gods  of 
Bntaini 
The  rust  of  otius,  the  blushing  shame  of  soldiers ! 
Are  these  the  men,  that  conauer  by  inheritance  ? 
The  fortune-makers?  these  tfie  Juliansy 

Enter  Caratach. 

That  with  the  sun  measure  the  end  of  nature. 

Making  the  world  but  one  Rome,  and  one  Caesar? 

Shame,  how  they  flee !  Cesar's  soft  soul  dwells 
in  them ; 

Their  mothers  got  them  sleeping,  Pleasure  nursed 
them; 

Their  bodies  sweat  with  sweet  oils,  love's  allure- 
ments. 

Not  lusty  arms.  Dare  they  send  these  to  seek  us, 

These  Roman  girls  ?  is  Bntain  grown  so  wanton  ? 

Twice  we  have  beat  them,  Nennius,  scattered  them ; 

And  through  their  big-boned  Germans,  on  whose 
pikes 

The  honour  of  their  actions  sits  in  triumph. 


Made  themes  for  songs  to  shame  them :   And  a 

woman, 
A  woman  beat  them,  Nennius ;  a  weak  woman, 
A  woman,  beat  these  Romans ! 

Car.  So  it  seems ; 
A  man  would  shame  to  talk  so. 

Bond.  Who's  that? 

Car.  I. 

Bond,  Cousin,  do  you  grie\'e  my  fortunes  ? 

Car.  No,  Bonduca ; 
If  I  grieve,  it  is  the  bearing  of  your  fortunes : 
You  put  too  much  wind  to  your  sail ;  discrelioQ 
And  nardy  valour  are  the  twins  of  honour. 
And,  nursed  together,  make  a  conqueror  ; 
Divided,  but  a  talker.    Tis  a  truth. 
That  Rome  has  fled  before  us  twice,  and  routed; 
A  truth  we  ought  to  crown  the  gods  for,  lady, 
And  not  our  tongues ;  a  truth  is  none  of  ours. 
Nor  in  our  ends,  more  than  the  noble  bearing ; 
For  then  it  leaves  to  be  a  virtue,  lady. 
And  we,  that  have  been  victors,  beat  ourselves^ 
When  we  insult  upon  our  honour's  sulject. 

Bond.  My  valiant  cousin,  is  it  foul  to 
What  liberty  and  honour  bid  us  do^ 
And  what  the  gods  allow  us  ? 
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Cor.  No^Bonduca; 
So  what  we  saj  exceed  not  what  we  do. 
Yoo  call  die  Romans '  fearful,  fleetne  Romans, 
*  And  Aooian  giris,  the  lees  of  tainted  pleasures :' 
Does  this  beoG«ne  a  doer  ?  arc  they  such  ? 

AmJ.  They  are  no  more. 

Car.  Where  is  your  conquest  then  ? 
Why  are  your  aUars  crowned  with  wreaths  of 

flowers? 
The  hearts  with  gilt  horns  widting  for  the  fire  ? 
The  holy  Dniides  composing  songs 
Of  everb^ing  life  to  victory  ? 
Why  are  these  triumphs,  lady  ?  for  a  May-game  ? 
For  hontii^  a  poor  herd  of  wretched  Romans  ? 
Is  it  no  more  ?  Shut  up  your  temples,  Britons, 
And  let  the  husbandman  redeem  his  heifers, 
Pot  oat  our  holy  fires,  no  timbrel  ring, 
Lei's  home  and  sleep;  for  such  great  overthrows 
A  caaadle  boms  too  bright  a  sacrifice, 
A  glov-worm's  tail  too  full  of  flame.    Oh,  Nen- 

nios, 
ThoB  hadst  a  noble  uncle,  knew  a  Roman, 
And  how  to  speak  him,  how  to  give  him  weight 
In  bodi  his  fortunes. 

Bnul.  By  the  gods,  I  think 
YoQ  doat  upon  mese  Romans,  Caratach ! 

Cir.  Witness  these  wounds,  I  do ;  they  were 
fairiy  given : 
I  bre  an  enemy ;  I  was  bom  a  soldier ; 
And  he  that  in  the  head  of  his   troop  defies 
^        me. 

Beading  my  manly  body  with  his  sword, 
I  make  a  mistress.    Yellow-tressed  Hymen 
Ne'er  tied  a  longing  virgin  with  more  joy. 
Than  I  am  married  to  that  man,  that  wounds  me : 
And  are  not  all  these  Roman?  Ten  struck  battles 
I  locked  these  honoured  scars  from,   and   all 

Roman; 
Ten  jeais  of  bitter  nights  and  heavy  marches, 
(Whes  many  a  frozen  storm  sung  through  my 

cmrass, 
And  made  it  doubtful,  whether  that  or  I 
Weie  the  more  stubborn  metal)  have  I  wrought 

tbroogh. 
And  all  to  try  these  Romans.  Ten  times  a-night 
I  hare  swam  the  nvers,  when  the  stars  of  Rome 
Shot  at  me  as  I  floated,  and  the  billows 
Tombled  their  watry  ruins  on  my  shoulders. 
Charging  my  battered  sides  with  troops  of  agues; 
And  sdil  to  try  these  Romans,  whom  I  found 
(And,  if  I  lie,  my  wounds  be  henceforth  back- 
ward. 
And  be  you  witness,  gods,  and  all  my  dangers) 
As  ready,  and  as  full  of  tliat  I  brought, 
(Which  was  not  fear,  nor  flight)  as  valiant, 
As  vifplant,  as  wise,  to  do  and  suffer, 
hrtt  advanced  as  forward  as  the  Britons, 
Their  sleeps  as  short,  their  hopes  as  high  as  ours, 
Ajr,  and  as  subtle,  lady.    Tis  dishonour, 
AJxl,  followed,  will  be  impudence,  Bouduca, 
And  grow  to  no  belief,  to  tauit  these  Romans, 
ilare  not  I  seen  tlie  Britons 


Bond.  What } 

Car.  Disheartened, 
Run,  run,  Bonduca !  not  the  ^uick  rack  swifter; 
The  virgin  from  the  hated  ravisher 
Not  half  so  fearful ;  not  a  flight  drawn  home, 
A  round  stone  from  a  sling,  a  lover's  wish, 
E'er  made  diat  haste,  that  Uiey  have.  By  the  god% 
IVe  seen  these  Britons,  that  you  magnify. 
Run  as  tliey  would  have  out«run  time,  and  roar- 

Basely  for  mercy  roanng ;  the  light  shadows, 
That  in  a  thought  scur  o'er  the  fields  of  com. 
Halted  on  crutches  to  them. 

Bond  Oh,  ye  powers, 
What  scandals  do  I  sufi'dr ! 

Car.  Yes,  Bonduca, 
IVe  seen  thee  run  too ;  and  thee,  Ncnnius ; 
Yea,  run  apace,  both ;  then,  when  Penius 
(The  Roman  girl !)  cut  through  your  armed  carta. 
And  drove  tliem  headlong  on  ye,  down  tlie  hill ; 
Then,  when  he  hunted  ye  like  Britain  foxes, 
More  by  the  scent  than  sight ;  then  did  I  see 
These  valiant  and  approved  men  of  Britain, 
Like  boding  owls,  creep  into  tods  of  ivy. 
And  hoot  their  fears  to  one  another  nightly^ 

Nen.  And  what  did  you  thcoy  Caratach) 

Car.  I  fled  tO0|, 
But  not  so  fast ;  your  jewel  had  been  lost  then. 
Young  Hengo  there ;  he  trasht  me,  Nemiius : 
For,  when  your  fears  out-run  him,  then  stept  1^ 
And  in  the  head  of  all  the  Roman  fury 
Took  him,  and,  with  my  tough  belt,  to  my  hadt 
I  buckled  him ;  behind  him,  my  sure  sliield ; 
And  then  I  followed.    If  I  say  I  fought 
Five  times  in  bringing  off  this  bud  of  Britain, 
I  lie  not,  Nennius.  •  Neither  had  you  heard 
Me  speak  this,  or  ever  seen  the  child  more, 
But  mat  the  son  of  virtue,  Penius, 
Seeing  me  steer  through  all  these  storms  of  danger. 
My  helm  still  in  mv  hand  (my  sword),  my  prow 
Turned  to  my  foe  (my  face),  he  cried  out  nobly, 
'  Go,  Briton,  bear  thy  lion's  whelp  off  safely ; 
Thy  manly  sword  has  ransomed  thee;  grow  strong, 
And  let  me  meet  thee  once  again  in  arms; 
Then,  if  thou  standest,  thou  art  mine.'  I  took  hts 

ofter. 
And  here  I  am  to  honour  him. 

Bond.  Oh,  cousin. 
From  what  a  flight  of  honour  hast  thgu  checked 

me ! 
What  wouldst  thou  make  me,  Caratach  ? 

Car.  See,  lady. 
The  noble  use  of  others  in  our  losses. 
Does  tliis  afflict  you  ?  Had  the  Romans  cried  this. 
And,  as  we  have  done  theirs,  sung  out  these 

fortunes, 
Railed  on  our  base  condition,  hooted  at  us. 
Made  marks  as  far  as  the  earth  was  ours,  to 

sliew  us 
Nothing  but  sea  could- stop  our  flights,  despised 

us. 
And  held  it  equal,  whether  banquetting 
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Or  beatiiig  of  the  Britons  were  more  ba^lieM, 
It  would  have  galled  you. 

Bond.  Let  me  think  we  conquered. 

Car.  Do ;  botto  think,  as  we  may  be  conquered ; 
And^  where  we  have  foond  virtue,  thoogh  in 

tfaoflCy 

That  cnne  to  make  os  slaves,  let's  cheiish  it. 
There's  not  a  Wow  we  gave,  since  Julias  landed, 
That  was  of  strength  ami  wortlb,  but  like  records^ 
They  file  to  after-ages.    Our  registe.s 
Hie  Romans  sere,  ror  noble  deeds  of  honour ; 
And  shall  we  brand  their  mentions  with  upbraid* 
in»? 
Bond,  rl^o  more ;  I  see  myself.     Hkmi  hast 
made  me,  cousin^ 
More  than  my  fortunes  durst ;  for  they  abused 

me, 
And  wowid  me  np  so  high,  I  swelled  with  glory : 
Tliy  temperance  has  cured  that  tympany. 
Alia  given  me  health  again,  nay  mora,  discretion. 
Shall  we  have  peace  r   for  now  I  love  these 
Romans. 
Car.  Thy  love  and  halie  are  both  unwise  ones, 

lady. 
BaiuL  Your  reason  f 
Nen.  Is  not  peace  the  end  of  arms? 
Car.  ]^lot  where  the  cause  implies  a  general 
eonqnett: 
Had  we  a  mhnmm  with  some  petty  isle, 
Or  with  o«r  neighboon,  lady,  for  our  landmaiksy 
The  taking  m  of  some  rebelnous  Unri, 
Or  nudcing  head  against  commomNiB, 
After  a  £y  of  blMd,  peace  might  b«  aigued ; 
But  where  we  flf^ppl^  f^  the  ground  we  live  on. 
The  Mbnrty  we  lioM  as  denr  as  hfe, 
The  gods  wc^wonhip^  and  next  those,  our  ho- 
nours, 
And  with  those  swwds^  that  know  no  end  of  battle : 
Those  men,  bttide  themselves^  allow  no  neigh- 
bour; 
Those  mind%  that  where  (he  day  is,  elsim  inherit' 

anoe. 
And  where  the  sun  makes  ripe  the  fruits^  their 

harvest. 
And  whe»e  Ihey  march,  but  measure  out  more 

ground 
To  add  to  Rome,  and  here  in  the  bowels  on  us ; 
It  must  not  be.    No,  as  they  are  our  foes. 
And  those,  that  must  be  so,  undll  we  tire  them. 
Let's  use  ^c  peace  of  honour,  that's  fair  dealing, 
But  in  our  hands  our  swords.  That  hardy  Roman, 
That  hopes  to  graft  himself  into  my  stock, 
Must  first  begin  his  kindred  under-ground, 
And  be  allien  in  nshes. 

Bond.  Caratach, 
As  thou  hast  nobly  spoken,  shall  be  done  9 
And  Hengo  to  thy  charge  I  here  deliver : 
The  Romans  shall  have  worthy  wars. 

Car.  They  shall : 
And,  little  ar,  when  your  young  bones  grow  stif* 

fer. 
And  when  I  see  yon  able  in  a  morning 


jTo  beat  a  dozen  boys,  and  dmn  to  breakfast^ 
m  tie  you  to  a  sword. 

Hengo.  And  what  then,  nnde  ? 

Car.  Then  yon  most  ld%  tir»  dm  neit  vilittit 
Romany 
That  calls  you  knave. 

Hengo.  And  mast  I  kill  bat  one  ? 

Car.  An*  hondred^  boy,  I  hope* 

Hengo.  I  hope  6ve  hundred. 

Car.  That's  a  noble  boy !  Come,  worthy  hdy, 
Let  us  to  our  several  chaiges^  and  heodeferth 
Allow  an  enemy  both  weight  and  worth. 

[£mm/. 

SCSNEn. 

Enter  Juxius  and  Pbtillivs. 

Pet.  What  ail'st  thooi  mmf  doit  tbmi  weal 
meat? 

Jan.  No. 

Pet.  Clothes? 

Jun.  Neither.    For  heaven's  lovc^  teAre  me ! 

Pet.  Drink? 

Jun.  You  tire  me. 

Pet.  Come,  it  is  drink ;  I  know  it  is  driak. 

Jun.  ^is  no  drink. 

Pet.  I  Ba!y,  it  is  drink ;  for  what  affliicdoa 
Can  light  so  heavy  on  a  soldier. 
To  dry  him  np  as  thou  art,  but  n»  drink  ? 
Thou  shalt  have  drink. 

Jun.  Prithee,  Petillius 

Pet.  And,  by  mine  honour,  mwdi  drioki  valiatt 
drink: 
Never  tell  m^  thou  shah  have  drink.    I  see, 
like  a  true  friend,  into  thy  wmits;  it  ia drink ; 
And,  when  I  leave  thee  to  a  desolatdoi^ 
Especially  of  that  dry  nature,  hang  me. 

Jun.  Why  do  you  do  this  to  me  ? 

Pet.  For  I  see, 
Although  your  modesty  would  fein  eoaccal  it^ 
Which  sits  as  sweetly  on  a  soldier 
As  an  old  side-saddle 

Jun.  What  do  you  see  ? 

Pet.  I  see  as  fair  as  day,  that  thou  wantesi 
drink. 
Did  I  not  find  thee  gaping,  like  an  orster 
For  a  new  tide  ?  Thy  very  thoo^ts  ue  bare^ 
Like  a  low  ebb ;  thy  soul,  that  nd  in  aac^ 
Lies  moored  for  want  of  liquor.    Do  but  tee 
Into  thyself;  for,  by  the  gods,  I  do ; 
For  all  thy  body's  chapped  andcraeked  like  timber. 
For  want  of  moisture :   What  is  it  thou  wantest 

there,  Junius, 
An  if  it  be  not  drinking  ? 

Jun.  You  have  too  much  of  it 

Pet.  No,  it  shall  never  be  said  in  o«r  conntrr* 
Thou  died  of  the  chin-cough.    Hear,  thou  noble 

Roman, 
The  son  of  her  diat  loves  a  soldier. 
Hear  what  I  promised  for  thee !  thua  I  said ; 
Lady,  I  take  thy  son  to  my  companion  ; 
Lady,  I  love  thy  son,  thy  son  loves 
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TYie  mr  loves  danger,  daager  drinky  drink  dis- 

fWcb  is  sodetf  and  lediery ; 

These  two  beset  oonunanders :  Fear  not,  lady ; 

jam.  TIb  a  atranga  thing,  Petilliuay 
Hat  so  lidicnkNis  and  loose  a  mirth 
Can  raster  jour  afiisodons. 

PtL  Aajnutth, 
And  any  way,  of  any  aabject,  Junius, 
Is  belter  tfaioi  anmaiily  mnstiness. 
Whtf  hann  is  in  dnnk  ?  in  a  good  wholesome 

I  do  beseech  yon,  sir,  what  error  ?  Yet 
Itcaanot  out  of  n^r  head  handsomely, 
But  dun  wooldst  nin  be  drunk :  come,  no  more 

fooling; 
laegeaBfai  has  new  wine,  new  come  over. 

Jbi.  He  must  have  new  acquaintance  for  it  too. 
For  I  viH  nene,  I  thank  ye. 

iW.«None,  I  thank  your 
A  short  and  touchy  answer ! '  None,  I  thank  you?' 
ToQ  4o  not  soom  it,  do  you } 

Jm.  Gods  defend  you,  sir ! 
I  owe  him  still  more  nonour. 

F<tf.  *  None,  I  diank  you  r 
No  ooraaay,  no  drink,  no  wench,  *  I  thank  yonP 
YoQ  shall  be  worse  entreated,  sir. 

Aia.  Petillius, 
As  ihoa  art  honest,  leave  me ! 

Pet.  *  None,  I  thank  you  f 
A  nodcst  and  a  decent  resolution, 
And  wefl  pot  on.    Yes;  I  will  leave  you,  Junius, 
And  leave  vou  to  &e  boys>  that  very  shortly 
Shall  all  salute  you,  by  your  new  simame, 
Of  Joaios^None  I  toank  you."    I  would  starve 

now, 
flaai^  drown,  despair,  deseive  the  forks,  lie  open 
To  all  the  dsLBgerous  passes  of  a  wench, 
Booad  to  believe  her  tears,  wed  her  aches, 
Ere  I  would  own  ifay  follies.    I  have  found  you, 
Tov  lays,  and  outrleapa^  Junius,  haunts,  and 
,.      ^dges; 

i  Mfe  viewed  yoa,  and  I  have  foimd  you,  by  my 
sfciy, 

To  he  a  fool  of  the  first  head,  Junius, 
And  I  will  hunt  jou :  Yon  are  in  love,  I  know  it; 
Yw  are  an  ass,  and  all  the  oamp  shall  know  it ; 
A  peerisfa  idle  boy,  your  dame  shall  know  it ; 
A  wrooger  of  my  care,  yourself  shall  know  }t. 

Enter  Judas  and  four  Soldiers. 

Jadas.  A  bean  ?  a  princely  diet,  a  full  banquet, 
To  what  we  compass. 

1  Sold.  Fight  fike  hogs  for  acorns? 

S-  Sold.  Venture  our  lives  for  pig-nuts  ? 

fet.  What  ail  these  rascak? 

S  Sold,  If  this  hold,  we  are  starved. 

Jidiit.  For  my  part,  friends, 
^^hich  is  but  twenty  beans  a  day  (a  hard  world 
For  o^bcers,  and  men  of  action  f), 
Aai  those  so  dipt  by  master  mouse,  and  rotten:— 


(For  undarataod  them  Tttmdd  beans,  where  the 

fruits 
Ase  ripened  like  the  people,  in  oM  tubs) 
For  mine  own  part,  I  say,  I  am  starved  ah««idy. 
Not  worth  another  bean,  consumed  to  nothing, 
Nothing  but  flesh  and  bones  left,  miserable : 
Now,  if  this  musty  provender  can  prick  me 
To  honourable  matters  of  atchiei^ement,  gentlei- 

meu. 
Why,  there  is  the  point. 

4  Sold.  I'll  fight  no  more. 
Pet.  YeM  haiu;  then ! 

A  sovereign  help  for  hunger.    Ye  eating  rascals. 
Whose  g(^  are  beef  and  brewis !  whose  brave 

angers 
Do  execution  upon  these,  and  chibbals ! 
Ye  dog's  heads  m  the  porridge-pot !  ^  fight  no 

more? 
Docs  Rome  depend  upon  your  resolution 
For  eating  mouldy  pye-crust  ? 

3  Sold.  Would  we  had  it !  . 

Judas.  I  may  do  service,  captain. 

Pet.  In  a  fisn-market. 
You,  corporal  Curry-comb,  what  will  your  fitting 
Profit  the  commonwealth  ?  do  you  hope  to  tri- 
umph? 
Or  dare  your  vamping  valour,  goodman  Cobler, 
Clap  a  new  sole  to  the  kingdom?  'Sdeath,  ye  do^ 

whelps. 
You  fight,  or  not  fight? 

Judas.  Captain! 

Pet.  Out,  ye  flesh-Aies  I 
Nothing  but  noise  and  nastiness ! 

J^dM.  Give  us  meat. 
Whereby  we  may  do. 

Pet.  Whereby  hangs  your  valour  ? 

Judas.  Good  nits  albrd  good  blows. 

Pet.  A  good  position ; 
How  long  is  it  smce  thou  eateat  last?   Wipe  thy 

mouth. 
And  then  tell  truth. 

Judas.  I  have  not  eat  to  the  purpose 

Pet.  'To  the  purposed  what  is  tfaat^  half  a 
cow  and  garlic  ? 
Ye  rogues,  my  company  eat  torf,  and  talk  not ; 
Timber  they  can  digest,  and  fight  upon  it; 
Old  mats,  and  mud  with  spoons,  rare  meats. 

Your  shoes,  slaves ; 
Dare  ye  cry  out  for  hunger,  and  those  extant  ? 
Suck  your  sword-hilts,  ye  slaves;  if  ye  be  valiant. 
Honour  will  make  them  marchpane.    'To  the 

purpose  ?* 
A  grievous  penance  !   Dost  thou  see  that  gentlo- 

man. 
That  melancholy  monsieur ! 

Jun.  Pray  you,  Petillius  i 

Pet.  lie  has  not  eat  these  three  weeks. 

5  Sold.  He  has  drunk  the  more  then. 
3  Sold.  And  that  is  all  one. 

Pet.  Nor  drunk  nor  slept  these  two  months. 
Judas.  Captain,  we  do  beseech  you,  as  poor 
soldiers, 
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Men,  that  hare  seen  good  days,  whose  mortal  sto- 
machs 
May  sometime  feel  affiictions [To  Juniut. 

Jun.  This,  Petilliusy 
Is  not  so  nobly  done. 

Pet.  Tis  common  profit ; 
Urge  him  to  the  ppint,  he'll  find  you  out  a  food. 
That  needs  no  teeth  nor  stomach' ;  a  strange  fur- 

mity 
Will  feed  you  up  as  fat  as  hens  in  the  fore- 
heads, 
And  make  ye  fight  like  fkhoks ;  to  him. 

Judas.  Captain-^-— 

Jun.  Do  you  long  to  liave  your  throats  cut  ? 

Pet.  See  what  metal 
It  makes  in  him :  Two  meals  more  of  this  me* 

lancholy^ 
And  there  lies  Caratach. 

Judas^  We  do  beseech  you 

2  Sold.  Humbly  beseech  your  valour 

Jun.  Am  I  only 
Become  your  sport,  Petillius  ? 

Judas.  But  to  render 
Jn  way  of  general  good,  in  preservation—— 


SCENE  m. 


Jun.  Out  of  my  thoughts,  ye  slaves ! 

4  Sold.  Or  rather  pity 

3  Sold.  Your  warlike  remedy  agunst  the  maw- 
worms. 
Judas.  Or  notable  receipt  to  live  by  nothing. 
Pet.  Out  witli  your  table-books  ! 
Jun.  Is  this  true  friendship } 
And  must  tny  killing  griefs  make  other's  May- 
games? 
Stand  from  my  sword*s  pointy  slaves !  your  poor 

starved  spirits 
Can  make  me  no  oblations ;  else,  oh,  love, 
Thou  proudly-blind   destrucdon!  I  would  send 

thee 
Whole  hctaoombs  of  hearts,  to  bleed  my  sor- 
rows. 
Judas.  Alas,  he  lives  by  love,  sir.  [Exit  Junius. 
Pet.  So  he  does,  sir ; 
And  cannot  vou  do  so  too  ?  All  my  company 
Are  now  in  fove ;  ne'er  think  of  meat,  nor  talk 
Of  what  provant  is :  Ay  me^s  !  and  hearty  key  hoes  ! 
Are  sallads  fit  for  soldiers.    Dve  by  meat  ? 
By  larding  up  your  bodies  ?  'tis  lewd,  and  lazy. 
And  shews  ye  merely  mortal,  dull,  and  drives  ye 
To  fight  like  camels,  with  baskets  at  your  noses. 
Get  ye  in  love !  handsomely 
Fall  but  in  love  now,  as  ye  see  example, 
And  follow  it  but  with  all  your  thoughts,  probu" 

tunty 
There  is  so  much  charge  saved,  and  your  hunger's 
ended.  [Drum  afar  off. 

Away !  I  hear  the  generaL    Get  ye  in  love  al^ 
Up  to  the  ears  in  love,  that  I  may  hear 
No  more  of  these  rude  murmurings;   and  dis- 

,  erectly 
Carry  your  stomachs,  or  I  prophesy 
A  pickled  rope  will  choke  ye.     Jog,  and  talk 
not !  [JLxeunt, 

2 


Enter  Suetonius,  Demetrius,  Decius,  drum 

and  colours. 

Suet.  Demetrius,  is  the  messen^  dispatched 
To  Penius,  to  command  him  to  bnng  up 
The  Volans  regiment? 

Dem.  He  is  there  by  this  time. 

Suet.  And  are  the  horse  well  viewed,  we  brought 

from  Mona  ? 
Dec  The  troops  are  full  and  lusty. 
Suet.  Good  Petillius, 
Look  to  those  eating  rogues,  that  bawl  for  vic- 
tuals. 
And  stop  their  throats  a  day  or  two :  Proviso 
Waits  but  the  wind  to  reach  us. 

Pet.  Sir,  already 
I  have  been  tampering  with  their  stomadis,  which 

I  find 
As  deaf  as  adders  to  delays:  Your  clemency 
Hath  made  their  murmurs,  mutinies ;  nay  rebel- 
lions ; 
Now,  an  they  want  but  mustard,   they  are  ia 

uproars ! 
No  oil  but  Candy,  Lusitanian  figs. 
And  wine  from  Lesbos,  now  can  satisfy  them ; 
The  British  waters  are  grown  dull  and  muddy. 
The  fruit  disgustful ;  Orontes  must  be  sought  for. 
And  apples  from  the  happy  isles ;  the  truth  is, 
They  are  more  curious  now,  in  having  nothings 
Than  if  the  sea  and  land  turned  up  their  trea- 
sures. 
This  lost  the  colonies,  and  gave  Bonduca 
(With  shame  we  must  record  it)  time  and  strength 
To  look  into  our  fortunes ;  great  discretion 
To  follow  offered  victory ;  and  last,  full  piide 
To  brave  us  to  our  teeth,  and  scorn  our  ruins. 

Suet.  Nay,  chide  not,  good  Petillius  !  I  confess 
My  will  to  conquer  Mona,  and  long  stay 
To  execute  that  will,  let  in  tliese  losses : 
All  shall  be  right  again,  and  as  a  pine 
Rcmt  from  Oeta  by  a  sweeping  tempest. 
Jointed  again,  and  made  a  mast,  defies 
Those  angry  winds,  that  split  him ;  so  will  I, 
Pieced  to  my  never-failing  strength  and  fortune. 
Steer  through  tliese  swelling  dangers,  plow  their 

prides  up. 
And  bear  like  tnunder  through  their  loudest  temr 

pests. 
They  keep  the  field  still  ? 
Dem.  Confident  and  full. 
Pet.  In  such  a  number,  one  would  swear  they 
grew: 
The  hills  are  wooded  with  their  partizans^ 
And  all  the  vallies  overgrown  with  darts^ 
As  moors  are  with  rank   rushes;     no    ground 

left  us 
To  charge  upon,  no  room  to  strike.    Say  fortune 
And  our  endeavours  bring  us  into  tliem. 
They  are  so  infinite,  so  ever-springing. 
We  shall  be  killed  with  killings  of  de^erata 
women, 
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Tbat  oBiher  hu  or  shame  eV  foaad,  the  devil 
Hts  naked  smoiigBt  them  multitudes ;  a^y  the 

iBcnfaiJ, 
TheyH  poisoD  os  with  dieir  petticoats ;  say  they  fail, 
Thejhanfoesxs  enough  to  pray  us  into  nothing. 
Siet.  These  are  ima^nations,  dreams  of  nothing ; 
TV  ■an,  that  doubts  or  fears 
Dtc  I  am  free  of  both. 
X^.  The  self-same  I. 
Prf .  And  I  as  free  as  any  ] 
ib  careless  of  my  fleshy  of  that  we  call  life, 
So  I  may  lose  it  nobly,  as  indifferent 
As  if  it  vere  my  diet.    Yet,  noble  general, 
hmi$M  wisdom  learned  from  you,  I  learned  it. 
And  worthy  of  a  soldiex^s  care,  most  worthy. 
To  weigh  with  most  deliberate  circumstance 
The  ends  of  aocidents,  above  their  offers ; 
iiiw  tp  go  on  and  get;  to  save  a  Romai^ 
^"^yx  one  life  is  more  worth  in  way  of  doing, 
Thufflillioos  of  these  painted  wasps;  how,  view* 

ToBa6  advantage  out ;  howy  found,  to  follow  it 
V^  ich  cransel  and  €liscretion,  le^t  mere  fortune 
^iutik]  claim  the  victory. 

SMft.  Tjs  true,  PetilUus, 
And  worthily  remcnqjiered :  The  rule  is  certain. 
Their  uses  no  less  excellent ;  but  where  time 
Cots  off  occasbna^  danger,  time  and  all 
Tend  to  a  present  peril,  'tis  required 
Uir  swords  and  manhoods  be  best  counsellors, 
Ov  expeditions,  precedents.    To  win  is  nothing, 
^^i^iae  Reason,    Time,    and  Counsel  are  our 


Bat  there  to  bear  the  field,  then  to  be  conquerors, 
^Imk  pale  destruction  taJces  us,  takes  us  beaten, 
Li  wants  and  mutinies,  ourselves  but  handfuils. 
And  to  ourselves  our  own  fears,  needs  a  new  way, 
A  wdden  and  a  desperate  execution : 
Here,  how  to  save,  is  loss ;  to  be  wise,  dangerous ; 
OoIt  a  present  well-united  strength, 
Aad  minds  made  up  for  all  attempts,  dispatch  it : 
D'^spadng  and  delay  here  cool  tho  courage ; 
XeceMity  gives  time  for  doubts ;  (things  infinite, 
Acrofding  to  the  spirit  they  are  preached  to :) 
Rewvds  like  them,  and  names  for  after-ages. 
Must  Steel  the  soldier,  his  own  shame  help  to 

arm  him: 
Aad  having  forced  his  spirit,  ere  he  cools, 
Hiog  him  upon  his  enemies ;  sudden  and  swift. 
Like  tif^en  amongst  foxes,  we  must  fight  for  it : 
Fury  most  be  our  fortune;  shame,  we  have  lost, 
^rs  ever  in  our  sides  to  prick  us  forward  : 
Thre  b  DO  oclier  wisdom  nor  discretion 


Diu«  to  this  df^  of  ruin,  but  destruction ; 
The  soldier's  order  first,  and  then  his  anger. 

Dem,  No  doubt  they  dare  redeem  all. 

Suet,  Then  no  doubt 
Th^  day  must  needs  be  oi:^rs.    That  the  proud 

woman 
Is  infinite  in  number  better  likes  me. 
Than  if  we  dealt  with  sauadrons ;  half  her  army 
Shall  choke  themselves,  Uieir  own  swords  dig  their 

graves, 
ni  tell  ye  all  my  fears;  one  single  valour. 
The  virtues  of  the  valiant  Caratach, 
More  doubts  me  than  all  Britain :  He*s  a  soldier 
So-  forged  outy  and  so  tempered  for  great  fortunen, 
So  much  man  thrust  into  nim^  so  old  in  daggers, 
So  fortunate  in  all  attempts,  tliat  his  mere  name 
Fights  in  a  thousand  men,  hAinself  in  millions, 
To  make  him  Roman :  But  no  nwre.    Pet|lllusi, 
How  stands  your  charge? 

Pet.  Ready  fur  all  employments^ 
To  be  commanded  too,  sir. 

Suet.  Tis  well  governed ; 
To-morrow  we'll  draw  out,  and  view  the  cohorts: 
In  the  mean  time,  all  apply  tlieir  offices. 
Where's  Junius  ? 

Pet.  In  his  cabin,  sick  of  the  mumps,  sir. 

Stiet.  How  ? 

Pet.  In  love,  indeed  in  love^  most  lamentably 
loving. 
To  the  tune  of  Queen  Dido. 

Dec.  Alas,  poor  gentleman ! 

Suet.  Twill  make  him  fight  the  nobler.  .  With 
what  lady } 
111  be  a  spokesman  for  him. 

Pet.  You'll  scant  speed,  sir. 

Suet.  Who  is  it? 

Pet,  The  devil's  dam,  Bonduca's  daughter, 
Her  youngest,  cracked  in  the  ring. 

Suet.  Vm  sorry  for  him : 
Btit  sure  his  own  discretion  %vill  reclaim  him ; 
He  must  deserve  our  anger  else.    Good  captain*), 
Apply  yourselves  in  all  tnc  pleasinp  forms 
Ye  can,  unto'  the  soldiers ;  nre  their  ^ihls» 
And  set  them  fit  to  run  this  action; 
Mine  own  provisions  shall  be  shared  amongst 

them, 
'Till  more  come  in ;  tell  tliem,  if  now  they  con- 
quer, 
The  fat  of  all  the  kingdom  lies  before  them. 
Their  shames  forgot,  tneir  honours  infinite. 
And  want  for  ever  banished.    Two  days  hence, 
Our  fortunes,  and  our  swords,  and  gods  be  for  us! 

[Eseunt. 


ACT   n. 


SCENE  I. 


£at«rPKVIVS,RECI7LU9^BfACEK,  ffadDRVSIUS. 

Pea.  I  mrsT  oooie  ? 

Alocer.  So  the  general  conmandi^  nr. 

Vat.  L 


Pen.  I  must  bring  up  my  regiment  ? 
Macer.  Believe,  sir, 
I  bring  no  lie. 

Pen.  But,  did  he  say  I  must  come  s 
Macer,  So  delivered. 

M 


«. 


)S8 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


(BBAOiioift  k 


Pen.  Hotr  bug  is  it,  Regidai^  foant  I 

In  Britain  here  ? 

Reg.  About  &ye  Tears,  fureait  Fentus. 

Pen.  The  genenJ,  some  five  nontiM !  Are  fdl 
my  actions 
So  poor  an^  loi»t,  my  senrices  so  lMurreit» 
That  Tm  rcmembeicd  in  no  nobler  language 
But  araif  come  irpf 

Macer.  I  do  beseech  yon,  sir, 
Weigh  but  the  timer's  estate. 

Pea.  Yes^  good  lieutenant, 
I  do,  and  his  that  svmys  it.    Mntt  come  up? 
Am  I  turned  bare  centurion  ?  Afuif,  and  tmi/f^ 
Fit  embassies  to  court  my  honour  ? 

Macer.  Sir 

Pea.  Set  me  to  lead  a  handful  of  my  men 
Against  an  hundied  thrrasand  barbarous  slaresy 
That  have  marched  name  by  name  with  Rome^ 

best  doers  f 
Serve  them  up  some  odier  meat ;  I'D  bring  no 

food 
To  stop  the  jaws  of  hH  those  hunj^y  wolves ; 
My  regiment*^  mine  own.    I  mu$t,  my  language  ? 

Eattr  Cvatvs. 

Cur.  Pcnius,  where  lies  the  host  ? 

Ttn.  >¥here  fate  may  find  them. 

Cur.  Are  they  ingirt  ? 

Pen.  The  battle's  lost 

Cur.  So  soon  ? 

Pen.  ^o;  bat  'tts  fetsi,  because  it  must  be  won ; 
The  Britons  must  be  victors.     Whoever  saw 
A  troop  of  bloody  vultures  hovering 
About  a  few  corrupted  carcasses,, 
Let  him  behold  the  siUv  Roman  host, 
Girded  with  millsmts  of  fierce  Britain's  s%vains» 
With  deaths  as  many  as  they  have  had  hopes ; 
And  then  go  tliither,  he  that  Inves  his  shame ! 
I  seom  my  life,  yet  dare  not  K>9e  mr  name. 

Cur.  Do  not  jou  hold  it  a  most  famous  emf, 
When  both  our  names  and  lives  are  sacrificed 
For  Homers  encreasc  ? 

Pen.  Yes^  Curius ;  but  mark  tliis  too : 
What  glory  is  there,  or  what  lasting  fame 
Can  be  to  llome  or  us,  what  full  example, 
When  one  is  sinoiliered  with  a  multituoc. 
And  crowded  in  amongst  a  nameless  press? 
Honour  got  out  of  fiint,  and  on  their  neads 
Whose  virtues,  like  tiie  smi,  exhaled  all  vapours,. 
Bf  ust  not  be  lost  in  mists  and  fogs  of  people, 
Noteless,  and  out  of  naine,  both  rude  and  naked :: 
Nor  can  Home  task  us  with  impossibilities, 
Or  bid  us  fight  agaiust  a  flood :  we  serve  her, 
That  she  may  proudly  say  she  nas  good  soldiers, 
Not  slaves  to  choke  all  hazards.    Who  but  fix>is. 
That  make  no  diflfercncr  betwixt  certain  dying, 
And  dying  well,  would  fiing  their  fames  and  fbr- 

tudes 
Into  this  Britain  gulf,  this  quicksand  rmn,. 
That,  sinking,  swaJtows  us  ?  what  noble  band 
(^an  find  a  subject  fit  for  Mood  there  ?  or  what 
sword 


RcMnn  for  his  exeetilioii  ?  whit  mr  te  tool  m, 
Bat  poisoned  wrai  iMir  MtosCiiii^  wesAs  tH 

curses. 
Where  we  lie  buried  ifAtft  abov^  Ae  CKmnd, 
And  are  with  laboimng  sweat,  attd  Mtattlcss 

Killed  like  to  staves,  and  cannoc  bin  agihi?   . 
Dm$.  Penius,  mark  antient  wara^  and  know, 
that  tlien 
A  captain  weighed  an  hundred  tfionsand  ami. 
Pelt.  Drasitts,  maik  luitient  wisdom,  ndyoaH 
find  then, 
He  gave  the  overthrow,  tlwt  savc^  his  men. 
I  vmst  not  goi 

Reg,  Tne  soldiers  are  tRSjiuasy 
Their  eagles  aH  drawn  out,  sir. 

Pen.  Who  drew  up?  liegnlus? 
Ha?  speak!  did  yon?  wbcMe  boM  wiildorA  at- 
tempt this? 
Drawn  out?  why,  w^  commands^  air  r  en  wnoR 

warrant 
Durst  they  advance? 
Jttg,  1  keep  mine  own  obedience. 
Dnu,  ^is  like  the  general  causey  tlieirloreof 
honour. 
Relieving  or  their  wants——*— 

Pen.  Without  my  knowledge? 
Am  I  no  more  ?  my  place  but  M  ^Mr  pfeeaaana? 
Come,  who  did  this  ? 

jJtut.  By  iieaven,  str^  I  ani  ignouut. 

[Ptm  «^/jr  within^  Hen  enhsr  SeUStn, 
tptth  drum  and  cokmrt. 
Pen.  What  1  am  I  g^^own  a  Aadowf— Bark! 
they  mardS. 
Ill  know,  tfnd  will  be  myselt    Stand !  Diaobe- 

i^ncc  ? 
ne^  that  advances  one  foot  l^gher,  loes  tor  it. 
Run  through  the  regiment,  upon  your  duties, 
And  diarge  them,  on  oonimatMl,  beat  back  aguBi 
By  heaven,  Fll  tithe  thein  all  ehe ! 

Reg.  We^  do  our  best.  \Jfxe^3nn.  mnd  Reg. 
Pen.  Buk  ?  cease  your  oawfing  tChnna  there  \ 
m  beat  the  tubs  about  your  htmaa  else.    Back ! 
I>o  I  speak  with  less  fear  thab  Sunder  to  ye  ? 
Must  I  stand  to  beseech  ye?  Hoqie,  faoine  I — Ha! 
D^  stare  upon  me?  Are  those  mSnds  I  moiddedy 
Those  honest  valiant  tempers  I  was  probd 
To  be  a  fellow  to,  those  great  discretioiis 
Made  your  names  feared  and  honoikrevi^  tanicd 

to  wilfffires? 
Cm,  gixfs,  to  Ambedience  r  CammaiMffy  fluewell ! 
And  ye  be  witness  with  me,  all  things  aaored, 
I  have  no  share  in  tfaeMc  mens*  ahames  ?  Blardi, 

soldiers, 
And  seek  your  own  sad  ruins ;  your  old  Penius 
Dares  not  behold  your  murdcn. 
1  SoUL  Captain ! 
9  Sold.  Captain! 
3  SokL  Dour,. honoured  caplm! 
Pea.  Too,  too  dear-loved  ^Idier^ 
Which  made  ye  weary  of  kM,  and  lifcaaox  yet 

know^ 
Though  in  your  mutioicsy  I  dare  not  hate  yoo ; 
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TUcewoMiwOli!  Itb  fit  yawrlaqgrneiMce 
SbooU  aoir  know  hoir  to  naU  yawittves ;  I 

u  «id^  je  to  nye  joor  Uvet  and  cieditSL 
Tohcp  jToor  Bficktwliale  jiroin  the  axe  luHigs 

o'er  ye: 
AH  I  audi  dukoaooied  je;  §i^  Mek  tim  Bri- 

Aid  ay  jre  come  to  ^ut  dwir  ncdSces; 
lte4Baot«9rlaavya.    What  ye  have  been, 
BmtMotikBlm all  paits,  fioo4 and gpwetaod, 
Ii  obIj  left  of  my  coamiaa^  for  story; 
Wlat  now  ye  aie,  for  piqf«    fan  ye  well ! 

£iler  Obvstvs  antf  Rxoulxts. 
i^v.  Oi^  tan  ^piiit  greal  Peahn  I  tee  the 


In  ifi  points  apt  for  dn^. 

Mi^.  See  his  sonow 
Forkirfiiftcdifncfj  which  he  aayt  was  haste, 
AnJ  httte,  he  thooght,  to  please  you  with.    See, 


Of  what  strange  vioWion,  thiA^  like  the  plaj^ 
Jf^  works  «i^ott  our  ^piiita }  Bliad  they  feign 
Fm  sure,  I  find  it  so— 

Pet.  A  d<»  shall  lead  3fm» 

Jun.  Hb  fond  afiectiona  htindei 

Pet.  Hold  ym  theve  still? 

Jun.  It  takes  away  my 

Pet,  Alas,  poor  chaokan  ] 

Jtm  My  ooanpany^  «anleii^  «kaMt  »y  fa- 

Paf .  T«^  and  joor  wo^ht  4a^  if  yoa  lellaw  it 
Jun.  Tis  sure  the  plague,  for  aa  aian  dare 
come  near  ne 
Without  an  antidote;  'tis  i»  wocaa,  hall.--*-— 


TW  ttMghneM  of  his  OMuage  turned  to  water; 
See  horn  his  manly  heart  melts. 

iVs.  Go;  beat  homeward ; 
Tbere  ieiro  to  eat  jour  litde  with  ebedienoe ; 
Aad  faccforth  stnve  to  do  as  I  direct  ye. 

Macer,  My  answer,  sir.         [Exeunt  uddiert, 

Pes.  TcU  die  great  general, 
Xy  comnaies  ax«(  no  niggots  to  fiU  breaches; 
Iffwif  no  man  that  mast,  or  thall^  can  carry : 
^  Imi  be  iiise,  and  where  he  i%  be^s  safe  dM»; 
Aad  when  he  finds  oat  possibilities, 
Uc  nay  command  me.  Commend  me  to  the  cap- 


lUtr,  AU  thisi  dmll  deUw. 

Pn.  Farewell,  Macer !  [Exit. 

Ctr.  Pn^  gods  this  breed  no  mischief! 

Bef,  Itmnit  needsb 
If  tat  Soe^oniiis  win;  for  then  his  anger, 
iMes  theaoldknT  Ions  of  due  and  Uonouv^ 
WiQ  \nak  together  on  him. 

Dne,  He's  m  brave  fellow ; 
And  bat  a  fittle  hide  his  hauditineas, 
'Which  is  bat  sometimes  neither,  on  some  causes) 
^  ihews  the  wordiiest  Roman  tliis  day  living. 
V«  an,  faad  Csuius,  to  the  gtaeral 
lUeslttinpiMimthabett.   - 

Csr.  I  shall  cndeavow. 
Pay  for  oar  fertaaep,  gfmllemea ;  if  we  hU^ 
Tbis  fme  fiwenreU  serves  for  a  funeral 


TW 


shnqi  a«r  awards  and  atael  our 


K^.  We  dni^^  alai^  but  cawftot  fight  our  parts. 

[Exeunt. 

SC£NEn. 

Emter  Jwrvs,  PcTn.i.ivs,  and  a  Herald. 
Pet.  Let  hna  go  on.    Stay ;  now  he  talks. 

^^  fboold  I  Iov«  aikie  eno^y  ?  what's  beauty? 


P<(.  Tboa'rt   damned  wiihoiit   redemption 

then. 
Jim.  The  way  m  it 
Sti«wed  wa«b  lair   wMXtW  wal^  and  April 

blushes. 
Led  Itf  ikaa  biigblest  oausteUatioos;  syes. 
And  sweel  proporiioas,  euvytagbeafven;  but  from 

thimcfT 
Ho  way  to  guide,  napath,  no  wisdom  brings  as. 
Pet.  Yes,  a  smart  water,  Junius 
Jun,  Do  I  fool  ? 
Know  aU  thi^  and  loot  stiil  ?  I>a  I  know  lurtiier, 
Tbui^  when  we  hav«  aiyeyed  oar  emi%  we  lose 

fhf  m 
And  aQ  our  aff  titaa  are  bat  as  dreams 
We  laugh  at  m  our  ages  f 

Pft.  Sweet  philaaoplier ! 

Jun.  Do  I  know  on  still,  and  yet  know  no- 
thing? Mepcy«godsl 
Why  am  I  thus  ridiculous  ? 

Pet.  Modcy  on  thee ! 
Thou  art  an  arrant  ass* 

Jun.  Can  red  and  white. 
An  ey^  a  nos^  a  diaek'-i— - 

Pet.  But  one  •cheek,  Junius? 
An  half-faced  mistress ! 

Jun.  With  a  little  tiiav 
That  wanton  fools  call  fashion,  thus  abuse  me  ? 
Take  me  beyond  my  reason?  Why  should  not  I 
Doat  on  my  horse  well  trapt,  my  sword  well 

hatched? 
ThM  ara  as  bandseuM)  things,  to  ne  mere  useful, 
And  possible  to  rule  too.    Did  I  but  love, 
Y^t  'cwere  aacnsabli^  mv  youth  would  bear  it ; 
But  to  love  there,  and  tnat  no  time  can  give  roe, 
Mina  hoMaur  dara  not  ask  (she  has  been  ravished). 
My  nature  must  not  know  (she  hates  our  nation). 
Thus  to  dispose  my  spirit ! 

Pa$*  Staff  4  littU;  he  will  decbum  again. 

Jun.  I  will  not  love !  lam  a  man,  have  reason, 
A«d  I  will,  aae  it;  111  no  more  tormenting, 
Nor  whining  for  a  wench;   there  are  a  thou« 


Pet.  Hold  thee  there,  boy ! 
JacM.  A  thousand  will  entreat  me. 
Pet.  Ten  thousand,  Junius. 
Jim.  I  am  young  and  hisl^. 
And  to  my  iashkm  valiant.   I  will  be  man  againic 


140 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[Bbavmont  k 


Pet.  Now  nOAk  the  wwking ! 
The  devil  and  the  spirit  tug  for  it:  Twen^  poubd 
Upon  tlie  devil's  head ! 
Jun.  I  must  be  wretched ! 
Pet.  I  knew  I'd  won. 
Jun,  Nor  have  I  so  much  pow^f 
To  shun  my  fortune. 

Pet.  I  will  hunt  thy  fortune 
With  all  the  shapes  imafdnation  breeds,  [Mutic. 
But  I  will  fright  thy  devil.    Stay,  he  sings  now. 
[Song^  fy  Jun»%Uf  and  PetilUui  after  hhn,  in 
mocknge. 
Jun.  Must  I  be  thus  abused } 
Pet.  Yes,  many  must  you. 
Let's  follow  him  close :  Oh^  there  he  is ;  now  read 
it. 
Herald  \rtadinB\.  ^It  is  the  general's  com- 
mand, that  all  sick  persons,  old  and  unable,  re- 
tire within  the  trenches ;  he,  that  fears,  has  li- 
berty to  leave  the  field :  Fools,  boys,  and  cowards 
must  not  come  near  the  reicimenls,  for  fear  of 
their  infections ;  especially  those  cowards,  they 
call  lovers.'* 
Jun.  lla? 
Pet.  Read  on. 

Herald  \Ata^ng\.  ^If  any  common  soldier 
love  an  enemy,  he's  whipped  and  tnade  a  slave  : 
If  any  captain,  cast,  wiui  loss  of  honours,  flung 
out  of  the  army,  and  made  unable  ever  aher  to 
bear  the  name  of  a  soldier.** 

Jun.  The  pox  consume  ye  all,  rogues !  [Exit. 
Pet.  Let  tnis  work ; 
He  has  something  noW  to  Chew  upon;     He's 

gone ; 
Come,  shake  no  more. 

Herald.  Well,  sir,  you  may  command  me, 
But  not  to  do  the  like  again  for  Europe ; 
I  would  have  given  my  life  for  a  bent  two-pence. 
If  I  e'er  read  to  lovers,  whilst  I  live,  again. 
Or  come  within  their  confine*——^ 

Pet.  There's  your  payment, 
And  keen  this  private. 

Herald,  I  am  schooled  for  talking.         [Exit. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Pet.  How  now,  Demetrius?  arc  we  drawA? 

Drw.  Tis  doing ; 
Your  company  stands  filir.   But  pray  you,  where's 

Junius } 
Half  his  command  are  wanting,  with  some  forty, 
lliat  Decius  leads. 

Pet.  Hunting  for  victuals. 
Upon  my  lift*,  free-booiing  rogues !  their  stomachs 
Are,  like  a  widow's,  never  satisfied. 

Dem,  I  wonder  how  they  dare  stir,  knowing 
the  enemy 
Master  of  all  the  country. 

Pet.  Resolute  hungers 
Know  neither  fears  nor  fisuths ;  they  tread  on  lad- 
ders, 
Ropes,  gallows,  and  overdo  all  dangers. 

Uem,  They  may  be  hanged  though. 


Pet.  There's  their  joyful  supper. 
And  no  doubt  tliey  are  at  It 

lyem.  But,  for  neaven's  sake, 
How  does  young  Junius  ? 

Ptt.  Drawing  on,  poor  gentleman; 

Dem.  What,  to  his  end  ? 

Pet.  To  Ih^  end  6f  all  flekh,  woman. 

Dem.  This  love  has  made  him  a  stoat  soldier. 

Pet.  Oh,  a  great  one, 
Fit  to  command  young  goslings.   But  what  news  ? 

Dem.  I  think  tfa^  messenger's  come  back  from 
Penius 
By  thi^  time  \  let's  go  know. 

Pet.  What  will  you  say  now 
If  he  deny  to  come,  and  take  exceptions 
At  some  half  syllable,  or  sound  deuvered    ' 
WiUi  an  ill  accent,  or  some  style  left  out  ? 

Dem.  I  cannot  think  he  dare. 

Pet.  He  dare  speak  treason. 
Dare  say  what  no  matt  dares    believe,   dares 

do 

But  that's  all  one :  I'll  lay  you  my  black  tonour 
To  twen^  crowns,  he  cpm&  iioL 

Dem.  Done. 


Pet.  You'll  pay  ? 

Dem.  i  will; 

Pet.  Then  keep  thine  old  use,  Penius ! 
Be  stubborn  and  vainglorious,  and  I  thank  thcc. 
Come,  let's  go  pray  for  six  hours ;  most  of  us 
1  feiu*  will  trouble  heaven  no  more :  Two  good 

blows 
Struck  home  at  two  commanders  of  the  Britons, 
And  my  part's  done. 

Dem.  I  do  not  think  of  dying. 

Pet.  'Tis  possible  we  may  five;  But,  Demetrius 
With  what  strange  legs,  and  arms,  and  eyes,  and 

noses,                                      *" 
Let  carpenters  and  coppei^smiths  conader. 
If  I  can  keep  my  heart  whole,  and  my  windpipe. 
That  I  nmy  drink  yet  like  a  soldier- 

Dan.  Come,  Icrs  have  better  thoughts;  mine's 
on  ^'our  armour. 

Pet.  Mine's  in  your  purse,  sir;  let's  go  try  the 


wager 


I 


SCfiNE  m. 


[Extuni. 


EntcrJvUMS  and  kit  four  companions  (halttrt 
about  their  neck$)i  Bonduca,  her  daugktertf 
n)i  (/  N  EN  N I  us  following. 

Bond.  Come,  hang  them  presently. 

AVn.  What  made  your  rogueships 
Harrying  for  victuals  here?  Are  we  your  friends^ 
Or  do  you  come  for  spies  ?  Tell  me  directly. 
Would  you  not  willingly  be  hanged  now?  Do 
not 'ye  long  for  it? 

Judas,  What  say  ye  ?   shall  we  hang  in  thif 
vein  ?  Hang  we  must, 
And  'tis  as  gpod  to  dbpatch  it  merrily. 

1  Sold.  Any  way. 
So  it  be  handsome. 

S  Sold,  I  had  as  lieve  'twere  toothsome  too : 
Bat  all  Bgree^  and  111  not  stidi  oat,  boy«. 
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4  StU.  let  OS  hang  plessantly. 

Judo.  Ttieo  pleasantly  be  it : 
Caiptua,  tbe  truth  is,  we  had  as  lieve  hang 
Witk  meat  in  our  mouthy  as  ask  your  pardon 

Bimd.  These  are  brftTe  hungers. 
What  saj  you  to  a  leg  of  beef  now,  sirrah  f 

Jtidat.  Bring  me  acquainted  \«ith  it,  and  I'll 
teUje. 

Boni.  Torment  them,  wenches,  (I  must  back) 
dien  hang  them.  [Exit. 

Judta.  We  faiuably  thank  your  Grace ! 

1  Damgk  The  rogues  laugh  at  us. 

3  Dngk  These  are  the  merry  Romans,  the 
bnr^  madcaps^ 
Tntaiio one  well  cool  your  resolutions. 
Bkini;  oat  the  whips. 

/■ioL  'Woold  yoiA'  good  ladyships 
WooU  aerdse  them  too ! 
.  4  SoU,  Sorely,  ladies» 
Well  shew  you  a  strange  natience^ 

XtJL  Haoi;  them,  rascals ! 
ThefU  xaSk  mns  on  the  wbeek 

lEuter  Caratacs. 

(V.  \dw,  what^s  the  matter? 
Whit  are  these  fellows  ?  what's  the  criifie  cbm- 

ittttedy 
Tlat  diey  wear  necklaces  ? 

iKra:  They  are  lioman  rogues, 
Taken  a-forag^is. 

C^.  Is  that  S\y  Nennius  ? 

JuduM,  %V<iuld  I  were  fairly  hanged !  This  is 
die  devil, 
IW  kill^ow  Caratadu 

C^.  And  you  would  hanj^  them  ? 

Xica.  Are  they  not  enemies  } 

]  Dattgh,  Are  they  not  our  tormentoh  ? 

£vr.  Tormentors?  flea-traps! 
Rack  o^Tyoor  halters,  fellows. 

Mtn.  Take  heed,  Caratach; 
Taiat  nnt  your  wisdom. 

C'^,  Wisdom,  Nennius  ? 
^T,  who  shall  fight  against  tts,  make  our  honours, 
A&d  etvc  a  dorious  day  into  our  hands, 
If  «e  (fispatch  our  foes  thus?  What's  their  offence? 
9icaiing  a  loaf  or  two  to  keep  out  hunger  ? 
A  piece  of  creasy  bacon,  or  a  pudding  ? 
f X/  thai^  deserve  the  gallows  ?  They  are  hungry. 
P^>jr  bon^^  knares,  rto  meet  at  home  left,  starred: 
Art  thou  not  huiK^ry  ? 

Jmdas.  Monstrous  hungry. 

€^r.  f  Te  looks 
likf  haaecr's  self.    Get  them  some  vidtual^ 
.\ai  wine  to  cheer  their  hearts ;  quick  !  Hang 
i»  poor  pilchers  ? 

?  ^litf.  This  is  the  bravest  captain — ^^— 

AVa.  Caratach, 
Hi  letreyoQ  to  your  will. 

r«^.  ill  answer  aU,  sir. 

3  DomA  Let's  up  and  view  his  entertainment 
of  tbem! 


I  am  glad  they  are  {shifted  lUiy  way ;    their 

tongues  else 
Would  still  have  muVdered  us. 

1  Daugh,  Let's  np  and  see  it !  [Ejeunt. 

Enter  Hengo. 

Car,  Sit  down^  poor  knaves !   Why,  where's 
this  wine  and  victuals  ? 
Who  waits  there  ? 

Serv.  [within!\  Sir,  'tis  coming. 

Hengo,  Whd  are  these,  uncle  ? 

Car.  They  are  Romans,  boy. 

Hengo,  Are  diese  they. 
That  vex  my  aunt  so  ?  can  these  fight  ?  they  look 
like  empty  Scabbards  all,  no  mettle  in  them^ 
Like  men  of  clouts,  set  to  keep  crows  ffora  or- 
chards : 
Why,  I  dare  fight  with  tliese. 

Vmr,  That's  my  good  chicken  !-^ 
And  how  d*ye?  how  d'ye  feel  your  stomachs? 

Judas,  Wondrous  apt,  sir ; 
As  shall  appear,  when  time  calls. 

Car.  That's  well ;  down  with  it. 
A  little  grace  well  serve  your  turns.    Eat  softly! 
You'll  choke,  ye  knaves,  else.    Give  them  wine ! 

Judas,  Not  yet,  gr ; 
We're  even  a  litde  busy. 

Hengo,  Can  that  fellow 
Do  any  thing  but  eat  ?  Thou  fellow ! 

Judas,  Away,  boy ; 
Away;  this  is  no  boy's  play. 

Hengo.  By  heaven,  uncle, 
If  his  valour  he  in  his  teeth,  he  is  the  most  valiant 

Car,  I  am  glad  to  liear  you  talk,  sir. 

Hengo.  Good  uncle,  tell  me, 
What^s  the  price  of  a  couple    of    drammed 
Romans? 

Car,  Some  twenty  Britons,  boy;   these  are. 
good  soldiers. 

Hengo.  Do  not  the  cowards  eat  hard  too  ? 

Car,  No  more,  boy. 
Come,  I'll  sit  with  you  too.   Sit  down  by  me,  boy. 

Judas,  Pray  bring  your  dish  then. 

Car,  Hearty  knaves !  more  meat  there. 

1  Sold,  That's  a  good  hearing. 

Car,  Stay  now,  and  pledge  me. 

Judas,  This  little  piece,  sir. 

Ccr.  By  heaven,  square  eaters ! 
More  meat,  I  say !  Upon  my  conscience. 
The  poor  rogues  have  not  eat  this  month !  how 

terribly 
They  charge  upon  their  victuals !  Dare  ye  fight 
thus  ? 

Judas,  Believe  St,  sir,  like  devils. 

Car,  Well  said.  Famine ! 
Here's  to  thy  general. 

Judas.  Most  excellent  captai^i, 
I  will  now  pledge  thee. 

Car.  And  tomorrow-night,  say  to  hinv 
His  head  is  mine. 

Judas,  I  can  assure  you,  captain, 
He  will  not  give  it  for  this  washing. 
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Car,  Well  aaid.  [Daughien  ubcspe. 

1  Daugh.  Here's  a    strange  eDtertainnieot : 

How  the  thieves  drink  f 

2  DtHgh.  Danger  is  dx^ ;   they  looked  tor 

colder  liquor. 

Car,  Fill  them  moic  wine;  give   them  full 
bowls.    Which  of  you  all  now, 
In  recompense  of  this  good,  dare  but  give  me 
A  sound  knock  in  the  battle  ? 

Judas.  Delicate  captain. 
To  do  thee  a  sufficient  recompense, 
I'll  knock  th^  brains  out. 

C-ar,  Do  It 

Henga,  Thou  darest  as  well 
Be  damiMcd!   thou  knock  his  bndns  out?  thou 

skin  of  man  ? 
Uncle,  I  will  not  hear  this. 

Judoi,  Tie  up  ^rour  whelp. 

Hengo,  Thou  kill  my  uncle?  'Would  I  had  but 
a  sword 
For  thy  sake,  thou  dried  dog ! 

Car,  What  a  mettle 
This  little  vermin  carries ! 

Hengo.  Kill  mine  uncle  ? 

Car.  He  shall  not,  child. 

Hengo,  He  cannot ;  he  is  a  rogue. 
An  only  cadng  rogue !  kill  my  sweet  uncle? 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  man ! 

Judas,  By  this  wine,  which  I 
Will  drink  to  captain  Junius,  who  loves 
TJie  queen's  most  excellent  majes^s  little  daqgh* 

ter 
Most  flweetlv,  and  most  fearfully.  111  do  it 

Hengo.  Uncle,  111  kill  him  with  a  great  pia 

Car,  No  more,  boy ! 
FU  pledge  thy  capuin.    To  ye  all,  good  fellows ! 

S  Dough.  In  love  with  me  ?  that  lo^e  shall 
cost  your  lives  all 
Come,  sister,  and  advise  me ;  I  have  here 
A  way  to  make  an  eaagr  oomniest  of  them. 
If  fortune  favour  roe.  [Extunt  daughters, 

Cur^  Let^s  see  yon  sweat. 
Tomorrow,  blood  and  spirit  boys;  this  wine 
Turned  to  stem  valour. 

1  Sold.  Hark  you,  Judas ; 
If  he  should  hang  us  after  all  this? 

Judas,  Let  him: 
m  hang  like  a  gentleman,  and  a  Romaa 

Car,  Take  away  there ; 
Xhey  have  enou^. 

Judas.  Captain,  we  think  you  heartily 
For  your  goiod  cheer  3  and  if  we  meet  tomorrow. 
One  of  us  pays  for  it 

Car,  Get  then  guides ;  their  wine 
Has  over-mastered  them. 

Enter  second  Daughter  and  a  Servant, 

9  Daugh.  That  hungry  fellow 
With  the  fed  beard  thm,  ^ve  it  hun,  and  thia^ 
To  see  it  well  delivered. 

Car.  Farewell*  knaves ! 
Speak  nobly  of  us ;  keep  your  words  to-morrow. 


Enter  a  Gnide. 

And  do  something  worthy  your  meat  Go^  goids 

them. 
And  see  them  fairly  onward.  [Exit, 

Judas.  Meaning  me,  sir? 

iServ.  The  same. 
The  youngpt  daughter  to  the  (lueen  eotresti  joa 
To  give  this  privately  to  captain  Junius; 
This  for  your  pains. 

Judas.  I  rest  her  humble  servant ; 
Commend  me  to  thy  lady.  Keep  your  file%  boys. 

Sero.  I  must  instruct  you  furtfaier. 

Judas.  Keep  your  files  there ! 
Order,  sweet  mends;  faces  about  now. 

Gmde.  Here,  sir ; 
Here  lies  your  way. 

Judas.  Btess  the  foundcnL  I  say ! 
Fairly,  good  soldiers,  fairly !  march  now ;  doss, 
boys !  [ExeuHt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  SvtrovivSf  Petillics,  DmtTBirs, 
Decivs,  and  Maceb. 

Suet.  Bid  me  be  wise^  and  keep  me  where  I 
am. 
And  so  be  safe ?  not  oomc,  because  commanded? 
Was  it  not  thus  ? 

Macer,  It  wa^  sir. 

Pet,  What  now  think  vou  ? 

Suet.  Must  come  so  heinous  to  him»  so  £** 
tasteful? 

Tet.  Give  me  my  money. 

Dem.  I  confess  'tis  due,  si^ 
And  presently  111  pay  it 

Suet,  His  obedience 
So  blind  at  his  years  and  experience. 
It  cannot  find  where  to  be  tendered? 

Macer,  Sir, 
The  regiment  was  willin|^  and  advanced  too, 
The  captains  at  all  points  stecded  up  ;  their  pre> 

parations 
Full  of  resolve  and  confidence ;  yoath  and  fire, 
like  the  fair  breakii^  of  a  glorious  da^ 
Gilded  their  phalanx;  when  the  angry  Penius 
Stent,  hke  a  stormy  doud,  betwixt  tlwm  and  ho^ict. 

Suet.  And  stofmed  their  resolations? 

Mactr.  True ;  his  reason 
To  them  was  odds^  and  odds  so  «"^"it*>j. 
Discretion  durst  not  look  upon. 

Suet,  Well,  Penius, 
I  cannot  think  tliee  coward  yet;  and  treadieroos 
I  dare  not  think;  tboa  hast  lopi  a  limb  off  from 

me; 
And  let  it  be  thy  glory,  thou  was  stubborn. 
Thy  wisdom,  that  thou  IcAfat  thy  general  naked ! 
Yet,  ere  the  sun  set,  I  shall  make  thee  see 
All  talour  dwells  not  in  thee^  all  command 
In  one  experience.  Thou  wilt  too  late  repent  thi^ 
And  wish '  I  musi  cooie  up^  had  boen  thy  blessing. 

Tet.  Let's  force  him. 
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Snet.  No^  hj  no  means;  he's  a  tonent 
We  CBJuioC  anly  stem. 
Pet.  I  cfabk,  a  traitor. 

SiKt  No  ill  words!  leC  }oi  own  shame  first  re- 
fne  Inni. 
Tfat  wine  I  fanre,  see  i^  Demetriiu, 
Dislrihifed  tmonot  tJbe  soldiers, 
To  nuke  dxai  hipi  and  hist  j ;  lidien  that^s  dom^ 
ntffitt^  ffte  the  woftl  t)kroij|^  that  the  eagles 
Mty  lueKndjf  advance ;  no  man  dsoovery 
UpQQ  iiis  lifey  the  enemiei^  full  strength, 
BBt  inke  It  of  no  Tafaie.    Decras^ 
Are  jour  starred  people  yet  come  home? 
Dtc  I  hope  90. 

Sut.  K«ep  them  in  more  obedience :   Itns  b 
DO  tone 
To  dnde,  I  ooold  be  angry  else,  and  say  more  to 

«itcone»  let's  order  aH  ^KFItoBe  B#o«rd  is  flharpesty 
And  Tibar  equal  to  his  sword  this  dkty^ 
Sttll  be  my  saint. 
Pet,  We  sbOI  be  holy  all,  then.        [£jrevfi^. 

Motet  T>aaxi%.   £bl€r  Judas  caif  Aii  cmi^Mf. 
MoL  CtptBiny  captsin,  IVe  faroogfit  them  off 


Ik  omnkennest  alsres  I 

Ike,  Pot  confound  your  rogueships  ? 
rO  oB  the  general,  and  have  ye  haneed  all. 

JudtL  Pray  who  will  yon  command,  then? 

Bee.  For  jon,  sirrah,  ' 
That  axe  die  ringleader  to  these  devices, 
Whose  toaw  is  never  cnumoed,  FU  have  an  en- 


Jutms,  A  Arencii,  sweet  captain. 
Oec  Sweet  Jodas,  even  the  forks, 
Wbere  yoa  shall  have  two  lictor%  widi  two  whips, 
Bsamer  your  hide. 

Jtda»,  Captain,  good  words^  fair  words, 
Svcct  wonk,  good  captun ;  if  you  lake  not  u^ 
f^veweO !  we  have  employment. 
l>ec  Where  liast  thou  beoi? 
MoL  Hiere,  where  you  dare  not  be,  with  all 

yoarvaloiu; 
Dec  Whereas  that  ? 

Mb.  Widi  die  best  good  fellow  Hving. 
1  &UL  TlR  king  of  aS  good  fellows. 
Dol  Who's  that? 
Js^  Caratach. 
Me  BOW,  and  say,  we  have  dotte  somethmg 

wortby! 
iU  me,  with  Caratach:  by  this  Hestven,  Cara- 
tach! 
Dd  joe  as  much  now,  til  you  dare.    Sweet  Ca- 
ratach! 
Too  talk  of  a  good  feflo«r,  of  true  dxmkine; 
Wdl,  pi  diy  ways,  old  Canttach !  Besim  the 

driidc,  captain, 
2^jMvett  ranmng  banquet  of  bbd^  padifings, 

ncoes ofdorioos  Mef 

Pk,  How  escaped  ye  han^bogf 


Judoi,  Hanging's  a  dogfs  death,  we  are  gentle- 
men; 
And  I  say  still,  old  Caratach ! 

Dec.  Belike,  then. 
You  are  turned  rebels  alL 

Judas,  We  are  Roman  boys  all. 
And  boys  oFmetde.    I  mast  do  that^  captai% 
This  day,  this  very  day 

Dec.  Away»  ye  rascal ! 

Judas,  Fair  words,  I  say  aeiiin ! 

Dec,  What  must  vou  do^  ar? 

Jaios.  I  must  do  that  my  heart-strings  yearn  to 
do; 
But  my  word's  past 

Dee,  What  is  it? 

Jadbf.  Why,  kffl  CainatadL 
That's  all  he  asked  us  for  our  entertainment 

Dee.  More  than  youll  pay. 

Judas,  WooM  I  had  aohi  myself 
Unto  the  skin,  I  had  not  promiaed  it ! 
For  such  another  Carataoi 

Dec.  Come,  fool. 
Have  yon  done  your  country  service  r 

Jados.  Fve  brought  liiat 
To  captain  Junius 

Dee,  How! 

Judas.  Itlnnkwilldoall; 
I  cannot  tell ;  I  think  so. 

Dec.  How !  to  Junius  ? 
Fll  more  enquire  of  this.    Tonll  figlit  nowf 

Judas,  Promise, 
Ti^e  heed  of  promise,  captain ! 

Dec.  Away,  and  rank  tnen* 

Judn.  But,  hark  you,  captun;  tfaetc  (s  wilia 
distributing; 
I  wouM  fain  know  what  share  I  have. 

Dec  Begone; 
You  have  too  much. 

Judas.  Captain,  no  wine^  no  fighting  • 
There's  one  called  Caratach,  that  has  #ine. 

Dec  WeU,  sir, 
If  youTl  be  ruled  now,  and  do  WfeB— »• 

Judas.  Do  excellent 

Dee.  You  shall  have  wine^  or  any  things    Go 
file; 
111  see  you  have  your  share.  Drag  oat  yo«r  dor- 
mice. 
And  stow  them  somewhere,  wh^re  niey  nsay  sle^ 

handsomely; 
JhefH  hear  a  hunl»-up  shordy. 

Judas.  Now  I  love  thee : 
But  no  more  foifo  nor  whips ! 

Dec  Deserve  thetti  not  tbeik. 
Up  with  yomr  teen ;  HI  meet  yoa  pitwenliy ; 
And  get  them  sober  auickly. 

JtSas,  Arm,  arm,  oallies  ! 
All's  right  again  and  straight;  and,  which  Is  more, 
Mofle  wine,  more  wiue.     Awidce,  ye  men  pf 

Memphis! 
Be  sober  and  discreiet;  we've  much  to  do,  boys. 

[fjreaa^ 
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SCENE  L 


I 


Enter  a  Messenger, 

Meu,  Prepare  ther^  for  the  sacrifice!   the 
queen  comes. 

Music.  Enter  in  solemnity  the  Druids  singing, 
the  second  daughter  strewing  flowers  ;  then 
BoNDucA,  Carat ACH,  Nenvius,  and  others. 

Bond.  Ye  powerful  gods  of  Britain^  hear  our 
prayers ! 
Hear  us,  ye  ^rcat  revengers!  and  this  day 
Take  pity  from  oujc  swords,  doubt  from  our  va- 
lours, 
Double  the  sad  reTpembrancc  of  our  -wrongs 
In  every  breast !  the  vengeance  due  to  those 
Make  infinite  and  endless !  On  our  pikes 
This  day  pale  terror  sit,  horrors  and  ruins 
Upon  our  executions ;  claps  of  tliunder 
Hang  on  our  armed  carts;  and  before  our  troops' 
Despair  and  death ;  shame  beyond  these  attend^ 

tliem ! 
Rise  from  the  dust,  ye  relicks  of  the  dead, 
Whose  noble  deeds  our  holy  Druids  sing  \ 
Oh,  rise,  ye  valiant  bon^ !  let  not  base  earth 
Oppress  your  honours^  i^hilst  the  pride  of  Rome 
Treads  on  your  stocks,  and  wipes  out  all  your 
stories ! 
^en.  Thou  great  Tiranes,  whom  our  sacred 
priests, 
Armed  with  dreadful  thunder,  place  on  high 
Above  the  rest  of  the  immortal  gods, 
Send  thy  consuming  fixes  and  deadly  bolts, 
And  slioot  them  home;   stick  in  each  Roman 

heart 
A  fear  fit  for  confusion ;  blast  their  spirits. 
Dwell  in  them  to  destruction;   through  their 

phalanx 
Strike  as  <hoQ  strikest  a  proud  tree ;  shake  tlieir 

bodies, 
Make  their  strengths  totter^  and  their  topless  for- 
tunes 
Unroot,  and  reel  to  ruin ! 

1  Daugh.  Oh,  thou  god, 
Thou  feared  god,  if  ever  to  thy  justice 
Insulting  wrongs,  and  ravishments  of  women, 
(Women  derived  from  thee)  their  shames,  the 

*  sufferings 
Of  those  that  daily  filled  thy  sacrifice 
With  virgin  incense,  have  access,  now  hear  me  ! 
Now  snatch  tliy  tlmuder  up,  now  on  these  Ro- 
mans, 
Despisers  of  thy  power,  of  us  defacers ; 
Revenge  thyself';  take  to  thy  killing  anger, 
To  make  thy  great  work  full,  the  justice  spoken, 
An  utter  rooting,  from  this  blessed  ble, 
Of  what  Rome  is,  or  has  been ! 

Bond.  Give  more  incense  ! 
The  gods  are  deaf  and  drowsy,  no  happy  flame 
Ki<ics  to  raise  our  thoughts.    Pour  on. 


2  Dattgh,  See,  Heavei% 
And  all  you  powers  that  guide  us,  see  aftd  sh&me,^ 
We  kneel  so  long  for  pity !  0*er  your  altars, 
Since  'tis  no  lierht  oblation,  that  you  look  for. 
No  i^ccnse-ofkringy  will  I  hang  mine  eyes ; 
Ajid  a^  I  wear  these  stones  wip  hourly  weeping 
So  will  X  melt  your  powers  into  compassioD. 
This  tear  for  rrosutagus,  my  brave  lather ; 
(Ye  gods,  now  think  on  Rome !)  this  for  my  nuh 

ther. 
And  all  her  miseries ;  yet  see,  and  save  us  1 
But  now  ve  must  be  open-eyed.    See,  heave^ 
Oh,  sec  thy  showers  stolen  from  thee ;  our  dis- 
honours, 

[A  smoke  from  the  altar. 
Oh,  sister,  our  dishonours !  Can  ye  be  gods„ 
And  these  sins  smothered?  • 
Bond.  The  fire  takes. 
Car.  It  doe^  so,^ 
But  no  flame  rises.    Cense  your  fretful  pra^eni 
Your,  whinings,  ami  your  tame  petatians : 
The  gods  love  courage  armed  with  confidence, 
And  prayers  fit  to  pull  them  down  -.  Weak  tears 
And  troubled  hearts,  the  dull  twins  of  cold  spints. 
They  sit  and  smile  at.    Hear  how  I  salute  tnem : 
Divine  Andatc  !  thou,  who  holdst  the  reins 
Of  furious  battles,,  and  disordered  war. 
And  proudly  roll'st  thy  swarty  chariot-wheels 
Over  the  heaps  of  waupds  and  carcasses, 
Sailing  through  seaa  of  blood ;  thou  sure-steeled 

sternness, 
Give  us  this  day  good  hearts,  good  enemies, 
Good  blows  of  both  sides,  wounds,  that  fear  or 

flight 
Can  claim  no  share  in ;  steel  us  both  with  angers 
And  warlike  executions,  fit  thy  viewing; 
Let  Rome  put  on  her  best  strength,  and  thy  Brir 

tain. 
Thy  little  Britain,  hut  as  great  in  fortune. 
Meet  her  as  strong  as  she,  as  proud,  as  daring ! 
And  then  look  on^  thou  red-eyed  god  !  who  docs 

best. 
Reward  with  honour;  who  despair  raaLes  fly, 
Unarm  for  ever,  and  brand  with  infamy  ! 
Grant  this,  divine  Andate  !  'tis  but  justice; 
And  my  first  blow,  thus,  on  thy  holy  altar 
r  sacrifice  unto  thee.  {AjUsme  rtsc^ 

Bond.  It  flames  out  [Music* 

Car.  Now  sing,  ye  Druids.  L^ongi 

Bond.  It  is  out  agun. 
Car.  lie  has  given  us  leave  to  fi^t  yet ;  wi 

ask  no  more ; 
The  rest  hangs  on  our  resolutions : 
Tempt  him  no  more. 

Bond.  I  would  know  furthrr,  cousin. 

Car.  I  lis  hidden  meaning  dwells  in  our  endei^ 

vours. 
Our  valours  are  our  best  gods.    Chear  the  sol; 

dicr, 
And  let  him  eat. 
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Met,  He  is  at  ity  sr. 

C^r.  Awaj  then ; 
When  be  hss  dooe,  let  us  march.    Come,  fear 

Dot^Uj; 
This  daj  the  Roman  gains  no  more  ground  here, 
Bat  what  his  bod/  lies  in. 

Bond,  Now  I  am  confident  [£re«itf.  Recorders. 

SCENE  U. 

Enter  Juj^ics,  Curius,  and  Decius. 

Der.  We  dare  not  hazard  it;  beside  our  lives, 
It  forfeits  all  our  understandings. 

Jtau  Gentlemen, 
Can  je  forsake  me  in  so  just  a  service, 
A  Venice  for  the  commonwealth,  for  honour  ? 
Bead  but  the  letter  ;  you  may  love  too. 

Drc  Read  it. 
If  there  be  any  safety  in  the  circumstance, 
Or  fikeiihood  tis  love,  we  will  not  fail  you : 
•Bead  it,  lEood  Curios. 
Cmr.  WilliiKly. 
J«..  Now^l^lLrk  it. 

Cw.  [reading^  ''Health  to  tliy  heart,  my  ho- 
noured Junius, 
An  diy  love  requited  \  I  am  thine, 
Thine  everlastinsly ;  thy  love  has  won  me ; 
And  led  it  breed  no  doubt,  our  new  acquaintance 
Cmni^els  this;  'tis  the  gods'  decree  to  bless  us. 
The  times  are  dangerous  to  meet,  yet  fail  not ; 
fiy  all  the  love  thou  bear'st  me  I  conjure. thee, 
^\  ixhoat  distrust  of  danger,  to  come  to  me  1 
For  I  have  purposed  a  delivery 
Both  of  myself  and  fortune  this  blessed  day 
Into  thy  faajods,  if  thou  thinkest  good.  To  shew  thee 
How  infinite  my  love  is,  even  my  mother 
iSbaJH^  be  thy  prisooer,  the  day  yours  without 

hazard; 
For  I  beheld  your  danger  like  a  Im^er,' 
A  fostaflecter  of  thy  faith :  Thy  goodness, 
i  know^  will  use  us  nobly ;  and  our  marriage, 
h'  QBti  redeem,  yet  lessen  Rome*s  ambition : 
Ha  weary  of  tliese  miseries.    Use  my  mother 
If  WW  intend  to  take  her)  with  all  honour; 
AnA  let  this  disobedience  to  my  parent 
Be  bid  on  love,  not  roe.   Bring  with  thee,  Junius, 
^vnit»  rvMlfed  to  fetch  me  otif, the  noblest; 
F*  ^    T  will  strve  the  turn,  just  at  the  joining 
f>t  br<h  the  battles ;  we  will  be  weakly  guarded, 
Ajirl  tor  a  guide,  within  this  hour,  shall  reach  thee 
.A  faidiful  friend  of  mine.    The  gods,  my  Junius, 
Kc«p  tbee^  and  me  to  serve  thee !  Young  Bon- 


Car.  This  letter  carries  mucli  bdief,  and  most 
ol^ections 
Ajaj«uid,  we  most  have  doubted. 

At.  In  that  fellow 
C'cjm*  to  you  for  a  guide  yet  ? 
-/«a.  Yev 

J^te.  And  eramiocd  ? 

Jn,  Far  oiore  than  that ;  he  has  felt  tortures, 
fet 

vii,  r. 


He  vows  he  knows  no  more  than  this  truth. 

Dec  Strange ! 

Cur.  If  she  mean  what  she  writes,  as  it  may 
be  probable, 
^will  be  tlie  happiest  vantage  we  can  lean  to. 

Jun,  V\\  pawn  my  soul  she  means  truth. 

Dec.  Think  an  hour  more ; 
Then  if  your  confidence  grow  stronger  on  youy  . 
We'll  set  in  with  you. 

Jun,  Nobly  done !  I  thank  ye. 
Ye  know  the  time. 

Cttr.  We  will  be  either  ready 
To  give  you  present  counsel,  or  join  with  you. 

Enter  Suetonius,  Pctillius,  Demetrius,  an<f 

Macer. 

Jun.  No  more,  as  ye  are  gentlemen.    Th^  ge- 
neral ! 

SueL  Draw  out  apace ;  the  enemy  waits  for  us. 
Are  ye  all  ready  ? 

Jun.  All  our  trOops  attend,  sir. 

Suet. . I  am  glad  to  hear  yuu  say  so,  Junius; 
I  hope  you  are  dispossessec). 

Jun.  I  hope  so  too,  sir. 

Suet.  Continue  so.   'And,  gjentlemen,  to  you 
now ! 
To  bid  you  fight  is  needless ;  ye  are  Romans ; 
The  mcme  will  fight  itself:  To  tell  ye  who 
You  go  to  fi^ht  against,  his  powc^r,  and  ni^turp. 
But  loss  of  time ;  ye  know  it,  know  it  poor. 
And  oft  have  made  it  so :  To  tell  ye  lurtber, 
liis  body  shews  more  dreadful  tlian  it  has  done, 
To  him  that  fears,  less  possible  to  deal  witu, 
Is  but  to  stick  more  honour  on  your  actions. 
Load  ye  with  virtuous  nfiffieB,  and  to  jour  mi^ 

mories 
Tie  never-dyipg  time  imd  fortuoie  constant 
Go  on  in  full  assurapce  !  draw  your  swqrds 
As  daring  and  as  confident  as  justice ; 
The  gods  of  Rome  fight  fpr  ye ;  loud  Fame  cafls 

Pitched  on  the  topless  Apenninc,  where   the 

snow  dwells, 
And  blows  to  all  the  under-world,  all  nations. 
The  seas  and  unfr^uented  deserts;  wakens 
The  ruined  monumeiits ;  and  there,  .wl^ere.no* 

thing 
But  eternal  death  and  sleep  is,  informs  again 
The  dead  bones  with  your  virtue;*.   Go  on,  I  say: 
V'aliant  and  wise  rule  heaven,  and  all  die  great 
Aspects !  attend  them,  do  but  blow  upon 
This  enemy,  who,  but  that  we  want  foes, 
Cannot  deserve  that  name ;  aud,  like  a  inist^ 
A  lazy  fog,  before  your  burning  valours 
YouMl  finid  him  fiy  to  nothing.     This  is  all ; 
We  have  swords,  and  are  the  sons  of  ancient  Ro- 
mans, 
Heirs  to  their  endless  valours;  fight  and  conquer! 

Dec.  Dem.  It  is  done. 

Pet.  That  man,  that  loves  not  this  day. 
And  hug*(  not  in  his  anns  the  noble  danger, 
Mnv  he  die  fameless  and  forgot ! 

N 


146 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[Beaumont  Si 


Suet.  SufEcient ! 

Up  to  your  troops,  and  let  your  drums  beat  thun- 
der; 

March  close  and  sudden,  like  a  tempest :  All  ex- 
ecutions [Alareh. 

Done  without  sparkling  of  the  body ;  keep  your 
phalanx 

Sure  lined,  and  pieced  together,  your  pikes  for- 
ward, 

And  so  march  like  a  moving  fort  Ere  this  day 
run, 

We  shall  have  ground  to  add  to  Rome,  well  won. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  m. 

Enter  Caratach  and  Nennius. 

Nen.  The  Roman  is  advanced ;  from  yon  hill's 
brow 

We  may  behold  him,  Caratach.  [A  march. 

Car.  Let  us  thither; 

[Druttii  within  at  one  place  afar  off. 

I  see  the  dust  fly.    Now  I  see  the  body. 

Observe  them,  Nennius ;  by  heaven,  a  handsome 
body, 

And,  of  a  ^w,  strongly  and  wisely  jointed ! 

Suetonius  is  a  soldier. 
Nen.  As  I  take  it, 

That  is  he,  that  gallops  by  the  regiments, 

Viewing  their  preparations. 
Car.  Very  hkely ; 

He  shews  no  less  than  general.    See  how  bravely 

The  body  moves,  and  in  the  head  how  proudly 

The  raptains  stick  like  plumes;  he  come  apace  on. 

Good  Nennius,  go,  and  bid  my  stout  lieutenant 

Bring  on  the  first  square  body  to  oppose  them. 

And,  as  he  charges,  open  to  enclose  them ; 

The  queen  move  next  with  her*8,  and  wheel  about. 

To  gain  their  backs,  in  which  Til  lead  the  van- 
guard. 

^Ve  shall  have  bloody  crowns  this  day,  I  see  by  it. 

Haste  thee,  good  Nennius;  111  follow  instantly. 

[Exit  Nenniut. 

How  close  they  march,  as  if  they  grew  tojgctlier, 

[March. 

No  place  but  lined  alike,  sure  from  oppression ! 

They  will  not  change  this  figure ;  we  must  charge 
them. 

And  charge  them  home  at  both  ends,  van  and 
rear ;     [Drums  in  another  place  afar  off. 

Thev  never  totter  else.    I  hear  our  musl^, 

And  must  attend  it :   Hold,  good  sword,  but  this 

And  bite  hard,  where  I  hound  thee  !  and  here- 
after 
ni  make  a  relic  of  thee,  for  young  soldiers 
To  come  like  pilgrims  to,  anil  kiss  for  conquests. 

[Exit. 
SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Junius^  Curils,  and  Decics. 

Jttn.  Now  is  the  time ;  die  fellow  stays. 
Dec.  What  think  ve  ? 


Cur.  I  think  it  is  true. 
Jun.  Alas,  if  it  were  a  aucsdon, 
If  any  doubt  or  hazard  fell  into  it. 
Do  ye  think  mine  own  discretion  so  self-blind, 
My  care  of  ye  so  naked,  to  run  headlong? 
Dec.  Let  us  take  Petillius  with  us ! 
Jun.  By  no  means ; 
He  is  never  wise  but  to  himself,  nor  courtcoas 
But  where  the  end  is  his  own :  we  are  strung 

enough. 
If  not  too  many.     Beliind  yonder  hill. 
The  fellow  tells  mc,  she  attends,  weak  guarded, 
Iler  mother  and  her  sister. 
Cur.  I  would  venture. 

Jun.  We  shall  not  strike  five  blows  for  it. 
Weigh  the  good, 
The  general  good  may  come. 
Dec.  Away !  I'll  witli  ye ; 

But  with  what  doubt 

Jun.  Fear  not ;  my  soul  for  all ! 

[Exeunt.  Alarms,  drums  and  trumpets 
in  several  places  ajar  o^  as  at  a  main 
battle. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Drusius  and  Penius  above. 

Drus,  Here  you  may  see  them  all,  sir;  from> 
this  hill 
The  country  shews  off  level. 

Pen.  Gods  defend  me, 
What  multitudes  they  arc,  what  infinites ! 
The  Roman  power  shews  like  a  little  star. 
Hedged  with  a  double  halo.--rNow  tlie  knell  rings : 

tijoitd  shouts. 
.«....,  ..w..  w.^^  „.»»..  ^  ».^  »»v^x. .  how  the  air 
Totters  and  reels,  and  rends  apieces,  Dnisias, 
With  the  huge-voUied  clamours  ! 

Drus.  Now  they  charge 
(Oh,  gods !)  of  all  sides,  fearfully. 

Pen.  Little  Rome, 
Stand  but  this  growing  hydra  one  short  lM>ur, 
And  thou  hast  out-done  Hercules ! 

Drus.  The  dust 
Hides  them;  we  cannot  sec  what  follows. 

Pen.  They  are  gone. 
Gone,  swallowed,  Drusius ;  this  eternal  sun 
Shall  never  see  them  march  more! 

Drus.  Oh,  turn  this  way. 
And  see  a  model  of  the  field  !  some  fortVy 
Against  four  hundred ! 

Pen.  Well  fought,  bravely  followed  ! 
Oh,  nobly  charged  again,  charged  home    too 

Drusius, 
They  seem  to  carry  it.    Now  they  charge  all ; 

[Lond  sAimti 
Close,  close,  I  say !  they  follow  it.    Ve  gods 
Can  there  be  more  in  men  ?  more  daring  spirit.'^ 
Still  tliey  make  good  their  fortunes,     r^ovr  iIhi 

are  gone  too. 
For  ever  gone  !  see,  Druaus,  at  their  backs 
A  fearful  ambush  rises.    Farewell,  vi 
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EiceUait  fakNirs !  oh,  Rome,  where  is  thy  wis- 
dom? 

DniL  Thej  sre  gone  indeed,  sir. 

Pea.  Look  out  toward  the  army ; 
I  am  heaxy  with  these  slaughters. 

Dna.  'tis  the  same  still. 
Covered  widi  dust  and  fury,  V^^^  retire. 

Enter  tkt  two  Daughtert,  with  Junius,  Curi- 
v%  Detius,  Soldiers^  and  Servants. 

i  DimgL  Bring  tbem  in ; 
Tie  them,  and  then  unarm  them. 

1  Dough,  VaHant  Romans^ 
Ye  sre  welcome  to  your  loves ! 

3  D^h.  Your  death,  fools ! 

Dec,  We  deserve  them ; 
And,  women,  do  your  worst 

1  Daugh.  Ye  need  not  beg  it 

S  Dough.  Which  is  kind  Junius  ? 

&>v.  This. 

9  Dough,  Are  you  my  sweetheart  ? 
It  loob  ill  on  it !  How  Ions;  is  it,  pretty  soul, 
Sore  TOO  and  I  first  loved  ?  Had  we  not  reason 
To  doat  extremely  upon  one  another  ? 
How  does  my  love  ?  This  is  not  he ;  my  chicken 
Could  praie  finely,  sing  a  love-song. 

JwiL  Monster 

2  Dough,  Oh,  now  it  courts ! 
Jn.  .^med  with  more  malice 

TIbo  he,  that  got  thee,  has,  the  devil. 

e  Dough,  Good ! 
Proceed,  sweet  chick. 
Juu.  I  hate  thee ;  that  is  my  last 
2  DougL  Nay,  an  you  love  me,  forward ! — 

No?  Come,  sister, 
Let  OS  pddk  our  answers  on  our  arrows*  points. 
And  make  them  laugh  a  little.    Ye  damned  le* 

chersj, 
Ye  proud  improvident  fools,  have  we  now  caught 

ye? 
Are  je  in  the  noose  ?  Since  ye  are  such  loving 

creatures, 
Well  be  your  Cupids :  Do  ye  see  these  arrows  ? 
Well  send  tbem  to  your  wanton  Hvers,  goats. 

1  Dough,  Oh,  how  I'll  trample  on  your  hearts, 

je  villains, 
AffllNtioiis  salt-itch  slaves,  Rome's  master-sins ! 

2  Doush.  Dogs, 

l^es,  honour's  hanemen, do  ye  grin?  Perdition 
Take  lae  for  ever,  if,  m  my  fell  anger, 
I  do  not  out-do  ail  example. 

Enter  Carat ach. 

C«r.  Where, 
^^^ae  are  the  ladies?  Ye  keep  nohle  quarter ! 
Yoor  mother  thinks  you  dead  or  taken,  upon 

which 
She  will  not  move  her  battle. — Sure  these  faces 
Ilnie  beheld  and  known;  they  are  Roman  leaders ! 
How  caine  they  here? 

)  Dough.  A  trick,  sir,  that  we  used ; 
A  certain  policy  conducted  them 


Unto  our  snare :  We  have  done  you  no  small  ser- 
vice. 
Tliese  used  as  we  intend,  we  are  for  the  battle. 
Car.  As  you  intend  ?  Taken  by  treachery  ? 

1  Daugh.  Is  it  not  allowed  ? 

Car.  Those,  that  should  gild  our  conquest, 
Make  up  a  battle  worthy  of  our  winning, 
Catchcd  up  by  craft? 

2  Daugh.  By  any  means  that's  lawful. 

Car.  A  woman's  wisdom  in  our  triumphs?  Out! 
Out,  out,  ye  sluts,  ye  follies !  From  our  swords 
Filch  our  revenges  basely  ? — ^Ann  again,  gentle- 
men! 
Soldiers,  I  charge  ye  help  them. 
Dispatch  there! 

1  Daugh.  I  will  not  off  thus ! 
Car.  He  that  stirs  to  execute. 

Or  she,  though  it  be  yourselves,  by  him  that  got 

me, 
Shall  quickly  feel  mine  anger !    One  great  day 

given  us. 
Not  to  be  snatdied  out  of  our  hands  but  basely. 
And  must  we  shame  the  gods  from  whence  we 

have  it. 
With  setting  snares  for  soldiers  ?  Ill  run  away 

first. 
Be  hooted  at,  and  children  call  me  coward, 
Before  I  set  up  stales  for  victories. 
Give  them  their  swords. 

2  Daugh,  Oh,  Gods ! 
Car.  Bear  off  the  women 

Unto  their  mother ! 
2  Daugh.  One  shot,  gentle  undc ! 
Car,  Bear  them  off,  I  say. 
1  Daugh.  The  devil  take  this  fortune ! 
Car.  Learn  to  spin,  [Exeunt  Daughtert, 

And  curse  your  knotted  hemp  ! — Go,  gentlemen. 
Safely  go  otF,  up  to  your  troops;  be  wiser; 
There  thank  me  like  tall  soldiers :  I  shall  seek  ve. 

[Exit. 
Cur,  A  noble  worth ! 
Dec.  Well,  Junius  ? 
Jun.  Pray  ye,  no  more  f 
Cur.  Ho  blushes ;  do  not  load  him. 
Dec.  Where  is  your  love  now  ? 

[Drums  hud  again. 
Jun.  Puff!  there  it  flies.  Come,  let  us  redeem 
our  follies. 

[Exeunt  Junius^  Curiits,  and  Decius. 

Drusius  and  Penius  come  forward. 

Drus.  Awake,  sir;  yet  the  Roman  body's  whole ; 
I  see  them  clear  again. 

Pen.  Whole  ?  it  is  impossible ; 
Drusius,  they  must  be  lost 

Drus.  By  heaven,  they  are  whole,  sir, 
And  in  brave  doing;  see,  they  wheel  about, 
To  gain  more  ground. 

Pen.  But  see  there,  Drusius,  see. 
See  that  huge  battle  moving  from  the  mountains ! 
Their  gilt  coats  shine  like  dragon's  scales^  their 
march 
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like  a  rough  tumbling  storm;  see  them,  and  view 
them. 

And  then  see  Rome  no  more.  Say  they  fail, 
look, 

Look  where  the  armed  carts  stand;  a  new  army! 

Look  how  they  hang  like  falling  rocks !  as  mur- 
dering 

Death  rides  m  triumph,  Drilsius,  fell  Destruction 

Lashes  his  fiery  horse,  and  round  about  him 

His  many  thousand  ways  to  let  out  souls. 

Move  me  af^ain,  when  they  charge,  when  the 
mountain 

Melts  under  their  hot  wheels,  and  from  their  axle- 
trees 

Huge  claps  of  thunder  plough  the  ground  before 
them ! 

Till  then,  Til  dream  what  Rome  was.  [ITtry  retire. 

Enter  Suetonius,  Petillius,  D£iiETRius,aiicf 

Macer. 

Suet.  Oh,  bravely  fought ! 
Honour  till  now  neVr  shewed  her  golden  face 
In  the  field :  like  lions,  gentlemen,  you  have  held 
Your  heads  up  this  day.    Where  is  young  Junius, 
Curius,  and  Decius  ? 
Pet,  Gone  to  heaven,  I  think,  sir. 
Suet.  Their  worths  go  with  them !  Breathe  a 

while.    How  do  ye  ? 
Pet,   Well ;    some  few  scurvy  wounds ;  my 

heart's  whole  yet, 
Dem.  Would  they  would  give  os  more  ground ! 
Suet,  Give  ?  we'll  have  it 
Pet,  Have  it,  and  hold  it  too,  despite  the  devil. 

Enter  Junius,  Decius,  and  Cuaius. 

Jttfi.  Lead  up  to  the  head,  and  line  sure !  The 
queen's  oattle 
Begins  to  charge  like  wildfire.    Where's  the  ge- 
neral? 

Suet.  Oh,  they  are  living  yet  Come,  my  brave 
soldiers, 
Come,  let  me  pour  Rome's  blessing  on  ye :  Live, 
Live,  and  lead  armies  all !  Ye  bleei  hard. 

Jun.  Best; 
We  shall  appear  the  stenier  to  the  foe. 
'    Dec.  More  wounds,  more  honour. 

Pet.  Lose  no  time. 

Suet.  Away  then ; 
And  stand  this  shock,  ve  have  stood  the  world. 

Pet.  We'll  grow  to  It. 
Is  not  this  better  now  than  lousy  loving? 

Jun.  I  am  myself,  Petillius. 

Pet.  Tis  I  love  tliee.  [Exeunt  Romant. 

Enter  Bonouca,  Caratach,  Daughters,  and 

Nennius. 

Car,  Chafse  them  in  the  flanks !  Oh,  yon  have 
played  the  fool, 
The  fool  extremely,  the  mad  fool  I 
Bond.  Why,  cousin  ? 

Car,  The  woman  fool !  Why  did  you  give  the 
word 
Unto  the  carts  to  charge  down,  and  our  people, 


In  gross  before  the  enemv }'  We  pay  for  it; 
Our  own  swords  cut  our  throats !  Why,  pox  on  it! 
Why  do  you  offer  to  command  ?  The  devil, 
The  devil,  and  his  dam  too  !  who  bid  yoo 
Meddle  in  men's  affairs  ? 
Bond.  I'll  help  all. 

Car.  Home,  [Exeunt  Queen,  Src. 

Home  and  spin,  woman,  spin,  ^  spin  !  you  thfic. 
Open  before  there,  or  all's  ruined  1— How? 

[Shcuts  vitkin. 
Now  comes  the  tempest  on  ourselves,  by  heaven ! 
Within.  Victoria! 

Car.  Oh,  woman,  scurvy  woman,  beastly  wo- 
man! 
[Exeunt  omnes prater  Dntuut  and  Peniut. 
Drus.  Victoria,  victoria ! 
Pen.  How  is  that,  Drusins ! 
Drut,  They  win,  they  win,  they  win !  Oh,  look, 
look,  look,  sir. 
For  Heaven's  sake,  look !   The  Britons  fly,  the 
Britons  fly !  Victoria ! 

Enter  Suetonius,  Soldiers,  and  Captains, 

Suet.  Soft,  soft^  pursue  it  soft^  excellent  sol- 
diers ! 
Close,  my  brave  fellows,  honourable  Romans ! 
Oh,  cool  thy  mettle,  Junius ;  they  are  ours, 
The  world  cannot  redeem  them :  Stem  Petillius, 
Govern  the  conquest  nobly.    Soft,  good  soldiers! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Bonduca,  Daughters,  and  Britons. 

Bond.  Shame !  whither  fly  ye,  ye  unlucky  Bri- 
tons? 

Will  ye  creep  into  your  mothers'  wombs  a)?un ! 
Back,  cowards ! 

Hares,  fearful  hares,  doves  in  your  angers !  leave 
me? 

Leave  your  queen  desolate  ?  her  hapless  duldren, 

Enter  Carat acb  and  Henco. 

To  Roman  rape  again,  and  fury? 

Car.  Fly,  ye  buzzards  ! 
YeVe  wings  enough,  ye  fear !  Get  thee  fjone,  wo- 
man, [Loud  shout  within. 
Shame  tread  upon  thy  heels  !  All's  lost,  allslo^t! 

Haric, 
Hark  how  the  Romans  ring  our  knells  I 

[Ex.  Bond.  Sec. 
Hengo.  Good  uncle, 
Let  me  go  too. 

Car.  No,  boy;  thy  fortune's  mine; 
I  must  not  leave  thee.    Get  behind  me ;  shake 
not; 

£nfer  Petillius,  Junius,  and  I^ecivs. 

I'll  breech  you,  if  you  do,  boy. — Cone,  bmve  Ro 

mans! 
All  is  not  lost  vet. 

Jun.  Now  ihi  thank  thee,  Caratach. 

[Fight.  Drmm 
Car.  Thou  art  a  soldier ;  strike  homey  homfli 
have  at  you ! 
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Pal  HifUovsfkQ  like  hogededges  OB  anaavil.  I 

Dte,  fa  weary. 

Pa.  So  urn  L 

Car.  Send  more  swords  to  me. 

/mi.  Let's  sit  and  rest.  [Sit  4hmn, 

Dna,  What  think  you  now  ? 

Pen.  Oh,  Dnisios^ 
IVe  lost  mine  booour,  kist  my  namey  lost  all 
That  was  my  light:   These  are  true  Romans^ 

andl 
A  Briton  coward,  a  base  coward !  Ckude  me. 
Where  nothing  is  but  desolation. 
That  I  ini^  never  more  behold  the  face 
Of  man,  or  mankind  know  me !  Oh,  blind  for- 
tune, 
Hvt  dioQ  abased  me  thus ! 

Dtml  Good  sir,  be  comforted ; 
It  «ss  joor  wisdom  ruled  you.     Pray  you  go 

home; 
Yoor  day  is  }Net  to  come,  when  this  great  fortune 
Sbiil  be'bat  fml  unto  it.  [  Retreat. 


'  Pea.  Fool,  fool,  coward ! 

[Exeunt  Peniut  and  Urtuiui, 

Enter  Suetonius,  Demetrius,  Soldiertj  drum 

and  colours. 

Suet,  Draw  in,  draw  in  ! — ^Weil  have  you 
fought,  and  worthy 

Rome's  noble  recompense.  Look  to  your  wounds; 

The  ground  is  cold  and  hurtful  The  proud 
queen 

Has  got  a  fort,  and  there  she  and  her  daughters 

Defy  us  once  again :  To-morrow  morning 

We'll  seek  her  out,  and  make  her  know  our  foi^ 
tunes 

Stop  at  no  stubborn  walls.  Come,  sons  of  ho* 
nour, 

True  virtue's  heirs,  thus  hatched  with  Britun 
blood. 

Let's  march  to  rest,  and  set  in  gules  like  suns. 

Beat  a  soft  march,  and  each  one  ease  his  neigh- 
bours !  [Exeunt, 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  1, 


EMter  Petillivs,  Junius,  Decius,  and  De- 
metrius, singing. 

Pet   Smooth  was  his  cheek, 
Dec  And  his  chin  it  was  sieek^ 
Juo.  Withf  whoop,  he  has  done  wooing  ! 
Dem.  Junius  was  this  captain*s  name, 

A  lad /or  a  lasis  viewing. 
Pet  Full  black  his  eye,  and  plump  his  thigh, 
Dec.  Made  up  for  Urns  pursuing, 
DeoL  SmooM  was  his  cheek, 
Ftt.  And  his  chin  it  was  sleek, 
Jim.  With,  whoop,  he  has  done  wooing  / 

Pet.  Oh,  my  vexed  thief,  art  thou  come  home 
aautt? 
Art  thj  brains  perfect  P 
Jia.  Sound  as  bells. 
Pet,  Thy  back-wonn 
Quiet,  and  cast  bis  sti^g,  boy? 

Jan.  Dead,  Petillius, 
Dead  to  ftU  foil?,  and  now  my  anger  only 
Pet.  Why,  thatfs  well  said;  hang  Cupid  and 
has  ooirer, 
A  dnmken  brawling  boy !  Thy  honoured  saint 
3e  tby  ten  shiiH;^  Junius;  there's  the  money, 
Aod  there^s  the  ware ;  square  dealing :  Thus  but 

sweats  thee 
like  a  nesh  nag,  and  midtes  thee  look  pin-but- 

tof^ed; 
llie  other  runs  thee  whining  up  and  down 
like  a  m;  in  a  storm,  filb  thy  brains  full  of  bal- 

And  shews  thee  like  a  loiw  lent,  thy  brave  body 
Tumed  to  a  tui  oigcven  fish  without  butter. 


Dec,  \Vhen  thou  lovest  next,  love  a  good  cup 
of  wine, 
A  mistress  for  a  king !  she  leaps  to  kiss  thee, 
Iler  red  and  white's  her  own,  she  makes  good 

blood, 
Takes  none  away. 

Jun.  I  am  counselled ; 
And  henceforth,  when  I  doat  again 

Dem,  Take  heed ; 
Ye  had  almost  paid  for  it 

Pet,  Love  no  more  great  ladies ; 
Thou  canst  not  step  amiss  then ;  there's  no  de- 
light in  them : 
AlFs  in  the  whistling  of  their  snatcht-up  silks ; 
They're  only  made  for  handsome  view,  not  hand- 
ling. 
Jun,  Thou  apeakest  truly : 
The  wars  shall  be  my  mistress  now. 

Pet.  Well  chosen ! 
For  she's  a  bouncing  lass;   she'll  kiss  thee  at 

night,  boy, 
And  break  thy  pate  in  the  morning. 

Jun.  Yesterday 
I  found  those  favours  infinite. 
Dem,  Wench  good  enough. 
But  that  she  talks  too  loud. 

Pet,  She  talks  to  the  purpose. 
Which  never  woman  did  yet    Shell  hold  grap- 
pling, 
And  he  that  lays  on  best  is  her  best  servant ;  ^ 
All  other  loves  are  mere  catching  of  dottrels. 
Here  comes  the  general. 

tlnter  Suetonius,  Cukius,  and  Macer. 

Suet.  I'm  glad  I've  found  ye : 
Are  those  come  in  yet,  that  pursued  bold  Cara- 
tach? 
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Pet  Not  yet,  sir,  for  I  think  they  mean  to 
lodge  him; 
Take  him  I  know  they  dare  not,  'twill  be  dan- 
gerous. 

Suet.  Then  haste,  Petillius,  haste  to  Pcnius : 
I  fear  the  strong  conceit  of  what  disgrace 
He  has  pulled  upon  himself,  will  be  his  ruin ; 
I  fear  his  soldiers^  fury  too :  Haste  presently ; 
I  would  not  lose  him  for  all  Britain.    Give  him, 
Petillius 

Pet.  That,  that  shall  choke  him.  [Atide. 

Suet.  All  the  noble  counsel, 
His  fault  forgiren  too,  his  place,  liis  honour 

Pet.  For  me,  I  think,  as  handsome 

[Aiide. 

Suet.  AU  the  comfort; 
And  tell  the  soldier,  'twas  on  our  command 
He  drew  not  to  the  battle. 

Pet.  I  conceive,  sir. 
And  will  do  that  shall  cure  all. 

Suet.  Bring  him  with  you 
Before  the  oueen's  fort,  and  his  forces  with  him; 
There  vou  snail  find  us  following  of  our  conquest. 
Make  naste ! 

Pet.  The  best  I  may.  [Exit. 

Suet.  And,  noble  gentlemen. 
Up  to  your  companies !  we'll  presently 
Upon  the  queen  s  pursuit.    Therie*s  nothing  done 
riiU  she  be  seized ;  without  her,  nothing  won. 

[Exeunt.    Short  flour'uh. 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Caratach  and  Hen  go. 

Car.  How  does  my  boy? 

Hengo.  I  would  do  well ;  my  heart's  well ; 
I  do  not  fear. 

Car.  My  good  boy ! 

Hengo.  I  know,  uncle. 
We  must  all  die ;  my  little  brother  died, 
I  saw  him  die,  and  he  died  smiling ;  sure 
There's  no  great  pain  in  it,  uncle.    But  pray  tell 

me, 
Whither  must  we  go  when  we're  dead  ? 

Car.  Strange  questions ! — 
Why,  to  Ac  blessedest  place,  boy — Ever  sweet- 
ness 
And  happiness  dwell  there. 

Hengo.  Will  you  come  to  me  ? 

Car,  Yes,  my  sweet  boy. 

Hengo.  Mine  aunt  too,  and  my  cousins? 

Car.  All,  my  good  child. 
'    Hengo.  No  Romans,  uncle  ? 

Car.  No,  boy. 

Hengo,  I  should  be  loth  to  meet  them  there. 

Car.  No  ill  men, 
That  live  by  violence,  and  strong  oppression. 
Come  thither ;  'tis  for  those  the  gods  love,  good 
men. 

Hengo.  Why,  then,  I  care  not  when  I  go,  for 
surely 


I  am  persoaded  they  love  me :  I  never 
Blasphemed  them,  uncle,  nor  transgresied  mj 

parents ; 
I  always  said  my  prayers. 

Car.  Thou  shalt  go  then, 
Indeed  thou  shalL 

Hengo.  When  they  please. 

Car,  That's  my  good  boy ! 
Art  thou  weaiy,  liengo  ? 

Hengo.  Weary,  uncle  ? 
Tve  heard  you  say  you've  marched  all  day  ia 
armour. 

Car.  I  have,  boy. 

Hengo.  Am  not  I  your  kinsman  ? 

Car.  Yes. 

Hengo.  And  am  not  I  as  fully  allied  unto  yoa 
In  those  brave  things,  as  blood  r 

Car.  Thou  art  too  tender. 

Hengo.  To  go  upon  my  legs  ?  they  were  made 
to  bear  me. 
I  can  play  twenty  mile  anlay ;  I  see  no  reason. 
But,  to  preserve  my  country  and  myself, 
I  shoulci  march  forty. 

Car.  What  wouldst  thou  be,  livii^ 
To  wear  a  man's  strength  ? 

Hengo.  Why,  a  Caratach, 
A  Roman-hater,  a  scoui^  sent  from  heaven 
To  whip  these  proud  thieves  from  our  kingdom. 
Hark,  [Dnm, 

Hark,  uncle,  hark  !  I  hear  a  drum. 

Enter  Judas  and  hi$  people  to  the  door. 

Judoi.  Beat  softly. 
Softly,  I  si^ ;  they're  here.    Who  dare  charge  ? 

1  Sold.  He, 
That  dares  be  knocked  on  the  head :  Fll  not 
come  near  him. 
Judas.  Retire  again,  and  watch  then.    How 
he  stares ! 
He  has  eyes  would  kill  a  dragon.    Maris  the  boy 

well; 
If  we  could  take  or  kill  him — ^A  pox  on  yo. 
How  fierce  ye  look !  See,  how  he  broods  the 

boy? 
The  devil  dwells  in  his  scabbard.    Back,  I  say ! 
Apace,  apace  !  he  has  found  us.      [They  retire. 
Car.  Do  ye  hunt  us  ? 

Hengo.  Uncle,  good  ancle,  see !  the  thin  starved 
rascal. 
The  eating  Roman,  see   where  he   thrids  the 

thidiets : 
Kill  him,  dear  uncle,  kill  him !  one  good  blow 
To  knock  his  brains  into    his    breech ;   strike 
his  head  off. 
Car.  Do  ye  make  us  foxes? 
Here,  hold  my  charging-staff,  and  keep  the  pUice^ 

boy  I 
I  am  &t  bay,  and  like  a  bull  111  bear  me. 
Stand,  stand,  ye  rogues,  ye  squirrels !  (£jrit. 

Hengo.  Now  he  pays  them ; 
Oh,  that  I  had  a  man's  strength ! 
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Enter  Judas,  Ij^c, 

JmdmL  Eerc*8  the  boy; 

line  own,  I  thank  mY  fortune. 

Henga,  Uncle,  ancle ! 
Famine  is  fallen  upon  me,  ancle. 

Jmdas.  Come,  sir. 
Yield  willingly,  (yoar  uncle's  out  of  hearing) 
rU  tickle  your  young  tail  else. 

HemgQ,  I  defy  thee. 
Thou  mock-Hnade  man  of  mat?   Charge  home, 

firrah! 
Hang  thee^  base  slave,  thou  shakesL 

Jmdas.  Upon  my  conscience. 
The  boy  will  beat  me !  how  it  looks,  how  bravely, 
How  confident  the  worm  is !  a  scabbed  boy 
To  handle  me  thus ! — ^Yield,  or  I  cut  thy  head  oE 

Hemgo.  Thou  darest  not  cut  my  finger ;  here 
tii^  touch  it 

Jmdn.  The  boy  speaks  sword  and  buckler! 
Prithee  yield,  boy ; 
Come,  here's  an  apple,  yield. 

Hengo.  By  Heaven,  ne  fears  me ! 
ni  giveyoa  sharper  language:  When,  ye  coward. 
When  come  ye  up  ? 

Jmdat.  If  he  should  beat  me 

Hengo,  When,  sir? 
I  long  to  kill  thee !  Come,  thou  canst  not  escape 

me; 
Fve  twenty  ways  to  charge  thee,  twenty  deaths 
Attend  my  bloody  staff. 

Jmdas.  Sure,  'tis  the  devil, 
A  dwarf  devil  in  a  doublet ! 

Hengo.  I  have  killed 
A  captain,  sirrah,  a  brave  captain,  and  when  I've 

done, 
Fve  kicked  him  thus.  Look  here;  see  how  I  charge 
Thb  staff! 

Jmdas.  Most  certain  this  boy  will  cut  my  throat 
yet 

Enter  two  Soldiers  running, 

\  Sold.  Flee,  flee !  he  kills  us. 

S  Sold*  He  comes,  he  comes ! 

Jmdas.  The  devil  take  the  hindmost !   • 

[Exeunt  JudaSy  4rc. 
Hemga.  Ran,  run,  ye  rogues,  ye  precious  rogues, 
ye  rank  rogues! 
A  comes,  a  comes,  a  comes,  a  comes !  that's  '  ?, 

boys! 
What  a  brave  cry  they  inake ! 

Enter  Carat ach,  trith  a  head* 

Car.  How  does  my  chicken  ? 

Hengo.  Taith,  uncle,  grown  a  soldier,  a  great 
soldier; 
For,  by  the  virtue  of  your  chargin^-staff. 
And  a  strange  fighting  face  I  put  upon  it, 
Ftc  out-braved  Hunger. 
.    Car.  That's  my  boy,  my  sweet  boy ! 
Here,  here's  a  Roman'b  head  for  thte, 

Hengo.  Good  provision ! 


Before  I  starve,  my  sweet-faced  gentleman, 
I'll  try  your  favour. 

Car.  A  right  complete  soldier ! 
Come,  chicken,  let's  go  seek  some  place  of  strength 
(The  country's  full  of  scouts)  to  rest  a  while  in; 
Thou  wilt  not  else  be  able  to  endure 
The  journey  to  my  country.    Fruits  and  water 
Must  be  your  food  a  while,  boy. 

Hengo.  Any  thing ; 
I  can  eat  moss,  nay,  I  can  live  on  anger. 
To  vex  these  Romans.    Let's  be  wary,  uncle. 

Car.  I  warrant  thee ;  come  cheerfully. 

Hengo,  And  boldly !  [Exeunt 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Pzviv^  Drusicjs,  and  Rzovlvs. 

Reg.  The  soldier  shall  not  grieve  you. 

Pen.  Pray  ye  forsake  me ; 
Look  not  upon  me,  as  yc  love  your  honours ! 
I  am  so  cold  a  coward,  my  infection 
Will  choke  your  virtues  like  a  damp  else. 

Drus.  Dear  captain  I 

Reg.  Most  honoured  sir ! 

Pen.  Most  hated,  most  abhorred ! 
Say  so,  and  then  ye  know  me,  nay,  ye  please  me. 
Ob,  my  dear  credit,  my  dear  credit : 

Reg.  Sure 
His  mind  is  dangerous. 

Drus.  The  good  gods  cure  it ! 

Pen.  My  honour  got  through  fire,  through  stub- 
born breaches. 
Through  battles,  that  have  been  as  hard  to  win 

as  heaven. 
Through  Death  himself,  in  all  his  horrid  trims, 
Is  gone  for  ever,  ever,  ever,  gentlemen ! 
And  now  Fm  left  to  scornful  tales  and  laughters. 
To  hootings  at,  pointing  with  fingers,  *  That's  he, 
'  That's  the  brave  gentleman  forsook  the  battle, 
'  The  most  wise  Penius,  the  disputing  coward.' 
Oh,  my  good  sword,  break  from  my  side,  and  kill 

me; 
Cut  out  the  coward  from  my  heart ! 

Reg.  You  are  none. 

Pen.  He  hes,  that  says  so;  by  heaven,  he  lies, 

lies  basely. 

Baser  than  I  have  done !  Come,  soldiers,  seek  me ; 

I  have  robbed  ye  of  vour  virtues !  Justice  seek  me; 

I  have  broke  my  fair  obedience  I   Last,  Shame 

take  me. 
Take  roe,  and  swallow  me,  make  ballads  of  me. 
Shame,  endless  shame  !  and,  pray,  do  you  forsake 
me! 

Drtts.  What  shall  we  do  ? 

Pen.  Good  gentlemen,  forsake  me ; 
You  were  not  wont  to  be  commanded.    Friends, 

-   pray  do  it. 
And  do  not  fear ;  for,  as  I  am  a  coward, 
I  vfrill  not  hurt  myself,  (when  that  mind  takes  me, 
I'll  call  to  you,  and  ask  your  liclp)  I  dare  not 

Throvs  himself  upon  ^^  ground. 
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Enter  Petillius. 

Pet.  Good-raorrow,  gentlemen !   Where's  the 
tribune? 

Reg.  There. 

Drtu,  Whence  come  you,  good  Petillius  ? 

Pet.  From  the  general. 

Drus.  With  what,  for  Heaven's  sake  ? 

Pet.  With  good  counsel,  Drusius^ 
And  love,  to  comfort  him. 

Dna.  Good  Kegulus, 
Step  to  the  soldier  and  allay  his  anger ; 
For  he  is  wild  as  winter.  [Exeunt  Drus.  and  Reg. 

Pet.  Oh,  are  you  there  ?  have  at  you ! — Sure 
he's  dead, 
It  cannot  be  he  dare  out-live  this  fortune ; 
He  must  die,  'tis  most  neoessaiy ;  men  expect  it, 
And  thought  of  life  in  him  goes  beyond  coward. 
Forsfdce  the  field  so  basely  ?  Fy  upon  it ! 
So  poorly  to  betray  his  worth,  so  coldly 
To  cut  all  credit  from  tlie  soldier  ?  Sure 
If  this  man  mean  to  live,  (as  I  should  think  it 
Beyond  belief)  he  must  retire,  where  never  . 
The  name  of  Rome,  the  voice  of  arms,  or  honour, 
Was  known  or  heard  of  vet    He's  certain  dead, 
Or  strongly  means  it;  he's  no  soldier  else. 
No  Roman  in  him ;  all  he  has  done  but  outside, 
Fought  either  drunk  or  desperate.  Now  he  rises. 
How  does  lord  Penius  ? 

Pen.  As  you  see. 

Pet.  I'm  glad  on't; 
■Continue  so  still.    The  lord  general, 
The  valiant  general,  great  Suetonius 

Pen.  No  more  of  me  is  spoken ;  my  name  is 

S'rished. 
e  that  commanded  fortune  and  the  day, 
By  his  own  valour  and  discretion, 
(when,  as  some  say,  Penius  refused  to  come, 
iBut  I  believe  them  not)  sent  me  to  see  you. 

Pen.  Ye  are  welcome ;  and  pray  see  me,  see 
me  well ; 
You  shall  not  see  me  Ions:. 

Pet.  I  hope  so,  Penius. — 
The  gods  defend,  sir ! 

Pen.  See  me  and  understand  mc :  This  is  he. 
Left  to  fill  up  your  triumph;  he,  that  iNisely 
Whistled  his  honour  off  to  the  wind,  that  culdlv 
Shrunk  in   his  politic  head,  when  Rome,  lilie 

reapers. 
Sweat  blood  and  spirit  for  a  glorious  harvest. 
And  bound  it  up,  and  brought  it  off;  tliat  fool, 
That,  having  gold  and  copper  oifercd  him, 
Refused  the  wealth,  and  took  the  waste ;  that  sol- 
dier,   . 
That  being  courted  by  loud  Fame  and  Fortune, 
Labour  in  one  hand  that  propounds  us  g(jds, 
And,  in  the  other.  Glory  that  creates  us, 
Yet  durst  doubt  and  be  damned  ! 

Pet.  It  was  an  error. 

Pen.  A  foul  one,  and  a  black  one. 

Pet.  Yet  the  blackest 
May  be  washed  white  again. 


Pen,  Never. 

Pet.  Your  leave,  sir; 
And  I  beseech  you  note  me,  for  I  love  you. 
And  bring  aloi^  all  comfort:  Are  we  god% 
Allied  to  no  infirmities  ?  are  our  natures 
More  than  men's  natures  P   When  we  slip  a  little 
Out  of  the  way  of  virtue,  are  we  lost  P 
Is  there  no  medicine  called  sweet  mercy? 

Pen.  None,  Petillius; 
There  is  no  mercy  in  mankind' can  reach  me, 
Nor  is  it  fit  it  should ;  I've  sinned  beyond  it 

Pet.  Forgiveness  meets  with  all  faults. 

Pen.  Tis  all  faults. 
All  sins  I  can  commit,  to  he  forgiven ; 
Tis  loss  of  whole  man  in  me,  my  dismtiooi 
To  be  so  stupid,  to  arrive  at  pardon  i 

Pet.  Oh,  but  the  general 

Pen.  He  is  a  brave  gentleman, 
A  valiant,  and  a  loving ;  and,  I  dare  say, 
He  would,  as  far  as  honour  durst  direct  him, 
Make  even  with  my  fault ;  but  'tis  not  honest, 
Nor  in  his  power :  examples,  tliat  may  nourisli 
Neglect  and  disobedience  in  whole  bodies. 
And  totter  the  estates  and  faiths  of  armies. 
Must  not  be  played  withal ;  nor  out  of  pity 
Make  a  general  forget  his  duty ; 
Nor  dare  I  hope  more  from  him  than  is  worthy. 

Pet.  What  wQuld  you  do  ? 

Pen.  Die. 

Pet.  So  would  sullen  children. 
Women  that  want  their  wills,  slaves  disobedient. 
That  fear  the  law.   Die }  Fy,  great  captain !  you 
A  man  to  rule  men,  to  have  thousand  lives 
Under  your  regiment,  and  let  your  passion 
Betray  your  reason  i  I  brii^  you  all  forgiveness, 
The  noblest  kind  commends,  your  place,  your 
honour » 

Pen.  Prithee  no  more ;  tis  foolish.     Didst  not 
thou 
(By  Heaven,  thou  didst ;  I  overheard  thee,  therr. 
There  where  thou  standcst  now)  deliver  me  for 

rascal, 
Poor,  dead,  cold  coward,  miserable^  wretched, 
If  I  outlive  this  ruin  ? 

Pet.  I  ? 

Pen.  And  thou  did^t  it  nobly, 
like  a  true  man,  a  soldier;  and  I  thank  thee, 
I  tliank  thee,  good  Petillius,  tlms  I  thmnk  thee ! 

Pet.  Since  you  are  so  justly  made  up»  let  vx. 
tell  you, 
'Tis  fit  you  die  indeed. 

Pen.  Oh,  how  thou  lovcst  me  ! 

Pet.  For  sav  he  had  forgiven  you,  say  the  per*- 
ple's  whispers 
Were  tame  again,  the  time  run  out  for  wonder. 
What  must  your  own  commtuid  thinky  from  v\  ho^e 

swords 
You  have  taken  off  the  edges,  from  whose  valours 
The  due  and  recompense  of  arms ;  nay,  nmde  it 

doubtful 
Whether  they  knew  obed'tcnce!  must   not  tbc$d 
kill  you  ? 
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Broagk  to  focgire  pu,  what  old  valiant  soldier, 
What  naa  that  lorn  tafi^  mid  fight  for  Rome, 
Wifl«v«rfoU6wioaiDavel  Dare  yoo  know- these 

veotnresr 
Ifflo^  I'bingyaa'oxDfoKe;  dftre  you  take  it? 

Pok  Nq^  wv  PMiliias,  now 
^  Pd,  Jfjour  aiad  Mtye  ^oa» 
YoamajhTe  sttU;  bat  ham}  yet  wrdon  ma: 
Y<M  my  oouie&r  alii  too;  iiat  vfacn ?  and  oep- 

tuo 
Then  is  a  mercy  fior  ieadi'fai^  if  tamely, 
i  mao  wilt  like  it  npofi  oDtklitioiis. 
Fen.  Noy  by  no  meaoa  t  t  am  only  thinking 
aoir,  nr, 
(For  I  tm  leaolved  to  eo)  of  a  most  base  death, 
Fnio^the  baseness  ofn^  faok.    Til  hang. 
fd.  Yoa  shall  not;:  you  are  a  gentleman  I 


I  moU  else  Batter  yon,  and  force  you  live, 

WUcb  ii  ftr  baser.   Hainging?: 'tis  a  dog's  death, 
^  eod  for  tIavesL 

Ptn.  The  fitter  for  my  baseness. 

Pd.  Besdea^  the  man,  that  is  hanged,  preaches 
hisend, 
And  sits  ft  sign  for  all  the  world  to  gape  at. 

Pf^  That  is  true ;  Til  take  a  fitter :  poisoik 

Per.  No, 
Tia  eqoal  ill ;  the  death  of  rats  and  women, 
I^m,  tod  iacy  ffofs^  thac  fear  correction ; 
Die  like  a  man. 

PtM,  Wl^  my  sword^  then. 

Pd,  Ay,  if  your  sword.be  sharp,  sir, 
Uere  is  noriiing  under  lieaxrett  that's  like  your 


Yoorsvord  is  a  death  indeed!      .  . 
Pn.  It  AaU  be  ahvp,  sir.  . 
Pd.  Whj:,  Mithridatesivas  an  arrant  ass 
To  die  by  noismv  if  idl  Bosphorus 
C«iki  kail  him  swofidB:  Yk>ur  sword  must  dotha 

deed; 
Tn  daae  to  die  dioaked,  fame  to  die  and  bleed. 
Pen.  Tbou  hast  oonfirmed'me;  and,  my  good 
Peciltius, 
Tell  ise  oa  more  i  may  lire. 

P(t.  Twas  my  commission ; 
^  aaw  I  see  yoa  in  a  nobler  way, 
^  w  to  make  all  eren. 

Pes.  Hsitipeli,  captain! 
^  s ^Dod  man,  and  fight  well ;  be  obedient; 
Ccoaand  tlnselfy  and  then  tl^  men.  Why  sha- 
bcstdMu? 
Per.  1  do  not,  sir. 
P«&  I  «o«hi  thou  hadst,  PetilKus ! 
I  •<nkl  find  something  tq  forsake  the  world  with^ 
^«tiw  the  man  that  dies :  a  kind  of  earthquake 
Tf  f^SKh  all  itam  valours  bat  mine  own. 

Pft,  I  feel  now 
^  bod  of  trembiim;  in  me» 

P^^  Keep  A  atifl'; 
Ai  dan  Irwcat  Tirtoe^  keep  it 
Pa.  And,  ■ 
VouL 


Hie  gDeat'.anl  faobonied'  Pemiis  !<-»—« 
.     Pen.  That  again ! 

Oh,  how  it  heightens  miei  again,  Petillius  I 
■    ^'pBtj  Most  excellent  commander !     < 
Pen,  Those  were  mine, 

•  Mine,. 4>nly  mine  ( 

'     Pet.  They  are  still. 

'JReai  Then,  to  keef^'thcm. 
From  ever  falling  inore^  have  atye4  -Heavens, 
Ye  everlasting  powers^  Tm  yours-::  The^work  is 
•  .done,.  [KiHi'kimieyi 

•  That  neither  fire,  nor  age,  nor  meltii^  'snvy. 
Shall  iever  conquer*  -  Canynly  bstTOiacds 
Tat^e  great  generai:  kiss  his  hands, » and  say, 
My  souTlgii'e  to  Heafuni  my«  fault  to  gustioe, 
Which  I  have  done  upon  myself.;  n^  virtue. 
If  ever  there  ^was  ai^in  poor  Pcnius, 
Made  more,  and  happier,  light  on  him ! — I  faint — 
And  where  there  is  a  foe,  I  wisH  him  fortune. 

1 1  die.  Lie  lightly  on  my  ashes,  gentle  earth  [  [Dies. 

Pet.  And  on  my  sin!  Fare^^'cll,  great  Penius! 

The  soldier  is  in  fury ;  now  I'm  glad  [Nbite  wi- 

thitf. 
Tis  done  before  he  comes.    Hiis  way  fbr  me^ 
The  way  of  toil ;   for  thee,  the  way  of  honour ! 

[Exit. 

Enter  Dfiusivs  and  Regulus,  with  soldiers. 

Sold.  KUl  him,  kill  him,  kill  him! 

Drara  What  will  yc  do  ? 

Reg.  Good  soldiers,  honest  soldiers 

Sold.  Kill  him,  kill  him,  kill  him! 

J^rvs.  Kill  us  first ;  we  command  too. 

Reg.  Valiant  soldiers, 
Consider  but  whose  life  ye  seek^ — Oh,  Drosios, 
Bid  him  be  gone ;  he  dies  else. — Shall  Rome  say, 
Ye  most  approved  soldiers^  her  dear  children 
Devoured  the  fathers  of  the  fight?  shall  rage 
And  stubborn  fury  guide  those  swords  to  slaugli* 

,  ter. 
To  slaughter  of  their  own,  to  civil  ruin  ? 

Drus.  Oh,  let  them  in;  all's  done^  all's  ended, 
Regulus ; 
Penius  has  found  his  last  echpee.  Come,. soldiers, 
Come,  and  behold  your  nuseries;  come  bravely. 
Full  of  your  mutinous  and  bloodv  angers. 
And  here  bestow  your  darts.    On,  only  Roman  t 
Oh,'  father  of  the  wars  I 
.  Reg.  Why  stand  ye  stupid  ? 
Where  be  your  killing  funes?  whose  sword  now 
Shall  first  be  sheathed  in  Penius?  Do  ve  weep  ? 
Ilottrloot,  ye  wret^ies !  ye  have  cause;  howl  ever ! 
Who  diall  now  lead  ye  foitunute  ?  whose  valour 
Prese/ve  ye  to  the  glory  of  your  country  ? 
Who  shall  inarch  out  before  ye,  toyed  aiM  courted 
By  all  the  mistresses  of  war.  Care,  Counsel, 
Quick-eyed  Expencnoe,  and  Victory  twined  to 

him? 
Who  shall  beget  ye  deeds  beyond  inheritance 
To  speak  your  names,  and  keep  your  honours  li" 

O 
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When  children  fail,  and  Time^  that  takes  all  with 

him. 
Build  houses  fbr  ]re  to  ohlivion } 

Dru$.  Ohy  ye  poor  desperate  fools»  no  more 

uow  soldiers^ 
Go  home,  and  hang  your  arms  up ;  let  rust  rot 

them; 
And  humhle  your  stem  valours  to  soft  prayers ! 
For  ye  have  sunk  the  frame  of  all  your  virtues ; 
The  sun,  that  warmed  your  bloods,  is  set  for  ever. 
Ill  kiss  thy  honoured  dieeL  Farewell,  gr^t  Pe- 

nius, 
Thou  thunderbolt,  farewell!— -Take  up  the  body: 
To-morrow,  mournings  to  the  camp  convey  it. 
There  to  receive  due  ceremonies.    That  eye 
That  blinds  itself  with  weeping  gets  most  glory. 

[£jetifit  with  a  dead  march, 

£nter  StJETONis,  Junius,  Deci us,  Demetrius, 
CuRi us,  and  Soldiers :  Bonduca,  two  Daughr 
ters,  an^  N  EN  K I  us  above.    Drum  undcohun. 

Suet.  Bring  up  the  catapults,  and  shake  the  wall ; 
We  will  not  be  outbraveid  thu& 

Nen,  Shake  the  earthj 
Ye  cannot  shake  our  souls.    Bring  up  your  rams. 
And  with  their  armed  heads  make  the  fort  totter, 
Ye  do  but  rock  us  into  death.  [Exit  Nen, 

Jun.  See,  sir, 
See  the  Icenian  queen  in  all  her  glory. 
From  the  strong  battlements  proudly  appearing,. 
As  if  she  meant  to  give  us  lashes  i 

Dec,  Yield,  queen. 

Bond,  I  am  unacquainted  with  that  language, 
Roman. 

Suet.  Yield,  honoured  lady,  and  expect  our 
mercy; 
We  love  thy  nobleness.  [Exit  Decius. 

Bond.  I  thank  ye !  ye  say  well ; 
But  mercy  and  love  are  sins  in  Rome  and  hell. 

Suet.  You  cannot  escape  our  strengtli;  you 
musi  yield,  lady ; 
You  must  adore  and  fear  the  power  of  Rome^ 

Bond.  If  Rome  be  earthly,  why  should  any  knee 
With  bending  adoration  worship  her  ? 
She's  vicious ;  and,  your  partial  selves  confess, 
Aspires  the  height  of  all  mipiety ; 
Therefore  'tis  fitter  I  should  reverence 
The  thatched  houses,  where  the  Britons  dwell 
In  careless  mirth ;  ivhere  the  blessed  household 

gods 
See  nought  but  chaste  and  simple  purity^ 
Tis  not  high  power  that  makes  a  place  divine. 
Nor  that  the  men  from  gods  derive  their  line; 
But  sacred  thuuehts,  in  holy  bosoms  stored, 
Make  people  noble,  and  the  place  adored. 

Suet,  Beat  the  wall  deeper! 

Bond.  Beat  it  to  the  centre, 
We  will  not  sink  one  thought* 

Suetj  ril  make  ye. 

Bond.  No. 

9  Daugh,  Oh,  mother,  these  are  fearful  hours ; 
speak  gently 


To  these  fierce  men,  they  will  afford  ye  |m^. 

£nter  Petillius,  whd  wluxpert  Suetokius. 

BoimL  Pity }  Thou  fearful  girl,  'tis  for  those 
wretches. 
That  misery  makes  tame;  Wooldst  thou  live  less? 
Wast  not  thou  bom  a  princess?  Can  my  blood, 
And  thy  brave  father's  spirit,  sufe*  in  thee 
So  base  a  Separation  from  thyself. 
As  mercy  trom  these  Q^rants?    Say  they  had 

mercy. 
The  devil  a  relenting  oonadence. 
The  lives  of  kings  rest  in  their  diademi^ 
Which  to  their  bodies  lively  souls  do  give. 
And,  ceasing  to  be  kings,  they  cease  to  live. 
Shew  such  another  fear,  and,  by  the  gods, 
I'll  fling  thee  to  their  fury. 

Suet.  He  b  dead  then  ? 

Pet,  I  think  so  certainly ;  yet  all  my  means,  sir, 
Even  to  the  haard  of  my  life 

Suet.  No  more : 
We  must  not  seem  to  mourn  here. 

Enter  Decius. 

Dec,  There  is  a  breach  made; 
Is  it  your  will  we  dnrge,  sir  ? 

Sueti  Once  more,  mercy, 
Mercy  to  all  that  yield ! 

Bondi  I  scorn  to  answer; 
Speak  to  him,  girl,  and  hear  thy  sister. 

1  Daugh,  General, 
Hear  me,  and  mark  me  well,  and  look  upon  ne, 
Directly  in  my  face,  my  woman*s  face. 
Whose  only  beauty  is  the  hate  it  bears  ye ; 
See  with  thy  narrowest  eyes,  thy  sharpest  wishes, 
Into  my  soul,  and  see  what  thel^  inhabits; 
See  if  one  fear,  one  shadow  of  a  terror. 
One  paleness  dare  appear  but  from  my  anf^er, 
To  lay  hold  on  your  mercies.    No,  ye  fools, 
Poor  Fortune's  fools,  we  were  not  bom  for  tri- 
umphs. 
To  follow  your  gay  sports,  and  fill  your  slaves 
With  hoots  and  aocmmations. 

Pet,  Brave  behaviour  ! 

1  Daugh.  The  children  of  As  great  as  Rom^, 
as  noble. 
Our  names  before  her,  and  our  deeds  her  envy, 
Must  we  gild  o*er  your  conquest,  make  your  state, 
That  is  not  fairly  strong,  but  fortunate  ? 
No,  no,  ye  Romans !  We  have  ways  to  escape  ye. 
To  make  ye  poor  again,  indeed  our  prisonen^ 
And  stick  our  triumphs  fulL 

Pet,  *Sdeath,  I  shall  love  her. 

1  Daugh,  To  torture  ye  vrith  suficrin^  like 
our  slaves; 
To  make  ye  curse  our  patience,  wish  the  world 
Were  lost  again,  to  win  us  only,  and  esteem 
The  end  of  all  ambitions. 

Bond,  Do  ye  wonder? 
Well  make  our  roonumeuts  in  spite  of  fbrtunc ; 
In  spite  of  all  your  eades*  wingSf  we*U  work 
A  pitch  above  ye ;  and  from  our  heart  well  stoop 
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As  Mas  of  joor  bloodr  soars,  and  fortunate. 
As  if  we  fwyed  on  heartless  doves. 

5wr.  SbiBge  stxfineas ! 
Ikdast  9>  charge  the  breach.  ^     [Exit  Decius. 

Bond.  Chu^  it  home,  Roman ; 
VFe  dail  deoeiTe  thee  else.    Where's  Nennius  ? 

Enter  Nennius. 

KoL  Tbej  ha? e  made  a  mighty  breach. 

jfas^  Stick  in  th J  body, 
And  make  it  eood  but  half  an  hour. 

Nn.  Ill  do  it. 

1  Dsa^k.  And  then  he  sore  to  die. 

Ken.  u  ihall  go  hard  else. 

BeU  Parewdl,  with  all  my  heart!  We  shall 
meet  yonder, 
Wbm  few  of  these  most  come. 

Xn.  Gods  take  thee,  lady  !      [Exit  Nennius, 

Bond,  Bring  up  the  swords,  and  poison. 

EMier  one  with  swordt  and  a  great  cup^ 

i  Deuk.  Oh,  my  fortune ! 
BMd:Hoir,how> 

i  DeagL  Good  mother,  nothing  to  ofiend  you. 
Bmtd.  Here,  wench ; 
fidnU  H,  Romans ! 
Sntt,  JacR^  yet. 
BpU  No  talting ! 
Ml  diere  goes  all  yonr  pity.     Come,  short 

pr^ers, 
Aad  let  OS  dispatch  the  bunness !  You  beg^ ; 
^^innk  Dol^  nj  see  yon  do  it. 

i  Dngh.  Oh,  gnitle  mother ! 
Oh,  Eoaaas !  Oh,  my  heart !  I  dare  pot. 

Stiet,  Woman,  woman, 
Uoaatanl  woman ! 

2Dmtgk,  Oh,  persuade  her,  Romans ! 
ik%  Fm  yomif^  and  would  live.    Noble  mother, 
Cnic  kiU  tfaauE,  ye  gave  life  f-  Are  my  years 
nt^rdestroctioo? 

Snit,  Yield,  and^  be  a  queen  still, 
A  modier,  and  a  friend. 
Bmd,Ye  calk !  Come,  hold  it, 

Aod  put  it  hOHK*, 

IDngk  Fy,  abler,  fy! 
Wktt  would  yon  live  to  be  ? 

e  Daagk.  Meit7 ! 

Smet,  Hear  her,  thou  wretched  woman ! 

3  DngL  Mercy,  mother ! 
fA,  wiatfaer  will  you  send  me?  I  was  once 
Y^ar  ihrfing^  yoiir  delight. 

fioB^  Oh,  gods !  fear  in  my  family  ? 
I>»  it,  sod  nobly. 

t  Damgk,  ok,  do  not  frown,  then. 

1  i>ni^A.  I>a  it,  worthy  sister; 
T»  Bothu^;  *tis  a  pleasure :  Well  go  with  you. 

3  Dta^A.  Oh,  if  1  knew  but  whither ! 

1  DamiftL  To  the  blessed; 
nirm  we  sfaall  rneet  our  fadier 

Smef.  Woman ! 

Bond,  Talk  not. 

1  Dgagk.  Wbeie  nothing  hpit  tsuA  joy 


Bond,  That^s  a  pood  wench  ! 
Mine  own  sweet  girl !  put  it  close  to  thee. 

2  Daugh.  Oh,  [Stabs  herself. 

Comfort  me  still,  for  heaven's  sake. 

1  Dough.  Where  eternal 
Our  youths  are,  and  our  beauties ;  where  no  wars 
come. 

S  Dough.  A  long  farewell  to  this  world !  [Dies. 

Bond.  Good ;  ril  help  thee. 

1  Dough,  The  next  is  mine.    Shew  me  a  Ro- 
man ladj,  [Stabs  herself. 
In  all  your  stones,  dare  do  this  for  her  honour ;' 
They  are  cowards,  eat  coals  like  compelled  cats : 
Your  great  saint,  Lucrece, 
Died  not  for  honour. 

Pet.  By  heaven, 
I  am  in  love !   I  would  give  an  hundred  pound 

now 
But  to  lie  with  this  woman's  behaviour.    Oh,  the 
devil ! 

1  Dangh.  Ye  shall  see  my  example :  All  your 
Rome, 
If  I  were  proud  and  loved  ambition. 
If  I  were  greedy,  all  the  wealth  ye  conquer 

Bond.  Make  haste. 

1  Daueh.  I  will— could  not  entice  to  live, 
But  two  uiort  hours,  this  frailty.  Would  ye  learn 
How  to  die  bravely,  Romans,  to  fling  olT 
This  case  of  flesh,  lose  all  your  cares  for  ever  ? 
live,  as  we  have  done,  well,  and  fear  the  gods ; 
Hunt  honour,  and  not  nations,  with  your  swords ; 
Keep  your  minds  humble,  your  devotions  high ; 
So  sntdl  ye  learn  the  noble^  part  to  die.     [Dies. 

Bond.  I  come,  wench. — To  ye  all,  Fate's  mmg- 
men,  you. 
That  ease  the  aged  destinies,  and  cut 
The  threads  of  kingdoms  as  they  draw  thcro  ! 

here,  ,.- 

Here  is  a  draught  would  ask  no  less  than  Cssar 
To  pledge  it  for  the  glory's  sake ! 

Car.  Great  lady ! 

Suet.  Make  up  your  own  conditions. 

Bond.  So  we  will. 

Su€t.  Stay  I 

Dem.  Stay ! 

Suet.  Be  any  thing. 

Bond.  A  saint,  Suetonius, 
When  thou  shalt  fear,  and  ^e  like  a  slave.    Ye 

fools. 
Ye  should  have  tiec)  up  death  first,  when  ye  con- 
quered : 
Ye  sweat  for  us  in  vain  else ;  See  him  here,[I>ri»ib. 
He' j  ours ;  and  still  our  friend ;  laughs  at  your 

pities ; 
And  we  command  him  with  as  easy  reins 
As  do  our  enemies. — I  feel  the  poison. — 
Poor  vanquished  Romans,  with  what  matchless 

tortures 
Could  I  now  rack  ^e  f  But  I  pity  ye, 
Desiring  to  die  quiet :  Nay,  so  much 
I  hate  to  prosecute  my  victoiy. 
That  I  wul  give  ye  counsel  ere  I  die : 


156 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[BCA^.MOITT  if 


If  you  will  keep  yDur  laws  aad  em)»ict  Whole/ 
Place  io  your  Roman  flesh  a  Briton  «ouL   [JDies^ 

Enter  D£<:iu5. . 

Suet,  Desperate  and  strange  ! 
Dec.  Tis  won,  sir»  and  the  Batons 
All  put  to  the  sword. 

Suet»  Give  her  fair  funeral ; 


She-wwi'trdly  nohle^  and  a  queen. 

Pet.  Pox  t^e  it, 
A  love-mange  srown  u^oa  me  ?  What  a  spint ! 

JciM.  I  am  glad  of  this !  I  have  found  you. 

Pet.  In  my  belly, 
Ob,  how  it  tuipUes ! 

Jun.  Ye  good  gods,  I  thank  ye  !        [Exeunt, 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  L 


Caratach  upon  a  rocky  and  Hengo  by  hitn 

sleeping. 

Car.  Thus  we  afflicted  Britons  climb  for  safe^ 
ties, 
And  to  kvoid  our  dangers^  seek  destructions ; 
Thus  we  awake  to  sorrows.    Oh,  tliou  woman, 
Thou  agent  for  advenuties,  what  curses 
This  day  belong  to  thy  improvidence  ! 
To  Britain,  by  thy  means,  what  sad  millions 
Of  widows'  weeping  eyes!  The. strong  man's  \%r 

lour 
Thou  hast  betrayed  to  fury,  the  child's  fortune 
To  fear,  and  want  of  friends^  whose  pieties 
Might  wipe  his  mournings  of^  and  build  his  sor- 
rows 
A  house  of  rest  by  his  blessed  ancestors: 
The  virgins  thou  hast  robbed  orall  their  wishes, 
Blasted  their  blowing  hopesytutned  their  soi^ 
Their  mirtliful  marriage-songs^' to  fuUerals; 
The  land  tliou  bast  left  4i  w«ldierneas  of  wreldics. 
The  boy  begins  to  stir;  thy  safetj^  made^- 
'VVould  my  soul  were  in  Hetfvto  f 

Hgngff,  Oh,  noble  uficle. 
Look  out ;  I  dreamed  we  were  betrayed. 

Car.  No  barm,  boy ;  Tit  fo^^  dead  march  within. 
Tis  but  thy  emptiness  that  breeds  these  fkndesi 
Thou  shalt  have  meat  anon. 

Hengo.  A  tittle,  uncle. 
And  I  shall  hold  out  bravely. — What  are  those, 
(Look,  uncle,  look !)  those  multitudes  that  march 

thprp! 
They  come  upon  us  stealing  by. 

Car.  I  see  them ; 
And  prithbe  be  not  fearful. 

Hengo.  Now  you  hate  me ; 
Would  i  ^et9  dead  ! 

Car.  Thou  knowest  I  love  thee  dearlv. 

Hengo.  Did  I  ever  shrink  y<;t,  unple  ?    Were 
i  a  man  now, 
I  should  be  angry  with  you. 

Enter  Davsius,  Regulus,  and  Soldiers,  ^pith 
Pekivs's  hearse,  drums,  and  colour^. 

Car.  My  sweet  chicken ! — 
See,  they  have  reached  *us;  tod,  f^  it  seems,  ^ley 

bear 
Some  soldier's  body,  by  their  sokmn  gestures^ 
And  sad  solemnises;  it  well  appears^  Xoo, 


To  be  of  eminence.^-Most  worthy  soldiers, 
Let  me  entreat  your  knowledge  to  inform  me 
What  noble  bocly  that  is,  which  you  bear 
With  such  a  sad  and  ceremonious  grt^f. 
As  if  ye  meant  to  woo  the  world  and  nature^ 
To  be  in  love  with  deftth !  Most  honourable^ 
Excellent  Romans,  by  your  ancient  vaioura^ 
As  ye  love  fame,  resolve  me  ! 

Sold,  Tis  the  body 
Of  the  great  captain  Penius,  by  himself    ' 
Made  cold  and  spiritless. 

Car.  Oh,  stay,  ye  Romins, 
By  the  religion,  which  ye  owe  those  gods. 
That  lead  ye  on  to  victories !  by  those  glorie\ 
Which  made  even  pride  a  virtue  in  |fe! 

Drus.  Stay. 
What  isithy  will,  Caratach  ? 

Car.  Set  down  the  body. 
The  body  of  the  noblest  of  all  Romans ; 
As  ye  expect  an  olfertng  aB  your  grarcs 
From  your  friends'  sonrowa^  set  it  tfevfti  awhile, 
That  with  your  griefs  an  enemy  may  mingle, 
(A  noble  enemy,  that  loves  a  soldier) 
And  lend  a  tear  to  virtue  !    Even  your  foes, 
Your  wild  foes,  as  you  called  us,  are  yet  stored 
With  fair  affections,  our  hearts  freah,  our  spirits 
Though  sometime  stubborn,  yet  when  \irtue  dies, 
Sofl  and  relenting  as  a  virgin's  prayers : 
Oh,  set  it  down ! 

JDrus.  Set  down  the  body,  soldiem^ 

Car.  Thou  hallowed  relic,  than  riob  diamond, 
Cutwitl)  thine  own  dust;  thou,  for '^hoae  wi<^ 

fame  '       • 

The  world  appears  too  narrow,  man's  aUdhoii^ts, 
Had  they  all  tongues,  too  silent :  thus  I  bow 
To  th^r  most  honoured  -ashea!  Though  bd  enemy, 
Yet  friend  to  all  thy  wQith%  sleep  peaceably ; 
Happiness  crown  my.sdul,  and  in  toy  earth 
Some  laurel  fix  his  seat,  there  grew  and  flourisb. 
And  makd  thy  grave  aaf  everlarang  trnto^ih  I 
Farewell  all  glorious  wars,  now  ihou  ait  ^ose. 
And  honest  arms,  adieu !  All  noble  battiei^ 
Maintained  in  thivst^ef  honour,  not  of  bloody 
Enreweli  f«r  overl 

HengcL  Was  thisRomaEl,  uiscle, 
So  good  a  man  ? 

Car.  Thou  never  ikoewest  thy  fatber. 

Hengo.  He  died  before  I  was  bom. 

Car.  This  worthy  Roman 
Was  such  another  fdepe'  of  endkss  honour. 
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Stch«faiie  ioal  dwelt  in  ium;  their  propoi^ 

bans 
Afd  tesMtreoot  nuicb  unlike^  boy.    £xce(* 

Jcot  uiare ! 
StthomitwiAs into  his  e/es !  mine  own  bov ! 
i2is^a.Tbe  muititttdesof  theie  men^  and  Umt 
fortaoety 
CoqU  never  nuike  me  fear  yet;  one  man's  good* 


CiT.  Ofay  now  dioQ  pleasest  me;  weep  still, 
mj  child, 
As  if  dMMi  nweat  me  dead !  with  such  a  flnx 
Or  lood  of  forrow ;  still  thou  pleasest  me. 
And,  wonhj  soldien,  pray  receive  these  pledges, 
TW  hticfameats  of  our  griefs,  and  grace  us  so 

midi 
To  pboe  them  on  hb  hearse.  Now,  if  ire  please, 
Bev  sfflbe  noble  burden  t  raise  his  pile 
l&gh  SI  (Xympos,  making  heaven  to  wonder. 
To  Me  a  star  npon  earth  oulshinii^  theirs : 
Aod  errr-lored,  ever-living  be 
Ut  iMNKMred  a»d  most  SMred  memory  1 
Bnu.  Tbou  East  done  honestly,  good  Cara- 
tach; 
Aod  vben  choa  dieal,  a  thousand  virtuous  Romans 
^bU  aqg  thy  soul  to  heaven.    Now  march  on, 
ioktiersw        ^       [Eseunt.  A  dead  march. 
Car.  Now  di7  thine  cyea»  my  boy. 
Hengfk  Are  they  all  gone? 
Icorid  have  wept  ifai*  boor  yet. 

Csr.  Come^  take  cheer. 
And  raise  thv  ^irit,  diild ;  if  but  this  day 
TWcidA'  bear  out  thy  fiiintness»  the  nigbt  co- 
rn     ^^ 
rn  faduon  oar  escape. 

Htngo.  Pray  fear  not  me ; 
Uced  I  am  vetj  hearty. 

Car,  Be  so  still ; 
His  niichiels  leaseo,  that  controuls  his  ill. 

SCENE  H. 

Enter  Petillivs. 

Fa,  What  do  I  ail,  in  the  name  of  heaven  ? 
I  did  bot  aee  her 
And  tee  her  die ;  she  stinks  by  this  time  strongly, 
Afeminahly  atin^a.    She  was  a  woman, 
A  da^  I  never  cnred'for;  hot  to  die  so, 
^  ogobdeotly,  bravely,  strongly — Oh,  the  devil, 
i  ibve  the  bots !  by  heaven,  she  soomed  us 

AH  we  coaM  doi»  or  dunt  do:  threntened  us 
^'ohsadi  a  poUe  an^r,  and  so  ^vemed 
V«h  iQob  a  6trj  spirit — ^Xhe  pkun  bots ! 
A  pm  vpoa  ^km  bots,  theiovq-botsl  Hang  me, 
mnc  me  even  oat  of  the  way,  directly  hang  me ! 
Ok,  peoay  pipers,  and  most  painful  penners 
IH  f^nmofnl  new  ballads,  what  a  subject, 
^'kst  a  sweet  fubfect  for  your  silver  sounds, 
b  aept  upon  ye! 


Enter  Junius. 
Jun.  Here  he  is ;  have  at  him ! 
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She  Met  the  tword  unto  her  breasty 

Great  pity  it  was  to  s«e, 
That  three  drops  of  her  Ufe-warm  bloody 

Ran  trickling  aoten  her  knee. 

Art  thou  there,  bonny  boy  ?    And,  in  faith,  how 
dost  thon  ? 
Pet.  Well,  gramercy  1^  how  dost  thou  i  He  has 
found  me. 
Scented  me  out ;  the  shame  the  devil  owed  me. 
He  has  kept  his  day  witlL    And  what  news,  Ju- 
nius? 
Jun,  It  was  an  old  tale  ten  thousand  times  told, 

S^a  young  lady  was  turned  into  mouldy 
er  life  it  was  lovefyy  her  death  it  was  bold. 

Pet.  A  cruel  rogue !  now  he  has  drawn  pu> 
suit  on  me, 
He  bunts  me  like  a  devil.    No  more  sin^ng ! 
Thou  hast  got  a  cold':  Come,  let  us  go  dnnk  some 
sack,  boy. 

Jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Pet.  Why  dost  thou  laugh? 
What  mate  8  nest  hast  thou  found  ? 

Jun.  Ha,  ha^  ha ! 
I  cannot  laugh  alone :  Dedus !  Demetrius ! 
Curius !  oh,  my  sides !  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
The  strangest  jest ! 

Pet.  Prithee  no  more. 

Jun,  The  admirablest  fooline ! 

Pet.  Thou  art  the  prettiest  fellow ! 

Jun.  Sirs ! 

Pet.  Why,  Junius 
Prithee  away,  sweet  Junius  ! 

Jtin.  Let  me  sing  then. 

Pet.  Whoa,  here's  a  stir  now !  Sing  a  song  of 
sixpence ! 
By  heaven,  if — prithee— pox  on't,  Junius ! 

Jun.  I  must  either  sing  or  laugh. 

Pet.  And  what^s  your  reason  ? 

Jun,  What^s  that  to  you  ? 

Pet.  And  I  must  whistle. 

Jun.  Do  so. 
Oh,  I  hear  them  coming. 

Pet.  I  have  a  little  business. 

Jun,  Thou  shalt  not  go^  believe  it :  What !  a 
gentlemiwi 
Of  thy  sweet  conversation  ? 
'    Pet.  Captain  Junius, 
Sweet  captain,  let  me  go  with  all  celerity ! 
Things  are  not  always  one ;  and  do  not  ouestion. 
Nor  jeer,  nor  gibe :  None  of  your  doleful  ditties^ 
Nor  your  sweet  conversation :  you  will  find  then 
I  may  be  angered. 

Jun.  By  no  means,  Petillius ; 
Anger  a  man  that  never  knew  passion  ? 
*Tis  most  impossible :  A 'noble  captain, 
A  wise  and  generous  gentleman  f 
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Pet  Tom  Puppy, 
Leav^  this  way  to  abuse  mc :  I  have  found  you, 

?ut,  for  your  mother's  sake,  I  will  forgive  you. 
our  subtle  understanding  may  discover, 
.As  you  think,  some  trim  toy  to  make  yoa  merry. 
Some  straw  to  tickle  you ;  but  do  not  trust  to  it ; 
You  are  a  young  man,  and  uuiy  do  well ;  be  sober. 
Carry  yourself  discreetly. 

Enter  Decius,  Demetrius^  and  Curius. 

Jtiff.  Yes,  forsood*. 

Dem.  How  does  the  brave  Petillius  I 

Jun.  Monstrous  merry. 
We  two  were  talking  what  a  kind  of  thing 
I  was,  when  I  was  in  love ;  what  a  strange  n^on- 

ster 
For  little  bovs  and  girls  to  wonder  f^( ; 
How  like  a  fool  I  looked ! 

Dec,  So  thev  do  all, 
Like  great  dnll  slavering  foob. 

Jan.  Petillius  saw  too. 

Pet,  No  more  of  this ;  it  is  scurvy;  peace ! 

Jan.  How  nastily, 
Indeed  how  beastlv,  all  I  did  became  me ! 
How  I  foigot  to  blow  my  nose  \  There  he  stands. 
An  honest  and  a  wise  man ;  if  himself 
(I  dare  avouch  it  boldly,  for  I  know  it) 
Should  find  himseli*  in  love 

Pet,  I  am  angry. 

Jun,  Surely 
His  wise  self  would  hang  his  beastly  self; 
His  understanding  self  so  maul  his  ass  self- 


Dec.  He  is  bound  to  do  it ;  for  he  knows  the 
follies^ 

The  poverties,  and  baseness,  that  belong  to  it; 
He  has  read  upon  the  reformations  long. 

Pet.  He  has  so. 

Jun,  Tis  true,  apd  he  must  do  it :  Nor  is  it 
fit,  indeed. 
Any  such  coward 

Pet,  Youll  leave  prating  ? 

Jun,  Should  dare 
Come  near  the  regiments,  especially 
Those  curious  puppies  (for  believe   there  are 

such) 
That  only  love  behaviour:  Those  are  dog-whelps. 
Dwindle  away  because  a  wonuin  dies  well ; 
Commit  with  passions  only ;  fornicate 
With  the  free  spirit  merely.    You,  Petillius, 
For  you  have  long  observed  the  world 

Pet.  Dost  thou  hearf 
ni  beat  thee  damnably  within  these  three  hours! 
Go  pray ;  may  be  TU  kill  thee.    Farewell,  jack- 
daws! 

Dec.  What  a  strange  thing  he  is  grown ! 

[Etit  Pet, 

Jun.  I  am  glad  he  is  so ; 
And  stranger  he  shall  be  before  I  leave  him. 

Cur.  Is  it  posable  her  mere  death 

Jun.  I  observed  him. 
And  found  him  taken^  infinitely  taken^ 
With  her  bravery ;  I  have  followed  him^ 


And  sten  hnn  kiss  his  sword  since,  ooort  hii 

scabbard. 
Call  dying  dainty  dear,  her  brave  ntind  mistresB; 
Casting  a  thousand  ways  to  give  those  formsi 
Tliat  he  might  lie  with  them,  and  ^t  old  vmours. 
He  had  got  me  on  the  hip  onoe;  it  shall  |o lard, 

friends. 
But  he  shall  find  his  own  com. 

Enter  Maceb. 

Dec.  How  now,  Macer  ? 
Is  Jadas  yet  come  in  ? 

^ter  JvDAS. 

Macer.  Yes,  and  has  lost 
Most  of  his  men  too.    Here  he  is. 

Cur.  What  news  f 

Judag,  Vve  lodged  him ;  rouse  him,  he  that  dsres ! 

Dtm.  Where,  Judas? 

Judas,  On  n  steep  rock  in  the  woods,  the  boj 
too  with  him ; 
And  there  he  swears  hell  keep  hisCfaristmta^ 

gentlemen. 
But  he  will  come  away  with  full  conditions, 
Bravely,  and  like  a  Briton.    He  paid  part  of  os ; 
Yet  I  think  we  fought  bravely :  For  mine  owa 

I  was  four  several  times  at   half-sword  with 

him. 
Twice  stood  his  partitan ;  but  the  plam  truth  is, 
He's  a  mere  devil,  and  no  man.    In  the  end,  be 

swinged  us, 
And  swinged  us  soundly  foo :  He  fights  by  witch- 
craft; 
Yet,  for  all  that,  I  saw  him  lodged. 

Jun.  Take  more  men. 
And  scout  him  round.    Macer,  march  you  akiog. 
What  victuals  has  he  ? 

Judas.  Not  a  piece  of  biscuit, 
Not  so  ipuch  as  will  stop  a  tooth,  nor  water. 
More  than  they  make  themselves:  They  lie 
Just  like  a  brace  of  bear  whelps,  close,  and  craAy, 
Sucking  their  fingers  for  their  food. 

Dec.  Cut  off,  then, 
All  hope  of  that  wav ;  take  sufficicnC  foroea. 
Jun.  But  use  no  foul  play,  on  your  lives!  liaX 

man. 
That  does  him  mischief  by  deceit,  FU  kill  him. 
Macer,  He  shall  have  fair  play;  he  deserves  it. 
Judas.  Hark  ye ! 
What  shonld  I  do  there  then?  Yoa  are  brave  ofy- 

tains. 
Most  valiant  men  *.  Go  npyourselvea ;  me  virtue, 
See  what  will  come  on't;  pray  the  gmUcman 
To  come  down,  and  be  taken.  Ye  ail  know  him, 
I  think  ^eVe  felt  him  too !  There  ye  .afaall  find 

him, 
Itis  sword  by  his  side,  plumbs  of  a  pound  weight 

by  him. 
Will  make  your  chops  ache !  Youll  find  it  a  more 

labour 
To  win  him  livinj^  than  climbing  of  a  crow's  nest. 
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Ike,  Awtjf  ad  compMi  Imn;  we  shall  oome 
Tm  mtt,  witkia  ^bem  two  hoim.    Watch  faun 


Maar,  He  ihall  flee  through  <he  air,  if  he  e»- 


/o. 


CMWUSb 


this  kmd  lamentation  } 

[Sad  noite  witkin:, 
Macer.  Tbe  dead  body 
OfdttgreatPeniiifisiiewoometothecampy  sir. 
lkm.Dewif 

Maoer.  fijr  himself,  they  aaj. 
Jn.  I  farad  that  fortune. 
Cv.  Face  gnide  him  up  to  heaven ! 
Jn,  Awwj,  good  Macer. 

[£re.  Mmeer  amd  Judau 

£u<rS(rti03iica»DECSius,  Reoulus,  andVz- 

TILLIUS. 

SmL  If  dKM  be'st  guilty, 
Sone  saUea  nbgoe,  tboo  hatest  most,  light  upon 

dm! 
Tbe Kgineat  return  on  Junius; 
lie  «dl  deserves  it. 
Pef-So! 

&Mf.  Dmr  ooC  tftree  companies, 
fTbon^  Dedos,  Junius,  and  tnou,  PetiUius) 
Aod  Bske  up  instantly  to  Caratach ; 
lfe*i  ia  die  wood  before  ye :  We  shall  foUow, 
kha  doe  ceremony  done  to  the  dead, 
Tk  aoble  dead    Come,  let's  go  bum  the  body. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Petillius. 
Pet.  Tbe  regiment  given  from  me  ?  disgraced 
openly? 
Is  lore  Coo  with  a  trifle  to  abuse  me  f 
A  Bernrworld,  a  fine  world !  served  seven  years 
To  be  to  tss  of  both  sides?  tweet  Petillius, 
fa  iiafe  faiought  your  hogs  to  a  fine  market  1 

TOO  are  wise,  sir, 
Tour  booouraUe  brain-pan  full  of  crotchets, 
An  nnderslanding  gentleman ;  yoor  projctts 
tx  with  assurancc^ver !  Wooldst  not  thou  now 
fie  baaerd  about  die  pate,  Petillius ! 
Aamcr  a  that,  sweet  soldier !  surely,  surely, 
I  tkii4  a«  wooU ;  pulled  by  the  nose,  kicked? 

oa^gthee, 
Tboa  m  the  arrantcst  rascal !  TVust  thy  wisdom 
Wsh  say  drag  of  weight?  the  wind  with  feathers ! 
^^  yoa  hIiiMl  puppy !  you  command  ?  you  go- 
tern? 
^  fv  a  groat  a-day,  or  serve  a  swine-herd, 
^•M  aoble  for  thy  nature  too  !--^I  must  up ; 
^  what  I  shall  do  there,  let  time  discover. 

[EtU. 

SCENE  m. 

^er  MicEm  nnd  JroAS,  with  meat  and  o  bottle. 

Mterr.  Hang  it  on  the  side  of  the  rocky  as 
tfaoogfi  ute  Britons 
Sco4e  hither  to  relieve  him :  Who  first  ventures 
Ttf  /etch  it  0^  is  onrs.    I  cannot  see  him. 


Judoi,  He  lies  close  in  a  hole  above,  I  know  it, 
Gnawing  upon  his  anger.    Ha !  no ;  'tis  not  he. 

Afocer.  Tis  but  the  shaking  of  the  boughs 

Judas.  Pox  shake  them ! 
Fm  sure  they  shake  me  soundly.^-There ! 

Macer.  Mis  nothing 

Jadat.  Make  no  noise ;  if  be  stir,  a  deadly  tern* 
pest 
Of  huge  scones  faUs  upon  us.    Tis  done !  away, 
close !  [£rettn/. 

Enter  Carat Ack» 

Car,  Sleep  still,  sleep  sweetly,  child ;  'tis  all 

thou  feedest  on. 
I^o  gentle  Briton  near,  do  valiant  charity. 
To  bring  thee  food  ?  Poor  knave^  tliou  art  sick» 

extreme  sick. 
Almost  gcown  wild  for  meat;  and  yet  thy  good« 

ness 
Will  not  confess,  nor  shew  it.    All  the  woods 
Are  double  lined  with  soldiers ;  no  way  left  us 
To  make  a  noble  escape.    I'll  sit  down  by  thee. 
And,  when  thou  wakest,  either  get  meat  to  save 

thee. 
Or  lose  my  life  in  the  purchase;  good  gods  com* 

fort  thee! 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Junius,  Decius,  Petillius,  and  Guide* 

Guide.  You  are  not  far  off  now,  sir. 

Jam  Draw  the  companies 
The  closest  way  throt^h  the  woods;  we'll  keep 
on  this  way. 

Guide.  I  will,  sir :  Half  a  furlong  more  you'U 
come  * 

Within  the  sight  of  the  rock.    Keep  on  the  left 

side; 
Youll  be  discovered  else :  I'll  lodge  your  com- 
panies 
In  the  wild  vines  beyond  yc. 

Dec.  Do  you  mark  him  ? 

JttR;  Yes,  and  am  sorry  for  him. 

Pet.  Junius, 
Pray  let  me  speak  two  words  with  you. 

Jam,  Walk  afore ; 
ril  overtake  you  straight. 

Dec.  I  wiU.  [Exit. 

Jan.  Now,  captain  ? 

Pet.  You  have  oft  told  me,  you  have  loved  me^ 
Junius. 

Jtifl.  Most  sute  I  told  you  truth  then. 

Pet.  And  that  your  love 
Should  not  deny  roe  any  honest  thing. 

Jun.  It  slwll  not. 

Pet.  Dare  you  swear  it? 
I  have  forgot  all  passages  between  us 
That  have  been  ill,  forgiven  too ;  forget  you. 

Jun.   What  would  this  man  have? — By  die 
gods,  I  do,  sir. 
So  it  be  fit  to  grant  you. 

Pet.  nris  most  honest. 
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.  Jim*  Vfhfy  then  FU  do  it 

Pet.  Kill  ine. 

Jtin.  How ! 

Pet.  Pray  kill  me. 

Jtfti.  Kill  yoa^ 

Pet.  Ay,  kill  me  quickly,  suddenly ; 
Now  kill  me. 

Jttit.  On  what  reason  ?  You  amaze  me ! 

Pet.  If  you  do  love  m^  kill  me;  ask  me  not 
why: 
I  would  be  killed,  and  by  you. 

Jun.  Mercy  on  mc ! 
What  aits  dus  man  f  Petilltiis ! 

Pet.  Pray  you  dispatch  me ; 
You  are  not  safe,  whilst  I  live :  I  am  dangerous, 
Troubled  extremely,  even  to  mischief,  Junius, 
An  enemy  to  all  good  men.     Fear  not;  'tis  jus- 
tice; 
I  shall  kill  vou  else. 

Jun.  Tell  me  but  tlie  causey 
And  I  will  do  it. 

Pet.  lam  disgraced,  jar  senrioe 
Slighted  and  unrewardtd  ov  the  general. 
My  hopes  left  wild  and  naked ;  besides  these^ 
I  am  grown  ridiculous,  an  ass,  a  folly, 
I  dare  not  trust  myself  with :  Prithee,  kill  me ! 

Jun.  All  these  may  be  redeemed  as  easily 
As  you  would  heal  your  finger. 

Pet.  Nay 

Jun.  Stay,  1*11  do  it ; 
You  shall  not  need  your  anger.  But  first,  PetiHius, 
You  sliall  unarm  yourself;  I  dare  not  trust 
A  man  so  bent  to  mischief. 

Pet.  There's  my  sword. 
And  do  it  handsomely. 

Jttfi.  Yes,  I  will  kill  you, 
Believe  that  certain;  Iwit' first  HI  lay  before  you 
The  most  extreme  fool  you  have  played  iu  this. 
The  honour  purposed  for  you,  the  great  honoor 
The  general  mtended  you. 

Pet.  How  ? 

Jun.  And  then  1*11  kill  yoo. 
Because  you  shall  die  miserabto.    Know,  sir, ' 
The  regiment  was  given  me,  but  'till  time 
Called  you  to  do  some  worthy  deed,  might  stop 
The  peoples'  ill  thoughts  of  ^a  for  lord  Peniiis, 
t  mean  his  death.    How  soon  this  time's  come  to 

you. 
And  hasted  by  Suetonius!*  Go,  says  he, 
Junius  and  Decius,  and  go  thou,  ^etillius, 
(Distinctly,  thou,  Petillius)  and  draw  up. 
To  take  stout  Caratacfa;  there's  the  deed  pur- 

posed, 
A  deed  to  take  off  all  fauH%  «f  all  natures : 
And  thoUf  PetitUuM,  mark  it !  there's  the  hommr ; 
And  that  done,  all  made  even. 

Pet.  Stay ! 

Jun.  No,  III  kiH  you. 
He  knew  thee  absolute,  and  full  in  soldier, 
Daring  beyond  all  dangers,  found  thee  out 
According  to  the  boldness  of  thy  spirit, 
A  subject,  such  a  subjc 

S 


Pet»  Haric  you, 
I  will  live  now. 

Jicfi«  ^  no  meana—^vooed  tlry  worth. 
Held  thee  by  the  chin  up^  as  thou  sonkat,  and 

shewed  thee 
How  honour  held  her  anns  ouL    Cone,  make 

rcady^ 
Since  you  will  die  an  ass. 
Pet.  Thou  wilt  not  kill  me  ? 
Jun*  By  irenven,  but  I  will,*  air.    HI  hBtia  no 
man  dangerous 
Live  to  destroy  me  afterward.    Bendes,  yimiiave 

gotten 
Honour  enougb;  let  young  men  rise  li&k^   Naj, 
I  do  perceive  too  by  the  general,  (which  is 
One  uuun  cause  you  iduul  die,  however  he  car- 

Such  a  strong  doting  on  ynu,  that  I  ftsar 

You  shall  command  in  chief;   how  ate  we  paid 

then? 
Come,  if  yon'U  pray,  dispatch  it. 

Pet.  Is  there  no  way  r 

Jun.  Not  any  way  to  live. 

Pet.  I  will  do  any  thing, 
Redeem  hiyself  at  any  pnce :  Good  Juniuv 
Let  me  but  die  iipon  tn  rock,  but  offer 
My  life  up  like  a  soldier ! 

Jiiit.  You  will  seek  then 
To  oQtKio  every  man. 

Pet.  Beliere  it,  Junius, 
Yon  shall  go  stroke  by  stroke  with  mo. 

Jum  You'll  leave  off  too, 
As  you  are  noble,  and  a  soldier, 
For  ever  these  mad  fancies  ? 

Pet.  Date  you  trust  me  ? 
By  all  that  is  good  and  honesty—— 

Jun.  There^  your  sword  then ; 
And  now,  come  on,  a  new  man :   Virtne  piide 
thee !  [Ex€unt. 

Enter  Carat ac&  and  Hengo,  on  the  rock. 

Car,  Courage,  my  boy !  I  hare  fcMind  meat : 
Look,  Hengo, 
Look  where  some  b  leased  Briton,  to  ppcaeife  thee. 
Has  hung  a  little  food  and  drink :  Cheer  up,  boy; 
Do  not  forsake  me  now ! 

Hengo.  Oh,  uncle,  unde^ 
I  feel  i  cannot  stay  k>n^;  yet  111  fetdi  it^ 
To  keep  your  noble  life.     Uncle^  I  am  heart* 

whole. 
And  would  live. 

Car.  Thou  shalt,  lone,  I  hope. 

Hengo.  But  my  heaci,  uncle ! 
Methinks  the  rock  goes  round. 

Enter  Macer  and  Judas. 

Macer.  Mark  them  weU,  Judas. 

Judat.  Peace,  as  you  love  your  life  ! 

Henfo.  Do  not  you  hear 
The  noise  of  bells  r 

Car.  Of  beHs,  boy  ?  Tis  thy  faoc^; 
Alas,  thy  body's  full  of  wind. 
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HeagOi.  Mcdiiiiksy  sir, 
Tliej  nag  a  strange  sad  knell,  a  preparation 
To  seMoe  near  fuoeral  of  state :  Nav,  weep  not, 
Mme  own  sweet  ancle  !  you  will  kUl  me  sooner. 
Car.  Oh,  mv  poor  chicken ! 
Heago.  Fy !  faint-hearted,  uncle  ? 
Com^  tie  me  in  your  belt,  and  let  me  down. 
C^r.  Ill  go  myself,  boy. 
Hemgo,  No^  as  you  love  me,  uncle ! 
I  will  not  cat  it,  it  I  do  not  fetch  it; 
The  dainer  only  I  desire ;  pray  tie  me. 
Car.  I  will,  and  all  my  care  hang  over  tliee  ! 
Come,  child, 
My  valiant  duld ! 

HemgfK  Let  me  down  apace,  uncle, 
And  you  shall  see  how  like  a  daw  I'll  whip  it 
From  all  their  policies ;  for  'tis  most  certain 
A  Bomao  train :  And  you  most  hold  me  sure  too. 
ToaH  spoil  all  else.  When  I  have  brought  it,  uncle, 

WcTl  be  as  meny 

Car,  Go,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  boy  ! 
Henga.  Quick,  quick,  quick,  uucle !  I  have  it  Oh ! 
Cm-.  What  ail'st  thou !    [Judoi  $hoois  Hengo. 
Hengo,  Oh,  my  best  uncle,  I  am  slain  ! 
Car.  I  see  you,  [Car.  kills  Judas  with  a  stone. 
And  heaven  direct  my  hand  ! — Dcistruction 
Go  with  thy  coward  soul !  How  dost  thou  boy  ? 
Qh,  villain,  poc^  villain  ! 

HemgOL  Oh,  uncle,  uncle. 
Oh,  how  it  prides  me — am  I  preserved  for  this  ? — 
Extremely  pricks  me ! 

Car.  Cioward,  rascal  coward ! 
Do^  eat  thv  flesh  I 
&a!^o.  Ob,  I  bleed  hard;  I  faint  too;   out 
upon  it, 
Uow  aick  I  am !  The  lean  rogue,  uncle ! 

Car.  Look,  boy ; 
I  have  laid  him  sure  enough. 

Hengo.  Have  you  knocked  his  brains  out  ? 
Car.  I  warrant  thee  for  stirring  more :  Cheer 

up,  child. 
Hemgo.  Hold  my  ^es  hard ;  stop,  stop ;  oh, 
wretdicd  fortune. 
Most  we  part  thus?  Still  I  grow  sicker,  uncle. 
Car.  Heaven  look  upon  this  noble  child ! 
Hengo.  I  once  hoped 
I  sboiud  have  lived  to  have  met  these  bloody 

Romans 
At  ray  swonTs  point,  to  have  revenged  my  father. 
To  have  beaten  them.    Ob,  hold  me  hard !  But, 

uncle 

Car.  Thou  shalt  live  still,  I  hope,  boy.   Shall  I 

draw  it? 
Hengo.  You  draw  away  my  soul,  then;   I 
would  live 
A  fitde  longer,  (spare  me.  Heavens !)  but  only 
To  diaak  you  for  your  tender  love  !  Good  uncle, 
Good  noble  uncle,  weep  not ! 

Cor.  Oh,  my  chicken, 
My  dear  boy,  what  shall  I  lose  ? 

Hengo.  Why,  a  diild. 
That  Blast  have  died  however ;  had  diisescaped  me, 
VolL 


Fever  or  famine- 


-I  was  bom  to  die,  sir. 


Car.  But  thus  unblown,  my  boy? 

Hengo,  I  go  the  straighter 
My  journey  to  the  gods.    Sure  I  shall  know  you, 
When  you  come,  uncle  ? 

Car.  Yes,  boy. 

Hengo.  And  I  hope 
We  shall  enjoy  together  that  great  blessedness, 
You  told  mQ  off. 

Car.  Most  certain,  child. 

Hengo.  I  grow  cold; 
Mine  eyes  are  going. 

Car.  Lift  them  up ! 

Hengo.  Pray  for  me ; 
And,  noble  uncle,  when  my  bones  are  ashes^ 
Thiids  of  your  little  nephew  !  Mercy  ! 

Car.  Mercy! 
You  blessed  angels,  take  him ! 

Hengo.  Kiss  me !  so. 
Farewdl,  farewell !  [Dies. 

Car.  Farewell  the  hopes  of  Britain ! 
Thou  royal  graft,  farewell  for  ever !  Time  and 

death, 
Yott  have  done  your  worsL    Fortune,  now  see, 

now  proudly 
Pluck  off  thy  veil,  and  view  thy  triumph :  Look, 
Look  what  thou  hast  brought  this  land  to.    Oh, 

fair  flower. 
How  lovely  yet  thy  ruins  shew,  how  sweetly 
Even  death  embraces  thee  !  llie  peace  of  heaven. 
The  fellowship  of  all  great  souls,  be  with  thee  ! 

Enter  Petillius  and  Junius  on  the  rock. 

Ha !  Dare  ye,  Romans  ?  Ye  shall  win  me  bravely, 
lliou  art  mine  !  [Fight. 

Jan.  Not  yet,  sir. 

Car.  Breatlie  ye,  ye  poor  Romans, 
And  come  up  all,  with  all  your  antient  valours ; 
Like  a  rough  wiud  III  shake  your  souls,  and  send 
them — 

Enter  Suetonius,  and  all  the  Roman  captains. 

Suet.  Yield  thee,  bold  Caratacii !  By  all  the  gods, 
As  I  am  soldier,  as  I  envy  thee, 
ril  use  thee  like  tliyself,  thou  valiant  Briton. 

Pet.  Brave  soldier,  yield,  thou  stock  of  arms 
and  honour, 
Thou  filler  of  the  world  with  fame  and  glory ! 

Jan.  Most  wortliy  man,  we'll  woo  thee,  be 
thy  prisoners. 

Suet.  Excellent  Briton,  do  me  but  that  honour. 
That  more  to  me  than  conquest,  that  true  happi* 

ness^ 
To  be  my  friend ! 

Car.  Oh,  Romans,  see  what  here  is ! 
Had  this  boy  lived 

Suet.  For  fame's  sake,  for  thy  sword's  sake. 
As  thou  desirest  to  build  thy  virtues  greater  ! 
By  all  that's  excellent  in  man,  and  honest- 


Car.  I  do  believe.  Ye've  made  me  a  brave  (oe; 
Make  me  a  noble  friend,  and  from  your  goodness. 
Give  thb  boy  honourable  earth  to  lie  in  ! 

P  • 
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Stett,  iM  fmtai  bftt^  fitdng  fVii^cral. 

Car.  I  yield  then ; 
Not  to  your  blows,  bat  your  bnve  courtMies. 

Pet.  Tbits  we  oonduct^  tben,  to  tbe  arms  of 
peace, 
The  wonder  of  tbe  world ! 

Suet,  Thni  I  embrace  thee ;  [fhurish. 

And  let  it  be  oo  flattery,  that  I  tell  tfaee. 
Thou  art  the  only  soldier ! 

Car.  How  to  thank  ye, 
J  must  hereafter  find  upon  your  magfc. 
I  am  for  Rome  ? 

Suet.  You  must 


Car.  Then  Rome  shall  know 
Tlie  man,  that  makes  her  tpting  of  glory  pow. 

StteC.  Petillins,  yon  hate  shewn  nndi  worth 
tins  day, 
Redeemed  mudi  error ;  wm  have  my  lot^e  a|pdn; 
Preserve  it.    Junius,  with  yon  I  make  hiiii 
Equal  in  the  regiment. 

Jttii.  The  elder  and  the  nobler ; 
I  will  give  place,  sir. 

Suet.  You  shew  a  friend's  sonl. 
March  on,  and  through  the  camp,  in  twj  tOQguc^ 
Hie  virtues  of  great  Canttach  be  ftiog!  [EmaU. 
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MEN. 

Aitiincm  ?sx  GmiuiT. 
CiTTvv  mmter  ff  ike  kmm> 
hiwuKm^S  pnmm  of  tke  |/M> 
UmtfruiH,  AUxmndet'ii favourite, 
( ASARssty  mm  tfAmiwmtprf     ^ 
PoLTFEieiMiy  emmmnierqffk^t 

PuLip,  kntktr  t0  Cmmm^^     \ 
TvEssALvs  the  A§ulm%  J 

EcvtxEs,   yg^ta  oommamkn. 

AiisTASBCft,  a  maikaajfePi 


WOMBN. 

SYSipAiiBiSy  mother  of  the  royatfam%l^», 
STATiaA,   dim^kter    ((f  iJori'vii    vutrried    to 

AifxaMder. 
RoxANA,  daughter  of  CohortanuSy.  JlrM  wifk  cf 

Alexander. 
PARitATiSy    $uter    t0  SWir^x   in    hve    with 

Aitmiwtf^  Steeii  Ghfi^%  i^^iKfrij  Ouaref^. 


Siei^-^BabylorL 


A(pT  I. 


SCENE  L 


Suter  HcMicsTtoir,    LYSHfAomn^    fghiing;, 
Clttvs  parting  them. 

C/js  W«AT»  are  you  tuadmea  ?  fan ! — ^Put  up, 

I  ay 

Tlien,  BiKciucra  in  die  bosom  of  you  both. 
ha.  I  have  his  sword. 
(ijf.  But  must  not  have  his  life. 
lit.  yXuht  not,  old  Clytus  ? 
C/y.  Mad  Lyumachusi  you  must  not. 


Heph,  Cowafdltosb^  O  fM4»  ana  I 
He  daHied  with  my  pmnt,  and  whfift  I  dirasl^ 
He  iitiwfied  and  smiled,  and  ftdM  me  Hhe  afaattr. 
O  reverend  Clytus,  Aithev  of  tha  war, 
Most  famous  guard  of  Alexander's'  liAjs 
Take  pity  on  my  youths  and  lend  a  wrord: 
Ljrsimacfius  is  brave,  and  will  but  ecom  ma; 
Kill  me,  or  let  me  fieht  with  him  afcain. 

I^s.  There,  take  tny  sword,  and  since  thou  art 
resolved 
For  deatli,  thou  hast  the  noblett  from  my  haad- 
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Cfy.  Stay  thee,  Lysimachua;  Hephestion,  hold; 
I  bar  YOU  both,  my  oody  interposed. 
Now  let  me  see,  whiph  of  you  dares  to  strike ! 
By  Jove,  ye  have  stirred  the  old  man ;  that  rash 

arm. 
That  first  advances,  moves  against  the  gods. 
Against  the  wrath  of  Ciytus,  and  the  will 
Of  our  great  king,  whose  deputy  I  stand. 

Ims,  Well,  I  shall  take  another  time. 

Meph.  And  I. 

C/v.  Tis  false. 
Another  time,  what  time?  what  foolish  hour? 
No*  time  shall  see  a  brave  man  do  amiss. 
And  what's  the  noble  cause,    that  makes  this 

madness  ? 
What  big  ambidon  blows  this  dangerous  fire  ? 
A  Cupid's  puff,  is  it  not,  woman's  breath  ? 
fiy  all  your  triumphs  in  the  heat  of  youth, 
when  towns  were  sacked,  and  beauUes  prostrate 

When  m^  blood  boiled,  and  nature  worked  me 

high, 
Ciytus  ne'er  bowed  his  body  to  such  shame : 

Tfie  brave  will  scorn  the  cobweb  arts ^The 

souk 
Of  all  that  whining,  smiling,  cozening  sex, 
Weigh  not  one  thought  of  any  man  of  war. 

Xyt.  I  confess  our  vengeance  was  ill-timed. 

Ciy,  Death !  I  had  rather  this  right  arm  were 
lost. 
To  which  I  owe  my  gloiy,  than  our  kin^ 

Should  know  your  fault what,  on  this  famous 

day  f 

Hqfh.  I  was  to  blame. 

Cfy.  This  memorable  day, 
When  our  hot  master,  that  would  tire  the  world, 
Out-ride  the  labouring  sun,  and  tread  the  stars, 
When  he,  inclined  to  rest,  comes  peaceful  on. 
Listening  to  songs*,  while  all  his  trumpets  sleep, 
And  plays  with  monarchs,  whom  he  used  to  drive; 
Shall  we  begin  disorders,  make  new  broils  ? 
We,  that  have  temper  learnt,  shall  we  awake 
Hushed  Mars,  the  lion,  that  had  left  to  roar  ? 

I^  Tis  true ;  old  Ciytus  is  an  oracle. 

Put  up,  Hephesdon did  not  passion  blind 

My  reason,  I  on  such  occasion'too 
Could  thus  have  urged, 

Heph.  Why  is  it  then  we  love  ? 

Cfy.  Because  unmanned.- 
Why,  is  not  Alexander  grown  example  ? 
O  that  a  hce  should  thus  bewitch  a  soul. 
And  rain  ally  that's  right  and  reasonable ! 
Talk  be  my  bane,  yet  the  old  man  must  talk : 
Not  so  he  loved,  when  he  at  Issus  fought, 
And  joined  in  mighty  duel  great  Darius, 
Whom  from  hb  chariot,  flaming  all  widi  gems. 
He  hurled  to  eartl^  and  crushed  the  imperial 

crown; 
Nor  could  the  gods  defend  their  images. 
Which  with  the  gaudy  coach  lay  overturned  : 
Twas  not  the  shaft  of  love,  that  did  the  feat; 
Cupid  had  nothing  there  to  do ;  but  now 


Two  wives  he  takes,  two  rival  queens  disturb 
The  court;  and  while  each  hand  does  beuty  hDM, 
Where  is  there  room  for  gloiy  ? 

Heph.  In  his  heart. 

Cfy.  WeU  said. 
You  are  his  favourite,  and  I  had  foigot 
Who  I  was  talking  to.    See  Sysigambis  comes, 
Reading  a  letter  to  your  princess ;  go. 
Now  make  your  dami,  while  I  attend  the  V\%. 

]Eiit. 

Enter  Sysigambis,  Parisatis. 

Par.  Did  not  you  love  my  father  ?  Yes,  I  see 
You  did ;  his  very  name  but  mendoned  brings 
The  tears,  however  unwilling,  to  your  eyes. 
I  loved  him  too ;  he  would  not  thus  have  forced 
My  trembling  heart,  which  your  commands  may 

break. 
But  never  bend. 

Sy$.  Forbear  thy  lott  complamts ; 
Urze  not  a  suit,  which  I  can  never  grant 
Behold  the  royal  signet  of  the  king. 
Therefore  resoh-e  to  be  Hephesdon's  wife. 

Par.  No !  since  Lysimachus  has  won  my  hear^ 
My  body  shall  be  ashes,  e'er  another^s. 

Syt.  For  sixty  rolling  years  who  ever  stood 
The  shock  of  state  so  unconcem'd  as  I  ? 
This,  whom  I  thought  to  govern,  being  young, 
Heaven,  as  a  plague  to  power,  has  rendered  strong; 
Judge  my  distresses,  and  my  temper  prae ; 
Who,  though  unfortunate,  would  sbU  be  wise. 

Lys.  To  let  yon  know,  that  misery  doch  swar 

[Boih  ibire/. 
An  humbler  fate  than  yours,  see  at  your  feet 
The  lost  Lysimachus :  O  mighty  queen, 
I  have  but  this  to  beg,  impardal  stand ; 
And,  since  Hephesdon  serves  by  your  permissioo, 
Disdain  not  nje,  who  ask  your  royal  leave 
To  cast  a  throbbing  heart  before  her  feet. 

Heph.  A  blessing,  like  possession  of  the  pria- 
cess, 
No  services,  not  crowns,  nor  all  the  blood. 
That  circles  in  our  bodies,  can  deserve : 
Therefore  I  take  all  helps,  much  more  the  king's, 
And  what  your  majesty  vouchsafed  to  gi%'e  ; 
Your  word  is  past,  where  all  my  hopes  must  han«. 

Lys.  There  perish  too— all  words  want  sen^ 
in  love ; 
But  love  and  I  bring  such  a  perfect  passion. 
So  nobly  pure,  'ds  worthy  of  her  eyes* 
Which  without  blushing  she  may  jusdy  prize. 

Heph.  Such  arrogance,  should  Alexander  woo, 
Would  lose  him  all  the  conquests  he  has  won. 
Lys.  Let  not  a  conquest  once  be   named  by 

Who  this  dispute  must  to  my  raerrr  owe. 

Sys*  Rise,  oravc  Lysimachus,  Hcnhc»tion,  rise  -. 
'TIS  true  Hephcstion  first  declared  nis  lore  ;• 
And  'tis  as  true,  I  promised  him  my  aid  ; 
Your  glorious  king  turned  miehty  advcx^tc 
How  noble,  therefore,  were  the  \ictory. 
If  we  could  vanquish  this  disordered  love  ? 
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Btfk,  h  win  newr  be. 
Ufk  So,  I  wUl  yet  love  en, 
Aa^kir  from  Alennclef's  mnuthy  in  what 
HnfestioD  merits  more  than  I. 

VlpieTC, 
Am  rear  the  boldnem,  which  ynar  love  inspires ; 
Bot  ietf  her  sight  should  haste'  your  enterprizey 
Tb  jiist  I  take  the  object  from  your  eyes. 

[Rxtuni  Sy$.  and  Par. 

Lift  She's  gone,  and  see,  the  day,  as  if  her  look 
Had  kindled  it»  is  lost,  now  she  is  vanished. 

BepL  A  sudden  gloominess  and  horror  comes 
Ahootme. 

Uf9,  Let's  awaj  to  meet  the  king ; 
Tou  know  my  suit 

Heph.  Yonder  Caasander  oomes, 
He  naj  ioibnn  us. 

X^  No^  I  would  avoid  him ; 
I^KTc^i  naething  in  that  busy  face  of  his, 
That  ibocb  my  nature. 

H^  Where  and  what  you  please.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  11. 

JBa^er  Cassahdkb, 

Cml  The  morning  rises  black,  the  lowering  sun, 
As  if  the  dreadful  Iwsiness  he  foreknew^ 
Drifes  heatilv  his  sable  chariot  on : 
The  face  of  iaj  now  blushes  scarlet  deep, 
A)  if  it  feared  the  stroke  which  I  intend, 

like  dttt  of  Jupiter ^Lightnin^  and  thunder! 

'The  Ms  above  are  nogry,  and  talk  big, 
Or  rather  walk  the  mighty  cirque  like  mourners 
Clad  in  long  clouds,  tl^  robes  of  thickest  night, 
Aod  seem  to  groan  for  Alexanders  fall. 
Tvn  Caanoder's  soul  could  wish  it  were, 
^^wh,  whensoever  it  flies  at  lofty  mischief, 
^ould startle fiate,  and  make  all  heaven  concerned. 
A  mad  Chaldean,  in  the  dead  of  night. 
Came  to  m^  bed-side  with  a  flaming  torch ; 
M  hejiowing  o'er  me,  like  a  spirit  damned, 
H«  cried,  <  WeU  had  it  been  for  Babylon, 
'  If  carted  Cassander  never  bad  been  bom.' 

^cr  Tbessalvs,  and  Philip,  with  letters. 

TkoL  My  lord  Cassander. 

( W  Ha!  who's  there  f 

P^  Your  friends. 

Ca.  Welcome  dear  Thessalus,  and  brother 
Philip. 
PippR ^with  what  contents? 

rkil.  From  Maoedon 

^  trusty  dave  arrived great  Antipater 

H  riles  that  your  mother  hdioured  with  you  long, 
I'jfir  hirth  was  slow,  and  slow  is  all  your  life. 

Cot  He  writes,  dispatch  the  king — Cratems 


^v>  in  my  room  muiit  govern  Maccdon ; 
l<*  him  not  live  a  day— he  dies  to-night; 
^M  thos  my  father  but  forestalls  my  purpose : 
^^  U  so  I  fUvm  then  ?  If  I  rode  on  thunder, 
I  ^t^  a  moment  have  to  fail  from  heaven, 
^  1  cvM  bbtft  the  growth  of  this  Colossus. 


Theu.  The  haughty  Polyperchon  ^omes  thi» 
way, 
A  mal-content,  on  whom  I  lately  wrought, 
That  for  a  slight  affront,  at  Susa  given, 
Bears  Aleiander  most  pernicious  hate. 

Can,  So,  when  I  mocked  the  Persians,  that 
adored  mm, 
He  struck  me  in  the  face,  and  by  the  hair 
He  swung  me  to  his  guards  to  be  chastised ; 
For  which  and  for  my  father's  weighty  cause. 
When  I  abandon  what  I  have  resolved. 
May  I  again  be  beaten  like  a  slave. 
But  lo,  where  Polyperchon  comes !  now  fire  him 
With  such  complaints,  that  he  may  shoot  to  ruin. 

Enter  Polyperchon. 

PoL  Sure  I  have  found  thosa  friends,  dare  se- 
cond me; 
I  hear  fresh  murmurs  as  I  pass  along : 
Yet,  rather  than  put  up,  Fll  do  it  alone. 
Did  not  Pausanias,  a  youth,  a  striplinj^ 
A  beardless  boy,  swelled  with  inglorious  wrong 
For  a  less  cause  his  father  Philip  kill  ? 
Peace  then,  full  heart !  move  like  a  cloud  about. 
And  when  time  ripens  thee  to  break,  O  shed 
The  stock  of  all  thy  poison  on  his  head. 

Cats,  All  nations  bow  their  heads  with  homage 
down. 
And  kiss  the  feet  of  this  exalted  man  : 
The  name,  the  shout,  the  blast  from  every  mouth, 
Is  Alexander :  Alexander  bursts 
Your  cheeks,  and  with  a  crack  so  loud 
It  drowns  tlie  voice  of  Heaven ;  like  dogs  yo  fawn, 
Tlie  earth's  commanders  fawn,'and  follow  him; 
Mankind  starts  up  to  hear  his  blasphemy : 
And  if  this  hunter  of  this  barbarous  world 
But  wind  himself  a  God,  you  echo  him 
With  universal  cry. 

PoL  I  echo  him  ? 
I  fawn,  or  fall,  like  a  far  eastern  slave, 
And  lick  his  feet?  Boys  hoot  me  from  tlie  palace, 
To  haunt  some  cloister  with  my  senseless  walk. 
When  thus  the  noble  soul  of  Polyperchon 
Lets  go  the  aim  of  all  his  actions,  nonour. 

Thess.  The  king  shall  slay  me,  cut  me  up  alii'e, 
Ply  me  with  fire  and  scourges,  rack  me  worse 
Than  once  he  did  Philotas,  e'er  I  bow. 

Cois.  Curse  on  thy  tongue  for  mentioning  Phi- 
lotas! 
I  had  rather  thou  hadst  Aristandcr  been. 
And  to  my  sours  confusion  raised  up  hell. 
With  all  the  furies  brooding  upon  horrors, 
Than  brought  Philotas'  murder  to  remembrance. 

PhiL  I  saw  him  racked,  a  sight  so  dismal  sad 
My  eyes  did  ne^er  behold. 

Casf.  So  dismal !  Peace ! 
It  is  unutterable ;  let  me  stand, 
And  think  upon  the  tn^cdy  you  saw ; 
By  Mars  it  comes !  ay !  now  the  rack's  set  for 
Bloody  Craterus,  his  inveterate*  foe. 
With  pitiless  Ilcphcstion  standing  by: 
Pliilotas,  like  an  angel  seized  by  fiends. 
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It  BtiMglit  diffobcflj  a  nftpkiii  tiM  Ua  bead* 
His  warlike  arms  with  shameful  cord^ara  bound, 
And  everr  tbive  can  now  tbe  vaiiani  wound. 

PoL  Now,  by  the  soul  of  rogral  Philip  fied* 
I  dare  praooaaca  jroong  Alaaumdar,  wiw 
Woujd  ka  a  p^od^  is  lanifii  as  a  daril. 

Cas$.  Oh,  Polyperchon,  Philip^  Tbeflmlus, 
Did  not  jpour  c^fcs  rain  blood,  jroar  ipixita  bursty 
To  s^  vaur  noble  fellow-4oldier  bum, 
Yet  wiifaoat  trenbHa^  or  a  tear,  endure 
The  tormanto  of  tha  damnadi  O  barbariaiiSy 
Could  you  stand  bv»  and  jet  refuae  to  ntfiar? 
Ye  taw  him  bnaaad,  tom^  to  tbe  boon  mada  bare; 
Hia  vaias  wide  kiioed»  and  tfaa  poor  quivering 

flesh 
With  pincers  from  Ms  manly  bosom  ript. 
Till  ye  disoovared  the  great  heart  lie  pentia^ 

Pol,  Why  killed  we  not  the  kiag,  tt>  lave  Phi- 
lotaaf 

Cobs,  Asset !  fbak !  but  asset  will  bray,,  aod 
fools  be  engry. 
Why  stood  ye  then  like  stttuat?  thereat  the  case, 
The  horror  of  tbe  sight  had  tamad  ya  marble. 
So  ike  pale  Trojant,  from  their  weeping  walla. 
Saw  tha  dear  body  of  the  godlike  Hector, 
Bloody  and  sailed,  dragged  on  tlie  femoua  ground, 
Yet  senseless  stood,  nor  with  drawn  weapons  ran, 
To  save  the  great  remains  of  that  prodigious 
man. 

PkiL  Wretched  PhikHas !  bloody  Aleiander ! 

JTtess.  Soon  after  him  the  great  Farmenio  fell, 
Stabbed  i»  his  orchard  by  the  tyrant's  doom. 
Bat  Where's  the  need  to  mentiou  public  loss. 
Whan  each  receives  particular  disgrace  f 

PoL  Late  I  remember^  to.  a  bam|uet  called. 
After  Alddei^  goblet  swift  had  gone 
The  giddy  round,  and  wine  had  made  me  bold. 
Stirring  the  spirits  up  to  talk  with  kings, 
I  saw  Craterus  with  Hephestion  enter 
In  Persian  robes ;  to  Alexander's  health 
They  largely  drank ;  then,  turning  eastward,  fell 
Flat  on  the  pavement,  and  adored  tlie  sun. 
Straight  to  me  king  they  sacred  reverence  gave, 
With  solemn  words,  ^  U  son  of  thundering  Jove, 
Young  Ammon,  live  for  ever;'  then  kissed  tlic 

ground. 
I  laughed  aloud,  and,  scoffing,  asked  them,  why 
They  kissed  no  harder  ;<—*^-but  the  kin^  leapt  up, 
And*  spurned  me  to  the  earth  with  this  reply : 
*  Do  tJiou  {'—whilst  with  his  foot  he  prc^st  my 

neck. 
Till  from  my  ears,  my  nose,  and  mouth,  the  blood 
Gushed  forth,  and  I  lav  foaming  on  the  eartii — 
Tor  which  I  wish  tliis  dagger  in  his  heart. 

Cass.  There  spoke  the  spirit  of  Calisthenes ; 
Remember  he's  a  man,  his  flesh  as  soft 
And  penetrable  as  a  giri's :  we  have  seen  him 

wounded, 
A  stone  hiis  Ktruck  him,  yet  no  thunderbolt : 
A  pebble  felled  thisi  Jupiter  along; : 
A  sword  has  cut  him,  a  javelin  pierced  him, 
Water  will  drown  him,  fire  burn  him, 


A  surfeit,  nay  a  fit  of 
Brings  this  immortal  ta  tbe  gtta  of  death- 
PoL  Why  thaaid  wa  aiora  da%  ^  giniaw 

business? 
Are  vour  hearts  firm? 

PhiL  HeU  eaaaoi  be  maia  baal 
To  any  ruia^  that  I  to  dia  kiaif a^ 
The$f.  And  I. 

PoL  Behold  my  hand :  and  if  you  doubt  my 
trath^ 
Tear  nj^my  braaaW  aad  lay  ay  bean  aaaail. 
Cms,  Jaiat|ie»,(>wanby^hear^>  naWahaads, 

Fit  instruments  for  such  majestic  sooli  I 
Bemember  H«ffipalaua»  atd  ba  bashed. 

Pol,  Still  as  the  bosom  of  tha  deiarl  aighV 
As  fatal  planetsi  of  daa^  plot;^  fiends. 

Cass.  To  day  he  comes  from  Qabylep  la  SaiiW 
With  proud  Roxaaa* 
Ah !  Mfh»\  tbail  ■ Wok  thara ! 

Enter  the  Ghost  of  King  PklUpt  sMwtgaiPunr 
cheon  at  them,  tcalks  over  the  Sta^t. 

Cass.  Now  by  the  godS|  or  furies,  which  I  ne'er 
Believed, ^imk^  oaa  of  them  arrived  to  dtake 


What  art  thou }  glariag  thing,  sptak !  What,  the 

spirit 
Of  our  king  Philip,  or  of  Polyphemua? 
Nay  hurl  thy  truachaoiv  saoond  it  with  tkundtf ; 
We  will  abid^*<'*^Thettalti8»  taw  yoii  aeduas? 

Thess,  Yes,  and  aw  mooa  amaaad  ihaa  yon 
can  be. 

PhiL  Tit  said,  that  many  prodigiea  ware  aeea 
This  mom,  but  none  so  hoiriUe  aa  thia» 

Po/.  What !  can  you  fear  ?  though  the  earth 
yawned  so  wide, 
That  all  the  labours  of  tlio  deep  weaa  taen» 
And  Alexander  stood  on  the  other  side, 
I'd  leap  the  burning  ditch  to  give  hioa  death. 
Or  sink  myself  for  ever :  Pray,  to  tha  basinets. 

Cass.  As  I  was  saying,  this  Roxaoa^  whcaa. 
To  aggravate  my  hate  to  him,  I  love. 
Meeting  him  as  he  came  triumphant  from 
The  Indies,  kept  him  revelling  at  Ssaa ; 
But  as  I  found,  a  deep  repentance  since 
Turns  his  afiections  to  uie  oueen  Statira, 
'i  o  whom  he  swore  (before  he  coald  espouse  her) 
That  he  would  never  bed  Rqxana  more. 

PoL  How  did  the  Persian  queen  reoi^ive  the 
news 
Of  his  revolt  ? 

Thcts.  With  grief  incredible ! 
Great  Syngambis  wept,  but  the  young  queen 
I  ell  dead  among  her  maids ; 
Nor  could  their  care 

With  richest  cordials,  for  an  hour  or  more. 
Recover  life. 

Cass.  Knowing;  how  much  she  loved, 
I  hoped  to  turn  her  all  into  Medea ; 
lor,  when  the  first  gust  of  her  grief  was  past, 
I  entered,  and  with  breath  prepared  did  blow 
Tlie  dying  sparks  into  a  towering  flame^ 
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De9jibng[lhe  fic^tew  he  miupb  lunnifiSy 

CoMciiui^  not  tUmMlyy  ttnt  the  hM 

Of  M  Dvim  m  her  cause  might  litfr. 

h  m  ptfldRr's,  hofiesfl^s  nge 

5b  kitm,  uy  vvrmit^s  falls  sd  swlft, 

AstwrMgMfPoman'thste?  Thus  fhr  it  h«lps 

Toght  isA  htM^Ies;  wWdi  pftitAps  majend 

BIB| 

Abo  wt  the  cMVt  In  mmpefsal  npiottr. 
Bot  sec !  k  npens  mof  e  than  I  expected ; 
Iktcneworbiip;  kill  hhn,  or  kill  tiiysdf; 
So  (Kie  ht  fluscniei  atiy  way,  uS  well , 
Nov  dimp  dM  Ttnif,  er^ty  otie  disperse, 
Aod  with  a  &ce  of  friendship  meet  tiie  king. 

[Estunt 

SCENE  III. 

Etter  SniGAMBiSy  Statira,  Parisatis,  At' 

tendants, 

5M.  Om  me  a  kmie,  a  draught  of  poison^ 

^««0  Vout,  braik,  break,  thou  stnbbom  thing ! 
Nov,  bj  the  acred  fire,  I'll  not  be  held; 
Wky  do  ye  wish  my  life,  yet  stifle  me 
For  tmft  of  lir  ?  pray  p^t  me  leave  m  walk. 

S^  h  fheie  oo  reverence  lo  my  person  due  ? 
Imo  wonkl  have  heard  me :  trust  not  rumour. 

SM.  No,  he  haies^ 
He  kflite  die  beauties,  wluch  he  has  enjoyed. 
0,  he  is  fthe,  that  grent,  that  glorious  mtm 
Is  tvntt  nklst  of  \&  triumphant  spoils, 
h  Wwih  false,  to  aH  the  gods  forsworn : 
Td,  who  wmrfd  thunk  it !  no,  it  caimot  be, 
hcuMt  Whto,  that  dear  protesting  man ! 


BMfeat  his  warmed  mt  feet  with  thousand  sighs, 
IVen  cooled  them  with  his  tcan,  died  on  my 

Inees, 
On«vpt  die  moffiitig  with  his  dewj  eyes, 
Ami  groaned  and  swore  the  wandermg  stars  away! 

Sp.  No,  'tis  impossible,  behere  thy  mother, 
'nut  fanws  him  well. 

Si^,  Away,  and  let  me  die : 

^  "^  ay  Ibndaesa,  and  my  easr  natare, 

That  raid  excuse  him ;  but  I  know  he's  fahe, 

Tt»  mm  the  common  talk,  the   news  of  the 
-  «^ 

WUfMl 

False  to  Slabra,  false  t»  her,  that  kyred  him ; 
T^lswed  htm,  cniel  yiotor  as  he  was, 
Aad  took  Imb,  bathed  all  i/tt  in  Persian  blood ; 
Kisid  the  dear  crael  wounds^  and  washed  them 


AodoV 


oer 


bound  them  with  my 


Uad  him  aU  night  upon  my  panting  bosom, 
UM  Kke  a  dttU,  and  hashed  him  with  my 


^.  If  this  be  true,  ah,  who  will  erer  trust 


^«f .  A  man !  a  man  !  my  Parisatis ; 
'Hat  with  iky  bud  held  up,  thos  let  me  swear 


^  the  eternal  body  of  the  sun. 


Whose  body,  O  for^te  the  blisphemy, 
I  loved  not  half  so  well  us  the  least  part 
Qf  my  dear  precious  faithless  Alexander  i 
For  I  wUl  tell  thee,  and  to  warn  thee  of  him. 
Not  the  springes  mouth,  nor  breath  cf  jessamin, 
Nor  violers  iwani>sweets,  nor  opening  bods, 
Are  half  so  sweet  as  Aletander^s  breast ; 
From  every  pore  of  him  a  perfume  fal}% 
He  kisses  softer  than  a  southern  wind, 
Curb  Uke  a  vine,  and  totiches  like  a  god. 

Sy$.  When  will  thy  spirits  rest,  these  transports 
ceasef 

Stat.  Will  you  not  give  me  leave  to  warn  my 
sister  ? 
As  I  was  Kiting-— ^bnt  I  told  his  sweetness; 
Then  he  will  t^'^-^eood  gods,  how  he  will  tidk ! 
Even  when  the  joy  he  sighed  for  is  possest, 
He  speaks  the  kuidest  words,  and  looks  such 

thinc^ 
Vows  with  so  much  pas»on,  swears  with  so  much 

graccy 
That  'tis  a  kind  of  heaven  to  be  deluded  by  him. 

Par.  But  what  was  it,  that  you  would  have  me 
swear  ? 

Stat.  Alas,  I  had  forgot !  let  me  walk  by. 
And  weep  awhile,  tfnd  I  shall  soon  remember. 

Sys,  Have  patience,  child,  and  give  her  liberty; 
Passions,  like  seas,  will  have   their  ebbs  and 

flows: 
Yet,  while  I  see  her  thus,  not  all  the  losses 
We  have  received,  since  Alexander's  conquest. 
Can  touch  my  haitlened  soul ;  her  sorrow  reigns 
Too  fulW  there 

Par.  Bot  what  if  she  should  kill  herself  F 

Stat.  Roxana,  then,  enjoys  my  perjured  love : 
Roxana  clasps  my  monarch  in  her  ftrms; 
Doats  on  my  conqueror,  my  dear  lord,  my  king, 
Devours  his  lips,  eats  him  with  hungry  kisses : 
She  grasps  him  all,  she,  tht;  curst  happy  she !   ' 
By  maven  I  cannot  bear  it,  'tis  too  much ; 
I'll  die,  or  rid  me  of  the  burning  torture. 
I  will  have  vemedy,  I  will,  I  will, 
Or  go  distracted ;  madness  may  throw  off 
The  mighty  load,  and  drown  the  flaming  passion. 
Madam,  draw  near,  with  all  that  are  in  presence, 
And  listen  to  the  vow,  which  here  I  make. 

Si/8,  Take  heed,  my  dear  Statira,  and  consider, 
What  desperate  love  enforces  you  to  swear. 

Stat.  Pkrdon  me,  for  I  have  considered  well ; 
And  here  I  bid  adieu  to  all  mankind. 
Farewell,  ye  coteners  of  the  easv  sex. 
And  thou  the  greatest,  falsest,  Alexander ! 
Farewell,  thou  most  beloved,  thou  faithless  dear ! 
If  I  but  mention  him,  the  tears  will  fall ; 
Sure  there  is  not  a  letter  in  his  name. 
But  b  a  charm  to  melt  a  woman^  eyes. 

Sy».  Clear  up  thy  griefs ;  thy  king,  thy  Alex- 
ander, 
Comes  on  to  Babylon. 

Stat.  Why,  let  him  come, 
Joy  of  all  eyes  but  the  fbriom  Statira's. 

i^«.  Wilt  thou  not  see  him  ? 

Stat.  By  heaven  I  never  will, 
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This  b  my  vow,  my  sacred  resolution;    [Kne^ 
And  when  I  break  it 

Sus.  Ah,  do  not  ruin  all ! 

Stat.  May  I  asain  be  flattered  and  deluded^ 
May  sudden  deaui,  and  horrid,  come  instead 
Of  what  I  wished,  and  take  me  unprepared! 

Syt.  Still  kneel,  and  with  the  same  breath  call 
a^n 
The  woful  imprecation  thou  hast  made. 

Stat,  No,  I  will  publish  it  through  all  the  court, 
Then,  in  the  bowers  of  Kf^at  Semiramis, 
For  ever  lock  my  woes  from  human  view. 

Sjft,  Yet  be  persuaded. 

Stat.  Never  urge  me  more ; 
Lest,  driven  to  rage,  I  should  my  life  abhor, 
And  in  your  presence  put  an  end  to  all 


[Lie. 


The  fast  calamities,  tliat  round  me  hJL 

Par.  O  Bjagry  heaven !  what  have  the  guilde» 
done? 

And  where  shall  wretched  Parisatis  run? 
Syt.  Captives  in  war,  our  bodies  we  resigned ; 

But  now  made  free,  love  does  our  qiints  Und. 
Stat.  When  to  my  purposed  loneness  1  retire. 

Your  sight  I  through  the  grates  shall  oftdesre, 

And  after  Alexan&r's  hc^th  enquire. 

And  if  this  pasnon  cannot  be  removed. 

Ask  how  my  resolution  he  appro^-ed, 

How  much  he  loves,  how  much  be  is  beloved? 

Then,  when  I  hear  that  all  things  please  him 
well. 

Thank  the  good  gods^  and  hide  me  in  my  oelL 

[Exeunt. 


ACT   n. 


SCENE  I. 


Ifotet  of  trumpett  sounding  Jar  off.-^The  scene 
draoftt  and  discovert  a  battle  of  crows  and  ra- 
vens in  the  air ;  an  eagle  and  a  dragon  meet 
and  fght :  the  eagle  drops  down  with  all  the 
rest  of  the  hirds^  and  the  dragon  Jiies  away. 
Soldiers  walk  off,  shaking  their  heads.  The 
conspirators  come  forward. 

Cass.  He  comes,  tlie  fatal  glory  of  the  world, 
The  headlong  Alexander,  with  a  guard 
Of  throning  crowns,  comes  on  to  Babylon, 
Though  warned,  in  spite  of  all  the  powers  above, 
Who,  by  these  prodigies,  foretell  his  ruin. 

FoL  Why  all  this  noise,  because  a  king  must 
die? 
Or  does  heaven  fear,  because  he  swayed  the  earth. 
His  ghost  will  war  with  the  high  thunderer  ? 
Curse  on  the  babbling  fates,  that  cannot  sec 
A  great  man  tumble,  but  they  must  be  talking. 

Cass.  The  spirit  of  king  Philip,  in  those  arms 
We  saw  him  wear,  passed  groaning  through  the 

court, 
His  dreadful  eye-balls  rolled   their  horror  up- 
wards; 
He  waved  his  arms,  and  shook  his  wondrous  head. 
I  have  heard,  tliat,  at  the  crowing  of  the  cock, 
Lions  will  roar,  and  goblins  steal  away ; 
But  this  majestic  air  stalks  stedfast  on. 
Spite  of  the  mom,  that  calls  him  from  the  east, 
Nor  minds  the  opening  of  the  ivory  door. 

Phil,  Tis  certain,  there  was  never  day  like  this. 

Cass.  Late  as  I  musing  walked  behind  the  pa- 
lace, 
I  met  a  monstrous  child,  that,  with  his  handa^ 
Held  to  his  face,  which  seemed  all  over  eyes, 
A  silver  bowl,  and  wept  it  full  of  blood : 
But  having  spied  me,  like  a  cockatrice, 
He  glared  a  while ;  then,  with  a  shriek  so  shrill 
As  all  the  winds  had  whist)ed  from  his  mouth, 
He  dashed  me  with  the  gore  he  held,  and  vanished. 

Pol.  That,  which  befel  me,  though  it  was  hor- 
rid, yet 

2 


When  I  consider,  it  appears  ridiculous : 

For  as  I  passed  through  a  bye  vacant  place, 

I  met  two  women,  very  old  and  ugly. 

That  wrung  their  heads^  and  howled,  and  beat 

their  breasts, 
And  cried  out,  poison :  When  I  asked  the  cause, 
They  took  me  by  the  ears,  and  with  strange  force 
Held  me  to  the  earth,  then  laughed,  and  (hsap- 
peared. 

Cass,  O  how  I  love  destruction  with  a  method, 
Which  none  discern,  but  those,  chat  weave  the 

plot! 
Like  silk-worms  we  are  hid  in  our  own  web» 
But  we  shall  burst  at  last  through  all  the  stritigs; 
And,  when  time  calls,  come  forth  in  a  new  form, 
Not  insects  to  be  trod,  but  dragons  winged. 

Thess.  The  face  of  all  the  court  is  strangely 
altered: 
Tlierc  is  not  a  Persian  I  can  meet,  but  stares 
As  if  he  were  distracted.    Oxyartes^ 
Statira's  uncle,  openly  declaimed 
Against  the  perjury  of  Alexander. 

Phil.  Others,  more  fearful,  are  removed  to 
Susa, 
Dreading  Iloxana*s  rage,  who  comes  in  the  tvat 
To  Babj^on. 

Cass,  It  glads  my  rising  soul. 
That  we  slmll  see  him  racked  before  he  dies : 
I  know  he  loves  Statira  more  than  life. 
And  on  a  crowd  of  kings,  in  triumph  home. 
Comes  big  witli  expectation  to  cnj9V  her. 
But  when  he  hears  the  oaths,  whi^  she  has  ta- 
ken,     ^ 
Her  last  adieu  made  public  to  the  world. 
Her  vowed  divorce,  now  will  remorse  consume 

him, 
Prey,  like  the  bird  of  hell,  upon  his  liver ! 

Pol,  To  baulk  his  longing,  aud  delude  his  lust, 
Is  more  than  death,  'tis  earnest  for  damnation. 

Cass,  Then  comes  Roxana,  who  must  help  osr 

party; 
I  know  her,  jealous,  bloodv.  and  amfaitKNia. 

Sure  it  was  ue  likeness  of  her  heart  Co  mine. 
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/UmI  i^iqiadiy  of  nature  caased  me  love  her : 
Tb  fiud,  I  must  enjoy  her,  and  no  way 
So  proper  as  to  make  her  gdiity  first 
F9L  To  see  two  riral  queens  of  diflkrenthu- 


Wkb  a  varied  of  torments  vex  him ! 

Enter  Ltsikachus,  and  HephestiOn. 

Cass.  Of  diat  aoon :  But  see  Lvsunachus, 
Aod  the  young  favourite.    Sort,  sort  yoarselves^ 
Andy  like  to  odier  meroenary  souls, 
Adoce  this  mortal  god,  that  soon  must  bleed. 
I^  Here  I  will  wait  the  king's  approach,  and 
stand 
His  ntmost:  anger,  if  he  do  me  wrong. 
Heph,  That  cannot  be,  from  power  so  abso- 
late 
And  high  as  his. 
JUfi,  Well,  you  and  I  have  done. 
FoL  How  the  court  thidtens ! 

[Trumpets  sound. 
Cmu  Nothing  to  what  it  will — ^Does  he  not 
come 
To  hear  a  thousand  thousand  embassies, 
Which  from  all  parts  to  Babylon  are  brought ; 
As  if  the  parliament  of  the  world 
Had  met,  and  he  came  on,  a  god,  to  gjve 
The  infinite  assembly  glorious  audience* 

Enter  Clytus,  Aristakder  in  hU  robety  with  a 

wand. 

Ari$t.  Haste,  reverend  Clytus,  haste  and  stop 

the  king ! 
Ciy.  He  is  already  entered  :  Then  tlie  press 
Of  pnnoes,  that  attend  so  thick  about  liim. 
Keep  all,  that  would  approach,  at  certain  dis- 
tance. 
Arist.  Thouj^  he  were  hemmed  with  deities  Vd 
speak  to  him. 
And  turn  him  back  from  this  highway  to  death. 
Cbf.  Here  place  yourself  within  his  trumpet's 
sound. 
Lo^  the  Chaldean  priests  appear;  behold 
The  sacred  fire,  Nearchus  and  Eumenes^ 
With  their  white  wands,  and  dressed  in  e&stem 

robes. 
To  ssodie  the  king,  who  loves  the  Persian  mode : 
Bat  see^  the  master  of  the  world  appears. 

Enter  Alexahtder  ;  all  kneel  but  Clytus. 

Heph,  O  son  of  Jupiter,  live  for  ever. 
Ala.  Bjse  all ;  and  thou  my  second  self,  my 
love, 
0  my  Hephestion,  raise  thee  from  tlie  earth 
Up  Xa  ray  breast,  and  hide  thee  in  my  heart 
Art  thou  grown  cold  ?  Why  hang  tluae  arms  at 

(fistance? 
Hiqr  IOC,  or,  by  Heaven,  thou  lovest  me  not 
Hepk.  Not  love,  my  lord !  break  not  the  heart 
you  firamed. 
And  moulded  up  to  such  an  excellence  ! 
Theo  stamped  on  it  your  own  immortal  image. 
Vol  L 


Not  love  the  king?  sudi  is  not  woman's  love; 
So  fond  a  friend«up>  such  a  sacred  flame. 
As  I  must  doubt  to  find  in  breasts  above. 

Alex.  Thou  dost,  thou  lovest  me,  crown  of  all 
my  wars, 
Thou  dearer  to  me  than  my  groves  of  laurel : 
I  know  thou  lovest  thy  Alexander  more 
Than  Clvtus  does  the  king.  No  tears,  Hephestion ; 
[  read  thy  passion  in  thy  manly  eyesy 
And  glory  in  those  planets  of  my  life,  - 
Above  the  rival  lights,  that  shine  in  Heaven. 

Z^t  I  see,  that  death  must  wait  me,  yet  TU  on. 

Alex.  rU  tell  thee,  friend,  and  mark  it,  all  ye 
princes, 
Thoujgh  never  mortal  man  arrived  to  such 
A  height  as  I ;  yet  I  would  forfeit  all^ 
Cast  all  my  purples,  and  my  conquered  crown% 
And  die  to  save  this  darling  of  my  soul. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  share  all  my  sceptres  while 
I  live ;  and>  when  my  hour  of  fate  is  come, 
I  leave  thee,  what  thou  merit'st  more  than  I,  the 
world. 

Xyf.  Dread  sir,  I  cast  me  at  your  royal  feet. 

Alex.  Wliat !  my  Lysimachus^  whose  veins  are 
rich 
With  our  illustrious  blood  ?  My  kinsman,  rise ; 
Is  not  that  Clytus? 

Cly.  Your  old  faithful  soldier. 

Aies.  Come  to  my  hands^  thus  double  arm  tlie 
king: 
And  now,  methinks,  I  stand  like  the  dread  God^ 
Who,  while  his  priests  and  I  ouafifed  sacred  blood, 
Acknowledged  me  his  son.     My  lightning  thou, 

And  thou  my  mighty  thunder 1  have  seen 

Thy  glittering  sword  out-fly  celestial  fire : 
And  when  I  cried,  '  Begone  and  execute,^ 
IVe  seen  him  run  swifter  than  starting  hinds, 
Nor  bent  the  tender  grass  beneath  his  feet; 
Swifter  than  shadows  fleeting  o*er  the  fields ; 
Nay,  even  the  winds,  withalitheir  stock  of  wings. 
Have  puffed  behind,  as  wanting  breath  to  reach 
him. 

iy».  But  if  your  majesty^— ^ 

Cly.  Who  would  not  lose 
Tlie  last  dear  drop  of  blood  for  such  a  king  f 

Alex.  Witness,  my  elder  brothers  of  the  sky. 

How  much  I  love  a  soldier O  my  Clytus, 

Was  it  not  when  we  passed  the  Granicus, 
Thou  didst  preserve  me  from  imeaual  force  ? 
It  was  then,  when  Spitbridates  ana  Rhesaces, 
Fell  botii  upon  me  widi  two  dreadful  strokes. 
And  clove  my  tempered  helmet  quite  in  sunder. 
Then  I  remember,  then  thou  didst  me  service ; 
I  think  my  thunder  split  them  to  the  navel. 

Cly.  To  your  great  self  you  owe  that  victory, 
And  sure  your  arms  did  never  gain  a  nobler. 

Alex.  By  Heaven,  they  never  did;   for  well 
thou  know'st, 
And  I  ain  prouder  to  have  passed  that  streamy 
Than  that  I  drove  a  million  o'er  the  plain  : 

I  Can  none  remember  ?  Yes,  I  know  all  must. 
When  Glory,  like  the  dazzling  eagle,  stood, 
Q 
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Perdied  ok  my  beaver  in  the  GtMddt-  fldod;  '- 
When  Fortunes  self  my  staikUrd  IrenkbliDg  bore^ 
And  the  pale  .Fates  «tood  frighted  on  the  Aore> 
When  the  immortals  on  the  billows  rode, 
And  I  myself  appeared  the  leading  god. 

Afii.  But  all  the  hoooiins  which  your  youth 
has  won^ . 
Aveio8t,'unlesftyoa  fly  from  Babykm; 
Haste  with  your  griefs^  to  8usa  take  your  way, 
Fly  for  your  life,  destructive  is  your  stay. 
This  moraiiig  having  vie^ved  the  angfy  sky^      ^ 
And  marked  the  prodifies,  that  threatened  nigh,  >> 
To  our  bri^tGodJ  did  for  suocour  fly.  j 

But  oh 

Alex,  What  fears  thy  reverend  bottom  shake? 
Or  dost  thou  from  some  dream  of  horvof  wake  ? 
If  S0|  cotne  grasp-me  with  thy  lAiakhig  hand^' 
Or  fall  behind^  while  I  the  danger  stoAd. 

Arig,  To  Qrosmadei^  cave  I  did  repair^v 
Where  J  atoned  the  dreadful  Ood  with  |>myev : 
Bnt.as  I  prayed  J  heatd  long  groaas  within. 
And  shneks  as  of  the  damned,  that  howl  for 

sine 
I  knew.  theome%andl  feared 'to  stay,* 
But  prostrate  on  the  trembling  pavenieBt<lay. 
When  be.bodea  happhiess,.hean»weffS  nula: 
HTwas  so  of  old,  and  the  great  imafte  smiled  9 
But  now  in  abrupt  thantfev  herefMiedy 
Loud  as.  rent .  roekSf  or  rocrme  seas,  he  cried,- 
'  All  empires,  crowns,  glofy  o?  Babylon, 
Whose  head  stands :  Wrapped  =  in  cloudfl^  must 
tumble  down/ 

Alexi  If  Babykin  mustfoAi, what i^  it  to m»? 
Or  caa  I  help  immutable  decstee  I 
Down,  then,  vast  framey'with  all  thy  lo%  towtn, 
Since  it  is  so  4>vdered'by  ahnighty-  powers  1 
Pressed  by  the  iates,  unloose  vour  golden  barH^ 
^Fis  great  to  fall  the  envy  of  tbe^tars. 

Efiter  pKRDicci^  Mklsaqeb. 

MeL  Ghpnor! 

Per,  Dire  portents! 

Alex,  Out  with  them,  dien ;  • 
What,  are  ye  ghosts,  ve  emp^  shapes  of  men? 
If  so,  the  mystBries  of  hell  anfold. 
Be  ail  the  scrolls  of  ^SeMiyunreUed, 
Open  the  brasen  leaves^  aiidlet  it  coma;. 
Point  with  a  thundep4»lt«yoBr  monarch's  doom. 

Per,  As  Meleager  and  myself  in  €eld, . 
Your  Persian  horse  Ahaut  tKe.an»^  wheeled,' 
We  heard  a  noise  as  of  .a  rushing  wind, ' 
And  a  thick  storm  the.  eye  of  day  did  blind  » 
A  croakins  noise  resounded  through  ^he  air. 
We  looked  and  saw  big  ravens  battHng  there ; 
F4icb  bird  of  night. appwed himself  a  cloudy  < 
They  met  and  fougpt,.  and  their,  wounds  raiofld 

black  blood 
'    MeL  All,  as  for  honour,  did  their  lives  expose ; 
Their  .talons  .claahad,   aod  beaks  gave   mighty 

blows, 
Whilstdreadful  sounds  did  ourscared  sense  assail. 
As  of  small  thuadei^  or  faogaSwthian  hail. 


Per,  Our  aag«r»  shaak^  wheat,' inthm  hsnid 
groan, 
We  thought  that  alltfae  d«od»faMllQiBhM  dovm- 
Seldieva  and  chielV-wbo  can  the  wonto  tell ! 
Struck  to  the  eround,  promiscuously  MI9 
While  the  dant  tnids;  each  'poadecous  as  adushf, 
tor  fifty  furlongs. bid  the  fa^  fields 

Alex.  Be  witness  for  me,  all  ye  powen  AVme, 
If  ye  be  angry,  it  is'  no  'fault  of  mine ;  * 
Therefore-  let  furiea  face  me  with  te  bead  • 
From  hell,  my  virtue  shaU:iiot  mahe«  Aaad; 
Thou^all  the<ilirtainsofchaskf<bedn^ 
And  the 9taf»wiiik^youn§  Amman shaUigo^a: 


While  my  Statira  shines,  I  cannot  stay. 
Love  lifts  his  toreh  to  Ught  me  on  n 
And  her  bright  eyes  create  another  oay 


toywij,  y 
9  day.-      ) 


1^8,  Ere  you  remove,  be  pleased,  dread  sir,  to 
hear 
A  prince  allied  to  you  by  bhMdi 

AUx.  Speak  auacklf^  > 

Xjrf  .  For  all  that  I  have  done  for  you  in  war, 
I  beg  the  princess  Parisatit. 


tie  pn 
.  Ha- 


il^. 

Is  not  my  word  abeadv  past )  -Hephesdon, 
I  know  heJmtes  thee^  but  he  shall  not  have  her; 
We  heard  of  this  before' — ^Lyftimachud^ 
I  here  command  you  nourish  <no  desiga 
To  prejudice  my  ^»sen  in  the  maa  > 
I  love,  and  will  prefer  to  all  the  woridi. 

Xyn.  I  never  railed  tb  obey  your  miyesty, 
Whilst  you  commanded  what  was  in  my  power; 
Nor  could  Hc^hestion  fly  more  swif^  to  serve, 
When  you  commanded  us  to  storm  a  town, 
Or  fetch  a  standard  from  the  enemy : 
But,  when  you  charge  me  not  to  love  the  pnn- 

cess, 
I  must  confess,  I  disobey  ton,-  as 
I. would  the  gods  theoselvies,  should  thty  comr 
mand< 

Alex,  You  should^  'brave  sir?  hear  me^  and  thai 
be.  dumbs 
When  by  my  order  curst  Calisthenee 
Was,  as  a  traitor,  doomed  to  live  in  torments, 
Your  pity  sped  him  in  despite  of  Aie. 
Thhik  not  i  have  forgot  your  inaolence; 
No,  though  I  pardoned  it,  yet  if  again 
Thou  darest  to  cross  me  withunouier  eaime, 
The  boltsof  fury  shall  be  doubled -on  diee. 
In  the  mean  time  think  not  of  Parisatis; 
For  if  thou  dost,  by  Jupiter  Anuuony 
Bv  my  own  head,  and  by.  king  Philip's  soul, 
ru  not  respect  that  blood  of  mine  thou  sharest, 
But  use  thee  as  the  vilest  Macedonian. 

Ly$.  I  doubted  not  at  first  but  I  ali6Qld  meet 
Your  indignatiaa,-  yet  my  sonl^  resolved ; 
And  J  shall  never  quit  so  brave  a  pffiae,* 
While  I  can  draw  a  bow,  or  lift  a  swoftk 

Alex.  Against  my  life!  Ahl  wma  it  ao?  fao« 
nowi 
Tis  said,  that  I  am  rash,  of  hasty  huiaoiir ; 
But  I  appeal  to  the  immortal  pida. 
If  evec  petty  poop  pMviacial  Im 
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JUitrnpttSka  to miaet.  My  ihive,. whom  I 
CosUbm  to clijfi. dares  utter,  htoodjr  threats. 
C^  CiBiaia  jqonelf,  4iead  sir;  the  utble 

1  Ke  it  in  lus  ooontemuioe,  would  die 
Tojwoff  kiftln^.biit  k>?e  makes  many  faults^ 
ijft  I  meant  liit  minioa  there  should  feel  my 


». 


Love  Mb  his  bJoodj,  nor  shall  he  live  to  laugh 
At  Dj  destructioii. 

Jki,  Now  be  tfaf  own  /fudge ; 
I  pudoB  thee  for  my  old  Cl^tus'  aake ; 
Boi,  if  gaca  yure  tliou  meutioa  thy  rash  love, 
Or  darort  attempt  iiephestion's  precious  Jife, 
1^  poar  Mch  stonns  of  indiniation,  on  thee, 
Motn^  ndc,  Calisthenes^  Sserace, 
Ul  k  detiglit  Co  what  thou  doalt  endure, 

JSs/er  Sysigam BiSy  Parisatis. 

Befk  My  lord,  the  queen  oomes  to  ooograti^^ 
kle 
ITflviilearmaL 

Akt,  0  thou,  the  best  of  women, 
Sooree  of  mjr  jegr,  hlea(  parent  of  my  love ! 

Sfi,  Venuk  me  knce^  and  give  those  adorar 

WUdi limdiB Persian  family  are  due : 
Usfe  TOQ  noc  raised  us  from  our  rains  high? 
•And  vfasD  90- hand  oould  help^  nor  any  eye 
Beinld  OS  with  a  tear«  your's  pitied  me ; 
You,  ii^  a  Mdy  snatdied  us  m>m  sorroVs  gqlfy 
Faed  as  in  rarooes  above  our  former  state. 
ftr.  Which,  when  a  soul  forgets^  advanced  so 

Maj it  be  mowned  in  deeper  misery! 

Ma.  To  meet  me  thua^  was  generously  done; 
^tfiU  there  wantSy  to  crown  my  ha^piness^ 
life  of  mv  tnpira,  treasure  of  my  ioul, 
^  desr  Statira :  O  that  heavenly  bemn, 
Wanidi  of  my  brain,  and  fire  of  my  heart; 
Bad  ibe  hut  shot  to  see  me,  had  she  met  me, 
Bt  diis  time  I  had  been  amongst  the  godsy 
If  aa^  estuy  can  make  a  height, 
Or  Boj  rapture  hurl  us  to  the  havens. 

Cfy.  Now,  who  shall  dare  to  tell  him  the 
(pecusTOw? 

^Uu.  Uow  fares  my  love?  ha — neither  answer 
Bie! 
Yt  laise  mjr  wonder,  darkness  ovenriielms  me;/ 
^n^il  Sysipunbis  ckies  not  weep ! 
Tmablimand  horror,  pserce  me,  cold  as  ice. 
^  ^  not  well  ?  what  oone^  none  answer  me  ? 
Or  is  it  worse  f  Keep  dowi^  ye  rising  sighs, 
Aad  namaar  in  the- nollow  of  my  breast : 
^  to  my  heac^  and  eather  more  sad  wind ; 
^W,  whnthe  voioe  o?  Fate  shall  call  you  forth, 
Ye  nur,  nt  one  rush,  from  the  seat  of  life, 
Am  US  hlood  ou^  and  burst  like  a  bladder. 

Hipk  I  would  relate  it,  but  my  courage  fuk 


AUx^  If  ahe  be  dead— That  if  is  impossible ; 
Aad  let  dodo  h^sa  afibrm  it  for  his  soul : 


For  he,. that  dares  but  think  so  damned  ft  lie, 
ni  have  his  body  straight  impaled  before  me. 
And-  gfut  my  jeyes  upon  his  bleeding  entrails. 

Cas$,  How  will  this  engine  of  unruly  passion 
Roar,  when  we  have  rammed  him  to  .the  mouth 
with  poison  ?  [A$ide, 

Alex.  Why  stiMKt  you  all,  as  you  were  rooted 
,    here, 
like  the  senseless  trees,  while  to  the  stupid  grove 
I,  like  a  wounded  lion,  groan  my  griefs, 
And  none  will  answer — 'what,  not  my  Uephestion? 
If  thou  hast  any  love  for  Alexander, 
If  ever  I  obliged  thee  by  my  care, 
When  my  quick  sight  has  watched  thee  in  tlie 

.     fight; 
Or  if  to  see  thee  bleed  J  sent  forth  cries, 
An^  like  a  mother,  washed  thee  with  my  tears ; 
If  this  be  troe,  it  I  deserve^y  love,  ' 
Ease  me,  and  tell  the  cause  of  my  disaster. 

Heph.  Your  mourning  queen  (which  I  had  told 
before 
Had  you  been  calm)  has  no  disease  but  sorrow. 
Which  was  occasioned  first  by  jealous  pangs : 
She  heard,  (for  what  can  escape  a  watchful  lo- 
ver ?)      ^ 
Tbat  you  at  Susa^  breaking  all  your  vows, 
Rcilapsed,  and  conquered  by  Roxana's  charms. 
Gave  up  yourself  devoted  to  her  arms. 

Ales.  I  know  that  siibtle  creature,  in  my  riot^ 
My  reason  gone,  seduced  me  to  her  bed ; 
But  when  I  waked  I  shook  the  Circe  ofi^ 
Though  that  enchantress  held  me  by  the  arm. 
And  wept,  and  gazed  with  all  the  force  of  love ; 
Nor  gneved  T  less  for  that,  whidh  I  had  done. 
Than  when  at  Thais'  suit^  enraged  with  wine, 
I  set  the  famed  Persepolis  on  fire. 

Heph.  Your  queen  Statira  took  it  so  to  hearty 
That,  in  the  agony  of  love,  she  swore 
Never  to  see  your  majesty  ag^n; 
With  dreadful  imprecations  she  confinned 
Her  oath,  and  I  much  fear  that  she  will  keep  it. 

Ales.  H^!  did  she  swear?  did  that  sweet  crea- 
ture swear? 
ni  not  believe  it;  no,  she  is  all  softness. 
All  melting,  mild,  and  calm  as  a  rocked  infisnt, 
Nor  can  you  wake  her  into  tries :  By  heaven 
She  is  the  child  of  love,  and  she  was  born  in 
-smiles. 

Par.  I  and  my  'weepii^'  moiher'  heard  her 
swear. 

Sjfs.  And  with  such'  fierceness  she  did  aggra- 
vate 
The  foulness  of  your  fault,  that  I  could  wish 
Your  majesty  would  blot  h^r  from  your  breast. 

Alex,  Blot  her,  forget  her,  hurl  her  from  my 
bpsom, 
For  ever  lose  that  star  that  gilds  my  life^ 
Guide  of  my  days,  and  goddess  of  my  nights ! 
No>  she  shall  stay  with  me  in  spite  of  vows 
My  soul  and  body  both  are  twisted  with  her«. 
The  p>d  of  love  empties  his  golden  quiver, 
Shoots  every  grain  of  her  into  my  heart; 
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She  is  all  mine,  hj  Heaven  I  feel  her  here, 
Panting  and  wann,  the  dearest — O  SCatira ! 

Sys,  Have  patience,  son,  and  trust  to  Heaven 
and  me. 
If  mv  aathority,  or  the  remembrance 
Of  dead  Darius,  or  her  mother's  soul. 
Can  work  upon  her,  she  again  is  yours. 

Ales,  O  mother,  help  me^  help  your  wounded 
son, 
And  move  the  soul  of  my  offended  dear; 
liut  flvy  haste,  ere  thp  sad  procesnon's  nmde. 
Spend  not  a  thought  in  reply — Begone, 
li  you  would  have  me  live — and,  Parisatis, 
Haurr  thou  about  her  knees,  wash  them  witli  tears: 
Nay  haste,  the  breath  of  gods,  and  eloquence 
Of  angels,  go  aloug  with  you---Oh  my  heart ! 

[Ejfunt  ^$,  and  Pftr. 

Lys.  Now  let  your  majesty,  who  ^Is  the  tor- 
ments 
And  sharpest  pangs  of  love,  encourage  mine. 

Afex.  Ila 

C/y.  Are  you  a  madman  ?  Is  this  a  time  ? 

Li/8,  Yes ;  for  I  see  he  cannot  be  unjust  to 
me, 
Lest  something  worse  befal  himself. 

Ales.  Why  dost  thou  tempt  me  thus  to  my  un- 
doing ? 
Death  thou  shouldst  have,  were  it  not  courted  so : 
But  know,  to  thy  confuaon,  that  my  word. 
Like  destiny,  admits  not  a  rei'erse ;' 
Therefore  in  chains  thou  shalt  behold  the  nup- 
tials 
Of  my  Hephcstion -Guards,  take  him  prisoner. 

Lyi.  I  ^hali  not  easily  resign  my  sword, 
Till  I  have  dyed  it  in  my  rival's  blood. 

Ales.  I  charge  you,  kill  him  not,  take  bim 
auve; 
The  dignity  of  kings  is  now  concerned. 
And  I  will  find  a  way  to  tame  this  beast 

CVy.  Kneel,  for  I  see  lightning  in  his  eyes. 


Lys.  I  neither  hope  nor  ask  a  pardon  of  him; 
But  if  he  should  restore  my  sword,  I  would 
With  a  new  violence  run  against  my  rival 

Ales,  Sure  we  at  last  shall  conquer  this  fierce 
lion: 
Hence  from  my  si^ht,  and  bear  him  to  adnngeon! 
Perdiocas,  give  this  lion  to  a  tion ; 
None  speak  for  him !  fly !  stop  his  moadi,  awajl 

Cly.  The  king's  extremely  moved. 

Eum.  I  dare  not  speak. 

Cfy.  This  comes  of  love  and  women;  *6s  til 
.  madness ; 
Yet  were  I  heated  now  with  wine,  I  shoald 
Be  preaching  to  the  king  for  this  rash  foo . 

Ales.  Come  hither,  Clytus,  and  my  dear  lie- 
phestion ; 
Lend  nte  your  arms,  help,  for  Fm  toA  od  the 

sudden. 
I  fear  betwixt  Statira's  cruel  love. 
And  fond  RoxanaV  arts,  your  king  will  fall 

Cly.  Better  the  Persian  race  ^ere  all  undone. 

Heph.  Look  up,  my  lord,  and  bend  not  thus 
your  head, 
As  if  youM  leave  the  empire  of  this  world, 
Which  you  with  toil  have  won. 

Ales.  Would  I  had  not ! 
There's  no  true  joy  in  such  unwieldy  fortune. 
Eternal  gazers  lasting  troubles  make, 
AU  find  my  spots,  but  few  my  brightness  take. 
Stand  off,  ana  give  me  air»7— 
Why  was  I  bom  a  prince,  prodaimed  a  god, 
Yet  have  no  liberty  to  look  abroad  f 
Thus  palaces  in  prospect  bar  tlie  eye, 
Which,  pleased  and  free,  would  o'er  the  cot- 
tage fly. 
O'er  flowery  lands  to  the  gay  distant  sky. 
Farewell,  tfien,  empire,  and  the  racks  of  love; 
By  all  the  gods,  I  will  to  wilds  remove; 
Stretched  like  a  Sylvan  god  on  grass  lie  down, 
And  quite  forget,  that   e'er  I  wore  a  crown. 


ACT  m. 


SCENE  L 


Enter  Euueves,   Philip,   Thessalcb,  Per- 
DiccAS,  Lysimachus,  Guords. 

E^m.  Farewell,  brave  spirit!  when  you  come 
above. 
Commend  us  to  Philotas  and  the  rest 
Of  our  great  friends. 

Theu.  Perdicca^  you  are  grown 
In  trust,  be  thankful  for  your  noble  oflice. 

Per.  As  noble  as  you  sentence  me,  I'd  give 
This  arm,  that  Thessalus  were  so  employed. 
lA/i.  Cease  these  untimely  jars,  farewell  to 
all. 
Fight  for  the  king  as  I  have  done,  and  then 
You  may  be  worthy  of  a  death  like  mine 
Lead  on. 


Enter  Parisati^. 


Par.  Ah,  my  Lysimachus,  where  are  yem  go- 
ing? 
Whither?  to  be  devoured?  O  l^Varous  prince! 
Could  you  expose  your  life  to  ^  king's  ran, 
And  yet  remember  mine  was  tied  to  yoursf 

Lyt.  The  gods  preserve  you  ever  mm  the  ill^ 
That  threaten  me :  Live,  madam,  to  enjoy 
A  nobler  fortune,  and  for^t  this  wretcn. 
I  ne'er  had  worth,  nor  is  it  possible 
l*hat  all  the  blood,  which  I  shall  lose  this  day,  . 
Should  merit  this  rich  sorrow  from  your  cnrcs. 

Par.  llie  king,  I  know,  is  bent  to  thy  cfestnie- 
tion; 
Now  by  command  they  forced  me  from  his 

knees : 
But  take  this  satisfaction  in  thy  death. 
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No  poller,  ooaimandy  mjmodieT's^  siste/s  tears, 
Shan  cuise  me  to  sanrive  thy  cruel  loss. 

LyL  Lire,  prtocess^  live,  howe'er  the  kii^  dis- 
dain me : 
FefittpSy  onarmed  and  fitting  for  your  sake,' 
I  may  perform  what  shall  amaze  the  world, 
And  force  him  jet  to^ve  you  to  my  arms. 

Away,  Perdiccas ^Dear  Eumenes,  take 

The  princes  to  your  charge. 

[£xe«n/  'Ptrd,  I^,  Guards. 

Eum.  O  cruelty ! 

Par.  Lead  me,  Eumenes,  lead  me  from  the 

Where  I  may  wait  till  I  his  ruin  hear, 
Then  free  my  soul  to  meet  him  in  the  air. 

[Rreunt  Par.  and  Bum. 
PkiL  See  where  the  jealous  proud  Ronana 
comes, 
A  hai^y  Tengeanoe  gathers  on  her  hrow. 
21m.  Peace !  tbey  have  raised  her  to  their 
ends;  observe. 

£afcr  RoxAV A,  Cassander,  Polyperchon. 

Jlor.  O  you  have  ruined  me,  I  shall  be  mad : 
Said  you  so  pasaonately  ?  is  it  possible  ? 
So  kind  to  her,  and  so  unkind  to  me  ? 

Cott.  More  than  your  utmost  fancy  can  invent. 
He  swooned  thrice  at  hearing  of  her  vow. 
And  when  our  care  as  oil  had  brought  back  life, 
He  drew  lus  sword,  and  ofiered  at  his  breast 
PoL  Then  railed  at  you  with  such  unheard  of 

curses! 
Roi.  Away,   begone,  and   ^ve  a  whirlwind 
room. 
Or  I  will  blow  you  up  Hke  dust ;  avaunt ! 
Madness  but  mieanly  represents  my  toil. 
Itoiana  and  Statira,  they  are  names 
Hat  must  for  ever  jar :  eternal  discord, 
Fury,  revenge,  disdiun,  and  indignation 
Tear  my  swollen  breast,  make  way  for  fire  and 

tempest 
My  htain  is  burst,  debate  and  reason  quenched, 
The  storm  is  up,  and  my  hot  bleeding  net^ 
Splits  with  the  rack,  while  passions,  like  the 

winds, 
Rise  up  to  heaven,  and  put  out  all  the  stars. 
What  saving  hand,  or  what  a  mighty  arm 
Can  raise  me  sinking  ? 

Cati,  Let  your  own  arm  save  you ! 
rUs  in  your  power,  your  beauty  is  almighty : 
Let  all  the  stare  eo  out,  your  eyes  can  light  them. 
Wake  then,  bright  planet,  that  should  rule  the 

world. 
Wake,  like  the  moon,  from  your  too  long  eclipse, 
And  we,  with  all  the  instruments  of  war, 
Tmrnpets  and  drums,  w^l  help  your  glorious  la- 
hour. 
P9L  Put  us  to  act,  and  with  a  violence. 
That  fits  the  ^irit  of  a  most  wronged  woman: 
Let  not  Medea's  dreadful  vengeance  stand 
A  pattern  more,  but  draw  your  pwp  so  fierce, 
U  TULj  for  ever  be  original. 


Cass.  Touch  not,   but  dash  with  strokes  so 
bravely  bold. 
Till  you  have  formed  a  face  of  so  much  horror, 
That  gaping  furies  may  run  frighted  back ; 
That  envy  may  devour  herself  for  madness. 
And  sad  Medusa's  head  be  turned  to  stone. 

JRor.  Yes,  we  will  have  revenge,  my  instn|(- 
ments; 
For  there  is  nothing  you  have  said  of  me. 
But  comes  far  short,  wanting  of  what  I  am. 
When  in  my  nonage  I  at  Zc^a  lived, 
Amongst  my  she  companions  I  would  reign ; 
Drew  them  from  idleness^  and  little  arts 
Of  coining  looks,  and  layine  snares  for  lovers, 
Broke  all  their  glasses,  and  their  tires  tore. 
Taught  them,  like  Amazons,  to  ride  and  chase 
Wild  beasts  in  deserts,  and  to  master  men. 

Cast,  Her  looks^  her  word%  her  every  motion 
fires  me. 

Rojp.  But  when  I  heard  of  Alexander's  oon^ 
quests ; 
How  with  a  handful  he  had  millions  slain, 
Spoiled  all  the  east,  their  queens  his  captives 

made, 
Yet  with  what  chastity,  and  godlike  temper. 
He  saw  their  beauties,  and  with  pity  bowed ; 
Methought  I  hung  upon  my  father's  lips. 
And  wished  him  tell  the  wondrous  tale  again : 
Left  all  my  sports,  the  woman  now  returned. 
And  sighs  uncalled  would  from  my  bosom  fly ; 
And  all  the  night,  as  my  Adraste  told  me, 
In  slumbers  groaned,  and  murmured  Alexander. 

Cass.  Curse  on  the  name,  hut  I  will  soon  re- 
move 
That  bar  of  my  ambition  and  my  love.     \^Aside. 

Rox.  At  last  to  Zoedia  this  tnumpher  came. 
And,  covered  o'er  wiui  laurels,  forced  our  dty : 
At  night  I  by  my  father's  order  stood. 
With  fifty  virgins  waidrtt  at  a  ban<juet 
But  oh !  how  ghid  was  I  to  hear  his  court. 
To  feel  the  pressure  of  hb  glowing  hand, 
And  taste  the  dear,  the  false  protestii^  lips ! 

Cass.  Wormwood    and  hemlock   lusncefortb 
grow  about  them !  [Aside, 

Rox.  Gods!  that  a  man  should  be  so  great' 
and  base! 
What  said  he  not,  when  in  the  bridal  bed. 
He  clasped  my  yielding  body  in  his  arms  f 

Cau.  Yet  after  this  prove  false ! 

Pol.  Horrid  perjury! 

Cass.  Not  to  be  matched ! 

PoL  O  you  must  find  revenge ! 

Cttss,  A  person  of  your  spirit  be  thus  slighted, 
For  whose  desire  all  earth  should  be  too  little ! 

Roi.  And  sludl  the  daughter  of  Darius  hold 
him? 
That  puny  giri,  that  ape  of  my  ambition  ? 
That  cried  for  milk,  when  I  was  nursed  in  blood ! 
Shall  she,  made  up  of  watry  elements, 
A  cloud,  shall  she  embrace  my  proper  god. 
While  I  am  cast  like  lightning  from  nis  hand } 
No,  I  ijiu^t  scoro  to  prey  on  common  things ; 
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Thoudifhorlcd  to  cvth  by  this  disdunftil  Jorei 

I  will  rebound  to  my  own  orb' of  fire. 

And  with  the-wieck  of^idithe  hMwea»  «Bipire.  < 

Coflf ^  N  ovf  7oi|P  fipp^ar.  yountlf ; 
^18  BoUt  QDger. 

Eojm  May- the  iU«Btno«s  bloody  that  fills  my 

And  ripens  to  be  perfect  godhead  born, 
Come  rorth  afory ; »may  Bfiraina*s bastard 
Tread  it  to  belly  And  niW-as  sov^reiga  lord. 
When  I  pennit'StBtiratoeiyoy 
Roxana's  rigbty  and  atiive  not  to  destroy. 

Ent€r  Stsigambis,  STAnftA,  in  nunirning, 

Cau^  fidiold*hec  ^pina  to  -fulfil  her  tow  ; 
Old  Sysigarobis^whom/tae^kiag  eitgaged. 
Resists  wad  awes  her  with  authority. 
.« (Rat. n?waa rashly  TOwed  isideed^  aodl  should 

jpity  her. 
..  fyKO  my  Stadrayfaowba^fMmoachaii^thee ! 
Think  if  thou  drive  the  king  to  such  extremes, 
What  in «his-  fury  ttniy ' ha"  not  deaounce 
Against  th<  poor  semains  of  los^  Darius } 

Stat  I  know,  I  know  he  will  be  kind  to  you» 
And  tomqr ifMNimin^ sister  for >ray  sake ; 
And>teU  himy-how  with.my  departiag  breath, 
I  railed  not,  but  ispek»  kindly  of  his  person, 
Nay  wept  to  dnk  of  our  divided  loves, 
And  (Sobbing  sent,  at  la9t»  fofgiiReoess  to  him. 
•  JCor.'  Grant,  heaven,  some  ease  tatbb  distract- 
ed wretch! 
I^t  her  not  lingen  out  a^lifie  in-  toments, 
Bethese  her  m  words^  aad  at  oncedispatch  her. 

Stfi,  No,  by  the  everlasting  fire  I  swear^ 
By  my  Darius^  soul,  I  never  more 
WiU  dare  to  loak  on  AlaMnder'a  (ace. 
If  you  mfttse  to  «ee  him. 

Rox.  Curse  OB  that  cuamagtoDgue,  Ilearher 
now.  J 

Cau^  -No^  she's  resolved. 

Stat.  I  cast-me  at  yolur  feet. 
To  bathe  ^hemwilh'my  tears  ^  or,  if  yoor  please, 
VUOet  you JijSeiaiid  wnh  them  with: my  olood. 
But  Btill  conjure  you  not  to  rack  my  soul. 
Nor  hurry -mr  wild  thoughts  to  perfiact  madness. 
Should  now  Darius^  awful  ghost  appear, 
And  mv  pale  ttiother  stand  heseefilimg  by, 
I  would  persist 'l]o  death,- and  keep  my  vow. 

Ror.  She  shews- a  certaiQ  bravery  of  soul. 
Which  I  should  praise  in  ^y  but  Qiy  rival. 

Sy$,  Die  then,  rebeUioaa  wwtch !  thou  art  not 
now 
That  soft  beloved^  nop^darst  thowhshare  ipy-blood. 
Go  hide  thy'bManess  in  the  lon^y.grot, 
Ruin  thy  mother^  aad-thy  royal  how^ 
Pernicious  creature  \  shied  the  innocent 
Blood,  aad-siNrifioe  to  the  kingfswnith 
The  lives  of  all  thy  people ;  fijr,  begone. 
And  hide  thee,  where  bright  virtue  never  shosie: 
The  day  will  shun  thee,  nay  the  stars*  thait  view 
Mischiefs  ai^  murdeGSi  deeds  to  tbae<iiot  new,. 


Will  start  at  this--*^-Go^go^llty-cnDBes-d«p|oK, 
And  never  think  of  %sigBmbis  more, ,  [JEceant. 

J{<Mr..  JMadam,  I.  hope  you-wiU  a',^(QBeafi»^ 
give: 
Roxaaa  weeps  W  see^Staftura-grieve. 
How  noble  is  the  brave  rosoKe  yoa  awke^ 
To  quijt  the  world  for  Akoanders  sake  ? 
Vast  is.yoar  mind^  yoo^dare  thns-^eatly^ 
And  yield  the  king  to  one  so.meaji  as  I : 
Tis  a  revenge  wiUfnake  the  victor  smart, 
And  much  I  fear  your  death' willbraak  Us  hesrt. 

<Sut'You<auaterfeit,  I  fear,'an4'kao»i  toa 
well 
How  much  your  ^es  all  beaati^  elseeaeel : 
Roxana,  who,f  thoaeh  not  a  princess  bom, 
In  chains, could  mue  the  mighty  victor  moonu 
Foieetting  power  when  wine  had  made-lmnwaniv 
And  senseless,  yet  even  then  you  knewto  disim : 
Preserve  him  by  these  arts,  *tfiat  cannot  fail. 
While  I  the  loss  of  .what  J  lovwl  bewail. 

Rar.  I  hope  your  m^est^f  will  give  me  leave 
To  wait  you  to  the  grove,  where  you  would 

<  gric^^;  • 

Where  Uke  the  tuvtley  voa  th»lose  will  HMaa 
Of  that  d^u*  mate,- ssidnunniur- all  alone. 

Stat.  No, « proud  ttiuaipher  -oW  ivy-falliog 
.   state^ 
Thou  shalt  not  .'stay  to  fill  me  with  my  fate : 
Go  tothe  conquest^  wh»^  your  wiles  may  homi^ 
And  tell  the  worid  you  left  Smtita  lost. 
Go  mae  myiaithlesa  Akaaader^s  hand, 
Botli  hand  and  heart  were  onca  •  at  my  con* 

'  mand: 
Grasp  his  loved  neck,  die  on  his  firacraal  breast,'! 
Love hitn likelne; whose k>v9 eaa't be tBp^pcst,  V 
He  must  behappy^  and  you  morq  than  blest;  J 
While  I  in  darkness  hide  me  froos  the  day,  > 
That  with  my  mind  I  may  his  fonn  auiyey,  > 
And  think  so  loi^  til(  I  thiak  lif4a  imay.         ^ 

•iRar*  No,eiokly  virtue* no^ 
Thou  shalt  not  think,  nor  thy  love^a  Joaa  bemoan, 
Noc  shall  pastt^deMoresthreugh  thy. fancy  ma; 
That  were  tomake  thee  blest  a& X ci^a be : 
But  thy  DOi^bought  I-must^  I  will  ileorae. 
As  thus,  rU  torture  thee  till  thou  a^^Mid, 
Anct.tbennp  thought  *to  purposa-can  b*  bad. 

Stat.  How  frail,  «how  eowatdj^  «ia-wjBi 
mind? 
We  shriek  atthundarvdread  the  vwatUag 
And  glittering  ksworda  tha^brighteat  cya 

blind. 

•Yet.when  strong  je^loaMF  iaf amea  the  aoal. 
The  weak  will  roar,  and  calms  to  teqapests  roll. 
Rival»take  beadi-aad/tompt^nanot  too  far  I 
My  blood anay  boil^aad  biaihee4dMw  a  war. 

.  RiMT^  Wh«»yott  <«tire  to  your  roaaantic  cel^ 
1*11  make  thy  solitary  mansion  hell  ; 
Thou  shalt  nor  rat  by'^<^**Mtt«lc«p  by  night. 
But  «till  RDKan»-  shall  thy^.spirit  fiognc  7 
Wanton  ia  dranmm  if  thou  flarrnt  itnosn  of  bli»s 
Thy  roving  ghost  may  ttiink  to  steal-  a 
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Bat  iflnl»  U»M|^  M^  fiiy  ^vM^Hiig  4ttr 

ShtH  ht  ihe  happiness  it  ffished  repair, 
HmrviNkpoftBlo  find  thj  rival  mere?  - 
Hovihudj  wilt  thou  look,  when  ihou  shah  see, 
Tkn^  tk  dfMm  cortMiis,  thiit  greal  maa  and 

■«» 
Wesried  with  faagtwift  joys-ahal  to  the  sool, 
Wlnle  dtfQ  ihik'  rrimiiBg  stand,  and  ^goash  thy 
teed^tadhowir 
St4L  0  Mwrotts  rage !  my  tflar»  I  cannot 

Bbt  Bj  fall  ejes  in  spite  of  me  will  weep. 

JUr.  Hk  tang  and  I  in  yanou»  pictures  drawn, 
Oun%  each  odier,  ahad^  o'er  with  lamm^ 
Sball  Ik  thedaily  presents  I  will  send,* 
To  iidalky  sorrow  to  her  jonraey's  end. 
An4  im  we  hear  at  last  &y  hoar  draws  ngh^ 
l^r  AknadfT,  my  dear  hyre  and  I, 
^  orne  ind  hasten  on  thy  Ungeriag  fates, 
Aad  sBsfe  ad  kiss  tht  soul  out  through  the  grates, 

Sitl.  n^s well,  I  thank  thee;  thou  hast  waked 

Wboie  koOng  now  no  temper  can  assuage : 
I  neet  thy  tides  of  jealousy  with  more. 
Dire  thee  to  duel,  and  dash  thee  o'er  and  o'er. 
Air.  What  would  yoa4Bi«?  • 
Slt4i,  Wkaterer  you  date  do, 
Mt  varfing  thoughts  the  hloodiest  tract9perstte; 
I  «m  by  knt  a  fuir  made,  like  you  9 
Kill  or  be  killed,  tbes  acted  hy  despair. 
Bm.  Sore  the  disdained  Slatira  does  notdare  ? 
SitL  Yes,  towering  nroud  Roxana,  but  I  dare. 
^,  I  tower  indeea  o*er  thee ; 
I^  a  fair  wood,  die  shade  of  kings  I  stand; 
^Ibte  dioa,  sick  weed,  do  but  infest  the  land. 

&«l.  Nn,  like  an  ivy  I  will  curl  thee  round,  :^ 
"Hif  sulcsB  truak  of  all  its  pride  confound,  -  > 
''Wdiyaad  wMhered,  bead  thee  to  the  ground.  3 
^te  SisigambiaT  threats,  objected  feilra, 
llr  ibler'A  Mi%  and  Alexander's  tears, 
C«14  aot  efleet,  thy  rival  rage  has  done :  '^ 
Mj  «tmly  whose  start  at  breach  of  oaths  begun,  > 
Vttll  Id  cby  ruin  violated  run.  3 

Hi  fee  the  king  incite  of  all  I  swore, 
"I^^MCk  curst,  that  ifadu  mayest  never  see  him 


£*((r  PcatflOCAS,  Aj>EZAHnEa,SY9I0AI|BI8,  at" 

iendtmti^  ifc 

Per.  Kadam,  your  royal  mother,  and  the  king. 

^^r.  O  my  Statiia !  O  my  angnr  dear ! 
Tvn  tfaioe  ma  on  me,  I  would  talk  to  them '. 
What  shall  I  aay  to  work  upon  thy  sod  ? 
^ittfe  shall  I  throw  me?  whither  shall  I  fUl ? 

^«l.  For  me  yon  shall  not  falL 

i/tj.  Far  thee  I  will, 
At^m  cfav  feet  rn  have  a  grave  dug  uf,- 
•^  faeriiih  yAck,  be  buried  straight  alive : 
^^'e  bac  as  tb*  earth  grows  heavy  on  me^ 
A  ^nicr  look,  and  a  relenting  word, 
*^^  bat,  'twas  pity  that  so  great  aman, 
U)q  had  ten  uousand  deatlis  in  battles  'scaped, 


For  one<poor  fault' 00  early <sh6oU<iremove|*  - 
And 'fall  a'mart^to  die  god  of  love. 

Rox,  Is  then  Roxana's  love  «nd  life  so  poor, 
That  for  another  von  can  ichuse  to  die. 
Rather  than  lite  tor  her?  what  have  I  done  }  - 
Howfun  I  altered ■sinoc>«t Sasalast^ 
You  swore,  and  sealed  it  with  a  thousand  kisses, 
Rather  than  lose  -Roxana^s  smallest  charm, 
Yon  would  fotego  -the  ooaqnest  of  th^  world  ? 

Akjc.  Madam,  you  best  <»tn  teU^what  mag^c 
drew- 
Me  to  your  charms^  but  let  it  net  be  told  • 
For  your  own  sake;  take  that' conquered  world^^ 
Dispose  of  cro%vns  and  scepters  as  you  please,  ^ 
Let  me  but  have  the  freedom  of  an  hour) 
To  make  account  with  'this  wronged  innocence. 

Stmt.  Yoii  know,  rxxy  lord,  you  did  commit  a 
fault : 
I  ask  but  this»  repeat  your- crime  no  more. 

Aiex,  O  never,  never. 

Hac  Am  I  rejected,  then? 

Alts^'  Ekhaast  my  treasures. 
Take  all  the  spoib  of  the  fur  conquered -Indies; 
But,  for  the  ease  of  my  «fflibted  soul^ 
Gd,  where  I  never  may  b^oM  thee  more. 

Rak.  Yes,  I  will  go,  ungrateful  as  thou  art. 
Bane  to  mv  life !  th6u  torment  of  my  days, 
Thou  murderer  of  the  world  I  for,  as  thy  sword 
Hath  cut  the  lives  of  thousand  thousand  men, 
So  win  thy  tongue  undo  all  woman<kind. 
But  I'll  be  gone ;  this  last  disdasn  hath  cured  me^ 
And  I  am  now  grown  so  indiffi^ient^- 
I  could  behold  yon  kiss  without  a  pang, 
Nay,  take  a  torch  -and  light  you  to  your  bed : 
But  do  not  trust  me,-  no,  for  if  you  do. 
By  all  the  furies  and  the  flames  of  iove^ 
By  love,  which  is  the  hottest  burning  hell,~ 
TU  set  you  both  on  fire  to  blaze  for  ever.   [Etit^ 

Stat,  O  Alexander,  is  it  possible?  Gdod  gods) 
That  guilt  can  shew  so  lovely  i — ^yet  I  pardon^ 
Forgive  thee  all,  by  thy  doar  life  I  do. 

Ales,  Ha,  pardon  !  saidst  thou,  pardon  me  ? 

Sjft,  Now  all  thy  mother's  blessings  fall  upon 
thee. 
My  hestf  mv  most-  beloved,  my  own  Statira ! 

Akr.  I»  It  then  true,  that  thou  hast  pardoned 
me? 
And  is  it  given  me  tha»  to  touch  thy  hand,' 
And  fotd  thy  body  in  my  longing  arms  ? 
To  gaase  upon  thy  eyes,  my  happier  stars, 
To  taste  tny  lip,  and  thy  dear  balmy  bfeath, 
While  every  sigh  comes  forth  so  fraught  with 

sweets^ 
nis  incense  to  be  offered  to  a  god» 

Stat,  Yes,  dear  impostor,  'tis  most  true,  that  I 
Have  pardoned  thee ;  and  'tis  as  true,  that  while 
I  stand  in  view  of  thee»  thy  eyes  will  wound. 
Thy  tongue  will  make  me  wanton  as  thy  wishes ; 
And  while  I  feel  thy  hand)  my  body  glows : 
Therefore  be  quick,  and  take  your  last  adieu. 
These  yonr  leist  siehs)  and  these  your  parting  tears: 
Farewell,  farewell,  a  long  and  last  farewell ! 
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Alex.  O  my  Hephesdon,  bear  me^  or  I  siok^ 

Siat.  Nay,  you  may  take — Heaven,  how  my 
heart  throbs ! 
You  may,  you  may,  if  yet  you  thiak  me  worthy. 
Take  from  these  trembling  lips  a  parting  kiss. 

AUx.  No,  let  me  starve  first — why,  Statira, 
why? 
What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? — 0  gods ! 
I  know  the  cause,  my  working  brain  divines 
You*ll  say  you  pardoned,  but  with  this  reserve, 
Never  to  make  me  blest  as  I  have  been. 
To  slumber  by  the  side  of  that  false  roan, 
Nor  give  a  heaven  of  beauty  to  a  devil : 
Think  you  not  thus  ?  Speak,  madam. 

Sjft.  She  is  not  worthy,  son,  of  so  much  sorrow : 
8p«Ak  comfort  to  him,  speak,  my  dear  Statira, 
I  ask  thee  by  those  tears :  Ah  !  canst  thou  e'er 
Pretend  to  love,  yet  with  dty  eves  behold  him  ? 

Aiex*  Silence  more  dreadful    than    severest 
sounds : 
Would  she  but  speak,  though  death,  eternal  exile 
Hung  on  her  lips,  yet,  while  her  tongue  pronoun- 
ces, 
There  must  be  music  even  in  my  undoing. 

Siat*  Still,  my  loved  lord^  I  cannot  see  you 
thus; 
Nor  can  I  ever  yield  to  share  your  bed : 
O  I  shall  find  Roxana  in  your  arms. 
And  taste  her  kisses  left  upon  your  lips. 

Ales.  Yes,  obstinate,  I  will,  madam,  you  shall. 
You  shall,  in  spite  of  this  resistless  passion. 
Be  sensed ;  but  you  must  give  me  leave  to  think 
You  never  loved: — O  could  I  see  you  thus ! 
Hell  has  not  half  the  tortures  that  you  mise. 

C/y.  Never  did  passions  combat  tlms  before. 

Alex.  O  I  shall  Durst, 
Unless  you  give  me  leave  to  rave  a  while. 

Syt.  Vet  e'er  destruction  sweep  us  both  away, 
Bclent,  and  break  through  all  to  pity  liim  ! 

Alex,  Yes,  I  will  sh^c  this  Cupid  from  my 
arms, 
If  all  the  rages  of  the  earth  would  fright  him ; 
Drown  him  in  the  deep  bowl  of  Hercules; 
Make  the  world  drunk,  and  then,  like  /Fxilus, 
When  he  gave  passage  to  the  struggling  winds^ 
111  strike  my  spear  into  the  reeling  globe 
To  let  it  blood,  set  Babylon  in  a  blaze. 
And  drive  this  god  of  flames  with  more  consu- 
ming fire. 

Stat.  My  presence  will  but  force  him  to  ex- 
tremes; 
Besides,  'tis  death  to  me  to  see  his  pains : 

Yet  stand  resolved  never  to  yield  again 

Pcnnit  me  to  remove* 

Alex.  I  charge  ye,  stay  her ! 
For  if  slie  pass,  by  ail  the  hell  I  feel, 
Your  souls,  your  naked  ghosts,  shall  wait  upon 

her. 
O  turn  thee !  turn !  thou  barbarous  brightness, 

turn! 
Hear  my  last  words,  and  see  my  utmost  pang : 


But  first  kneel  with  me,  all  my  soldiers  kneel ! 

[AU  kneel 
Yet  lower — prostrate  to  the  earths ^Ah !  too- 
ther, what, 
Will  you  kneel  too  ?  Then  let  the  sun  stand  still, 
To  see  himself  out-worshipped ;  not  a  face 
Be  shewn,  Uiat  is  not  wasned  all  o'er  in  tean, 
But  weep  as  if  you  here  beheld  me  slain. 

SjfS.  Hast  thou  a  heart?  or  art  thuu  savage 
turned? 
But  if  Uiis  posture  cannot  move  your  mercy, 
I  never  will  speak  more« 

Alex,  O  my  Statira ! 
I  swear,  my  queen,  I'll  not  out-live  thy  hate, 
My  soul  is  still  as  death — But  one  thing  more, 
Pardon  my  last  extremities — the  transports 
Of  a  deep  wounded  breast,  and  all  is  welL 

Stat,  kise,  and  may  heaven  forgive  you  all, 
like  me. 

Alex.  You  are  too  gracious. — Clytus,  bear  me 
hence; 
When  I  am  laid  in  earth,  yield  her  the  world. 
There's  something  here  heaves,  as  cold  as  ice. 
That  stops  my  breath — Farewell,  oh  gods !  foe 
ever. 

Stat.  Hold  off,  and  let  me  run  into  his  arms, 
My  dearest,  my  all  love,  ray  lord,  my  king  I 
You  sliall  not  die,  if  that  the  soul  and  body 
Of  thy  Statira  can  restore  thy  life : 
Give  me  thy  wonted  kindness. 

Alex.  O  the  killing  joy ! 
O  cxtasy  !  my  heart  wdl  burst  my  breast. 
To  leap  into  thv  bosom;  but,  by  heaven, 
This  night  I  will  revenge  me  of  tliy  beauties^ 
For  the  dear  rack  I  have  this  day  endured ; 
For  all  the  sighs  and  tears  that  I  have  spent, 
I'll  have  so  many  thousand  burning  lov<^; 
So  swell  thy  lips,  so  fill  me  witli  thy  sweetness, 
Thou  shalt  not  sleep  nor  close  thy  vk-andring  eyes: 
The  smiling  hours  shall  all  be  loved  away, 
We'll  surfeit  all  the  night,  and  languish  all  the 
day. 

Stat.  Nor  shall  Roxana 


Alex.  Let  her  not  be  named- 


O  mother !  how  shall  I  requite  your  goodness ! 
And  you,  my  fellow  warriors,  that  could  weep 
For  your  lost  king — But  I  invite  you  all. 
My  equals  in  the  throne  as  in  the  grave. 
Without  distinction  to  the  riot  come. 
To  the  king's  banquet 

Cly.  I  beg  your  majesty 
Would  leave  me  out. 

Alex.  None,  none  shall  be  excused  ; 
All  revel  put  the  day,  'tis  my  command. 
Gay  as  the  Persian  god  our  self  will  stand. 
With  a  crowned  goblet  in  our  lifted  hand. 
Young  Ammon  and  Statira  shall  gp  riHind, 
While  antic  measures  beat  the  burdened  grou  nd^ 
And  to  the  vaulted  skies  oor  clangors  sound. 

[Kxevf 
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ACT  IV. 


SCEMEI. 


Auer Cvrrvs  in  hii  Macedonian  Habit;  He- 
FEtsrtoVy  EuMEKESy  Meleaoer,  4*<(*  ^'i  P^f^ 


Cfy.  AwAT,  I  will  not  wear  these  Persian 
robes; 
Nor  ought  the  king  be  angry  for  the  reverence 
I  owe  mj  coontrf :  sacred  are  her  customs^ 
Wfaicfa  honest  Cljtos  shall  pi-eserve  to  death. 
0  let  te  nK  itt  Macedonian  rm, 
Bather  than  Mu^  in  fashions  m  the  east 
Thea  for  the  ailtirations  he  requires, 
Bout  nrjT  <M  boAjr  in  infernal  flames. 
Or  let  him  ca^e  me  like  Calisthenes. 
Earn,  Dear  Clytns,  be  persuaded. 
BifL  You  know  the  kine 
Is  fwlike,  foil  of  all  the  ridiest  virtues, 
llutev^  ro^  heart  possessed ;  jet  you 
Perverse,  bat  to  one  humour  will  opffose  htm. 

C^.  Call  yon  it  humour  ?  'tis  a  pregnant  one, 
Bf  liars  there's  venom  in  it,  burning  pride ; 
And,  dioagh  my  life  should  follow,  rather  than 
Bear  such  a  hot  ambition  in  my  bowels, 
rd  rm  them  up  to  give  the  poison  vent 

Muc  Waa  not  ttiat  Jupiter,  whom  we  adore, 
A  man,  Imt,  for  his  more  than  human  acts, 
Advanced  to  heaven^  and  worshipped  for  its  lord ! 
Heph,  By  all  his  thunder  and  his  sovereign 
Dowcr,     . 
m  not  believe  the  earth  yet  ever  felt 
An  arm  like  Alexander's ;  not  that  god 
Too  nanaed,  though  riding  in  a  car  of  fire, 
Aod  dr^wn  fay  flying  horses,  winged  with  lig^t- 

nin^ 
Caold,  in  a  shorter  space,  do  greater  deeds, 
Drive  all  the  nations,  aod  lav  waste  t)ic  world. 
Cfy.  There's  not  a  man  of  war  among  you  all, 
Tliat  loves  the  king  like  md ;  yet  111  not  flatter, 
Nor  soothe  his  vanity,  it  is  blameable ; 
And  when  the  wine  works,  Clytos's  thouglits  will 
out 
Hepk.  Then  go  not  to  the  banquet 
Cfy,  I  was  called, 
Mv  nunion,  was  I  not,  as  well  as  ^ou  ? 
ni  go,'  mv  friends,  in  this  old  habit  thus, 
And  bu^  and  drink  the  kin^s  health  heartily ; 
And  whtle  you,  blushing,  bow  your  heads  to  earth, 
And  hide  Uiem  in  the  dust,  I'll  stand  upright, 
Strsiglit  as  a  spear,  the  pillar  of  my  country. 
And  be  by  so  much  nearer  to  the  gods  ■ 
But  see,  the  king  and  all  the  court  appear. 

£sfcr  Alexander,  SysiOaitbis,  Statir^,  I^a- 

RISATIS,  4*^. 

Ptfr.  Spare  him,  O  space  Lystroachus  his  life  ! 
IkflOfr  you  will ;  kings  should  delight  in  mercy. 
Jkx,  Shield  me^  Statira,  shield  me  from  her 

sorrow! 
\'ot.  L 


Par,  O  save  him,  save  him,  e'er  it  be  too  Utef 
Speak  the  kind  word,  before  the  gaping  lion 
Swallow  him  up ;  let  not  jour  soldier  perish 
But  for  one  rashness,  which  desptur  did  causd  t 
I'll  follow  thus  for  ever  on  my  knees, 
And  make  your  way  so  slippery  with  tears, 
You  shall  not  pass---Sister,  do  you  conjure  him  !^ 
Ales,  O  mother,  take  her,  take  her  from  me  i 

[KneeU. 
Her  watrv  eyes  assault  my  very  soul, 
They  shiJke  my  best  resolve  ■  ■  ■  * 

Stat,  Did  I  not  break 
Through  all  for  you  ?  nay,  now,  my  lord,  yoil 

must 
Sys*  Nor  would  I  make  my  son  so  bold  a  pra^r 
Had  I  not  first  consulted  for  his  honour. 
Akje,  Honour !  what  honour !  has  not  Statini 

said  it! 
Were  I  the  kin^  of  the  blue  firmament. 
And  the  bold  Titans  should  again  make  war, 
Though  my  resistless  arrows  were  made  ready, 
By  all  the  gods  she  should  arrest  my  hand 
Fly  then,  even  thou,  his  rival  so  beloved, 
Fly  with  old  Clytus,  snatch  him  from  the  jaws 
Or  the  devouring  beast,  bring  him  adorned 
To  the  kingf s  banquet,  fit-for  loads  of  honour. 

[Exeunt  Heph,  Eumt-Par.  and  Cfy* 
Stat,  O  my  loved  lord  1  let  me  embrace  youi* 

knees! 
I  am  not  worthy  of  this  mighty  passion : 
You  are  too  good  for  goddesses  themselves  i 
No  woman,  nor  the  sex,  is  worth  a  grain 
Of  this  illustrious  life  of  my  dear  master. 
Why  are  vou  so  divine,  to  cause  such  fondness, 
That  my  neart  leaps,  and  beats^  and  fain  would 

out. 
To  make  a  dance  of  joy  about  yotyr  feot  ? 

Ales.  Excellent  woman !  no,  *tis  impossible 
To  say  how  much  I  love  thee — Ha !  a^n ! 
Such  extasies  life  cannot  carry  long ;  . 
The  day  comes  on  so  fast,  and  beamy  joy 
Darts  with  such  fierceness  on  me,  night  will  toU 

low. 
A  pale  crowned  head  flew  lately  glaring  by  me, 
With  two  dead  hands,  which  threw  a  crystal  globe 
Ffom  high,  that  shattered  in  a  thouSaiKl  pieces. 
But  I  wiU  lose  this  boding  dream  in  wine ; 
Then,  warm  and  blushing  for  my  queen's  embra« 

ces. 
Bear  me,  with  all  my  heat,  to  thy  loved  bosom. 
Stat*  Go,  m^  best  love,  and  cheer  your  droop- 
ing spints ; 
Laugh  with  your  friends,  and  talk  ^our  grief  away. 
While,  in  the  bower  of  great  Scmiramis, 
I  dress  your  bed  with  all  the  sweets  of  Nature^ 
And  crown  it  as  the  altar  of  my  love ; 
Where  I  will  lay  me  down,  ancf  softly  mourn, 
But  never  close  my  eyes  till  you  return. 

[Ejreunt  Stat.  Syt. 
R 
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Akx.  Is  s]ie  not  more  than  mortal  e*er  can 
wish! 
Diana's  soul  cast  in  the  flesh  of  Vcnas ! 
By  Jove,  'tis  ominous,  our  parting  is ; 
Her  face  looked  pale  too,  as  she  turned  away : 
And  when  I  wrung  her  by  the  rosy  fingers, 
Methought  the  strings  of  my  great  heart  did 

crack. 
What  should  it  mean  ? ^Forward,  Leomedon. 

RoxANA  meets  him^  with  Cassander,  Polyper- 
CHON,  Philip,  atui  Thessalus. 

Why,  madam,  gaze  you  thus? 

nos.  For  a  last  look,         [She  hM$  hit  hand. 
And  that  the  memory  of  Roxana's  wrongs 
May  be  for  ever  printed  on  3rour  mind. 
Alex.  O  madam,  you  must  let  me  pass. 
Rox.  I  will. 
Bat  I  have  sworn,  that  you  shall  hear  me  speak, 
And  mark  me  well,  for  fate  is  in  my  breatli : 
Love  on  the  mistress,  you  adore,  to  dcAth ; 
Still  hope,  but  I  fruition  will  destroy ; 
Languish  for  pleasures,  you  shall  ne'er  enjoy. 
Still  may  Statira's  image  draw  your  sight. 
Like  those  deluding  fires  that  walk  at  night ; 
Lead  you  through  fragrant  grots  and  flow'ry  groves, 
And  charm  you  through  deep  grass  with  sleeping 

loves ; 
That  when  your  fancy  to  its  height  does  rise,  "\ 
That  light,  you  loved,  may  vanish  from  your  I 

eyes,  > 

Darkness,  despair,  and  death,  your  wandering  i 

soul  surprize.  J 

Alex.  Away  I  lead,  Meleager,  to  the  banquet. 

[Ex.  tffith  Met  Sfc. 
Itox.  So  unconcerned !   0  I  could  tear  my 

flesh. 
Or  him,  or  you,  nay  all  the  world  to  {Meceu 

Ca$».  Still  keep  this  spirit  up,  preserve  it  still, 
Lose  not  a  grain,  for  such  majestic  atoms 
First  made   the  world,  and  must  preserve   its 

greatness. 
Hor.  I  know  I  am  whatever  thou  canst  say. 
My  soul  is  pent,  and  has  not  elbow  room ; 
rin  swelled  with  this  last  slight,  beyond   all 

bounds : 
O  that  it  had  a  space  miriit  answer  to 
Its  infinite  desire,  where  I  might  stand, 
And  hurl  the  spheres  about  liVe  sportive  bails! 
Qass.  We  are  your  slaves,  admirers  of  your 

fin7: 
Command  Cassander  to  obey  your  pleasure, 
And  I  will  on,  swift  as  your  nnnble  eye 
Scales  heaven ;  when  I  am  angry  with  the  fates, 
No  ni^c,  nor  sex,  nor  dignity  of  blood. 
No  tics  of  law  nor  nature,  not  the  life 
Imperial,  though  guarded  by  the  gods. 
Shall  bar  (^assandcr^s  vengeance — he  shall  die. 
Rox.  Ha !  shall  he  die?  shall  I  consent  to  kill 

him? 
To  see  him  clasped  in  the  cold  arms  o/  death. 
Whom  I  with  such  an  eagerness  liave  loved  ? 


Cau.  If  Alexander  lives,  yon  cannot  reign. 
Nor  shall  your  cliild ;  old  Sysigambisf  head 
Will  not  be  idle — sure  destruction  waits 
Both  you  and  yours;  let  not  your  anger  cool, 
But  give  the  word ;  say,  Alexander  bleeds, 
Draw  the  dry  veins  of  all  the  Persian  race, 
And  hurl  a  rain  o*er  the  east,  'tis  done. 

Pol.  Behold   the  instruments  of  this  great 
work. 

Fhil.  Behold  your  fom-ard  slave. 

Theu,  ril  execute. 

Rox.   And  when  this  ruin  is  acooniplisfaed, 
where 
Shall  curst  Roxana  fly  with  this  dear  load  ? 
Where  shall  she  find  a  refuge  from  the  arms 
Of  all  the  successors  of  this  great  man  ? 
No  barbarous  nation  \rA\  receive  a  guilt 
So  much  transcending  tlieirs,  but  drive  me  out : 
The  wildest  beasts  will  hunt  me  from  their  dens 
And  birds  of  prey  molest  me  in  the  grave. 

Cai$.  No,  you  shall  live — pardon  me  insolence 
Which  this  aJmighty  love  entorces  from  me— 
You  shall  live  safer,  nobler  than  before. 
In  your  Cassander's  arms. 

Kox.  Disgraced  Roxana,  whither  wilt  thou  fall? 
I  ne'er  was  truly  wretched  till  this  moment : 
There's  not  one  mark  of  former  majesty 
To  awe  my  slave,  that  offers  at  my  honour. 

Cau.  Madam,  I  liope  youll  not  impute  mf 
passion 
To  want  of  that  respect,  which  I  must  bear  j'ou; 
Long  have  I  loved 

Rox.  Peace,  most  audacious  villain. 
Or  I  will  stab  this  passion  in  thy  throat ! 
What,  shall  I  leave  the  bosom  of  a  deity, 
To  clasp  a  clod,  a  moving  piece  of  earth, 
Which  a  mole  heaves  ?  So  far  art  thou  beneath 
me. 

Coif.  Your  majesty  shall  hear  no  more  folk. 

Kox.  Nor  dare  to  meet  my  eyes ;  for  if  thoo 
dost 
With  a  love-glance,  thy  plots  arc  all  unravelled. 
And  your  kind  thoughts  of  Alexander  told. 
Whose  life,  in  spite  of  all  his  wron^  to  me, 
Shall  be  for  ever  sacied  and  untouched. 

Cum.  I  know,  dread  madam,  that  Cassander  s 
life 
Is  in  your  hands,  so  cast  to  do  yon  service. 

Rox.  Yott  thought,  perhaps,  bliccauae  I  practised 
charms 
To  gain  the  king,  that  I  had  loose  desires  : 
No,  *tis  my  pride,  that  gives  me  height  of  plea- 
sure, 
To  see  the  man,  by  all  the  world  admired, 
Bowed  to  my  bosom,  and  my  capti%'c  there. 

Ca$$.  By  your  own  life,  the  greatest  oath  I 
s>vear, 
Cassander*s  passion  from  this  time  is  dumb. 

Rox.  No,  if  I  were  a  wanton,  I  would  make 
Princes  the  victims  of  my  raging  fires  : 
I,  like  the  changing  moon,  would  hare  tho  starv 
My  followers,  and  mantled  kings  by  night 
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ShouU  nk  my  cill ;  fine  ibnres  to  quench  my 


IVhv  lest  in  dreams  they  should  reveal  tfaedeed, 
SdR  a$  tbey  came,  successively  should  bleed. 
Cut  To  mike  atonement  for   the  highest 


I  bei;  ysur  majesty  will  take  the  life 
Of  qottfl  Staara  as  a  sacrifice. 

Ku,  Rise,  thoa  hast  made  ample  expiation ; 
Yes,  yts,  Stattni,  rival,  thou  must  die  ; 
I  know  diis  ni^ht  is- destined  for  my  ruin^ 
And  Alexander  from  the  glorious  reveb 
Flies  to  chv  arms. 

PkiL  Toe  bowers  of  Seminunis  are  made 
Tbe  iceoe  this  night  of  their  new  kindled  loves. 

Bat.  Mediinks  I  aee  her  yonder,  (oh  the  tx>r- 
wnt!) 
Bun  for  hlisB,  and  full  of  expectation : 
^  idons  her  head,  and  her  eyes  give  new 

ItBtre; 
/infraJikfi  in  her  glassy  tries  ail  her  looks ; 
Steps  to  the  door,  and  listens  for  his  coming ; 
lUoft  to  die  bed,  and  kneds,  and  weeps,  and 

wishes, 
Tmn  kvs  die  piUow  easy  for  his  head, 
Wanns  it  with  si^is,  and  moulds  it  with  her 


Oh,  I  am  lost !  torn  with  ima^ation ! 

KiU  me,  Cassander,  kill  me  instantly, 

Fhat  I  may  hannt  her  with  a  thousand  devils ! 

Col  Why  do  you  stop  to  end  her  while  you 
may? 
N'i>  time  so  proper  as  the  present ;  now 
^yKife  Alexander  feasts  with  all  his  court : 
^rfie  me  your  eunuchs,  half  your  Zogdian  slaves, 
Hi  do  the  deed ;  nor  shall  a  waiter  escape, 
Tbat  M^rves  your  rival,  to  relate  the  news. 

PoL  She  was  committed  to  Eumenesf  charge. 

,  Kar.  Eomenes  dies,  and  all  that  are  about  her, 
\nr  4udl  I  need  your  aid  ;  you'll  love  again ; 
111  head  the  slaves  myself,  with  this  drawn  dag- 
_        per, 

iooany  death,  thatfs  worthy  of  a  queen. 
A  camaoa  fate  ne*er  rushes  from  my  hand; 
'Ia  more  than  life  to  die  by  my  command : 
Aad  wha  she  sees^ 

^^  b>  my  arm  her  ruin  she  must  owe,  "1 

Her  thankful  head  will  straight  be  bended  low,  > 
llcr  heart  AmU  leap  half  way  tomeetthe  blow,  j 

[Erit  Roxana. 

Can,  Go  thy  way%  Semele— 4fae  scorns  to  sin 
BftKadi  a  god — ^We  must  be  swift;  the  ruin 
^  e  mtend,  who  knows,  she  may  discover  ? 

PWL  It  must  be  acted  suddenly;  lo  night ; 
\oi^— at  the  banquet ;  Philip  holds  his  cup. 

Phil  And  dmrcs  to  execute—propose  his  fate. 

Cctf.  Obacrve  in  tins  small  phud  certain  death; 
It  boUs  a  poasoB  of  such  deadly  force, 
^b-iuid  i&culapius  drink  it,  in  five  hours 
i  Fur  tiwn  it  works)  the  god  himself  were  mor- 

caL 
I  drew  ft  Irom  Nonarri^  horrid  spring; 


A  drop  infused  in  wine  will  seal  his  death, 
And  send  him  howling  to  the  lowest  shades. 

Phil.  Would  it  were  done ! 

Cas$.  O  we  shall  have  him  tear 
(E'er  yet  the  moon  has  half  her  journey  rode) 
The  world  to  atoms ;  for  it  scatters  pams 
All  sorts,  and  through  all  nerves,  veins,  arteries 
Even  with  extremity  of  frost,  it  bums ; 
Drives  the  distracted  soul  about  her  house. 
Which  runs  to  all  the  pores,  the  doors  of  life, 
Till  she  is  forced  for  air  to  leave  her  dwelling. 

PoL  By  Pluto's  self,  the  work  is  wondrous 
brave. 

Cass.  Now  separate :  Philip  and  Thessalus, 
Haste  to  the  banquet ;  at  his  second  call 
Give  him  that  fatal  draught,  that  crowns  the 

ni^ht, 
While  Polyperchon  and  myself  retire. 

Exeunt  oamej,  prater  Cassander » 
Yes,  Alexander,  now  thou  pay'st  me  well ; 
Blood  for  a  blow  is  interest  indeed. 
Methinks  I  am  grown  taller  with  tiie  murder, 
And,  standing  straight  on  thb  majestic  pile, 
I  hit  the  douds,  and  see  the  world  below  me ! 
Oh,  'tis  the  worst  of  racks  to  a  brave  spirit, 
To  be  bom  basc^  a  vassal,  a  cursed  slave ; 
Now,  by  the  project  labouring  in  my  brain, 
Tis  nobler  far  to  be  a  kins  in  hell, 
To  head  infernal  legions,  cniefs  below, 
To  let  them  loose  for  earth,  to  call  them  in. 
And  take  account  of  what  dark  deeds  are  done, 
Than  be  a  subject-^od  in  heaven,  unblcst. 
And  without  mischief  have  eternal  rest !    [ExU. 

SCENE  n. 

The  Scene  drawsy  Alexander  is  seen  standing 
on  a  throne^  with  all  his  commanders  about 
hintj  holding  goblets  in  their  hands. 

Alex.  To  our  immortal  health,  and  our  fair 
^  queen's; 
All  drink  it  deep,  and  while  it  flies  about, 
Mars  and  Bellona  join  to  make  us  music 
A  hundred  bulls  be  offered  to  tiie  sun. 
White  as  his  beams — speak  tlie  big  voice  of  war, 
Beat  all  our  drums,  and  blow  our  silver  trum- 
pets, 
Till  we  provoke  the  gr>ds  to  act  our  pleasure. 
In  bowls  of  nectar  and  replying  thunder  ! 

[Sound  while  they  drink. 

JBnter  Hephestion,  Clytus,  leading  Lysiua- 
CHUS  in  his  shirt,  bloody ;  Perdxccas,  Guard. 

Cly,  Long  live  the  king,  and  conquest  crown 
his  arms 
With  laurels  ever-green :  Fortune's  bis  slave. 
And  kisses  all  that  fight  upon  hu  side. 
Alex.  Did  not  I  give  command  you  should 
preserve 
Lysimachus } 
HepK  You  did. 
Alex.  What,  then,  portend  those  bloody  nmrics? 
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Heph.  Your  mercy  iew  too  late:  Perdiccas 
hady 
According  to  the  dreadful  charee  you  gave. 
Already  placed  the  prince  in  a  lone  court. 
Unarmed,  all  but  his  hands,  on  which  he  wore 
A  pair  of  gauntlets ;  such  was  his  desire, 
To  shew  in  death  the  difference  betwixt 
The  blood  of  the  decides,  and  common  men. 

C/y.  At  last  the  door  of  an  old  lion's  den 
Being  drawn  lin,  the  horrid  beast  appeared : 
The  Hames,  which  from  his  eyes  snot  glooming 

red. 
Made  the  sun  start,  as  the  spectators  thought. 
And  round  them  cast  a  day  of  blood  and  death. 

Heph,  When  we  arrived,  just  as  the  valiant 
prince 
Cried  out, '  O  Parisatis,  take  my  life ; 
Tis  for  thy  sake  I  go  undaunted  thus, 
To  be  devoured  by  this  most  dreadful  creature/ 

Cly,  Then  walking  forward,  the  large  beast 
descried 
His  prey,  and  with  a  roar,  that  made  us  pale, 
riew  fiercely  on  him ;  but  the  active  prince, 
Starting  asiae,  avoided  his  first  shock, 
With  a  slight  hurt,  and  as  the  lion  turned. 
Thrust  jziauntlet,  arm  and  all,  into  his  throat, 
And,  with  Herculean  force,  tore  forth  by  the  roots 
The  foaming  bloody  tongue ;  and  while  the  sa- 
vage. 
Faint  with  that  loss,  sunk  to  the  blushing  earth, 
'To  plough  it  with  his  teeth,  your  conquering  sol- 
dier 
Leaped  on  his  bade,  and  dashed  his  skull  to  pieces. 

Alfs.  By  all  ray  laurels,  'twas  a  godlike  act. 
And  'tis  my  glory,  as  it  shall  be  thine, 
That  Alexander  could  not  pardon  thee. 
O  my  brave  soldier,  thi^k  not  all  the  prayers 
Of  the  lamenting  queens  could  mov^  my  soul 
Like  what  thou  hast  performed :  Grow  to  my 
breast.  [Embraces  him, 

lAf$.  However  love  did  hurry  my  wild  arm. 
When  I  was  cool,  my  feverish  blood  did  bate, 
And  as  I  went  to  death,  I  blest  the  king. 

Alex,  Lysimaohps,  we  both  have  been  trans* 
ported. 
But  from  this  hour  be  certain  of  my  heart  i 
A  lion  be  the  impress  of  thy  shield. 
And  that  golden  armour,  we  from  Poms  won, 
Tlie  king  presents  thee :  but  retire  to  bed, 
Thy  toils  ask  rest. 

jLys.  I  have  no  wounds  to  hinder. 
Of  any  moment ;  or  if  I  had,  thouch  raorta]| 
rd  stand  to  Alexander's  health,  till  all 
My  veins  were  dry,  and  fill  them  up  a^in 
With  that  rich  blood,  which  makes  the  gods  im- 
mortal. 

Alex,   Hephestion,  thy  hand,   embrace  him 
olose; 
Though  next  my  heart  you  hang,  the  jewel  there, 
For  scarce  I  know  whether  my  queen  be  nearer, 
Thou  shalt  not  rob  me  of  my  glory,  youth, 
That  ii^ust  to  ages  flourish — ^Parisatis 


Shall  now  be  his,  that  serves  me  best  in  war: 
Neither  reply,  but  mark  the  charge  I  gjve, 
And  live  as  triends — sound,  sound  my  armies  ho* 

nour ; 
Health  to  their  bodies,  and  eternal  fame 
Wait  on  their  memory,  when  those  are  aafaes! 
Live  all !  you  must,  'tis  a  ^A  gives  you  life. 

[50KsdL 
[Lytimathu9  cffert  Cfytta  a  Pemm  nbCi 
which  he  rejiuet. 
Civ,  O  vanity ! 

Alex,  Ha !  what  says  Clytus  ? 
Who  am  I? 

Cly,  The  son  of  good  king  Philip. 
Alex,  No,  'tis  false ; 
By  all  my  kindred  in  the  skies, 
Jove  made  my  mother  pregnant. 

C/y.  I  have  done. 
[HereJoUomt  an  entertainment  cf  Indian  $ingen 
and  dancers :  The  music ^uri$heM,\ 
Alex.  Hold,  hold ;  Clytus,  take  the  roue. 
C/y.  Sir,  the  wine, 
The  weather's  hot ;  besides  you  know  my  hu- 
mour. 
Alex.  O  'ds  not  well :  I'd  bum  rather  dian  be 
So  singular  and  froward. 

Cfy.  So  would  I, 
Bum,  han^,  or  drown,  but  in  a  better  cause ; 
I'll  drink  or  fight  for  sacred  majesty 
With  any  here—  Fill  me  another  bowl ! 
Will  you  excuse  me  P 

Alix.  You  will  be  excused ;    . 
But  lot  him  have  his  humour,  he  is  old. 

Cly,  So  was  your  father,  sir-^This  to  lus  me* 
mory : 
Sound  all  the  tmmpets  there. 
Alex,  They  shall  not  sound 
Till  the  king  drinkb — By  Mars,  I  cannot  take 
A  moment^s  rest  for  all  my  years  of  blood. 
But  one  or  other  will  oppose  my  pleasure. 
Sure  I  was  formed  for  war ; 
All,  all  are.Alexander's  enemies ; 
Which  I  could  tame^— Yes,  the  rebeltiouswoi^d 
ShoulSi  feel  my  wrath—But  let  the  sports  go  on. 

[The  Indians  dance. 

Lys,  Nay,  Clytus,  you  that  could  advise 

Alex,  Forbear; 
Let  him  persist,  be  positive,  and  proud. 
Sullen  and  dazzled,  amongst  the  noble  sends. 
Like  an  infernal  spirit,  that  had  stole 
From  hell,  and  mingled  with  the  lauirhiiig  god«. 
Cly,  When  gods  grow  hot,  whereas  tl^  difier- 
ence 
'Twixtthem  and  devils?  Fill  me  greek  wine!  yet 

fuller, 
Fot  I  want  spirits. 
Alex.  Fla  f  let  ma  hear  a  song. 
Cly.  Music  for  boys — Clytus  would  hear  the 
groans 
Of  dying  persons,  and  the  horses'  netghiaip ; 
Or,  it  I  mubl  be  tortured  with  shrill  %'oice9. 
Give  me  the  cries  of  matrons  in  sacked  tcmm. 
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the  king  looks  sad;  let  us 


Heabb  to  the  son  of  Jiniter  Ammon ! 
Er&ymuk  take  lus  gobiet  in  his  hand^ 
Ibeei  ally  and  kiss  me  earth  with  adoration. 

Jkr.  Sound,  sound,  that  all  the  universe  may 
hear! 
Tkat  I  cookl  speak  like  Jove,  to  tell  abroad 
The  kiodness  of  my  people— Rise,  O  rise, 
llj  handsy  my  arms,  my  heart  is  ever  yours. 

[Coma/ram  kis  tknme^  all  kUt  hU  hand, 

C^.  r  did  not  kiss  the  earth,  nor  must  your 
handy 
I  aa  unworthy,  sr. 

Akx,  I  knovr  thou  art, 
TWi  anriest  my  great  honour — Sit,  my  friends; 
Ntj,  I  moat  have  room — Now  let  us  talk 
Of  var,  for  what  more  fits  a  soldier^s  mouth  ? 
And  speak,  apeak  freely,  or  you  do  not  love  me, 
Who,  think  you,  was  the  bravest  general 
Tbat  ever  led  an  army  to  the  field  ? 

EepL  1  tlunk  die  sun  himself  ne*er 


saw  a 


So  tnilj  great,  so  fortunately  brave. 
As  Alennder :  not  the  famed  Alddes, 
Nor  fieroe  Achilles,  who  did  twice  destroy, 
Wah  their  aU-oonqnering  arma^  the  famous  Troy. 

UfL  Such  was  not  Cyrus. 

Akr,  O  you  flatter  me. 

Ch.  Ther  doindeed,  and  yet  you  love  them  for  it, 
Bat  Bate  old  Clytus  for  his  hardy  virtue. 
Come,  shall  I  mak  a  man  more  brave  than  you, 
A  hecter  general,  and  a  more  expert  soldier  ? 

Alu.  I  should  be  glad  to  learn ;  instruct  me, 


Cly.    Your  father  Philip— I  have  seen  him 


And  fought  beneath  his  dreadful  banner,  where 
The  stoutest  at  the  table  would  have  trembled : 
Nsv,  frown  not,  sir ;  you  cannot  look  me  dead. 
When  Greeks  joined  Greeks,  then  was  the  tug 

ofwar. 
The  laboured  battle  sweat,  and  conquest  bled, 
^liy  should  I  fear  to  speak  a  truth  more'noble 
Thai  c^cr  your  father,  Jupiter  Ammon,  told  you  ? 
Philip  Ibiight  men,  but  Alexander  women. 

Aler.  Spite !  by  the  gods,  proud  spite  1  and 
faaraing  envy! 
Is  then  mj  glory  come  to  this  at  last, 
To  vaanDsh  women  ?  Nay,  he  said  the  stoutest 

here 
Would  uemUe  at  the  dangers  he  had  seen. 
In  all  the  sidkness  and  the  wounds  I  bore. 
When  from  n^  reias  the  javelin  head  was  cut, 
Lfainnchns,  Hnhestion,  speak,  Perdiccas, 
IHd  I  e'er  tramble?  O  the  cursed  liar !      t 
Did  I  once  shake  or  groan  ?  or  bear  myself   * 
Brarath  my  majesty,  my  dauntless  courage  ^ 

Hepk.  Wine  has  transported  him. 

Aiex.  No^  'tis  plain  mere  malice  : 
I  was  a  woman  too  at  Chmlraoe,  ^ 

When  planting  at  the  wails  i^  scaling  ladder,  ^ 


I  mounted,  sfnte  of  showers  of  stones,  bars^  ar» 

rows. 
And  all  the  lumber,  which  they  thundered  down, 
When  you  beneath  cried  out,  and  spread  your  arms^ 
That  I  should  leap  among  you,  did  I  so  ? 

Lys,  Turn  the  discourse,  my  lord,  the  old  man 
raved. 

AleX'  Was  I  a  womim,  when,  Uke  Mercury, 
I  left  the  walls  to  fly  amongst  my  foes, 
And,  like  a  baited  lion,  dyei  myself 
All  over  with  the  blood  of  those  bold  hunters? 
Till  spent  with  toil,  I  battled  on  my  knees> 
Plucked  forth  the  darts,  that  made  my  shield  a 

forest, 
And  hurled  tbetn  back  with  most  unconquered 
fury. 

Cfy.  Twas  all  bmvado,  for  before  you  leaped, 
You  saw  that  I  had  burst  the  gates  asunder. 

Alej.  Did  I  then  turn  me,  like  a  coward,  rounds 
To  seek  for  succour?  Age  cannot  be  so  base; 
That  thou  wert  young  again !  I  would  put  off 
My  majesty,  to  be  more  terrible. 
That,  like  an  eagle,  I  might  strike  this  bare 
Trembling  to  earth ;  shue  thee  to  dust,  and  tear 
Thy  heart  for  this  bold  lye,  thou  feeble  dotard! 

Cfy,  What,  do  you  pelt  me,  like  a  boy,  with 
apples?  [He  toue» fruit  at  him  oi  they  rite. 
Kill  me,  and  bury  the  disgrace  I  feel ! 
I  know  the  reason  that  you  use  me  so. 
Because  I  saved  your  lilfe  at  Granicus; 
And,  when  your  back  was  turned,  opposed  my 

breast 
To  bold  Rhesaces'  sword ;  you  hate  me  for  it^ 
You  do,  proud  prince. 

Alex,  Away  fyour  breath's  too  hot. 

[Flings  him  from  him. 

Cfy,  You  hate  the  benefactor,  though  vou  took 
The  gift,  your  life,  from  this  dishonoured  Clytus ; 
Which  is  the  blackest,  worst  ingratitude. 

Alex.  Go,  leave  the  banquet :  Thus  far  I  for- 
give thee. 

Cfy,  Forgive  yourself  for  all  your  blasphemies, 
The  nots  of  a  most  debauched  and  bloated  life ; 
Philotas*  murder 

Alex.  Ha!  What  said  the  traitor  ? 

Ly*.  Eumenes,  let  us  force  him  hence. 

Cfy,  Away! 

Heph,  You  shall  not  tarry :  Drag  him  to  the 
door. 

Cfy.  No,  let  him  send  me,  if  I  must  be  gone. 
To  I^hilip,  Attains,  Caiisthenes ; 
To  great  Parmenio,  to  his  slaughtered  sons : 
Parmenio,.who  did  many  brave  exploits 
Without  the  king — the  king,  without  him,  nothing, 

Alex,  Give  me  a  javelini 

[Taket  one  from  the  guards, 

Heph,  Hold, sir! 

Alex,  Ofl^  sirrah !  lest 
At  once  I  strike  it  through  his  heart  and  thine. 

I^s,  O  sacred  sir,  have  but  a  moment's  pa- 
tience! 

Alex,  Preach  patience  to  another  lion— what, 
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liokl  ny  amaf  I  shafl  be  mordeied  here^ 
Like  poor  Darius,  by  my  own  barbarons  subjects. 
IVraKJcaSy  iMMuA  luf  tiuiiifiets  to  the  camp^ 
Cail  nj  loldierB  to  the  couit;  nay  faaste» 
For  there  is  treason  plotting  against  oiy  lifey 
Aad  I  abaU  perish  ere  they  oooie  to  rescue. 

Ia/s,  and  Heph,  Let  us  all  die,  ere  think  so 
liamned  a  deed.  {^Kneel. 

Alex.  Where  is  the  traitor? 

C/y.  Sure  diere  is  none  about  you ; 
Bat  here  stands  honest  Clytni^  whom  the  king 
Livited  to  his  basiqaet. 

Met,  Begone  and  sup  with  Philips 

[Strikes  kirn  through, 
BarawBioiy  Attains,  Caiistbenes ; 
And  let  bold  subjects  learn,  by  thy  sad  fate, 
To  tempt  the  patience  of  a  man  much  above 
them. 

Cfy.  The  rage  of  wine  is  drowned  in  gashing 
blood: 
O  Aieinnder,  I  ha»'e  been  to  blame ; 
Hate  me  not  after  death,  for  I  repent, 
That  so  I  oiged  your  noblest,  sweetest  nature. 

Aiejt,  Wmt's  this  I  hear?  say  on,  my  dying 
soldier. 

Clw.  I  should  have  killed  myself,  had  I  but 
lired 
To  be  once  sober — ^Now  I  fall  with  bonour. 
My  own  hand  would  have  brought  foul  deadi. — 
O  paidon !  [DU$. 

J/b.  Theulamlost;  what  hasmyTenge^nce 
doner 
Who  is  it  tfaou  hast  slain ?  Cl^tus;  what  was  he  ? 
The  faithfuUest  subject,  worthiest  counsellor. 
Who  for  saving  thy  life,  when 
lliou  foughtst  bare-headed  at  the  river  Granicus, 
Has  now  a  noble  recompense  for  speaking  rashly ; 
For  a  forgetfotness,  which  wine  did  work, 
The  poor,  the  lionest  Clytus  tfaou  hast  skin. 
Are  these  the  laws  of  hospitality? 
Thy  friends  will  shun  thee  now,  and  stand  at  dis- 


Nor  dare  to  speak  their  minds,  nor  eat  with  diee. 
Nor  drink,  lest  by  thy  madness  they  die  too. 

Heph,  Guards,  take  the  body  hence. 

Alex.  None  dare  to  tooch  him. 
For  we  must  never  pare    Cruel  Hephestion 
And  Lysimachus,  that  had  the  power, 
And  would  not  hold  me ! 

Xys.  Dear  sir,  we  did. 

Alex.  I  know  it ; 
Ye  held  me  like  a  beast,  to  let  me  go 
With  greater  violence — Oh  you  have  undone  me ! 
Excuse  it  not;  you,  diat  could  stop  a  lion. 
Could  not  turn  me :  Von  should  have  drawn  your 

swords. 
And  barred  my  rage  with  their  advancing  points  ;• 
Made  reason  glitter  in  my  daoled  eyes, 


Till  f  had  seen  what  ruin  did  sfttead  me : 
That  had  been  noble,  that  had  rivwed  a  friend; 
Clytus  would  so  have  done  to  save  your  lives. 
Lyt.  When  men  shall  hear  how  hidilv  yoa 
wefeniged "^J  J- 

Alex^  No,  you  have  let  me  stain  ay  rinngviEtiie^ 
Which  else  had  ended  brighter  than  the  sun. 
Deadi,  hell,  and  furies !  you  haaremakwj^jtmy : 
Oh,  I  am  all  a  blot,  winch  seas  of  tears, 
And  my  heait's  blood,  can  never  wash  away ; 
Yet  'tis  but  just  I  try,  and  on  the  point, 
SdU  reeking  huil  my  black  polhilied  breast 

Heph.  O  sacred  sir,  that  must  not  be* 

Eum.  Foigive  my  pious  hands. 

Ims.  And  mine,  that  dare  disarm  my  master. 

Alex.  Yes,  cruel  men,  ye  now  can  shew  your 
strength! 
Here's  not  a  slave  but  dare»  oppose  my  josdcc ; 
Yet  I  will  render  all  endeavours  vsm^ 
That  tend  to  save  ray  life — Here  I  wdl  iie[Fdflf. 
Close  to  his  Ueediiig  side,  thus  kissing  him; 
These  pale  dead  lips,  that  have  so  oft  uvised  mc ; 
Thus  bathing  o*er  his  reverend  fnce  in  tears; 
Thus  clasping  his  cold  body  in  my  arms^ 
Till  deadi,  like  him,  has  made  me  stiff  and  bomd. 

Heph.  WhatshaUwedo? 

Ly$.  I  know  not,  my  wounds  blend  afresh 
With  striving  with  him :  Perdiocas,  lend  us  yoar 
arm.  [Etnnt  Ferdiecms,  I^macAtit. 

Heph.  Call  Aristander  hither  ; 
Or  Meleager,  let  us  force  him  from  the  body. 

Cries  without — Arm  !  Arm !  Treasoc^  Treason ! 
^         Enter  Perdiccis  bloody. 

Per.  Haste,  all  take  arms !  Hephestion,  wberc  s 
die  king? 

Heph.  There,  by  old  Clytus'  side,  whom  he  has 
slain. 

Per.  Then  misery  on  misery  will  fall. 
Like  rolling  billows,  to  advance  tbe  storm. 
Rise,  sacred  sir,  and  haste  to  add  the  queen ; . 
Ro&alu^  filled  with  furious  jealousy. 
Came  with  a  guard  of  Zogdian  slavea  unmasked. 
And  broke  upon  roe  with  such  sudden  rage, 
Tliat  all  are  perislied,  who  resistance  mnde : 
I  only  with  these  wounds,  through  Hu^biwg  spear^ 
Have  forced  my  way,  to  ipve  you  tunely  notice. 

Alex.  What  says  Perdiccas?  Is  the  queen  in 
danger? 

Per.  She  dies,  unless  you  turn  ber  £ate,  and 
quickly : 
Your  distance  from  the  place  asks  more  speed. 
And  the  ascent  to  the  flyinggrove  is  hi^. 

Alei.  Thusfrommy^velrisetosnvemyVyrc^ 
All  draw  your  swords,  with  mings  of  fightninf^  move ; 
When  I  rash  on,  sure  none  will  dare  to  stay, 
*Tis  beamy  calls,  and  gbry  shews  the  w^*. 
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ACT    V. 


SCENE! 


SriTiBA  u  dUcavertd  iUejnng  in  the  bower  of 
Sen iKAMis;  the  tp'triit  of  Queen  Stati&a,  ker 
Motker,  and  Darius^  appear  standing  on  each 
tide  €f  keTf  wUk  daggers,  tkraateuiag  her,-^ 

Dtr.  1$  mmacemee  ta  void  of  earei, 

T%mi  ii  emn  undiitmrbed  sieep, 
Amid$f  the  moiwe  of  horrid  wmrs, 

Thai  wmke  immortal  sphite  weep? 
Stat.  No  boding  crows^  nor  ravemi  comr, 
To  Vim  her  of  approaching  doom, 
Dv.  She  wfolkMg  a$  ihe  dreams^  m  a  garden  of 


And  her  bands  are  employed  in  the  beatU^ul 


She  Arams  of  the  man  that  is  far  from  the  grove, 
Jad  aii  her  soft  famey  stiU  runs  on  her  hoe, 
Sttt.  She  nodse^er  the  hrooksy  that  run  parting 


Jmd  the  nghtingales  hsU  her  more  fast  with  a 
song. 
Dor.  Bat  see  the  sad  end  which  the  gods  have 


Slat.  This  poinard's  thy  fate, 
IW.  My  daughter  must  bked. 
Ciianis^  AaeaKe  theuj  Statira,  awake,  for  alas 
yam  wmtst  die  ; 

m  kaar  be  past,  you  wnut  breathe  out  your 
iaot. 
Dv.  And  he  smch  another  as  L 
Stu.  AsL 
Chomsi.  And  be  such  another  as  L    [Exeunt, 

Statira  sola, 

Siai»  Bless  me,  ye  powers  sho/wcj  and  guard 
my  Tirtiie! 
I  lOT,  nor  wa^i  a  dream,  I  saw  and  heard 
M J  royal  parents^  there  I  saw  them  stand ; 
.Vy  eyes  beheld  their  precious  images ; 
I  heard  cheir  heaveniy  voices :  Where,  O  where 
Fled  yoo  to  fast,  dear  shades^  from  my  embraces? 
Y«jQ  iohd  me  this — this  hour  should  be  my  last. 
And  I  must  bleed — Away,  'tis  ail  delo^on ! 
Do 'I  aoc  wait  for  Alexaader^s  coming } 
Kooe  b^  my  loving  lord  can  enter  here : 
Aad  will  he  kill  mc  ? — Whence,  fantastic  shadows  ! 
.iod  jpec  larthinks  he  should  not  stay  thus  long; 
Wbj  do  I  tremble  tbos?  If  I  bot  stir, 
THr  aaoCBna  of  my  robes  makes  my  heart  leap. 
U  ivn  ««tll  the  dear  man  come,  that  all  my  doiibts 
M^y  manak  in  his  breast?  That  I  umy  hold  him 
Fant  aa  aay  fears  can  make  me ;  hug  him  dose 
A%  tan  iomd  sool  can  wish ;  give  all  my  breath 
la  a^»  axid  kisses;  swoon,  die  away  with  rapture  f 

Bnt  famrk  !  I  hear  him [Noise  within, 

Fawi  I  aroold  hide  my  bluriiea-- 

1  bear  has  tread,  but  dare  not  go  to  meet  him. 


Enter  Roxana,  with  slaves  and  a  dagger^ 

Bjox,  At  length  vre  hare  conqaeied  tMt 
peadoua  height, 
These  lying  groves^  wboae  wonderfiil  asceat 
Leads  to  tbe  clouds. 

Stat,  Then  all  the  vision's  tnie^  [BeHt 

And  I  mnst  die,  lose  my  dear  lord'  for  ever: 
That,  that  is  the  murderer. 

BJox,  Shot  the  fanoen  ofte. 
And  make  it  fast  with  all  the  masi^  bars. 
I  know  the  king  wtU  %  to  her  relief^ 
But  we  have  time  enough — Where  is  aiy  rival? 
Appear^  Stalira^  now  no  more  a  ^peea; 
Roxana  calls;  where  is  your  majesty? 

Stat,  And  what  is  skie.  who  wi^  sach  toau* 
jng  pride. 
Would  awe  a  prmcesa,  that  is  bora  above  ber^ 

Bjox,  I  Hke  the  port  imperial  beauty  bear^ 
It  shews  thou  hast  a  spirit  fit  to  fall 
A  sacrifice  to  fierce  Rozana^s  wrongs. 
Be  sudden  theis  put  forth  these  ro^  breaits^ 
Where  our  false  master  has  so  often  hmguishedy 
That  1  may  change  their  milky  innocence 
To  bloody  and  dye  me  in  a  deep  levengc: 

Stat,  No,  barbaroBs  woman,  thoa^  I  daist 
meet  death 
As  boldly  as  our  lord,  with  a  resolve,. 
At  which  thy  coward  heart  would  tremble ; 
Yet  I  disdain  to  stand  the  fate  too  olfer. 
And  therefore,  fearless  of  thy  dreadful  dbicaliv 
Walk  thus  n^urdless  by  thee. 

Rot,  Ha !  so  stately ! 
His  sore  wiU  aak  ^ 

Stat,  No,  Roxana,  no : 
The  blow  you  give  inll  strike  me  to  the  stam^ 
But  sink  my  murderess  in  eternal  raia 

Bar.  Who  told  yoo  this? 

Stat.  A  thousand  spirits  t^  me : 
There's  not  a  god  but  whispers  in  my  ear. 
This  death  wiu  crown  me  with  immortal  gloiy ; 
To  die  so  fair,  so  innooent,  so  yomig. 
Will  make  me  company  for  qaeens  above. 

Bjox,  Preach  on. 

Stat,  Wliilc  yoo,  the  harden  of  the  eartiiv 
Fall  to  tlie  deep,  so  heavy  with  thy  guilt, 
That  hell  itself  must  eroan  at  thy  reception; 
While  foulest  fiends  3tnxn  thy  society. 
And  thou  shalt  walk  aloae^  forsaken  fury! 

Rox.  Heaven  witness  for  me,  I  would  spare 
*y  life,  '^ 

If  any  thing  but  Alexander's  love 
Were  in  debate;  come,  give  me  back  his  heart. 
And  thoo  shnit  live  empress  of  all  the  vrorldL 

Stat.  The  world  is  less  than  Alexander's  love. 
Yet  could  I  give  it,  'tis  not  in  my  power ; 
This  I  dare  promise,  if  yoo  spare  my  hfe, 
Which  I  disdain  to  beg,  he  shall  speak  kindly. 

Rox.  Speak !  is  tliat  all  ? 
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Stat.  Periiaps  at  my  request. 
And  for  a  ^t  ao  noble  as  my  Ufe, 
Bestow  a  ki8& 

Rox.  A  kiss!  no  more? 

Stat.  O  gods ! 
What  shall  I  say  to  work  her  to  my  end? 
Fain  I  would  see  him — ^Yes,  a  Uttle  more— 
Embrace  you,  and  for  ever  be  your  friend. 

Rox.  O  the  provoking  word!  Your  friend! 
thou  diest : 
Your  friend !  What,  must  I  bring  you  then  toge- 
ther? 
Adore  your  bed,  and  see  you  softly  laid  ? 
By  all  my  pangs,  and  labours  of  my  love, 
liiis  has  thrown  off  all  that  was  sweet  and  gentle. 


Stat.  Yet  hold  thy  hand  advanced  in  air ; 
I  see  my  death  is  written  in  thy  eyes. 
Therefore  wreak  all  the  lust  of  vengeance  on  me. 
Wash  in  my  blood,  and  steep  thee  m  my  gore ; 
Feed  Cke  a  vulture,  tear  my  bleeding  heart 
But^  O  Rozana !  that  there  may  appear 
A  glimpse  of  justice  for  thy  cruelty, 
A  grain  of  p)odness  for  a  mass  of  evil, 
Give  me  my  death  in  Alexandei's  presence! 

Rox.  Not  for  the  rule  of  heaven— Are  you  so 
cunning? 
What,  you  would  hare  him  mourn  yon  as  you  fall  ? 
Take  your  farewell,  and  taste  such  healing  kisses, 
As  mij^t  call  back  your  soul.  No^  thou  £alt  fall 
Now,  and  vdien  death  has  seized  thy  beauteous 

hmh% 
ni  have  thy  body  thrown  into  a  well, 
Buried  beneath  a  heap  of  stones  for  ever. 

Enter  a  Slave, 

Sktve,  Madam,  the  king  widi  all  hu  captains 
and  his  guards 
Are  forcing  ope  the  doors,  he  tlireatens  thousand 

deaths 
To  all  that  stop  his  entrance,  and  I  believe 
Your  eunuchs  will  obey  him. 

Rax.  Then  I  must  baste.  [Stabs  her. 

'  Stat  What,  is  the  king  so  near  ? 
And  shall  I  die  so  tamely,  thus  defenceless? 
O  ye  gods,  will  you  not  help  my  weakness  ? 
Rox.  They  are  afar  off.  [Stabbing  her. 

Stat.  Alas!  they  are  indeed^ 

Enter  Alexander,  Cassanoer,  Polyperchon, 
Guards  and  Attendants. 

Alex*  Oh  happy  1  Thou  shalt  reign  the  queen 

of  devils. 
Rox.  Do,  strike,  behold  my  bosom  swells  to 
meet  thee ; 
lis  full  6f  thine,  of  veins  that  run  ambition, 
And  I  can  brave  whatever  fate  you  bring. 
Alex.  Call  oar  physicians !  haste !  Til  give  an 
empire 
To  save  her— Oh  ray  soul,  alas  Statira ! 
These  wounds— Oh  gods,  are  these  my  promised 
joys! 


Enter  Phtsicians< 

Stat.  My  cruel  love,  my  weeping  AlenDder, 
Would  I  had  died  before  yon  entered  here ! 
For  now  I  ask  my  heart  an  hundred  miestions; 
What !  must  I  lose  my  life,  my  lord,  tor  erer  ? 
Alex.  Ha!   villains^  are  they  mortal  ^-^irfast, 

retire! 
Raise  your  dashed  spirits  firom  the  earth,  snd  sa]r. 
Say  she  shall  live,  and  I  will  make  von  kings. 
Give  me  this  one,  this  poor,  this  only  life, 
And  I  will  pardon  you  for  all  the  wounds^ 
Which  your  arts  widen,  all  diseases,  deaths, 
Which  your  damned  drugs  throw  througli  the 

Imgering  world. 
Rox.  lUnd  not  your  temper;  see  agjenedl 

silence 
Confirms  the  bloody  pleasure,  which  I  sought; 
She  dies. 
Akx.  And  darest   thou,    monster,  think  ta 

escape? 
Stat.  life's  on  the  wine, — ^my  kyve,  my  k>nl. 
Come  to  my  arms,  and  tute  the  last  adieo. 
Here  let  me  lie,  and  languish  out  my  soul. 
Alex.  Answer  me,  fanier,  wilt  thou  take  her 

from  me  ? 
What^  is  the  bhick,  sad  hour  at  last  armed^ 
That  I  must  never  clasp  her  body  more  ? 
Never  more  bask  in  her  eye-shine  again  ? 
Nor  view  the  loves,  that  played  in  those  dcsr 

beams. 
And  sliot  me  with  a  thousand  thomaad  smiles? 
Stat.  Farewel,   my  dear,  my  li£e^  my 

loved  lord, 
I  swear  by  Orosoaades,  'tis  more  pleasure. 
More  satisfaction  that  I  thus  die  yours^ 
Than  to  have  lived  another'^-^oFant  m( 

thing. 
Akx.  All,  all,-^but  speak  that  I  may  execute 
Before  I  follow  thee. 

Stat,  Leave  not  the  eardi 
Before  Heaven  calls  you ;  spare  Roxana's  life. 
Twaa  love  of  you,  that  caused  her  give  me  death; 
And,  O !  sometimes,  amidst  your  revels,  think 
Of  your  poor  queen,  and  ere  the  cbearliil  bowl 
Salute  your  lips,  crown  it  with  one  ri^  tear, 
And  I  am  happy.  [Dies. 

Alex*  Close  not  thy  eyes  ; 
Tilings  of  import  1  have  to  speak  before 
Thou  takest  tliy  journey  : — ^Tell  the  gods  Tm 

coming, 
To  give  them  an  account  ef  life  ami  death. 
And  many  other  hundred  thousand  policiea. 

That  much  concern  the  government  or  heavea 

O  she  is  gone !  the  tal&ng  soul  is  mnte ! 
She's  hushed,  no  voice  of  music  novr  ta  heard ! 
The  bower  of  beauty  is  more  still  than  death ; 
The  roses  fade,  and  the  melodious  bird. 
That  waked  their  sweets,  has  left  tfaem  now  fol 

ever* 
Rox,  Tis  certain  now  you  never  afaall  enjci 

her; 
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Thcni(9re  Rooomi  msy  httve  leare  to  hope 
Yoa  wit  at  fcafr  be  kiM,  for  idl  nly  8i»(fertngiy 
My  comieDtSy  racka,  for  thu  last  dreadful  murdeff 
Wikh  farioaa  UAre  of  tiiee  did  brini^  Qpoto  ni«« 
Alex.  O  thofa  vile  creaSOrel.  bear  diee  from 
mys^t, 
Ami  ChatfL  Sfcatiny  that  tboir art  alive: 
Else  tbon  hadst  perished ;  yes,  I  would'  have  rent; 
WifkiDT  wst  hands,  tbafe*  rode;  that  marble  h^art; 
I  wodd  oBLre  dived  tfarou^  seas-  of  Uood  to 

find  i^ 
To  tear  llhe  cruel  qbany  from  it»x3eiiter. 
Mm.  O  t^kt  me  to  your  ailiifl>  and  hide'  ray 


1  love  joa  spite  of  all  jrour  cruelties; 

Ibflte  IS  so  iDodirdivimQr  about  you, 

I  tremble  to  approach :  yet  here's  my  hotd^ 

Nor  wifl  I  leacve  the  sacred- robe>  for  such 

Is  eveij  tUa^  that  touches  that  blest  body : 

HI  iam  it  as  the  reKc  of  a  god-. 

And  love  shall  gra^  it  with  these  dying  hands. 

JJez.  O  that  thou  wcH  a  mab,  that  I  might 
drive 
Thee  roand  tlie  world,  and  scatter  thy  contagion, 
As  «ds  hnrl  mortal  plagues^  when  they  are  angry ! 

Mmt.  Do,  drive  me^   hew  me  into  smallest 


My  dust  shall  be  inspired  wiiii  a  new  fondness-; 
St&l  the  knre^notes  shall  phiy  before  your  eyot, 
WhereVr  you  go^  however  you  despise. 

Akr.  Away!  therc^s  not  a  glance  that  flies 
from  uiee, 
But,  bfae  a  basilidc,  comes  winied  with- death: 

Rat.  O  speak  not  such  harm  ytotds,  my  royal 


Look  not  so  dreadfiil  on  your  kneeling  servant; 
But  take,  dear  sir,  O  take  me  into  grace^ 
By  the  ifear  babe,  the  burden  of  my  woibb, 
Timt  weighs  me  down,  when  I  would  follow 


My  knees  are  weary,  and  my  force  is  spent: 
O  do  DOC  frown,  but  clear  thy  angry  brow  ! 
Your  eyes  will  blast  me,  and  your  words  are  bolts. 
That  strike  me  dead ;  the  little  wretch  I  beay, 
Le^  fritted  at  your  wrath,  and  dies  within 
me. 

AioF.  O  thou  hast  toadied  my  soul  so  tenderly, 
That  I  wiU  raise  thee,  though  thy  hands  are 

ruin. 
Rise,  cruel  woman,  rise,  and  hkve  a  care, 
O  do  not  hurt  that  unborn  innocence, 
For  whose  dear  sake  I  now  foigive  tliee  all. 
Bat  boste^  hegoae  !  fly,  fly  from  these  sad  eyes, 
Ihr  with  thy  pardon,  lest  I  call  it  back ; 
Tnoogh  I  forgive  thee,  I  mast  hate  thee  ever. 

Rut.  I  go,  I  fl^  for  ever  from  thy  sipht. 
My  mortal  injuries  have  turned  my  mind^ 
Aod  I  could  curse  myself  for  being  kind. 
If  there  be  any  majesty  above, 
Tbst  has  revenge  in  store  for  peijured  love. 
Send,  Heaven,  the  swiftest  ruin  on  his  head ; 
Strike  the  destroyer^  lay  the  victor  dead ; 

Vol.  I. 


Kill  the  triomphei',  aad-avenee  my  wrong, 
In  height  of  pomp,  whil6  he  is  warm  and 

young; 
Bmted  wttb  thund^^  let  him  ni^  along. 
And  when  in  the  last  pangs  of  life  he  iies^ 
Grant  I  may  stand  to  dart  him  With  my  eyes : 
Nay,  after  deadi. 

Pursue  his  spotted  gliost^  and  shoot  him  aa  be  flies ! 

[Exit. 

Alex.  O  my  ftdr  star,  I  shall  be  shortly  widi 
thee; 
For  I  already  feel  the  sad  efiects 
Of  those  most  fatal  imprecations. 
What  means  this  deadly  dew  upon  my  f<)reheadf 
My  heart  too  heaves. 

Cai9,  It  will  anon  be  still  [Aude, 

The  poison  works. 

Pol.  Fll  see  the  wished  efiect  [Asuk. 

£rtf  I  remove,  and  gorge  me  with  revenge. 

Enter  Per1>icca8  and  Lysixacbus. 

Per.  1  beg  your  majes^  will  pardon  m^ 
A  fatal  messenger; 

Great  Sysigambis,  hearing  Statira's  deatli, 
Is  now  no  niore ; 

Her  last  wofds  pue  tbe  princess  to  the  brave 
I^simachus :  but  that,  which  most  will  strike  you, 
Your  dear  Hephesdon,  having  drank  too  largely 
At  your  last  feast,  is  of  a  surfeit  de^« 

Alex.  How !  dead  ?  Hephestion  dead  ?  aks  the 
dear 
Unhappy  youth  !-^But  he  sleeps  happy, 
I  must  wake  for  ever  :~^This  object,  thii^ 
This  face  of  fatal  beauty. 
Will  stretdi  my  lids  witn  vast,  eternal  tears  ■ 
Who  had  the  care  of  poor  Hephesdon^s  life  ? 

Ims.  Philarda,  the  Arabian  artist. 

Jtlex.  Fly,  Meleager,  hang  him  on  a  cross ! 
That  for  Hephestion     ■ 
But  here  lies  my  fate ;  Hephestion,  Clyto% 
All  my  victories  for  ever  folded  up : 
Iq  this,  dear  body  my  banner^s  lost. 
My  8ttodard*8  triumphs  gone ! 
O  when  shall  I  be  mad  ?  Give  order  to 
The  army^  that  they  break  their  shields,  swords^ 
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Pound  their  bright  armour  into  dust;  away ! 
Is  there  not  cause  to  put  the  world  in  moumingf 
Tear  all  your  robes : — ^he  (fies,  that  is  not  naked 
Down  to  the  waste,  all  like  the  sons  of  sorrow. 
Burn  all  the  spires,  that  seem  to  kiss  the  sky ; 
Beat  down  the  battlements  of  eveiy  dty  :j 
And  for  iHie  monument  of  this  loved  creature^ 
Root  up  those  bowers,  and  pave  them  til  with 

gold: 
Draw  my  the  Chinges,  make  the  Indies  poor  ^ 
To  build  her  tomb,  no  shrines  nor  altars  spare. 
But  strip  the  shining godstt>  make  it  rare.  [JSjrt/« 
Cms.  Ha !  whither  now?  follow  him^  Polyper' 
chon;  Esk  JPdl 

I  And  Cassander^s  plot  grovrs  full  of  death ; 
Murder  is  ^AxyiDg  oer-  great  matter-piece^ 
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And  the  sad  sisterft  sweat,  so  fast  I  urge  them: 

0  how  I  hug  myself  for  this  revenge ! 

My  fanc/s  great  in  mischief;  for  methinks 
The  night  grows  darker,  and  the  labouring  ghoats, 
For  fear  tmit  I  should  find  new  torments  out, 
Run  o'er  the  old  with  most  prodigious  swiftness. 

1  see  the  fatal  fruit  betwixt  the  teeth. 

The  sieve  brim  full,  and  the  swift  stone  stand  stilL 

Enter  Poltpekchok* 

What,  does  it  work  ? 

FoL  Speak  softly. 

Cast,  Well. 

PoL  It  does; 
I  followed  him,  and  saw  him  swiftly  walk 
Toward  the  palace ;  oftimes  looking  back, 
With  watry  eyes,  and  calling  out  Statira. 
He  stumbled  at  the  gate,  and  fell  along ; 
Nor  was  he  raised  with  ease  by  his  attendants^ 
But  seemed  a  greater  load  than  ordinary. 
As  much  more  as  the  dead  outweigh  the  living. 

Cast.  Said  he  nothing  ? 

PoL  When  they  took  him  up, 
He  sighed,  and  entered  with  a  strange  wild  look, 
Embraced  the  princes  round,  and  said  he  must 
Dispatch  the  business  of  the  world  in  haste. 

Enter  Philip  and  Thessalus. 

PhiL  Back,  back,  all  scatter— With  a  dreadful 
shout 
I  heard  him  cry, '  I  am  but  a  dead  man !' 

Thett,  The  poison  tears  Mm  with  that  height 
of  horror. 
That  I  could  pity  him. 

PoL  Peace where  shall  we  meet  ? 

Catti  On  Saturn's  field. 
Methinks  I  see  the  frij^hted  deities. 
Ramming  more  bolts  in  their  big-bellied  clouds, 
And  firing  all  the  heavens  to  drown  his  noise. 

Now  we  should  lau^i ^But  go^  disperse  your^ 

selves^ 
While  each  soul  here,  that  fills  his  noble  vessel, 
Swells  with  the  murder,  works  with  ruin  o'er; 
And  from  the  dreadful  deed  this  glory  draws, 
We  killed  the  greatest  man,  that  ever  was; 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Alexavdeb  and  all  hit  Attendants, 

Alex.  Search  there,  nay^  probe  me,  search  my 
wounded  reins ! 
Pull,  draw  it  out! 

Lyt,  We  have  searched,  but  find  no  hurt 
Alex,  O  I  am  shot,  a  forked  burning  arrow 
Sticks  cross  my  shoulders :  the  sad  venom  flies, 
Like  lightning,  through  my  fleshy  my  bloody  my 
marrow. 
Lyt.  This  must  be  treasoui 
Perd,  Would  I  could  but  guess ! 
Alex,  Ha !  what  a  change  of  torments  I  en- 
dure! 
A  bolt  of  ice  runs  hissing  through  my  bowels : 


Tis  sure  the  arm  of  death :  give  me  a  diair; 
Cover  me,  for  I  freeze,  and  my  teedi  diatter, 
And  my  knees  knock  together. 

Peri,  Heaven  bless  £e  long ! 

Ales.  Ha!  who  talks  of  heaven? 
I  am  all  hell ;  I  bum,  I  bum  aeain  I 
The  war  grows  wondrous  hot;  hey  for  the  Tiger  1 
Bear  me,  Bucephalus,  amon^  tM  billows:      ^ 
O  'tis  a  noble  beast;  I  vrould  not  change  lum 
For  die  best  horse  die  Sun  has  in  his  stable : 
For  they  are  hot,  their  mangers  full  of  coals, 
Their  manes  are  flakes  of  lightning,  curls  of  fire^ 
And  their  red  tails,  like  meteors,  whisk  aboot 

I^t.  Help  all,  Eomenes,  help !  I  cannot  hold 
him! 

Alex.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  shall  die  vrith  lau^feer. 
Parmenio,  Clytus,  dost  thou  see  yon  fellow, 
That  ragsed  soldier,  that  poor  tattered  Greek  f 
See  howhe  puts  to  flight  the  gaudy  Penaans, 
With  nothing  but  a  rusty  Mlmet  on,  througfi 

which 
The  grizly  bristles^  of  his  pushing  beard 
Drive  them  like  pikes— -Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Perd.  How  wild  he  talks ! 

iMt,  Yet  warring  in  his  wildncss. 

Alex,  Sound,  sound,  keep  your  ranks  dose;  ay, 
now  they  come : 

0  the  brave  din,  the  noble  dank  of  arms ! 
Charge,  charge  apace,  and  let  the  phalanx  more : 
Darius  comes-— ha !  let  me  in,  none  dare 

To  cross  my  fury.^— Philotas  Is  unhorsed  ;~Ay, 
'tis  Darius ; 

1  see,  I  know  him  by  the  sparkling  plumes^ 
And  his  gold  chariot,  drawn  by  ten  white  horses: 

But,  like  a  tempest,  thus  I  pour  upon  him 

He  bleeds !  with  that  last  blow  £  brought  him 

down; 
He  tumbles !  take  him,  snatch  the  imperial  crown. 
They  fly,  they  fly  !-^follow,  follow  I— — Vici»- 

ria!  victoria! 
Victoria !      ■      O  let  me  sleep. 
Perdi  Let^s  raise  him  softly,  and  bear  him  to 

his  bed: 
Alex.  Hold,  the  least  motion  g^es  me  suddca 
death; 
My  vital  spirits  are  quite  parched  up^ 
And  all  my  smoky  entrails  turned  to  ashes. 
Lys.  When  you,  the  brightest   star  that  ever 
shone. 
Shall  set^  it  must  be  night  with  us  for  ever. 

Alex,  Let  me  embrace  you  all  before  I  die : 
Weep  not,  my  dear  companions;  the  good  ^^s 
Shall  send  you,  in  my  stead,  a  nobler  prince. 
One  that  shall  lead  you  forth  with  matchless  con** 
duct 
Lys.  Break  not  our  hearts  with  such  unkind 

expressions. 
Perd.  We  will  not  part  with  jtm,  nor  d[iang< 

for  Mars. 
Alex,  Perdiccas,  take  this  ring. 
And  see  me  laid  in  the  temple  of  Jupiter  Axa 
mon» 
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I^  To  whom  does  your  dread  majesty  be- 

Hie  anpire  of  the  worid  ? , 

Me*.  To  hm  chat  is  most  worthy. 

Pffd.  When  will  yon,  saCred  sir,  ttiat  we  ahonld 
gwe 
To  jfoor  grest  memory  ^lose  divine  honoura^ 
WhKfa  flKh  enlced  virtue  does  deserve  ? 

Alu.  When  yoa  are  all  inost  bappy,  and  in 


YoBT  huds— -O  fadier,  if  I  have  discharged 

[Rues. 
Tin  doty  of  a  man  to  empire  bom ; 


If,  by  unwearied  toil,  I  have  deserved 
The  vast  renown  of  diy  adopted  son, 
Accept  this  soul,  whicn  thou  didst  first  inspire. 
And  which  this  sigh  thus  givtes  thee  back  a^n. 

[Dies. 
lAfi.  Eumenes,  cover  the  fallen  majesty ; 
If  there  be  treason,  let  us  find  it  out ; 
Lysimachus  stands  forth  to  lead  you  on, 
And  swears,  by  these  most  honoured  dear  remains, 
He  will  not  taste  those  joys  which  beauty  brings, 
Till  we  revenge  the  greatest,  best  of  kings. 

( [Exeunt  omnes. 
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MEN. 

Marc  ANtONY. 
VENTiDiuSy  hit  general. 
DoLABELLA,  hit  friend. 
Alexas,  the  queetCt  eunuch. 
Serapion,  priett  of  hit, 
Romant. 
Myrxs. 


WOMEN. 

Cleopatra,  queen  of  Egypt. 
Oct  A  VI  a,  Antonjft  wife. 

r  "a"""*"'  !  Cfa!P«*~'*  '"^. 

Anton^t  two  infant  daughUrt. 


Seenty — Alexandria, 


ACT    I. 


SCENE  I.— 2%«  Ten^le  of  his. 


Serapion,  and  Myris,  Pricttt  qfltitf  diteaveruL 

Ser.  Portents  and  prodigies  are  grown  so 
frequent. 
That  they  have  lost  their  name.    Our  fruitful 

Nile 
Flowed,  ere  the  wonted  season,  with  a  torrent 
So  unexpected,  and  so  wondrous  fierce, 
That  the  wild  deluge  overtook  the  haste 
Even  of  th^  hindfly  that  watched  it    Men  and 

heasts 
Were  borne  abov^  the  tops  of  trees,  that  grew 
On  the  utmost  margin  of  the  water-mark : 
Then  with  so  swift  an  ebb  the  flood  drove  back- 
ward, 
It  slipt  from  underneath  the  scaly  herd : 
Here  monstrous  phoce  panted  on  the  ihore ; 
Forsaken  dolphins  there,  with  their  broad  tails, 
Lay  lashing  the  departing  waves ;  hard  by  them 


Sea-horses,  floundering  in  the  slimy  mud. 
Tossed  up  their  heads,  and  dashed  the  ooae  abcMit 
them. 

Enter  Alexas  behind  them, 

Myr,  Avert  these  omens,  Heaven ! 

Ser.  Last  nigHt,  betwe^  the  hours  of  tvrelva 
and  one. 
In  a  lone  aisle  of  the  temple  while  I  walked, 
A  whirlwind  ruse,  that,  with  a  violent  blast. 
Shook  all  the  dome ;  the  doors  around  me  clapc  ; 
The  iron  wicket,  that  defends  the  vault| 
Where  the  loris  race  of  Ptolemies  is  laid. 
Burst  open,  and  disclosed  the  midity  dead  : 
From  out  each  monument,  in  onfer  placed. 
An  armed  ghost  starts  up ;  the  boy-king  last 
Reared  his  inglorious  h^d :  a  peal  of  groans 
Then  followed,  and  a  lamentable  voice 
Cried,  *  Egypt  is  no  more/  My  bloodf  ran  b^d^ 
My  shaking  km«s  against  each  other  knocbed^ 
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On  the  ooM  {Mivemait  down  I  fell  enCruioedy 
And  to  iififinwhfd  left  the  horrid  scene ! 

Ala,  And  dranml  yon  tfais^  or  did  invent  <fae 
•tory,  [Skewinf  him$elf. 

To  frighlMi  onr  Egyp^inn  boys  withal. 
And  tnin  them  up  bietimes  in  fear  of  priesthood  ? 

iSer.  My  Joid,  I  saw  you  not, 
Nor  meant  my  words  ibould  reach  yonr  ears; 

I  ottered  was  most  true. 

Aitx.  A  foolish  dreaa^ 
'Bnd  Aqb  the  lumes  of  indigMted  feasts 
And  boW  luxury. 

Ser.  1  Jwow  my  duty : 
^oes  no  lartber. 


AUx.  T»  not  fit  it  shottldy 
Nor  woold  the  tames  now  besr  it,  were  it  true. 
All  southern  from  yon  hiUs  the  Roman  camp 
Hancs  o'er  as  black  and  tjireateniog,  like  a  storm 
Jm/^JfnaJdag  on  onr  heads. 

Ser.  Out  taint  Ef^tians  pray  for  Antoi^, 
Bnt  in  their  servile  oearts  they  own  Octavius. 

Myr.  Why,  then,  does  Antony  dream  out  his 
faowa, 
And  tem^  w)ft  fortune  for  a  noble  day. 
Which  m^  icdeem  what  Aotium  lost? 

Akx,  i&  thinks 'tis  past  recovery. 

Ser,  Y^t  the  foe 
Seems  not  to  press  the  siege. 

Akt.  Oh,  tbeee^s  the  wonder. 
Mecaenas  and  Agrippa,  who  can  most 
With  Cesar,  are  his  foes*    His  wife,  Octavia, 
I>riven  from  his  houses,  solicits  her  revenge ; 
And  DolabeHa,  who  waf  once  his  friend. 
Upon  some  private  grod^  now  seeks  his  ruin; 
Yet  stitt  war  seems  ooi  fsither  side  to  deep. 

Ser.  ^Tis  strai^e,  thft  Antony,  for  some  days 
paist, 
Has  not  beheld  the  %2e  of  Cleopatra, 
fiot  here  in  las'  temple  lives  retired, 
fiad  makes  his  heart  a  prey  to  black  despair. 

Akr,  ^s  true;  and  we  much  fear  he  hopes, 
by  absence. 
To  cure  his  mind  oi  love. 

Ser,  If  he  be  vanquished. 
Or  make  his  peace,  Egypt  is  doomed  to  be 
A  Boman  province,  and  our  plenteous  harvests 
Most  then  redeem  the  scarceness  of  their  soil. 
While  Antony  stood  firm,  our  Alexandria 
Rivalled  proud  Rome  (dominion's  odier  seat)^ 
And  fortune  striding,  like  a  vast  Colossus, 
Coold  &L  an  equal  foot  of  empire  here. 

Ale*,  Had  I  my  wish,  diese  tyrants  of  all  na- 


Wbo  lord  it  o'er  mankind,  should  perish,  perish, 
Each  Iff  the  odier's  sword ;  but  since  our  wiH 
Is  lameiy  followed  by  our  power,  we  must 
Depend  on  one;,  with  him  to  rise  or  faU. 

Ser,  How  stmids  the  queen  affected  i 

Ale*.  Oh,shedoats, 
She  doats,  Serapion,  on  this  vanouished  man. 
And  winds  herself  about  his  mighty  ruins^ 


Whom,  would  she  yet  forsake,  yet  yield  him  up, 
Hiis  hunted  prey,  to  his  pursuer's  hands, 
She  might  preserve  us  all :  but  'tis  in  vain — 
This  dumges  my  designs,  this  blasts  mv  counsels, 
And  makes  me  use  all  means  to  keep  him  here, 
Whom  I  could  wish  divided  from  her  anns 
Far  as  the  earth's  deep  centre.    Well,  you  know 
The  state  of  things :  i^o  more  of  your  iU  omens 
And  black  prognostics;  lebour  to  confirm 
The  people  s  hearts. 

inter  VEyTini  vs^  talking  a$ide  with  a  gentle- 
man o/"  Antony's. 

Ser.  These  Romans  will  overhear  us. 
But  who's  that  stranger?  by  his  warlike  port, 
His  fierce  demeanor,  and  erected  look, 
He  is  of  no  vulgar  note. 

Ale*,  Oh,  'tis  Ventidius, 
Our  emperor's  great  lieutenant  in  the  east. 
Who  firet  shewed  R^Mne,  that  Parthia  could  be 

conquered. 
When  Antoay  returned  from  Syria  last. 
He  left  this  man  to  guard  the  Roman  frontiers. 

Ser.  You  seem  to  Know  him  well. 

Alex.  Too  well.    I  saw  him  in  Cilicia  €i^ 
When  Clec^mtra  there  met  Antony : 
A  mortal  foe  he  was  to  us  and  ^gypt. 
But  let  me  witness  to  the  worth  ffaato ; 
A  braver  Roman  never  drew  a  sword : 
Firm  to  his  prince,  but  as  a  firiend,  not  slave : 
He  ne^er  was  of  his  pleasures,  but  presides 
O'er  aU  Ins  cooler  hours,  and  morning  counsels  i 
In  short,  the  plainness,  fierceness,  rugged  virtue 
Of  an  old  true  stampt  Roman  lives  in  him. 
His  coming  bodes,  I  know  not  what,  of  ill 
To  our  a&irs.    Withdraw,  to  mark  him  better, 
And  111  acquaint  you  why  I  sougjht  you  here, 
And  what  is  our  present  work. 

[J^ey  mthdram  to  a  comer  of  the  ttage^  end! 
Ventidius,  wUh  the  other,  comn  forward 
to  thejroni. 

Y^nt,  Mot  see  him,  si^  you? 
I  say  I  must,  and  will. 

Qent,  He  has  commanded, 
On  pain  of  death,  none  should  approach  his  pre- 
sence. 

Vtnt,  I  bring  him  news,  will  raise  his  drooping 
spirits^ 
Give  him  new  life. 

Qent.  He  sees  not  Cleopatra. 

Vent.  Would  he  had  never  seen  her ! 

Gent,  He  eats  not,  drinks  not,  sleeps  not,  has 
no  use 
Of  any  thing  but  thought ;  or  if  he  talks, 
lis  to  hiiqself,  and  then  'tis  perfect  raving ; 
Then  he  defies  the  world,  and  bids  it  pass. 
Sometimes  he  ^naws  his  lips,  and  curses  loud 
The  boy  Octavius ;  then  he  draws  his  mouth 
Into  a  scoHiAil  smile,  and  cries,  '  Take  all ! 
The  worid  is  not  worth  my  care.' 

Vent,  Just,  just  his  natore. 
Virtue  is  fais  path,  but  sometimes  'tis  too  narrow 
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For  his  vast  soul,  and  then  he  starts  out  wide. 
And  bounds  into  a  vice,  that  bears  him  fiir 
From  his  first  course,  and  plunges  him  in  ills : 
But  when  his  danger  makes  him  find  his  faulty. 
Quick  to  observe,  and  full  of  sharp  remorse, 
He  censures  eagerly  his  own  misdeeds, 
Jud^ng  himself  with  malice  to  himself. 
And  not  forgiving  what  as  man  he  did. 
Because  his  other  parts  are  more  than  man. 
lie  must  not  thus  be  lost. 

[Alexas  and  the  prietts  cxmt forward. 
Akx,  Yon  have  your  full  instructions;  now  a^ 
vance; 
Proclaim  your  orders  loudly. 
Ser.  Romans!   Egyptians!   hear  the  queen's 
command. 
Thus  Cleopatra 'bids :  Let  labour  cease ; 
To  pomp  imd  triumphs  give  this  happy  day, 
That  gave  the  world  a  lord ;  'tis  Antony's, 
live  Antony,  and  Cleopatra  live ! 
Be  this  the  general  voice  sent  up  to  heaven, 
And  evenr  public  place  repeat  tnis  echo. 

Vent  Fine  pageantry !  [Ande. 

Ser,  Set  out  l:«fore  your  doors 
The  images  of  all  your  sleeping  fathers. 
With  laurels  crowned ;  with  laureb  v^reath  your 

posts, 
And  strew  with  flowers  the  pavement ;  let  the 

priest 
I)o  present  sacrifice,  pour  out  the  wine. 
And  call  the  gods  to  join  with  you  in  gladness. 
VenL  Curse  on  tlie  tongue  that  bids  this  ge- 
neral jo^ ! 
Can  they  be  fnends  to  Antony,  who  revel 
When  Antony's  in  danger?  Hide,  for  shame^ 
You  Romans^  your  great  grandarcs'  images. 
For  fear  their  souls  should  animate  their  marbles^ 
To  blush  at  their  degenerate  progeny, 
Alex»  A  love,  which  knows  no  bounds  to  An- 
tony, 
Would  mark  the  day  with  honours;  when  all 

Heaven 
Laboured  for  him,  when  each  propitious  star 
Stood  wakeful  in  his  orb  to  watch  that  hour, 
And  shed  his  better  influence :  her  own  birtb-day 
Our  queen  neglected,  like  a  vulgar  fate, 
That  passed  obscurely  by. 

Vent.  Would  it  had  slept 
Divided  far  from  his,  till  some  remote 
And  future  age  had  called  it  out  to  ruin 
Some  other  prince,  not  him ! 

Alex.  Your  emperor> 
Tho'  grown  unkind,  would  be  more  gentle  tlian 
To  upbraid  my  queen  for  loving  him  too  well. 
Vent.  Does  the  mute  sacnfice  upbraid  the 
priest  ? 
He  knows  him  not  his  executioner. 
Oh  !  she  has  decked  liis  ruin  with  her  love, 
Led  him  in  golden  bands  to  gaudy  slaughter, 
And  made  perdition  pleasing :  she  has  left  him 
The  blank  of  what  he  was. 
I  tell  thee,  eunuch,  she  has  quite  unmanned  him : 


Can.  any  Roman  see  and  know  him  now, 
Thus  altered  from  the  lord  of  half  manland. 
Unbent,  unsinewed,  made  a  woman's  toy, 
Shrunk  from  the  vast  extent  of  all  his  honoon^ 
And  crampt  within  a  comer  of  thet  world? 
Oh,  Antony! 

Tliou  bravest  soldier^  and  thoa  bmt  of  fiiend^l 
Bounteous  as  ncvture,  next  to  nature's  God  1 
Couldst  thou  but  make  new  vrorlds^  so  wouldst 

thou  give  them. 
As  bounty  were  thy  being.    Rou^  in  battle 
As  the  first  Romans^  when  they  went  to  war, 
Yet,  after  victory,  more  pitiful 
Than  all  their  praying  vixgi;as  left  at  home ! 
Alex.  Would  you  could  add  to  those  more 

shining  virtues, 
His  truth  to  her,  who  loves  lunL 

Vent.  Would  I  could  not ! 
But  whereforf  wi^ste  I  predoua  hours  with  diee? 
Thou  art  her  darling  Quschief,  hor  chief  eogiiM^ 
Antony's  other  fate.    Gq  tell  thyqueen, 
Ventidius  is  arrived  to  end  her  cfaanns. 
Let  your  Egyptian  timbrels  pUy  iho^y 
Nor  mix  efeminate  sounds  with  Iloinan  trumpets. 
You  dare  not  fight  for  Antony;  go  ^y* 
And  keep,  your  cowards'  holiday  in  temples. 

[Exeunt  AUx.  Ser^» 

Re-enter  the  Gentleman  ofMAWc  Antovt. 

2  Gent.  The  emperor  approadiesy  and  cooi- 
mands. 
On  pain  of  death,  that  none  presume  to  stay. 
1  Gent.  I  dare  not  disobey  him.    - 

[Going  out  WBith  the  oth^- 
Vent.  Well,  I  dare : 
Bat  111  observe  him  first,  un8eel^  and  find 
Which  way  his  humour  drives :  the  rest  FU  ven- 
ture. [Withdrwxt. 


Enter  Antoky,  walking  with  a  disturbed 
tion  hrforehe ipeake. 

Ant.  Thejf  teU  m^  'tis  my  birth-day;  and  IH 
keep  it 
With  double  pomp  of  sadness : 
'Tis  what  the  day  deserves^  which  gave  me  breath. 
Why  was  I  raised  the  meteor  of  the  world. 
Hung  in  the  skies,  and  blazing  bb  I  travelled, 
Till  all  my  fires  were  spept,  uul  tbea  cast  down* 

ward. 
To  be  trod  out  by  Caesar? 

Vent.  [Aiidel  On  my  soul 
'Tis  mournful,  wondrous  moumfiil ! 

Ant,  Count  thy  gains 
Now,  Antony ;  wouldst  thou  be  bom  for  this^ 
Glutton  of  fortune,  thy  devouring  youth 
Has  starved  thy  wanting  age. 

Vent.  [Aside]  How  sorrow  sfaakea  him ! 
So,  now  the  tempest  teasa  him  up  by  the  roots^ 
And  on  the  ground  extends  the  noble  ruki. 

Ant.  [Hefving  thrown  himte^  down]  lie  there, 
thou  shadow  of  an  emneror ; 
The  place,  thou  pressest  on  tiiy  motibey  ^arthi 
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Is  all  tbj  empire  now^  now  it  contains  the«; 
Some  few  days  hence,  and  then  'twill  be  too  large, 
When  tfaoo  art  contracted  in  thy  narrow  urn. 
Shrank  to  a  few  cold  ashes ;  then  Octavia^ 
(For  Cleopatra  will  not  live  to  see  it) 
Octavia  then  will  have  thee  all  her  own^ 
And  bear  thee  in  her  widowed  hand  to  Caes^; 
Cacnr  will  weep,  the  crocodile  will  weep^ 
To  see  his  rival  of  the  universe 
lie  still  and  peaoefiil  there.    Ill  think  no  more 

of  it 
Give  me  some  music ;  look,  that  it  be  sad. 
ni  soothe  my  melandioly,  till  I  swell 
And  bant  myself  with  sighing —        [Soft  musk. 
^n$  aomewhat  to  ray  humour.    Stay,  I  fancy 
Vm  now  turned  wild,  a  commoner  of  nature ; 
Of  all  forsaken,  and  forsaking  all, 
live  in  a  shady  forest's  sylvan  scene, 
Sciefecfaed  at  my  length  beneath  some  blasted 

I  lean  my  head  upon  the  mossy  bark. 
And  kok  just  of  a  piece  as  I  f^w  from  it : 
My  uncombed  locks,  matted  Ime  misletoe. 
Hang  o'er  my  hoary  face ;  a  murmuring  brook 
Rons  at  my  foot 

FaU.  Metfainks  I  fancy 
Myself  there  loo. 

Amt,  The  herd  come  jumping  by  me. 
And  fearless  quench  their  thirst,  while  I  look  on, 
And  take  me  for  their  fellow-citizen. 
More  of  this  image,  more ;  it  lulls  my  thoughts. 

[iS^  muiic  itgaifi' 
can  hold  no  lon- 

cer.  [Stands  before  him, 

Ani.  [Sitting  up]  Art  thou  Ventidiusf 

Vent.  Are  you  Antony  ? 
Vm  liker  what  I  was  than  yon  to  him 
I  left  yon  bist. 

Ant.  Vm  angr^ 

Vent.  So  am  J . 

Ani.  I  would  be  private.    Leave  me. 

Vent.  Sir,  I  love  you,  • 
And  therefore  will  not  leave  you. 

Ant.  Will  not  leave  me  ! 
Where  have  you  learnt  that  answer  ?  Who  am  I  ? 

Vent.   My  emperor  ;   the  man  I  love  next 
heaven: 
If  I  said  more,  I  think  'twere  scarce  a  sin : 
You're  all  that's  good  and  godlike. 

AnL  All  that's  wretched. 
Yoa  will  not  leave  me  then  ? 

Vent.  T^as  too  presuming 
To  say  I  would  not ;  but  I  dare  not  leave  yoii ; 
And  'tis  onkind  in  you  to  chide  me  hence 
So  anoa,  when  I  so  far  have  come  to  see  you. 

Ant.  Now  thou  hast  seen  me,  art  thou  satis- 
fied? 
For,  if  a  friend,  thou  hast  beheld  enough. 
And,  if  a  foe,  too  much. 

Vent.  Look,  emperor,  this  is  no  common  dew : 

[Weeping. 
I  have  not  wept  this  forty  years ;  but  now 


My  mother  comes  afresh  into  my  eyes : 
I  cannot  help  her  softness. 

Ant^  By  heaven  he  weeps !  Poor  good  old  man^ 
he^weeps ! 
The  big  round  drops  course  one  another  down 
The  furrows  of  his  cheeks.   Stop  them,  Ventidius, 
Or  I  shall  blush  to  death ;  they  set  my  shame, 
That  caused  diem,  full  before  me. 

Vent.  I'll  do  my  best 

Ant.  Sure  there's  contagion  in  the  tears  of 
friends; 
See,  I  have  caught  it  too.    Believe  me  'tis  not 
For  my  own  griefs  but  thine — ^Nay,  father—^ 

Vent.  Eknperor. 

Ant.  kmperor!  why  that's  the  style  of  vic- 
tory: 
The  conc^uering  soldier,  red  with  unfelt  wounds, 
Salutes  his  general  so ;  but  never  more 
Shall  that  sound  reach  my  ears. 

Vent.  I  warrant  you: 

Ant.  Actium,  Actium  I  Oh — 

Vent.  It  sits  too  near  you. 

Ant.  Here,  here  it  lies,  a  lump  of  lead  by  day, 
And,  in  my  short  distracted  nightly  slumbers^ 
The  hag,  that  rides  my  dreams 

Vent.  Out  with  it;  give  it  vent. 

Ant.  Urge  not  my  shame — 
I  lost  a  battle. 

Vent.  So  has  Julius  done. 

Ant.  Thou  favourest  me,  and  speakest  not  half 
thou  thinkest ; 
For  Julius  fought  it  out,  and  lost  it  fairly ; 
But  Antony 

Vent*  Nay»  stop  not 

Ant.  Antony 
(Well,  thou  wilt  have  it)  like  a  coward  fled, 
Fled,  while  his  soldiers  fought ;  fled  firsts  Venti- 

dius. 
Thou  longest  to  curse  me,  and  I  give  thee  leave; 
I  know  tliou  camest  prepared  to  rail. 

Vent.  I  did. 

Ant.  I'll  help  thee-^I  have  been  a  man^  Ven^ 
tidius. 

Vent.  Yes,  and  a  brave  one ;  but — 

Ant,  I  know  thy  meaning. 
But  I  have  lost  my  reason,  nave  disgraced 
The  name  of  soldier  with  inglorious  ease ; 
In  the  full  vintage  of  my  flowing  honours 
Sat  still,  and  saw  it  prest  by  other  hands ; 
Fortune  came  smiling  to  my  youth,  and  wooed  i^ 
And  purple  greatness  met  my  ripened  years. 
When  first  I  came  to  empire,  I  wai»  borne 
On  tides  of  people,  crowding  to  my  triumphs, 
The  wish  of  nanons,  and  the  willing  world 
Received  me  as  its  pledge  of  future  peace. 
I  was  so  great,  so  happy,  so  beloved. 
Fate  could  not  ruin  nie,  till  I  took  pains. 
And  worked  against  my  fortune,  cnid  her  from 

me, 
And  tum^  her  loose ;  yet  still  she  came  again. 
My  careless  days,  and  my  luxurious  nights, 
At  length  have  wearied  Her,  and  now  she's  gone. 
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Gone^  RtHMy  dhroroed  forever.    Help  me^  aoW 

dier, 
To  curae  this  raadmany  this  iaduBtrioif s  fod. 
Who  laboured  to  be  wretched.    P/ythee  curse 
me. 
Veni,  No. 
Ant.  Why? 

Vent,  You  are  too  sen»ble  alreadjjr 
Of  what  ^u  have  done^  too  oonsoous  of  your 

faitings, 
And,  like  a  scorpion,  whipt  by  others  first 
To  fury,  stiag  voarself  in  mad  revenge. 
I  would  bring  bafaa,  and  pour  it  in  your  wounds, 
Cure  your  distempered  mind^  and  heal  yoof  for- 
tunes. 
Ant,  I  know  thou  wouldst. 
Vent,  I  wiH. 
Ant.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Vent.  You  laugh. 
Ant.  I  do,  to  see  offidoos  love 
Give  cordials  to  the  dead. 

Vent.  You  would  be  lost  then  ? 
Ant  I  am* 

Vent,  I  saj  you  are  not.    Trr  your  fortune. 
Ant.  I  have  to  the  utmost    Dost  thou  tiunk 
me  desperate 
Without  just  cause?  No^  when  I  found  all  lost 
Beyond  repair,  I  hid  me  from  the  worlds 
And  learned  to  scorn  it  here,  which  now  I  do 
So  heartily,  I  diiidc  it  is  not  worth 
The  cost  of  keeping. 

Vent,  Csesar  thinks  not  so ; 
Hell  thank  you  for  the  gift,  he  oould  not  take. 
You  would  be  killed  like  Tully,  would  you?  Do; 
Hold  out  your  throat  to  Cssar,  and  die  tamely. 
Ant.  No,  I  can  kill  myself,  add  so  resolve. 
Vent.  I  can  die  with  you  tooy  when  time  shall 
serve; 
But  fortune  calls  upon  us  now  to  live, 
To  fight,  to  conquer. 
Ant.  Sure  thou  dreamest,  Ventidius* 
Vent.  No,  'tis  you  dream;  you  sleep  away 
your  hours 
In  desperate  sloth,  misealied  philosophy. 
Up,  up,  for  honour's  sake !  twelve  legions  wait 

you, 
And  long  to  caU  you  chief:  by  painful  jounues 
I  led  them,  patient  both  of  hc»t  and  hunger, 
Down  from  the  Parthian  marches  of  the  Nile : 
'Twill  do  you  good  to  see  their  sunburnt  faces, 
Their  scarred  cheeks,  and  chopt  hands :  there's 

virtue  in  them : 
The/ll  sell  those  mangled  limbs  at  dearer  rates 
Than  yon  trim  bands  can  buy. 
Ant.  Where  left  you  them  ? 
Vent,  I  said  in  Lower  Syria. 
Ant.  Bring  them  hither; 
There  may  l^  life  in  these. 
Vent.  They  will  not  come. 
Ant.  Why  didst  thou  mock  my  hopes  with 
promised  aids 
To  double  mj  de^wir  ?  they  are  mutinous. 


Veni*  Most  firm  and  loyaL 

Ant,  Yet  they  will  not  march 
To  succour  me  ?  Oh  trifler  ! 

Vent.  Tbeyjpetitiott 
You  would  make  haste  to  head  dieask 

Ant.  Fm  besieged. 

Vent.  There's  butone  waj  shut  up^-^HovrcMOt 
I  hither? 

Ant.  I  will  not  stir.  ' 

Vent<  They  would  perhaps  desire 
A  better  reason. 

Ant.  I  have  never  used 
My  soldiers  to  demand  *  reason  of 
My  actions.    Why  did  they  refuse  to  mardi? 

Vent.  They  said  they  would  not  fif^  for  Cle(H 
patra. 

Ant.  What  was  it  they  said?    • 

Vent,  They  said  diey  would  not  fight  for  Cleo- 
patra: 
Why  should  they  fight  indeed  to  make  her  coo- 

auer, 
^e  yon  more  a  slave?  to  gun  you  Iqdi- 
doms, 
Which  for  a  kissy  at  your  next  midnight  feast, 
You'll  sell  to  her  ? — Then  she  new-names  hct 

J'ewels, 
Is  this  diamond  such  or  such  a  tax; 
Each  pendant  in  her  ear  shell  be  a  province. 
Ant,  Ventidius^  I  allow  your  tongue  free  b- 
cence 
On  all  my  other  fiuilts,  haif  on  your  lifie^ 
No  word  of  Cleopatra !  she  deser\'es 
More  worlds  than  I  can  lose. 
Vent,  Behold,  you  powers ! 
To  whom  you  have  entrusted  homankind ; 
See  Europe,  Afric,  Asda,  put  m  halanoe, 
And  all  weighed  down  oy  one  li^t  worthless 

woman ! 
I  think  the  gods  are  Antonies,  nBd  give, 
Like  prodigals,  this  nether  world  away 
To  none  but  waa^teful  hands. 
Ant.  You  grow  presumptuous. 
Vent.   I  take  the  privilege  of  plain  love  ts 

speak. 
Ant.  Plain  love !  plain  artoganoe^  plain  inso> 
lence! 
Thy  men  are  cowards,  thou  an  envious  traitor, 
Who,  under  seeming  honesty,  hath  vented 
The  burden  of  thy  rank  o'cHlowing  ga&l. 
Oh  that  thou  wert  my  eaual,  great  in  arms 
As  the  first  Caesar  was,  tliat  I  mi^t  kill  tliee« 
Without  stain  to  my  honour ! 

Vent.  You  may  kill  me : 
You  have  done  more  already,  csdled  me  traitor. 
Ant.  Art  thou  not  one  ?  * 
Vent.^ToT  shewing  you  yourself^ 
Which  none  else  durst  have  done  ?  But  had  1  been 
That  name,  which  I  disdain  to  speak  again, 
I  needed  not  have  sought  your  abject  fortunes) 
Come  to  partake  your  fate,  to^iic  vrith  yoo. 
What  hindered  me  to  have  led  my  oonqueiicf 
eaglet 
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ToliUOetifk'sbuids?  I  could  have  been 
A  tnutor  thoiy  a  (knioiis  happy  tnalor. 
^idioc  kie  bm  99  odleo. 
i«/.  Fofgive  me,  soldier ; 
J^ave  been  too punonatei 

Vnt  Yon  ditKig;ht  me  falsc^ 
Thou^  my  old  age  betrayed  you.    Kill  n^e^  air, 
Pfajlill  me:  yet  you  Qee4  not ;  you^  nnkindness 
Has  left  yoar  sword  no  work. 

it/.  IcbdDOttfairik  80; 
I  and  it  in  fflj  rage :  prithee  foreiFe  me. 
Whj  didst  tl|on  tempt  my  aoger  by  diaoovery 
Of  what  I  wonld  not  hear? 

ftnt.  No  prince,  but  you, 
CquU  merit  that  sincerity,  I  used ; 
Nor  durst  another  noan  have  ventured  it : 
fi*t  jQQ,  en  love  misled  your  wandering  fjeSf 
Woe  mst  the  chief  and  best  of  human  race, 
fmmedia  the  veiy  pride  and  boast  of  nature ; 
So  pcrfed^  dmt  tlie  gods,  who  formed  you,  won- 
dered 
At  d^  own  akiil,  and  cried,  ^  A  lacky  hit 
Has  mended  our  d^ign  !'  Their' e^vytundered, 
^^^Du  had  heen  immortal,  and  a  pattern, 
^*^  hearen  would  work  for  ostentation  aake» 
To  oopjr  ovt  again. 

Ant,  AitCtoopafcra; 

Go  00,  for  I  can  bemr  it  now. 
Vnt,  No  more. 

Am,  Hkw  dai^at  not  tnist  my  passioi^  )>ut 
thoamayests 
iooo  Qohr  lovest,  the  jesk,  have  pattered  me. 
Tea/.  Heaven^a  M<>f!aF^  on  your  heart  for  that 
tindword! 
^Ihefiere  von  lovame?  Speak  again. 
^  Ipdeed  I  do.    Speak  this,  and  thia»  and 
diia.  \Emhradng  him. 

Tb  praises  were  unjust:  but  rO  deserve  them, 
^jct  mend  ^iL     l>o  with  me  what  thou  wilt : 
^  me  to  victory;  thoo  knowest  tlie  way, 
f«/.  Ao4  will  you  leave  this 
^«^  Prith^  do  not  curse  her, 


And  I  will  leave  her,  though  heaven  knows  I  love 
Beyond  Hfe^  conquest,  empire,  ail  but  honour : 
But  I  will  leave  her. 

Vent.  That  is  my  royal  master. 
And  shall  we  fight  r 

Ant.  I  warrant  thee,  old  soldier ; 
Thou  shalt  behold  me  once  again  in  iron. 
And  at  the  head  of  our  old  troops,  that  beat 
The  Partliians,  ciy  aloud,  'Come,  follow  me/ 
J^ent.  Oh,  now  I  hear  my  emperor !  In  that 
word 
Octavius  fell.    Gods  I  let'  me  see  that  day. 
And  if  I  have  ten  years  behind,  take  all ; 
111  thank  you  for  the  exclumge. 
Ant.  OJ^  Cleopatra ! 
Vent.  Again! 

Ant.  I  have  done ;  in  that  last  sigh  she  went. 
Cassar  shall  know  wfakt  it  is  to  force  a  lover 
From  all  he  holds  most  dear. 

Vent,  Methinks  you  breathe 
Another  soul ;  your  looks  are  most  divine; 
You  speak  a  hero,  and  you  move  a  god. 
4nt.  Oh,  thou  hast  nred  me !  my  soul's  up  in 
arms^ 
And  mans  each  part  about  me.    Once  again 
That  noble  e^emess  of  fight  has  seized  me, 
That  eagerness,  with  which  I  darted  upward 
To  Cassiup^  camp !  in  vmn  the  steepy  hill 
Opposed  my  waVy  in  vain  a  war  of  spears 
Sung  round  my  bead,  and  planted  afl  my  shield; 
I  won  the  trenche^  while  my  foremost  mjen 
]  Laigeed  on  the  plain  below. 
]      Vent.  Ye  gods,  ye  god^ 
For  such  another  honour ! 

Ant.  Come  on,  my  soldier ; 
Our  hearts  and  arms  are  still  the  same :  I  long 
Once  more  to  meet  our  foes,  that  thou  and  I, 
like  Time  and  Deatli,  marching  before  our  tr(X>ps, 
May  taste  fate  to  them,  mow  them  out  a  passage. 
And,  entering  where  the  foremost  squadrons 

yield. 
Begin  the  noble  harvest  of  the  field.      [Eieunt, 


ACT    XL 


SCEKE  tr-'A  grand  SalpoiL 

E9ttr  Cleopatea,  Iras,  and  Alex  as. 

Cito.  What  shall  Ido,  or  whither  shalll^om! 
Veniidias  has  c/eroome,  and  he  wiU  go. 
Aiei,  He  goes  to  fight  for  you. 
Cleo.  Then  he  womd  see  me  ere  he  went  to 

f^OtT  nae  not;  if  once  he  goes,  he  is  lost, 
^  ail  my  hopes  destroyed. 

Akt.  ENoea  this  weak  passion 
li^ntme  a  mi^ty  queen  r 

0/(09.  I  am  no  queen : 
1>  t!it«  to  be  a  queen,  to  be  besieged 
Bf  poa  inmhing  Ronan,  ai>d  to  w^it 

^OL.  f. 


Each  hour  the  victor's  chain?   These  ills  are 

small. 
For  Antony  is  lost,  lind  I  can  mourn 
For  nothing  else  but  him.    Now  come,  Octavius ; 
I  have  no  more  to  lose ;  prepare  thy  bands ; 
I  am  fit  to  be  a  captive :  Antony 
Has  taught  my  mind  the  fortune  of  a  slave. 

Iras.  Call  reason  to  assist  you. 

Cieo.  1  have  none. 
And  none  would  have :  my  love's  a  noble  mad- 


Which  shows,  the  cause  deserved  it    Moderate 

sorrow 
Fits  vulgar  love,  and  for  a  vulgar  man ; 
But  I  have  loved  with  such  transcendent  passion, 
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I  soared  at  first  quite  out  of  reason's  view, 
And  now  am  lost  abovp  it — ^No,  I  am  proud 
Tis  thus :  would  Antony  could  see  me  now ! 
Think  you,  he  woaid  not  sigh  ?  Thou^  h^  must 

leave  me. 
Sure  he  would  sigh;  for  he  is  nohle-oatured, 
And  bears  a  tender  heart :  I  know  him  well : 
Ah  no  I  I  know  him  not:  I  knew  him  once, 
But  now  'tis  past. 

Irat,  Let  it  be  past  with  you : 
Forget  him,  madam. 

Cleo.  Nevfer,  never,  Iras : 
He  once  was  mine,  and  once,  though  now  it  b 

gone, 
leaves  a  faint  image  of  possession  still. 

Alex,  Think  lum  inconstant,  cruel,  and  unr 
grateful. 

Cleo.  I  cannot ;  if  I  could,  those  thoughts  were 
vain: 
Faithless,  ungrateful,  cruel,  though  he  be, 
I  still  must  love  him. 

Enter  Charmiok. 

Now,  what  news,  my  Charmion  ? 

Will  he  be  kind ?  and  will  he  not  forsake  me? 

Am  I  to  live  or  die  ?  Nay,  do  I  live, 

Or  am  I  dead  ?  for  when  he  gave  his  answer. 

Fate  t(K>k  the  word,  and  then  I  lived  or  died. 

Char.  I  found  him,  madam 

Cleo,  A  long  speech  preparing ! 
If  thou  bringest  comfort,  haste  and  give  it  me, 
For  never  was  more  need. 

Jras.  I  know  he  loves  you. 

Pleo,  Had  he  been  kmd,  her  eyes  had  told 
me  so, 
Before  her  tongue  could  speak  it :  now  she  studies 
I'o  soften  what  he  said :  but  give  me  death 
Just  as  he  sent  it^  Charmion,  undisguised, 
And  in  the  words  he  spoke. 

Char.  I  found  him  tnen, 
£ncom|iassed  round,  I  think,  with  iron  statues. 
So  mute,  so  motionless,  liis  soldiers  stood, 
While  awfully  he  cast  his  eyes  about, 
And  every  leader's  hopes  and  fears  surveyed. 
Mcthought   he   looked  resolved,  and  yet   not 

pleased : 
Whci)  he  beheld  me  struggling  in  the  crowd, 
He  blushed,  and  bade  nuu^  way. 

Aier.  There's  comfort  yet 

Char,  Ventidius  fixed  his  eyes  upon  my  pa»- 

Severely,  as  he  meant  to  frown  me  back. 
And  sullenly  gave  place.    I  told  my  message. 
Just  as  you  gave  it,  broken  and  diA>rdered ; 
I  numbered  in  it  all  your  sij^hs  and  tears. 
And  while  I  moved  your  pitiful  request. 
That. you  but  only  begged  a  last  farewell. 
He  fetched  an  inward  groan,  and  every  time 
I  named  you,  sighed,  as  if  his  heart  were  breaking, 
But  shunned  my  eyes,  and  guiltily  looked  down. 
He  seemed  not  now  that  awful  Antony, 
Wiio  shook  an  armed  assembly  with  his  nod. 


But  making  show  as  be  would  rnb  his  tje», 
Disguised  and  blotted  out  a  falling  tear. 

Cleo.  Did  he  tlieb  weep^  and  was  I  wwlh  • 
tear? 
If  what  thou  hast  to  sinr  he  not  as  pleasiog, 
Tell  me  no  more,  but  ret  me  die  oontentM. 

Char.  He  bid  me  say»  be  knew  himself  lo  mil, 
He  could  deny  you  nothing,  if  he  saw  you, 
And  therefore 

Pleo,  Thou  wouldst  say  He  would  not  see  me! 

Char.  And  therefore  begged  ya^  not  to  me  a 
power, 
Which  he  could  iU  reast;  yet  he  should  ever 
K^tpect  you  as  he  ought. 

Cleo.  Is  that  a  wora 
For  Antony  to  use  to  Cleopatra? 
Oh,  that  faint  word  respect !  bow  I  disdun  it! 
Disdain  myself  for  loving  after  it ! 
He  should  have  kept  that  word  for  cold  Octana; 
Respect  is  for  a  wife.    Am  I  that  thin^ 
That  dull  insipid  lump,  without  deures, 
And  without  power  to  give  them  ? 

Alex,  You  misjudge ; 
You  see  through  love,  and  that  deludes  your  s^t, 
As  what  is  straight  seems  crooked  tmoagh  tfaa 

water; 
But  I,  who  bear  my  reason  undistorbed, 
Can  see  this  Antony,  this  dreaded  man, 
A  fearful  slave,  who  fain  would  run  away. 
And  sliuns  his  master's  eyes ;  if  you  pursue  bun, 
My  life  on  it,  he  still  drags  a  chain  aftm^ 
That  needs  must  dog  his  flight. 

Cfeo,  Could  I  beijeve  thee 

AUx.  By  every  circuTUstancc  I  know  he  loves. 
True,  he  is  hard  prcst  by  interest  and  honour; 
Yet  he  but  doubts  and  parleys,  and  casts  out 
Many  a  long  look  for  succour. 

Cleo.  He  sends  word 
He  fears  to  see  my  face. 

Ales.  And  would  you  more  ? 
He  shows  his  weakness,  who  dc*clines  the  coml^; 
And  you  must  urge  your  fortune.  Could  he  speak 
More  plainly  ?  to  my  ears  the  nK^sage  sounds, 
'  Come  to  my  rescue,  Cleopatra,  come  ! 
Come,  free  me  from  Ventidius^  from  my  tyrant; 
See  me,  and  give  me  a  pretence  to  leave  him.* 

[A  march, 

I  hear  his  trumpets.  This  way  he  must  pass. 
Please  you  retire  a  whjle ;  I'll  work  him  first. 
That  he  may  bend  more  easy. 

Cleo.  You  shall  rule  me, 
But  all,  I  fear,  in  vain.  [Exit  with  Char,  and  Iras. 

Alex,  I  fear  so  too, 
Though  I  concealed  my  thoughts  to  make  her 

bold; 
But  it  is  our  utmost  means,  aiid  fate  befriend  it. 
[Withdrawt.    A  nmrch  till  ail  are  oa 

Enter  Lictors  withfaicttj  one  bearing  the  Eaf^U  j 
then  enter  Aivtory  an<f  Vt^VTivivs,  JoUoao 
by  other  Commanders, 

Ant.  Octavius  is  the  minion  of  blind  chance* 
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But  bolds  from  Tirtne  notbing. 
Vemi.  Has  he  courage? 

JmL  Bat  iost  eooo^  to  season  him  from 
ooward. 
Oh !  *Us  the  coldest  youth  upon  a  charge. 
Hie  moat  defiberate  fighter !  if  he  ventures 
(As  in  niyria  once  thej  said  he  did) 
To  storm  a  town,  'tis  when  he  cannot  chuse, 
When  all  the  world  have  fixed  their  eyes  upon 

mm ; 
And  then  he  lives  on  diat  for  seven  years  after : 
But  at  m  dose  revenge  he  never  fiiils. 

VaU.  I  heard  you  challenged  him. 

AjU.  I  did,  Ventidius : 
What  thiokest  thou  was  his  answer  ?  'twas  so  tame 
-'tie  saidy  he  had  more  ways  than  one  to  die, 
Ibadnot. 

YaU.  Poor  I 

Ani,  He  has  more  ways  than  one, 
fibt  he  would  diuse  them  all  before  that  one. 

Feat*  He  first  would  chuse  an  ague  or  a  fever. 

Jni.  Noy  it  must  be  an  ague,  not  a  fever; 
Be  has  not  warmth  enough  to  die  by  that. 

Vent,  Or  old  age  and  a  bed. 

Jaf .  Ay,  there^  his  choice ; 
He  would  live  like  a  lamp  tc  ihe  last  wink. 
And  crewl  apon  the  utmost  verge  of  life. 
Oh,  Hercules !  why  should  a  man  like  this, 
Who  dales  not  trust  his  fate  for  one  great  action, 
Be  all  the  care  of  heaven  ?  why  ihouTd  he  lord  it 
O^cr  fourscore  thousand  men,  of  whom  each  one 
Is  braver  than  himself? 

Vemt,  You  conquered  for  him ; 
Plulippi  knows  it :  there  yon  stuured  with  him 
That  empire,  whidi  your  sword  made  all  your 
own. 

Ant  Fool  that  I  wad !  upon  m^  eagle's  wing9 
I  bore  this  wren  till  I  was  tired  with  soaring 
And  BOW  he  mounts  above  me. 
Good  heavens !  is  this,  is  this  the  man,  who 

braves  m^ 
Who  bids  mj  a^  make  way,  drives  me  before 

him 
To  the  workf  s  ridge,  and  sweeps  me  off  like  rub- 
bish? 

Vent  Sir,  we  lose  time;  the  troopeare  mount- 
ed alL 

Ant.  Then  give  the  word  to  march : 
I  lopi  to  leave  this  prison  of  a  town» 
To  jom  thy  legions,  and  in  open  field 
Once  more  to  show  my  fiure.  Lead^  my  deliverer ! 

Enter  Axexas. 

A2er,  Great  emperor, 
hn^ty  arms  renowned  above  mankind. 
Bat,  m  soft  pity  to  the  oppressed,  a  god, 
lUs  message  sends  the  mournful  Cleopatra 
To  her  darting  lord. 

Vent.  Smooth  aycophant ! 

Alex.  A  thousand  wishes,  and  ten  thousand 


MiOiaiis  mUamg^  wait  you  to  thf 


wars; 


Millions  of  si^  and  teaiS  she  sends  you  too, 
And  would  have  sent 
As  many  embraces  to  your  arms, 
As  many  dear  partins  kisses  to  your  lip^ 
But  those,  she  tears,  have  wearied  you  already* 
Vent.  [Aside.]  False  crocodile ! 
Aie*.  And  yet  she  begs  not  now,  you  would  not 
leave  her ; 
That  were  a  wish  too  mighty  for  her  hopes, 
And  too  presuming  (for  her  low  fortune  and  your 

ebbing  love); 
That  were  a  wish  for  her  most  prosperous  days. 
Her  blooming  beauty,  and  your  growing  kindness. 
Ant.  [Atide.]  Well,  I  must  man  it  oQt-:**-What 

would  the  queen  ? 
Ake,  First  to  thiese  noble  warriors,  who  attend 
Your  daring  courage  in  the  diase  of  fame, 
(Too  daring  and  too  dangerous  for  her  quiet) 
Slie  humbly  recommends  all  she  holds  dear, 
All  her  own  cares  and  fears^  the  care  of  you. 
Vent,  Yes,  witness  Actium. 
Ant.  Let  him  speak,  Ventidius. 
Alex.  You,  when  hu  matchless  valour  bears 
him  forward 
With  ardour,  too  heroic,  on  his  foes ; 
Fall  down,  as  she  would  do,  before  his  feet. 
Lie  in  his  way,  and  stop  the  paths  of  death ; 
Tell  him  thisjBod  is  not  invulnerable, 
That  absent  Cleopatra  bleeds  in  him ; 
And,  that  you  may  remember  her  petition, 
She  begs  you  wear  these  trifles  as  a  pawn, 
Whidi,  at  your  wished  return,  she  will  redeem 

[Givetjeweli  to  the  Commander^. 
With  all  the  wealth  of  £|^t 
This  to  the  great  Ventidius  she  presents. 
Whom  she  can  never  count  her  enemy. 
Because  he  loves  her  lord. 

Vent.  Tell  her  111  none  of  it ; 
I  am  not  ashamed  of  honest  poverty : 
Not  all  the  diamonds  of  the  east  can  bribe 
Ventidius  from  his  faith.    I  hope  to  see 
These,  and  the  rest  of  all  her  sparkling  store, 
Where  they  shall  more  deservingly  be  placed. 
Ant.  And  who  must  wear  them  then  ? 
Vent.  The  wronged  Octavia. 
Ant.  You  might  have  spared  that  word. 
Vent.  And  she  that  bribe. 
Ant.  But  have  I  no  remembrance  ? 
Alex.  Yes,  a  dear  one ; 
Your  slave,  the  queen 
Ant.  My  mbtress. 
\/l^.  Then  your  mistress. 
Your  mistress,  would,  she  says,  have  sent  her  soul, 
But  that  you  had  long  since ;  she  humbly  begs 
This  ruby  bracelet,  set  with  bleeding  hearts, 
(The  emblems  of  her  own)  may  bind  your  arm.. 

[Pretenting  a  bracelet. 
Vent.  Now,  my  best  lord,  in  honour's  name  I 
ask  you, 
For  manhood's  sak^  and  for  your  own  dear  safety. 
Touch  not  these  poisoned  gifts, 
Infected  by  the  sender !  toadi  them  not! 
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Myriads  of  bluest  plagues  lie  anderneath  dieni^ 
And  more  than  aconite  has  dipt  the  silk. 
Ant.  Nay,  now  you  grow  too  cynical,  Vent^ 
dius; 
A  lady*s  favoors  may  be  worn  with  honour. 
What,  to  refuse  her  bracelet !  on  my  soul. 
When  I  lie  pensive  in  my  tent  alone, 
^will  pass  me  wakeful  hours  of  winter  nights 
To  tell  these  pretty  beads  upon  my  arm. 
To  count  for  every  one  a  soft  embrace, 
A  melting  kiss  at  such  and  such  a  time. 
And  now  and  then  the  fury  of  her  love, 
When — ^And  what  harm's  m  this? 

Aiet,  None,  none,  my  lord. 
But  what's  to  her,  that  now  'tis  past  for  ever. 
Ant.  [Going  to  tie  it.]  We  soldiers  are  so 

aokwara — ^help  me  de  it 
Ale*.  In  faith,  my  lord,  we  courtiers  too  are 
aukward 
In  these  affiurs;  so  are  all  men  indeed ; 
But  shall  I  speak? 
Ant*  Yes,  freely. 

Alex,  Then,  my  lord,  fair  hands  alone 
Are  fit  to  tie  it ;  she,  who  sent  it,  can. 

Vent.  Hell!  death!  thiseunnch  pandar  ruins 
you. 
You  will  not  see  her  ?  [Alexat  wkitpen 

an  attendantf  who  gou  out. 
Ant.  But  to  take  my  leave. 
Vent.  Then  I  have  washed  an  Ethiop.    You 
are  undone ! 
You're  in  the  toils!  you're  taken!  youVe  det-i 

troyed! 
Her  eyes  do  Cesar's  work. 
Ant.  You  fear  too  soon : 
I  am  constant  to  myself:  I  know  my  strength; 
And  yet  she  shall  not  think  me  barbarous  neither, 
Bom  in  the  deeps  of  Afric :  Fm  a  Roman, 
Bred  to  the  rules  of  soil  huraanior. 
A  guest,  and  kindly  used,  should  bid  farewelL 

Vent.  You  do  not  know 
How  weak  you  are  to  her,  how  much aa  infant; 
You  are  not  proof  against  a  smile  or  glance; 
A  sigh  will  quite  disarm  you. 

Ant.  See,  she  comes  f 
Now  you  shall  find  your  error.    Gods!  I  thank 

you; 
I  formed  the  danger  greater-  than  it  was^ 
And  now  'tis  near  'tis  lessened. 
Vent.  Mark  die  end  yet. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Cbarm ion,  and  Iba& 

Ant.  Well,  madam,  we  are  met. 

Cleo.  Is  this  a  meeting ! 
Then  we  must  part ! 

Ant.  We  must 

Cleo.  Who  says  we  must  ? 

Ant.  Our  own  hard  fates. 

Cleo.  We  make  those  fates  ourselves. 

Ant.  Yes,  we  have  made  them;  we  have  loved 
each  othec^ 
Into  our  mutual  ruin. 


Cleo.  The  gods  have  seen  my  joyi  with  emioQB 
eyes; 
I  have  no  friends  in  heaven;  and  ail  the  worid 
(As  'twere  the  business  of  mankind  to  part  us) 
Is  armed  agiiinst  my  love;  even  you  vourself 
Join  with  the  rest :  you,  you  are  armed  agvoft  ine. 

Ant.  I  will  be  justified  in  all  I  do 
To  bite  posterity,  and  therefore  hear  me. 
If  I  mix  a  lie 

With  any  truth,  reproach  me  freely  with  it, 
Else  favour  me  with  silence. 

Cleo.  You  command  me, 
And  I  am  dumb. 

Vent.  I  like  this  well :  he  shows  authority. 

Ant.  That  I  derive  my  ruin 
From  you  alone— 

Cleo.  Oh,  heavens !  I  ruin  you ! 

Ant.  You  promised  me  your  silence,  and  yon 
break  it. 
Ere  I  have  scarce  begun. 

Cleo,  Well,  I  obey  you. 

Ant.  When  I  beheld  you  firsts  it  was  in  Egypt, 
Ere  Caesar  saw  your  eyes :  you  gave  me  love, 
And  were  too  young  to  know  it.    That  I  settled 
Your  father  in  his  urone  was  for  your  sake; 
I  left  the  acknowledgment  for  time  to  ripeo. 
Cesar  stepped  in,  aiKl,  with  a  greedy  band. 
Plucked  tne  green  fruit,  ere  the  first  blush  of  red, 
Yet  cleaving  to  the  bough.    He  was  my  lord> 
And  was  b^de  too  great  for  me  to  rival : 
But  I  deserved  you  firsts  thou^  he  enjoyed  yon. 
When  after  I  beheld  you  in  Cilicia, 
An  enemy  to  Rome,  I  oardoned  you. 

Cleo.  I  cleared  myself 

Ant.  Again  you  break  your  promise  \ 
I  loved  you  still,  and  took  your  weak  excuses, 
Took  you  into  my  bosom,  stained  by  Cesar, 
And  not  half  mine :  I  went  to  £#ypt  with  yoii» 
And  hid  roe  from  the  business  oftbe  world, 
Shut  out  inquiring  nations  from  ray  sigbt) 
To  give  whole  years  to  you. 

Vent,  Yes,  to  your  shame  be  it  spoken !  [JsOf^ 

Ant.  How  I  loved, 
Witness  ye  days  and  n%|its,  and  all  ye  bours» 
That  danced  away  with  down  upon  your  feet, 
As  all  your  business  were  to  count  mv  paasioD. 
One  day  passed  by,  and  nothing  sew  but  love; 
Another  came,  and  still  'twas  cnoIt  love : 
The  suns  were  weaned  out  with  Kioking  oo. 
And  I  untired  with  loviiiff. 
I  saw  you  every  day,  and  all  the  daj. 
And  every  day  was  still  but  as  the  hrst. 
So  eager  was  I  still  to  see  you  mcwe. 

Vent.  Tis  all  too  true. 

Ant.  Fulvia,mv  wife,  grew  jealous 
As  she  indeed  had  reason,  raised  a  war 
In  Italy,  to  call  me  back. 

Vent.  But  yet 
You  ment  not 

Ant.  While  withm  your  arms  I  lay. 
The  world  fell  mouldering  from  my  hands  eac^ 
hour, 
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And  left  ne  scMPoe  »  grtsp;  I  diaak  your  lore 
far't 

Feat.  WeUpmhed:  that  Uut  was  home. 

Ck^  Yet  may  I  speak  f 

Ant.  If  I  have  amd  a  ftilaehood)  yes;  eke  not 
Tour  aknoe  says  I  have  hoc    Fulvia  died : 
(P^OBy  you  gods !  with  my  unkindness  died.) 
T9  set  the  worid  at  peace,  I  took  Octavia, 
Tfais  Cctai's  sister.    In  her  pride  of  youth 
And  flower  of  beau^  did  I  wed  that  lady, 
WhoiBy  bliuhiiigr  I  must  praisey  although  I  left 

her. 
Yoa  called ;  my  love  obeyed  the  fatal  summons : 
This  raised  the  Roman  arms;  the  cause  was  yours. 
I  would  have  fought  by  land,  where  I  was  stronger; 
Yob  hindered  it ;  yet,  when  I  fou^t  by  sea, 
Fstaook  me  fighting ;  and— -oh  stam  to  honour ! 
Ohlarting  shame !  I  knew  not  that  I  fledy 
Bat  fled  to  follow  you. 

VtMt.  What  haste  she  made  to  hoist  her  purple 


And  to  anp^v  magnificent  in  flinty 
Diew  hail  our  strength  away. 
Amt.  All  this  you  caused : 
And  woidd  you  multiply  more  ruins  on  me  ? 
This  honest  man,  my  nest,  my  only  friend, 
Bm  gathered  up  the  shipwredc  or  my  fortunes : 
Twelve  lepons  1  have  left,  my  last  recruits^ 
And  you  mive  watched  the  news^  and  bring  your 


To  sose  them  too.  If  you  have  aught  to  answer, 
Now  speak,  you  have  tree  leave* 

Alex*  She  stands  confounded : 
Denair  is  in  her  eyes.  {Ande, 

rent.  Now  lay  a  sigh  in  the  way  to  stop  his 


Prepare  a  tear,  and  bid  it  fcMr  his  legions : 
1b  like  they  shall  be  sold. 
Ck9.  How  shall  I  plead  my  cause,  when  you, 
my  judge, 
Alzcady  have  condemned  me  ?  Shall  I  bring 
Tlie  love,  you  bore  me,  for  my  advocate  ? 
That  now  is  turned  against  me,  that  destroys  me; 
For  love,  onoe  past,  is,  at  the  best,  forgotten, 
But  oftener  sours  to  hate.  It  will  please  my  lord 
To  ram  me,  and  therefore  Til  be  guilty; 
Bat  could  I  onoe  have  thought  it  would  have 

pleased  you. 
That  yen  vronld  pry  vrith  narrow  searching  eyes 
Into  my  faults^  severe  to  my  destruction, 
And  watchii^  all  advantages  with  care, 
That  serve  to  make  me  wretched!   Speak,  my 

lord. 
For  I  end  here.    Though  I  deserve  this  usage, 
Wts  it  hhe  you  to  gjLve  it  ? 
Ani,  Oh,  you  wrong  me. 
To  dank  I  sought  this  parting  or  desired 
To  aocQse  yoQ'moie  than  what  vrill  clear  myself. 
And  iosli|^  this  breach. 

Cko,  Tnus  km  I  thank  you. 
And,  Bnce  my  imooeneawiU  not  offimd, 
1  doll  Qot.Uush  to  own  it. 


Vent.  After  this, 
I  think  she'll  blush  at  nothing, 

Cleo,  You  seem  grieved 
(And  therein  you  are  kind)  that  Cssar  first 
£njoYed  mv  love,  though  you  deserved  it  better; 
For  nad  I  first  been  yours»  it  would  have  saved 
My  second  choice ;  I  never  had  been  his. 
And  ne*er  had  been  but  yours.    But  Cesar  firsts 
You  say,  possessed  my  love.    Not  so,  my  lord : 
He  first  possessed  my  person,  you  my  love : 
Caesar  loved  me,  but  I  loved  Antony : 
If  I  endured  him  after,  'twas  because 
I  judeed  it  due  to  the  first  name  of  men; 
Ajid,  naif  constrained,  I  mcve,  as  to  a  tyrant, 
What  he  would  take  by  force. 

Vent,  Oh,  siren !  siren  I 
Yet  grant  that  all  the  love  she  boasts  were  true. 
Has  she  not  ruined  you?  I  still  urge  that^ 
The  fatal  consequence. 

Cieo.  The  consequence  indeed, 
For  I  dare  challenge  him,  my  greatest  foe. 
To  say  it  vras  desiened.    It  is  true  I  loved  you. 
And  kept  you  far  from  an  uneasy  wife, 
Such  Fulvia  was* 

Yes ;  but  he'll  say  you  left  Octavia  for  me : 
And  can  you  blame  me  to  receive  that  love. 
Which  quitted  such  desert  for  worthless  me  f 
How  often  have  I  wished  some  other  Caesar, 
Great  as  the  first,  and  as  the  second  young. 
Would  court  my  love,  to  be  refused  for  you ! 

Vent  Words,  wordis !  but  Actium,  sir,  remem- 
ber Actium ! 

Cleo.  Ev'n  there  I  dare  his  malice.    True,  I 
counselled 
To  fight  at  sea;  but  I  betrayed  you  not : 
I  fle<^  but  not  to  the  enemy.    Tvnis  fear: 
Would  I  had  been  a  man  not  to  have  feared! 
For  none  would  then  have  envied  me  your  friend* 

ship,. 
Who  envy  me  your  love. 

Ant»  We  are  both  unhappy : 
If  nothing  else,  yet  our  ill  fortune  parts  us. 
Speak !  would  you  have  me  perish  by  mf  stay  ? 

Cleo.  If,  as  a  friend,  you  ask  my  judgment,  go; 
If,  as  a  lover,  stay.    If  you  must  perish — 
Tis  a  hard  word — but  stay. 

Vent,  See  now  the  effects  of  her  so  boasted 
love! 
She  strives  to  drag  yon  down  to  ruin  with  her; 
But  could  she  'scape  without  you,  oh,  how  soon 
Would  she  let  go  tier  hold,  and  haste  to  shore, 
And  never  look  behind ! 

Cleo.  Then  judge  my  love  by  this. 

[Giving  Antony  a  wmting. 
Could  I  have  borne 
A  life  or  death,  a  happiness  or  woe. 
From  yours  divided,  this  had  given  me  means. 

Ant,  By  Hercules  the  writiiK  of  Octavius ! 
I  know  it  well :  'tis  that  proscribing  hand. 
Young  as  it  was,  that  lea  the  wi^  to  mine, 
And  left  me  but  the  second  place  in  murdei 
See,  sec,  Ventidius !  here  he  ofiers  Egypt^ 
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And  joioB  all  Syria  to  it  as  a  pment, 
So  in  requital  slie  forsakes  my  fortunes. 
And  joins  her  arms  with  his. 

Cuo.  And  yet  you  leave  me ! 
Tou  leave  me,  Antony;  and  yet  I  love  yoa  I 
Indeed  I  do !  I  have  refused  a  kingdom, 
That's  a  trifle ; 

For  I  could  part  with  life,  with  any  thing, 
But  only  you.    Oh  let  me  die  hut  with  you  S 
Is  that  a  bard  recjuest  ? 

AnL  Next  living  with  you 
lis  all,  that  heaven  can  give. 

Ateje*  He  melts ;  we  conquer.  ^  [Aude, 

Cleo.  No»  you  shall  go;  your  interest  oill  you 
hence: 
Yes,  your  dear  interest  pulls  to  strone  for  these 
Weas  arms  to  hold  you  here*—   [Ta£«<  hi$  hand. 
Go,  leave  me,  soldier, 

(For  you're  no  more  a  lover)  leave  me  dying; 
Push  me  all  pale  and  panting  from  your  bosom, 
And,  when  your  march  begins,  let  one  run  after, 
Breathless  almost  for  joy,  and  cry, '  She's  dead !' 
The  soldiers  shout    You  then  perhaps  may  sigh, 
And  muster  all  your  Roman  gravity; 
Ventidius  chides,  and  straight  your  brow  clears 

up, 
As  I  had  never  been^ 

Ant.  Gods !  'tis  too  much !  too  much  for  man 
to  bear! 

CUo.  What  is  it  for  me  then, 
A  weak  forsaken  woman,  and  a  lover  ? 
Here  let  me  breathe  my  last ;  envy  me  not 
Tbis  minute  in  your  arms !  111  die  apace, 
As  fast  as  e'er  I  can,  and  end  your  trouble. 

Ami^  Die! — ^rather  let  me  perish,  loosened 
nature 
Xeap  &om  its  hinges,  sink  the  props  of  heaven. 
Ana  faU  the  skies  to  crush  the  nether  world ! 

-  [Embracet  her. 


My  eyesi  my  soul !  mj  all ! — 

Vent  Ajm  what's  this  toy, 
Id  baiaaoe  irith  your  fortune,  honour,  fame  ? 


Am,  What  is  it,  Ventiditts  ?  it  ootweiritt  them 
all. 
Why,  im  hare  nfore  than  conquered  Cesar  now; 
My  queen's  not  only,  innocent,  but  loves  me. 
This,  this  is  she,  who  drags  me  down  to  ruin ! 
But,  could  she  escape  widioat  me^  with  what 

haste 
Would  she  let  slip  her  hold,  and  make  to  shore. 
And  never  look  behind ! 
Down  on  thy  knees,  blasphemer  as  thou  ut, 
And  ask  forgiveness  of  wronged  innooenoe. 

Vent,  I'll  rather  die  than  take  it    Will  jfou 
go? 

Ant,  Go!  whither?  go  from  all  tbatTs  excel- 
lent ! 
Faith,  honour,  virtue,  all  good  things,  foibid 
That  I  should  go  from  her,  who  sets  my  love 
Above  the  price  of  kingdoms.    Give,  yoa  gods  I 
Give  to  your  boy,  your  Caesar, 
This  rattle  of  a  globe  to  play  withal. 
This  gewgaw  world,  and  put  him  cheaply  off; 
m  not  be  pleased  with  less  than  Cleopatra. 

CieOi  She's  wholly  yoursi    My  heart's  so  iiill 
of joy, 
That  I  shall  do  some  wild  extravagance 
Of  love  in  public,  and  the  foolish  worid. 
Which  knows  not  tenderness,  will  think  me  mad. 

Vent,  Oh  women !  women !  women  I  all  the 
gods 
Have  not  such  power  of  doing  good  to  man 
As  you  of  doing  harm.  [Exit. 

Ant,  Our  men  are  armed : 
Unbar  the  gate,  that  looks  to  Cesar's  camp;' 
I  would  revenge  the  treachery  he  meant  me, 
And  long  security  makes  conquest  easy. 
I'm  eager  to  return  before  I  go. 
For  all  the  pleasures  I  have  known  beat  tfakic 
On  my  remembrance.    How  I  long  for  night ! 
That  both  the  sweets  of  mutual  love  may  tiy. 
And  triumph  once  o'er  Caesar  ere  we  die. 

[Exeunt 


ACT  m. 


BCESlE,t 


Enter  CLSOfATHL,  Chabmion,  Iras,  Alcxas, 
and  a  train  of  J^gyptiansy  Antom  y  and  Romans  ; 
Cleopatka  crawm  Ahtomt. 

Antt  I  Tbovoht  how  those  white  arms  would 
fold  me  in. 
And  Strain  me  close  and  melt  me  into  love : 
So  pleased  with  that  sweet  image  I  sprung  for- 
wards, 
And  added  all  my  strength  to  every  blow. 
Cleo,  Come  to  me^  come,  my  soldier,  to  my 
arms ! 
You  have  been  too  long  away  from  my  embraces; 
But  when  I  have  you  &t,  and  all  my  own, 
With  broken  murmurs  and  with  amorous  sighs 
111  say  you  are  unkind,  and  punish  you. 
And  mark  you  red  with  many  an  eager  Ipaii 


Ant:  My  brighter  Venus ! 

CUo,  Oh,  m^  greater  Mars ! 

Anti  Thou  joinest  us  well,  my  love. 
Suppose  me  come  from  the  Phlegraetui  plains^ 
Wnere  gasping  giants  lay  cleft  by  my  sword, 
And  mountain-tops  pai'd  off  each  otner  Uow 
To  bury  those  I  slew ;  receive  me,  goddess! 
Let  Cssar  spread  his  subtle  nets,  like  Vulcan; 
In  thy  embraces  I  would  be  beheld 
By  heaven  and  earth  at  once. 
And  make  their  envy  what  they  meant  dieir 

sport, 
Let  those,  who  took  us,  blush ;  I  would  kwe  oi^ 
With  awful  state,  rcsardless  of  their  fnmns, 
As  their  superior  god. 
There's  no  satiety  of  love  in  thee ; 
Enjoyed,  thou  stUl  art  new ;  jperpetoal  spring 
Is  m  thy  arms;  the  ripened  fruit  but  fwm. 
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And  IJotwiM  rise  to  fill  ita  aaptj  place, 
Aod  I  gimr  rich  bj  gmng. 


EtUer  Vehtibius^  amd  itands  apart. 
Akx*  Oily  now  ^  danger's  past^  your  general 


He  joins  not  injoor  iojs^  norminds  your  triumphal 
Bat  with  oootracted  brows  looks  frowning  on, 
As  emrviDg  your  socoess. 

JjU-NowyOnniysoaly  he  lovesme,  truly  lovesme; 
He  never  flattered  me  in  any  rice, 
But  awea  me  with  his  virtue :  even  this  minute^ 
ifpAmlra^  he  has  a  rwht  of  chiding  me. 
Lad  to  the  ten^ie ;  111  avoid  his  presence ; 
It  chedu  too  strcMig  upon  me.  [Exeunt  the  rut. 
[As  AMUimy  u  gomgy  VaUidiiu  jmU$  him 
kyt Aerobe. 
Feat.  Emperor! 
Jxt.  Tis  the  old  argoment;  I  prithee  spare 


[Looking  hqck. 

Vent.  Bat  this  one  hearing^  emperor. 

Ant.  Let  go 
lly  robe^  or  bv  my  father  Heycules     ■  n.  >i 

Vent.  By  Herculean  father — ^that^s  yet  creater, 
I  bring  yoa  somewhat  you  would  wish  to  Know, 

Ant.  Thaa  aeest  we  are  observed ;  attend  me 


And  rn  letnm.  [Erit. 

Vent.  Vm  waning  in  his  favour,  yet  I  love  hini; 
I  lore  this  man,  d^  runs  to  meet  his  ruin ! 
And  sure  the  gods,  like  me,  are  fond  of  bin| : 
Ub  victaes  lie  so  mingled  with  his  Grimes, 
As  would  oonfound  their  ehpice  to  punish  one, 
And  not  reward  the  other. 

Enter  An toivt. 

Ant.  We  can  conquer. 
Ton  sec^  without  your  aid : 
We  lave  <fisiodged  their  troops. 
They  look'en  as  at  distance,  and  like  curs, 
^Scaued  from  the  Bon's  paws,  the  v  bay  far  oS, 
And  lick  their  wounds,  and  fiuntiy  threaten  war. 
fire  Aoosand  Romans,  with  their  faces  upward, 
lie  breatfalesB  on  the  plain. 
Feat  ^Hs  well;  and  he 
Who  lost  them  could  have  spared  ten  thousand 

more: 
Tet  if  by  this  advantageyon  OQuld  giun 
Aa  easier  peace,  while  Qesar  doubts  the  chance 
Of 


Ant.  (%,  think  not  on  it,  Ventidios ! 
Ihe  bov  pursues  ro  v  ruin ;  hell  no  peace ! 
His  muice  is  considerate  in  advantage : 
Oh,  Ws  die  coolest  murderer !  so  staunch, 
Be  kills  and  keeps  his  temper. 

Vent.  Have  you  no  friend 
In  sD  his  army,  who  has  power  to  move  (lim  ? 
Meoeaas  or  Agrippa  mi^t  do  much. 

Ant.  TheyVe  both  too  deep  in  Oesar's  in- 


We!U  work  it  out  by  dint  of  sword,  or  perish* 


Vent.  Fain  I  would  find  some  other. 

Ant.  Thank  thy  bve. 
Some  four  or  ^ve  sudi  victories  as  this 
Will  save  thy  farther  pains. 

Vent.  Expect  no  more ;  Cesar  is  on  his  euard. 
I  know,  sir,  you  have  conquered  against  odds; 
But  still  you  draw  supplies  from  one  poor  town. 
And  of  l^ptians ;  he  has  all  the  world, 
And  at  his  beck  nations  come  pouring  in 
To  fill  the  gaps  you  make.    Pray  think  again. 

jint.  Why  dost  thou  drive  me  from  myself  to 
search 
For  foreign  aids,  to  hunt  my  memory. 
And  range  all  o^er  a  wide  and  barren  place. 
To  find    a  friend  ?  The    wretched   have   no 

friends—— 
Yet  I  have  one^  the  bravest  youth  of  Rome, 
Whoo)  CsBsar  loves  beyond  the  love  of  women; 
He  .could  resolve  his  mind,  as  Bre  does  wax. 
From  that  hard  rugged  image  melt  him  dowiv 
And  mould  him  in  what  softer  form  he  pleased^ 

Vent.  Him  would  I  see,  that  man  or  all  the 
world! 
Just  such  a  one  we  want 

Ant.  He  loved  me  too ; 
I  was  his  soul ;  he  lived  not  but  in  me  : 
We  were  so  closed  within  each  other^s  tMreasta^ 
The  rivets  were  not  found,  that  joined  us  first. 
That  does  not  reach  us  yet :  we  were  so  mixt 
As  meeting  streams,  bom  to  ourselves  were  lost: 
We  were  one  mass :  we  could  not  dve  or  take 
But  from  the  same ;  for  he  was  I,  I  he. 

Vent.  He  moves  as  I  would  wish  him.  [Aside* 

Ant.  After  this 
I  need  not  tell  his  name :  'twas  Dolabella. 

Vent.  He  is  now  in  Caesar's  camp. 

Ant.  No  matter  where. 
Since  he  is  no  longer  mine.    He  took  unkindly. 
That  I  forbad  him  Cleopatra's  sight. 
Because  I  feared  he  loved  her.    He  confest 
He  had  a  warmth,  which  for  my  sake  he  stifled ; 
For  'twere  impossible,  that  two,  so  one. 
Should  not  have  loved  the  same.    When  he  do-^ 

parted, 
He  took  no  leave,  and  that  confirmed  my  thoughts^ 

Vent.  It  argues,  that  he  loved  you  more  than 
her, 
Else  he  had  staid ;  but  he  perceived  you  jealous, 
And  would  not  grieve  his  friend.    I  know  he 
loves  you. 

Ant.  1  should  have  seen  him,  then,  ere  now. 

Vent.  Perhaps 
He  has  thus  long  been  labouring  for  your  peace. 

Ant.  Would  he  were  here ! 

Vent.  Would  you  believe  he  loved  you  I 
I  read  your  answer  in  your  eyes,  you  would^ 
Not  to  conceal  it  longer,  he  has  scot 
A  messenger  from  Caesar's  camp  with  letters. 

Ant.  Let  him  appear. 

Vent.  I'll  bring  him  instantly. 
[Exit  Venttdhuj  and  re^rUer^  immediate^ 
with  Doiabeila.  ^ 
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Ant,  Tis  he  himself^  himaelf !  by  holy  firiaid- 
ship !  [Runi  to  eml>race  Asm. 

Art  thou  returned  at  lasty  my  better  half  i 
Come,  give  me  all  myself ! 
Let  me  not  live, 

If  the  young  brid^room,  longing  for  his  night, 
Was  ever  half  so  fond ! 

DoL  I  must  be  silent,  for  my  soul  is  bu^ 
About  a  nobler  woric    She's  new  oome  home, 
like  a  long  absent  man^  and  wanders  o'er 
Bach  room,  a  stranger  to  her  own,  to  look 
If  all  be  safe. 

Ant,  Thou  hast  what's  left  of  me^ 
For  I  am  now  so  sunk  from  what  I  was, 
Thou  findest  me  at  my  lowest  watermark  s 
The  rivers^  that  ran  in,  and  raised  my  fortMnes, 
Are  all  dned  up,  er  take  another  course  : 
AVhat  I  have  leu  is  from  my  native  spring ; 
I  have  still  a  heart,  that  swells,  in  scorn  of  fate, 
And  hfb  me  to  my  banks. 

DoL  Still  you  are  lord  of  all  the  world  to  me. 

Ant,  Why  then,  I  yet  am  so,  for  thou  art  all ! 
If  I  had  any  joy,  when  thou  wert  absent, 
I  grudged  it  to  myself;  methooght  I  robbed 
Thee  of  thy  part    But  oh,  my  Dolabella ! 

Thou  hast  beheld  me  other  mui  I  am 

Hast  thou  not  seen  my  morning  chambers  filled 
With  soeptered  slaves,  who  waited  to  salute  me? 
With  eastern  monarchs,  who  forgot  the  sun, 
To  worship  my  uprunng  7  Menial  kings 
Kan  coursing  up  and  down  my  palace^yard, 
Stood  silenced  m  my  presence,  watched  my  eyes, 
And,  at  my  least  command,  all  started  out, 
Like  racers  to  the  goal. 

DoL  Slaves  to  your  fortune. 

Ant,  Fortune  is  Cssar^s  now ;  and  what  am  I? 

Vent.  What  you  have  made  yourself :  I  will 
not  flatter. 

Ant,  Is  this  friendly  done  ? 

DoL  Yes,  wlien  his  end  is  so :  I  must  join  with 
liim. 
Indeed  I  must,  and  yet  you  must  not  chide : 
Why  am  I  else  your  friend  f 

Ant,  Take  heed,  young  man, 
How  thou  upbraideit  my  love !  the  queen  has 

eyes, 
And  thou  too  hast  a  soul !  Canst  thou  remember 
When^  swelled  with  hatred,  thou  beheldest  her 

first. 
As  accessary  to  thy  brother's  death  ? 

DoL  Spare  my  remembrance  I  'twas  a  gnilty 
day. 
And  still  the  hlush  hano  here. 

Ant.  To  clear  herself 
For  sending  him  no  aid,  she  came  from  Egypt. 
Her  galley  down  the  silver  Sydnos  rowed. 
The  tackling  silk,  the  streamers  waved  with  gold, 
The  gentle  winds  were  lodged  in  nurple  sails. 
Her  nymphs,  like  Nereids,  round  ner  couch  were 

placed. 
Where  she,  another  searbom  Venus,  lay. 

DoL  No  more !  I  would  not  hear  it ! 


Ant,  Oh,  vonnnist! 
She  lay,  and  leant  her  cheek  mpon  her  hsnd, 
And  cast  a  look  so  languishinny  sweet, 
As  if,  secure  of  all  hem>ldersrtiearts, 
Neglecting  she  could  take  them.    Bo^  like  Ca« 

pids, 
Stood  ianningwith  their  painted  wines  the  inndsy 
That  played  about  her  face ;  bat  if  «e  snaledy 
A  darting  glory  seemed  to  bUoe  abroai^ 
That  men*s  desiring  eyes  were  never  wearied, 
But  hung  upon  the  object !  To  soft  fiates 
The  silver  oars  kept  tmie,  and  while  they  played, 
The  hearing  gave  new  pleasure  to  the  s^t, 
And  both  to  thought.    'Twas  heaven,  or  mdm- 

what  more ! 
For  she  so  charmed  all  hearts,  that  gaana  crowds 
Stood  panting  on  the  shore,  and  wanted  breath 
To  g^ve  their  welcome  voice. 
Then,  Dolabella,  where  was  theik  thy  soul  ? 
Was  not  thy  fury  ^uite  disarmed withwooder? 
Didst  thou  not  snrmk  behind  me  irom  those  eyes, 
And  whisper  in  my  ear.  Oh,  tell  her  not^ 
That  I  accused  her  of  my  brother's  death ! 

DoL  And  should  my  weakness  be  a  plea  for 
yours? 
Mine  was  an  age,  when  kwe  might  be  eicHsed, 
When  kindly  warmth,  and  when  my  spring^ 

youth 
Made  it  a  debt  to  nature :  youra 

Vent,  Speak  boldly : 
Yours,  he  would  say,  in  your  declining  age, 
When  no  more  heat  was  led  but  what  you  forced, 
When  all  the  sap  was  needful  for  the  trunk, 
When  it  went  oown,  then  they  constrained  the 

course. 
And  robbed  from  nature  to  supply  desire. 
In  you  (I  would  not  use  so  handi  a  word) 
Tis  but  plain  dotage. 

Ant.  Ha ! 

Dot.  Twas  urged  too  home. 
But  yet  the  loss  was  private  that  I  made ; 
Twas  but  myself  I  lost;  I  lost  do  legions; 
I  had  no  world  to  lose,  no  oeople's  love. 

Ant.  This  from  a  friend  r 

DoL  Yes,  Antony,  a  true  one ; 
A  friend  so  tender,  that  each  word  I  fpeak 
Stabs  my  own  heart  before  it  reach  your  cor. 
Oh !  judge  me  not  less  kind,  bccauae  I  chide. 
To  Cesar  I  excuse  you. 

Ant.  Oh,  ye  gods ! 
Have  I  then  lived  to  be  excused  So  Csesar ! 

DoL  As  to  your  equal. 

Ant.  Well,  he*s  but  my  equal : 
While  I  wear  thisj  he  never  shaU  be  nrare. 

DoL  I  bring  conditions  Irom  kam. 

Ant.  Are  thev  noble  ? 
Methioks  thou  shouldst  not  bring  tl^m  cbe ;  yet 

he 
Is  full  of  deep  dissembling,  knows  no  hoaonr 
Divided  from  his  interest    Fate  taisCcwk  hits^ 
For  Nature  meant  him  for  an  usurer : 
Hc^s  fit  indeed  to  buy^  not  conquer  kin||domv 
I  3 
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Fen/.  Tben,  granting  tfuip 
Whit  power  wio  dieirs^  who  wrougbt  so  hard  a 

taoper 
To  honourable  terms  ? 
AmL  It  wss  my  DolftbeRa,  or  tome  god. 
Dot  Not  If  nor  tet  Mecti^na^  nor  Ainippa : 
Hiey  were  ^r  envies,  and  I,  a  fri^d, 
Too  «reak  alone;  yet  'twas  a  Aoman  deed. 
Ani.  Twas  like  a  Eoinan  done.     Show  me 
that  maoy 
Who  has  preserved  my  life,  my  lore,  my  honoar; 
Let  me  hot  see  his  face! 

Veut  That  task  is  mine, 
And  heareo !  thou  know'st  how  pleasing. 

[Exit  Vent, 
DoL  Too*U  remember, 
To  whom  yoQ  stand  obliged  ? 

Ant.  When  I  forget  it, 
Be  duQ  loidBd,  and  that's  my  greatest  corse. 
My  qaten  ihall  thank  him  too. 
Ihi.  I  fear  she  will  not 
Amt  But  she  shall  do  it.   The  queen,  my  Do- 
hbella! 
Hitt  thou  not  still  some  grudgings  of  thy  fever? 
DoL  I  would  not  see  her  lost. 
Ant,  When  J.  forsake  her. 
Leave  me  my  better  stars,  for  she  has  truth 
Berood  her  beauty.    Caesar  tempted  her 
At  DO  less  price  than  kingdoms  to  betray  me ; 
But  she  resisted  all :  and  yet  thou  chidest  me 
For  lonne  her  too  well.    Could  1  do  so  ? 
IM,  Yes ;  there's  my  reason. 

Mt-tnitr  V^avTiDius   with  Octavta,   leading 
Antony^M  two  little  Daughters, 

Ami,  ^Vhcre    Octavia  tfiere !  [Starting  hack, 
Ftmt.  What !  is  she  poison  to  you  ?  a  disease? 
Look  oo  her,  view  her  well^  and  those  she  brings : 
Art  they  all  strangers  to  your  eyes  ?  has  Nature 
No  secret  calU  no  whisper,  they  are  yours  ? 
DoL  For  flhame,  my  lord,  if  not  for  love,  re- 
ceive them 
^ith  kinder  eyes.    If  you  confess  a  man, 
Heet  ihem,  embrace  them,  bid  &em  welcome  to 

Voar  anns  should  open,  even  without  your  know- 
ledge. 
To  dasp  them  in ;  your  feet  should  torn  to 

wings 
To  bear  you  to  them ;  and  your  eyes  dart  out, 
And  aim  a  kiss,  ere  you  could  reach  their  lips. 
Ami,  I  stood  ama^  to  think  how  they  came 

hither. 
Femt.  I  sent  (or  them ;  I  brought  tliem  in,  un- 
known 
To  Cleopatra's  guards. 
DaL  Yec  are  you  cold  ? 
On.  Thus  long  hove  I  attended  for  my  wel- 


VThBcb,  as  a  stranger,  sore  I  migjit  expect* 
Aju.  Caesar's  aistcr. 


Oct.  That's  unkind ! 
Had  I  been  nothing  more  than  Cssar's  aster. 
Know  I  had  still  remained  in  Ciesar's  camp : 
But  your  Octavia,  your  much  injured  wife, 
Though  banished  from  your  bed,  driven  from 

your  house, 
In  spite  of  Caesar's  sister,  still  b  yours. 
Tis  true,  I  have  a  heart  disdains  your  coldness. 
And  prompts  me  not  to  seek  what  you  should 

orfer; 
But  a  wife's  virtue  still  surmounts  that  pride : 
I  come  to  claim  you  as  my  own,  to  show 
My  duty  first,  to  ask,  nay  beg,  your  kindness. 
Your  hand,  my  lord;  'tis  mine,  and  T  will  have  it. 

[Taking  his  hand. 

Vent.  Do  take  it,  thou  deservcst  it 

Dot.  On  my  soul. 
And  so  she  does.     She's  neither  too  submissive, 
\or  yet  too  hauehty ;  but  so  just  a  mean 
Shows,  as  it  ought,  a  wife  and  Roman  too. 

Ant»  I  fear,  Octavia,  you  have  begged  my  life. 

Oct.  Begged  it,  my  lord  ! 

Ant.  Yes,  begged  it,  my  ambassadress ; 
Poorly  and  basely  begged  it  of  vour  brother. 

Oct,  Poorly  and  basely  I  comd  never  beg, 
Nor  could  my  brother  grant. 

Ant,  Shall  I,  who  to  my  kneeling  slave  could 

Rise  up  and  be  a  king,  shall  I  fall  down 
And  cry,  •  Forgive  me,  Caesar  ?*  Shall  I  set 
A  man,  mv  ec^ual,  in  the  place  of  Jove, 
As  he  could  give  me  being?  No;  that  word. 
Forgive,  would  choke  me  up, 
And  die  upon  ray  tongue. 
DoL  You  shall  not  need  it. 
Ant.  I  will  not  need  it    Come,  you  have  all 

betrayed  me — 
My  friend  too !  to  receive  some  vile  conditions. 
My  wife  has  bought  me  with  her  prayers  and 

tears. 
And  now  I  must  become  her  branded  slave : 
In  every  peevish  mood  she  will  upbraid 
The  life  slie  gave :  if  I  but  look  awry, 
She  cries,  *  FU  tell  my  brother.' 

Oct.  My  hard  fortune 
Subjects  me  still  to  your  unkind  mistakes : 
But  the  conditions  I  have  brouglit  arc  such 
You  need  not  blush  to  take.   I  love  your  honour. 
Because  'tis  mine.     It  never  shall  be  said 
Octavia's  husband  was  her  brother's  slave. 
Sir,  you  are  free,  free  even  fmm  her  you  loathe; 
For  though  my  brother  barcains  for  your  love. 
Makes  me  the  price  and  cement  of  your  peace, 
I  have  a  soul  like  yours ;  Icannot  take 
Your  love  as  alms,  nor  bee  what  I  deserve, 
ni  tell  my  brother  we  are  reconciled ; 
He  shall  draw  back  his  troops,  and  you  shall 

march  • 

To  rule  the  east.    I  may  be  dmpt  at  Athens ; 
No  matter  where ;  I  never  will  complain, 
But  only  keep  the  barn-n  name  of  wife,^ 
And  rid  3'ou  of  the  trn»»ble. 
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Vent,  Was  ever  such  a  strife  of  sullen  honour ! 
Both  scorn  "to  be  obliged. 

DoL  Oh,  she  has  touched  him  in  the  tender- 
est  part : 
See  how  he  reddens  with  despite  and  shame, 
To  be  outdone  in  generosity  ! 

Vent,  See  how  he  winks !   how  he  dries  up  a 
tear, 
That  fain  would  fall ! 

Ant.  Octavia,  I  have  heard  you,  and  must 
praise 
The  greatness  of  your  soul. 
But  cannot  yield  to  what  you  have  proposed ; 
For  I  can  ne'er  be  conquered  but  by  love, 
And  you  do  all  for  duty.    You  would  free  me. 
And  would  be  dropt  at  Athens ;  was  it  not  so  ? 
Oct,  It  was,  my  lord. 
Ant,  Then  I  must  be  obliged 
To  one,  who  loves  me  not,  wno  to  herself 
May  call  me  thankless  and  ungrateful  man. 
I'll  not  endure  it ;  no. 

Vent,  Vm  glad  it  pinches  there. 
Oct.  Would  you  triumph  o*er  poor  Octavia's 
virtue  ? 
That  pride  was  all  I  had  to  bear  me  up. 
That  you  might  think  you  owed  me  for  your  life, 
And  owed  it  to  my  duty,  not  my  love. 
I  have  been  injured,  and  my  haughty  soul 
Could  brook  but  ill  the  man,  who  slights  my 
bed. 
Ant.  Therefore,  you  love  me  not. 
Oct.  Therefore,  my  lord, 
I  should  not  love  you. 
Ant.  Therefore  vou  would  leave  me. 
Oct.  And  therefore  I  should  leave  you — if  I 

could. 
DoL  Her  souFs  too  great,  after  such  injuries, 
To  say  she  loyes,  and  yet  she  lets  you  see  it. 
Her  modesty  and  silence  plead  her  cause. 

Ant.  Oh,  Dolabella  !  which  way  shall  I  turn  ? 
I  find  a  secret  yielding  in  my  soul ; 
But  Cleopatra,  who  would  die  with  me, 
Must  she  be  left  ?  Pity  pleads  for  Octavia, 
But  do^  it  not  plead  more  for  Cleopatra  ? 

Vent»  Justice  and  pity  both  plead  for  Octavia, 
For  Cleopatra  neither. 
One  would  be  ruined  with  you,  but  slie  first 
Had  mined  you ;  the  other  you  have  ruined, 
And  yet  she  would  preserve  you. 
In  every  thing  their  merits  arc  unequal. 
Ant,  Oh,  my  distracted  soul ! 
Oct,  Sweet  heaven,  compose  it ! 
Come,  come,  my  lord,  if  I  can  pardon  you, 
Methinks  you  should  accept  it.    Look  on  these ; 
Are  they  not  yours  ?  or  stand  they  thus  neglected 
As  they  are  mine  ?  Go  to  liim,  children,  go ; 
Kneel  to  him,  take  him  by  the  hand,  spook  to 

him. 
For  you  may  speak,  and  he  may  own  you  too 
Without  a  blush ;  and  so  he  cannot  all 
His  children.    Go,  I  say,  and  pull  him  to  me. 
And  pull  him  to  yourselves^    from  tliat  bad 
woman: 


You,  Agrip|»nft,  hang  upon  his  arms, 
And  you,  Antonia,  clasp  about  his  waist : 
If  he  will  shake  you  off,  if  he  will  dash  yoa 
Against  the  pavement,  you  must  bear  it,  children, 
For  you  are  mine,  and  I  was  bom  to  safier. 

[Here  the  children  go  to  Aim,  ire. 

Vent,  Was  ever  sight  so  moving!  £mperor ! 

DoL  Friend ! 

Oct,  Husband! 

Both  Child,  Father ! 

Ant,  I  am  vanquished:  take  me, 
Octavia,  take  me,  children,  share  me  all. 

[Embracing  them, 
I  have  been  a  thriftless  debtor  to  your  loves, 
And  mn  out  much  in  riot  from  your  stock ; 
But  all  shall  be  amended. 

Oct,  Oh,  blest  hour ! 

DoL  Oh,  happy  change ! 

Vent,  My  joy  stops  at  my  tongue  { 
But  it  has  found  two  channels  here  for  one, 
And  bubbles  out  above. 

Ant.  [To  Oct,]  This  is  thy  triumph:  lead  m« 
where  thou  wilt. 
Even  to  thy  brother's  camp. 

Oct.  All  there  are  yours. 

Enter  Alexas  hastify. 

Ales.  The  queen,  my  mistress,  sir,  and  yours— 
Ant,  'Tis  past    Octavia,  you  shall  stay  dus 
night ; 
To-morrow  Caesar  and  %ve  are  one. 

[Exitf  leading  Oct.  DoL  and  the  children  foir 

low. 
Vent,  There  is  news  for  you  !    Run,  my  oS- 
cious  eunuch ! 
Be  sure  to  be  the  first ;  haste  forward ; 
Haste,  my  dear  eunuch,  haste  !  [^f*^' 

Alex,  This  downright  fighting  fool,  tlus  thick* 
skulled  hero. 
This  blunt  unthinking  instrument  of  death, 
With  plain  dull  virtue,  has  outgone  my  wit. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmion,  Iras,  and  train. 

Oh,  madam  I  I  have  seen  what  blasts  my  eyes; 
Octavia  is  here ! 

Cleo,  Peace  witli  thy  raven's  note  I 
I  know  it  too,  and  now  am  in 
The  pangs  of  death. 

A^r,  You  are  no  more  a  queen, 
Egypt  is  losL 

Cleo,  What  tcllest  thou  me  of  Egypt ! 
My  hfe,  my  soul  is  lost !  Octavia  has  him ! 
On,  fatal  name  to  Cleopatra's  love  ! 
My  kisses,  my  embraces,  now  are  her's, 
Wiiile  I — But  thou  hast  seen  my  rival ;  speak, 
Does  she  deserve  this  blessing  ?  is  she  fair  f 
Bright  as  a  eoddess  ?  and  is  ail  perfection 
Confined  to  her  ?  It  is.    Poor  I  was  made 
Of  that  coarse  matter,  whicb^  when  she  ii'ss  fi* 

nished. 
The  gods  threw  by  for  mbbish. 

Alex,  She  is  indeed  a  very  miracle. 
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Clea,  Death  to  mj  hopes,  a  miracle ! 

Akx.  Amirade —  \  Bowing, 

I  mean  of  px>dncss ;  for  in  beauty,  madam, 
YoQ  make  all  wonder  cease. 

Cleo.  I  was  too  rash : 
TUce  diis  in  part  of  recompence.    But  oh ! 
I  fear  thou  flatterest  me.  [Giving  a  ring. 

Char,  She  comes !  she's  here ! 

Iras.  Fhr,  madam !  Cesar^s  sister ! 

Cleo,  Were  she  the  sister  of  the  thunderer  Jove, 
And  bore  her  brother's  lightning  in  her  eyes, 
Thus  would  I  face  my  rival. 

Emter  Octavia  with  Vektidius.     Octavia 
bean  up  to  Cleopatra, 

Oct.  I  need  not  ask,  if  you  are  Cleopatra; 

Yoor  hauriity  carnage 

Cleo.  Slews  I  am  a  queen. 
Nor  need  I  ask  who  you  are. 

Oct.  A  Roman ; 
A  name,  that  makes  and  can  unmake  a  queen. 
Cleo.  Your  lord,  the  man  who  serves  me,  is  a 

Roman. 
Oct.  He  was  a  Roman,  till  he  lost  that  name 
To  be  a  slave  in  Egypt ;  but  I  come 
To  Iree  him  hence. 

Cleo,  Peace^  peace,  my  lover^s  Juno  ! 
When  he  grew  weary  of  that  household  dog, 
He  chose  my  easier  bonds. 

€kt,  I  wonder  not 
Tour  bonds  are  easy;  you  have  long  been  prac- 
tised 
Ib  diat  4asciviouB  art    He  is  not  the  first. 
For  whom  you  spread  your  snares ;  let  Cssar 
witness. 
CfeoL*  I  loved  not  Cesar;  it  was  but  gratitude 
I  paid  his  love :  the  worst  your  malice  can, 
Is  but  to  say  the  greatest  of  mankind 
Has  been  my  slave.    The  next,  but  far  above 

him 
In  my  esteem,  is  he,  whom  law  calls  yours, 
Bat  whom  his  love  made  mine. 

iht.  1  would  view  nearer      [Coming  up  clote 

to  her. 
That  face,  which  has  so  long  usurped  my  right, 
To  find  the  inevitable  charms,  that  catch 
Mankind  so  sure,  that  ruined  my  dear  lord. 
Cleo.  Oh,  you  do  well  to  search ;  for  had  you 
known 
Hot  half  these  charms,  you  had  not  lost  his  heart. 
Oct.  Far  be  their  knowledge  from  a  Roman 
hwly, 
Far  from  a  modest  wife.    Shame  of  our  sex ! 


Dost  thou  not  blush  to  own  those  black  endear* 

ments, 
That  make  sin  pleasii^  ? 

Cleo.  You  may  blush  you  want  them. 
If  bounteous  nature,  if  indulgent  heaven. 
Have  given  me  charms  to  please  the  bravest  man. 
Should  I  not  thank  them  ?  should  I  be  ashamed. 
And  not  be  proud  ?  I  am,  that  he  has  loved  me ; 
And,  when  I  love  not  Mm,  heaven  change  this 

face 
For  one  like  that ! 

Oct.  Thou  lovest  him  not  so  well. 

Cleo.  I  love  him  better,  and  deserve  him  more. 

Oct.  You  do  not,  cannot :  you  have  been  his 
•  ruin. 
Who  made  him  cheap  at  Rome,  but  Cleopatra  ^ 
Who  made  him  scorned  abroad,  but  Cleopatra? 
At  Actium  who  betrayed  him  ?  Cleopatra. 
Who  made  his  children  orphans,  and  poor  me 
A  wretched  widow  ?  only  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  Yet  she,  who  loves  him  best,  is  Cleopatra. 
If  you  have  suffered,  I  have  suffered  more. 
You  bear  the  specious  title  of  a  wife. 
To  gild  your  cause,  and  draw  the  pitying  world 
To  favour  it :  the  world  contemns  poor  mc. 
For  I  have  lost  my  honour,  lost  my  fame. 
And  stained  the  glory  of  my  royal  house. 
And  all  to  bear  uie  branded  name  of  mistress. 
There  wants  but  life,  and  that  too  I  woul4  Iqs^ 
For  him  I  love. 

Oct,  Be  it  so  then ;  take  thy  wish. 

[Exit  with  Vent, 

Cleo.  And  'tis  my  wish, 
Now  he  is  lost,  for  whom  I  lived. 
My  sight  grows  dim,  and  every  object  dances 
And  swims  before  me  in  the  maze  of  death. 
My  spirits,  while  they  were  opposed,  kept  up ; 
They  could  not  sink  beneath  a  rival*s  scorn : 
But  now  she's  gone  tliey  faint 

Alex.  Mine  have  had  leisure 
To  recollect  their  strength,  and  furnish  counsel 
To  ruin  her,  who  else  must  ruin  you. 

Cleo.  Vain  promiser ! 
Lead  me,  my  Charmion;  nay,  your  hand  too,  Iras. 
My  grief  has  weight  enough  to  sink  you  both. 
Conduct  me  to  some  solitery  chamber. 
And  draw  the  curtains  round. 
Then  leave  me  to  myself,  to  take  alone 
My  fill  of  grief; 

There  I  till  death  will  his  unkindness  weep. 
As  harmless  infants  mourn  ^epi^ves  asleep. 

^Exeunt, 
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ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I.— J  Saloon. 

Enter  Antony  and  Dqi^abella. 

DoL  Why  lyould  you  shift  it  from  yourself  on 
me? 
Can  you  not  tell  her  you  must  part  ? 

Ant,  I  cannot; 
I  could  pull  out  an  eye  and  bid  it  jBOy 
And  the  other  should  not  weep.    Oh^  Dolabella! 
How  many  deaths  are  in  this  word  '  Depart !' 
I  dare  not  trust  my  toufi;ue  to  tell  her  so : 
One  look  of  her's  would  thaw  me  into  tears^ 
And  I  should  melt,  till  1  were  lost  again, 

DoL  Then  let  Ventidius ; 
He's  rough  by  nature. 

Ant.  Oh,  he'll  speak  too  harshly, 
He'll  kill  her  with  the  news :  thou,  only  thou« 

DoL  Nature  has  cast  me  in  so  soft  a  mould, 
That  but  to  hear  a  story,  feigned  for  pleasure, 
Of  some  sad  lover's  death,  moistens  my  eyes, 
And  robs  me  of  my  manhood. — I  should  speak 
So  faintly,  with  such  fear  to  grieve  her  heart. 
She'd  not  believe  it  earnest 

Ant.  Therefore,  therefore 
Thou,  only  thou,  art  tit.    Think  thyself  me. 
And  when  thou  speakest  Tbut  let  it  first  be  long), 
Take  off  the  edge  from  every  sharper  sound. 
And  let  our  parting  be  as  gently  made 
As  other  loves  begm.     Wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

DoL  What  you  have  said  so  sinks  into  my  soul, 
That,  if  I  must  speak,  I  shall  speak  iust  so. 

Ant,  I  leave  you  then  to  your  sad  task.  Fare- 
well ! 
I  sent  her  word  to  meet  you. 

[Goes  to  the  door,  and  comes  hack. 
I  forgot : 

Let  her  be  told,  I'll  make  her  peace  with  mine : 
Her  crown  and  dignity  shall  be  preserved. 
If  I  have  power  wi^  Casar— — Oh !  be  sure 
To  think  on  that ! 

DoL  Fear  not,  I  will  remember. 
[Antony  goes  again  to  the  door,  and  corner  back. 

Ant.  And  tell  her  too,  bow  much  I  was  con- 
strained ; 
I  did  not  this  but  with  eitremest  force. 
Desire  her  not  to  hate  my  memory, 
For  I'll  still  cherish  hers insist  on  that 

DoL  Trust  me.  111  not  forget  it 

Ant.  Then  that's  all. 

[Goc$  out  and  returns  again. 
Wilt  thou  forgive  my  fondness  this  once  more  ? 
Tell  her,  though  we  shall  never  meet  again. 
If  I  should  hear  she  took  another  love. 
The  news  would  break  my  heart — ^Now  I  must 

po. 
For  every  time,  I  have  returned,  I  feel 
I^Iy  soul  more  tender,  and  my  next  command 
Would  be  to  bid  her  stay,  and  ruin  botli.    [Erit. 

DoL  Men  are  but  children  of  a  larger  growth, 


Our  appetites  as  apt  to  change  9$  tfaein, 
And  full  as  craving  too,  and  full  as  vain ; 
And  yet  the  soul,  shut  up  in  her  dark  rpon, 
\  iewmg  so  clear  abroad,  at  home  spes  noiluo^ 
But,  like  a  mole  in  earth,  busy  and  blind, 
Works  all  lier  folly  op,  and  casts  it  outvaid 
To  the  world's  open  view,    llius  I  disoorered, 
And  blamed  t\ie  love  of  ruined  Antony, 
Yet  wish,  that  I  were  he^  to  be  »p  mined. 

Enter  Ventidivs  ab09$> 

Vent,  Alone,  and  talking  to  himself!  Con- 
cerned too ! 
Perhaps  my  guess  is  right:  he  loved  bor  once, 
And  may  pursue  it  still. 

DoL  Oh,  friendship !  friendship ! 
Ill  canst  thou  answer  this,  reason  worse: 
Unfaithful  in  the  attempt,  hopeless  to  win, 
And,  if  I  win,  undone.    Mere  madness  all. 
And  ^et  the  occasion  fair.    What  injury 
To  him,  to  wear  the  robe,  which  he  throws  \r}^ 

Vent.  None,  none  at  all.    Tliis  happens  ssl 

To  ruin  her  yet  more  with  Antony.  \Amt. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  talking  with  Alexas,  Cbait 
If  ION,  and  Iras,  on  the  other  sidt. 

DoL  She  comes!  whut  charms  have  sorrow  oo 
that  face ! 
Sorrow  seems  pleased  to  dwell  with  so  nnidii 

sweetness; 
Yet  now  and  then  a  melancholy  souie 
Breaks  loose,  like  lighming  in  ft  winter's  night, 
And  shows  a  moment^s  day. 

Vent.  If  she  should  iove  him  too!  Her  cuwick 
there! 
That  porc'pisce  bodes  ill  weather.    Draw,  draw 

nearer. 
Sweet  devil !  that  I  may  hear. 
Alex.  Believe  me ;  try 

[Dolabella  goes  over  to  Charmion  and 
Irasj  seems  to  talk  with  them. 
To  make  him  jealous ;  jealousy  is  like 
A  polished  glass,  held  to  the  ups^  when  life's  ia 

doubt: 
If  there  be  breath,  'twill  catch  the  la^p  and  sho«r 
it 
Cleo.  I  grant  you  jealousy's  a  proof  of  love, 
But  'tis  a  weak  and  unavaihng  medicine ; 
It  puts  out  the  disease,  and  makes  it  show. 
But  has  no  power  to  cure. 

Alex.  Tis^our  last  remedy,  and  strongest  too: 
And  then  this  Dolabella,  who  so  fit 
To  practise  on  ?  lie's  handsome,  valiant,  young, 
And  looks  as  he  were  laid  for  nature's  bait 
To  catch  weak  women's  eyes. 
He  stands  already  more  than  half  suspected 
Of  loving  you :  the  least  kind  word  or  glance. 
You  give  wis  youth,  will  kipdle  hixn  vith  love; 
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Hm,  like  a  boraiiig  tmkI  aet  adrift 
YoM  send  him  down  amain  before  the  wind, 
To  fife  the  beart  of  jeaiouB  Antody. 

Clea,  Can  I  do  this  ?  ah,  no !  my  love's  so  true. 
That  I  can  neither  hide  it,  where  it  ia. 
Nor  show  it,  where  it  is  noc    Nature  meant  me 
A  wife,  a  silly,  harmless  household  dove. 
Toad  without  art,  and  kind  without  deceit; 
But  fortune,  that  has  made  a  mistress  of  me, 
Has  thrust  me  out  to  the  wide  world,  unfurnished 
Of  falsehood  to  be  happy. 

Ales.  Force  yourself; 
The  event  will  be,  your  lover  will  return 
Dooblj  desirous  to  possess  the  good. 
Which  once  be  feared  to  lose. 

Cleo,  I  must  attempt  it ; 
But  oh,  with  what  regret ! 

iExU  Alex,  She  comes  up  to  DoMella, 
0  now  the  scene  draws  near;  they're  in 
my  reach. 
Cle9.  to  DoL   Discoursing  with  my  women ! 
Might  not  I 
Share  in  your  entertainment? 

Ckar.  Yon  have  been 
The  subject  of  it,  madam. 
Cleo.  Haw  !  and  how  ? 
IroM.  Such  praises  of  your  beauty ! 
Cleo.  Mere  poetry : 
Toor  Roman  wits,  your  Gallbs  and  Hbullos, 
Have  taiigbt  you  tms  from  Cvtheris  and  Delia. 
DoL  'Aose  Roman  wits  have  never  been  in 
Rgypt. 
Cytberis  and  Delia  else  had  been  unsung : 
r,  who  have  seen— had  I  been  born  a  poet, 
Sbottld  cbuse  a  nobler  name, 

Cleo.  You  flatter  me ; 
But  it  is  3pottr  nation's  vice :  all  of  your  eountry 
Are  flatterers^  and  all  false.    Your  friend  is  hke 

yon; 
I  aa  sore  he  sent  yon  not  to  speak  these  words. 
DoL  No,  madam ;  yet  he  sent  me 
Cleo.  Well,  he  sent  yon 
Dol.  On  a  less  pleasing  errand. 
CloK  How  !  less  pleasing  I 
Less  to  yuandf  or  me  ? 
JML  Madam, to  both; 
For  you  must  mourn,  and  I  must  grieve  to  caase 
it. 
Clm,  Yon,  Channion,  and  your  fellow,  stand 
at  distance. 
Hold  up,  my  spirits !  [AndeJ] — Well,  now  your 

nsoumful  niatt;er, 
For  I  am  prepared,  perhaps  can  euess  it  too. 
DoL  I  wisn  yon  would,  for  tis  a  thankless 
office 
To  tell  ill  news;  and  I,  of  all  your  sm^ 
Most  fear  displeasing  you. 

Cleo.  Of  ail  your  sex, 
I  soonest  couid  forgive  you,  if  you  should. 
Vent,  Most  delioit^  advances !  Woman !  wo- 
man! 
Deai-i  damned  BDoonstantsai ! 


Cleo.  In  the  first  place, 
[  am  to  be  forsaken ;  is  it  not  so  } 

DoL  I  wish  I  could  not  answer  to  that  ques- 
tion. 

Cleo.  Then  pass  it  over,  because  it  troubles  you; 
I  should  have  been  more  grieved  another  time. 
Next,  I  am  to  lose  my  kingdom — Farewell,  Egypt ! 
Yet  is  there  any  more  ? 

DoL  Madam,  I  fear 
Your  too  deep  sense  of  grief  ^  has  turned  your 
reason. 

Cleo.  No,  no,  I  am  not  run  mad;  I  can  bear 
fortune ; 
And  love  may  be  expelled  by  other  love^ 
As  poisons  are  by  poisons. 

DoL  — '—You  overjoy  me,  madam. 
To  find  your  griefs  so  moderately  borne. 
You  have  the  worst:  all  are  not  false  like  him. 

Cleo.  No,  heaven  forbid  they  should ! 

DoL  Some  men  are  constant. 

Cieo.  And  constancy  deserves  reward,  that  is 
certain. 

DoL  Deserves  it  not,  but  give  it  leave  to  hope. 

Vent.  I'll  swear  thou  hast  my  leave.     I  have 
enough: 
But  how  to  manage  this !  Well,  I'll  consider. 

[ExU. 

DoL  I  came  prepared 
To  tell  yon  heavy  news;  news,  which  I  thought 
Would  fright  the  blood  from  your  pale  cheeks  to 

hear; 
But  you  have  met  it  with  a  chearfulness, 
That  makes  my  task  more  easy ;  and  my  tongue, 
Which  on  another's  message  was  anployed. 
Would  gladly  speak  its  own. 

Cleo.  Hold,  Dolabella. 
First  tell  me,  were  you  chosen  by  my  lord. 
Or  sought  you  this  employment  f 

Dol.  lie  picked  me  out,  and,  as  his  bosom- 
frieno, 
He  charged  me  with  his  words. 

Cleo.  The  message  then 
I  know  was  tender,  and  each  accent  smooth, 
To  mollify  that  rugged  word  'Depart !' 

DoL  On !  you  mistake :  he  chose  the  harshest 
words: 
With  fieiy  eyes,  and  with  contracted  brows. 
He  coined  his  faoe  in  the  severest  stamp,  . 
And  fury  shook  his  fabric  like  an  earthauake : 
He  heaved   for  vent,   and  burst,  fike  tx^Uowing 

Etna, 
In  sounds  scarce  human,  '  Hence,  away  for  ever ! 
*  Let  her  begone,  the  bk>t  of  my  renown, 
'  And  bane  of  all  my  hopes ! 

[All  the  time  of  this  speech  Cleopatra  seems 
more  and  more  concerned^  till  she  sinks  quite 
down. 

'Let  her  be  driven,  as  far  as  men  can  think, 
'  From  man's  commerce :  she'll  poison  to  the  cen- 
tre.' 
Cko.  Oh,  I  can  bear  no  more !  [Faints. 
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Dol  Helpi  belp !  Oh  wretdi !  oh  cuned,  cur- 
sed wrccdi ! 
Char,  Help !  chafe  her  temples,  Iras. 
Iras.  Bend,  bend  her  forward  quickly. 
Char,  Heaven  be  praised, 
She  conies  again ! 

CUo,  Oh,  let  him  not  reproach  me ! 
Why  have  you  brought  me  back  to  this  loathed 

bein^ 
Hie  abode  of  falsehood,  violated  vows^ 
And  injured  love !  For  pity  let  me  go ; 
For,  if  there  be  a  place  of  lone  repose, 
I  am  sure  I  want  it.    My  disoainrul  lord 
Can  never  break  that  ouiet,  nor  awake 
The  sleeping  soul  with  noUowing  in  my  tomb 
Such  words  as  fright  her  hence.    Unkind !  un- 
kind! 
DoL  Believe  me  'tis  against  myself  I  speak ; 

[Kneeling. 
That  sure  deserves  belief.    I  injured  him ; 
My  friend  ne'er  spoke  these  words.    Oh !  had 

vou  seen 
How  often  he  came  bock,  and  every  time 
With  something  more  obliging  and  more  kind 
To  add  to  what  he  said ;  what  dear  farewells, 
How  almost  vanquished  by  his  love  he  parted, 
And  leaned  to  what  unwillingly  he  left : 
I,  traitor  as  I  was,  for  love  of  you, 
(But  what  can  you  not  do,  who  made  me  false !) 
I  forged  that  lie,  for  whose  for^veness  kneels 
This  self-accused,  self-punished,  criminal. 

Cleo.  With  how  much  ease  believe  we  what 
we  wish ! 
Rise,  Dolabella ;  if  you  have  been  guilty, 
I  have  contributed,  and  too  much  love 
Has  made  me  guilty  too. 
Tlie  advance  of  kindness,  which  I  made>  was 

feigned, 
To  call  back  fleeting  love  by  jealousy ; 
But  it  would  not  last !    Oh  !  rather  let  me  lose. 
Than  so  ignobly  trifle  with,  his  heart. 

DoL  I  find  your  breast  fenced  round  from  hu- 
man reach. 
Transparent  as  a  rock  of  solid  crystal, 
Seen  through,  but  never  pierced.   My  friend,  my 

friend ! 
What  endless  treasure  hast  thou  thrown  away, 
And  scattered,  like  an  infant,  in  the  ocean 
Vain  sums  of  wealth,  which  none  can  gather 
thence! 
Cleo.  Could  you  not  beg 
An  hour's  admittance  to  his  private  ear  ? 
like  one,  wlio  wanders  tlirough  long  barren  wilds, 
And  yet  foreknows  no  hospitable  inn 
Is  near  to  succour  hunger. 
Eats  his  fill  before  his  punful  march. 
So  would  I  feed  a  while  my  famished  eyes 
Before  we  part,  for  I  have  far  to  go, 
If  death  be  far,  and  never  must  return. 

Ventidius,  with  OcTAViA,  behind. 

Vent.  From  whence  you  may  disoover»-Oh, 
sweet,  sweet !  | 


Would  you  indeed !  the  pretty  band  in  einest? 

[Ande. 
DoL  I  will,  for  this  rewards  [Taka  her  hend. 
Draw  it  not  back ; 
Tis  all  I  e'er  wiU  beg. 
Vent.  They  turn  upon  us. 
Oct.  What  quick  eyes  has  guilt ! 
Vent.  Seem  not  to  have  observed  them,  tnd 
gocm. 

ITiey  enter. 

DoL  Saw  you  the  emperor,  Ventidius? 

Vent.  No; 
I  sought  him,  but  I  heard,  that  he  was  private, 
None  with  him  butHipparchus,  his  freed  man. 

DoL  Know  you  his  business  f 

Vent.  Giving  him  instructions 
And  letters  to  his  brother,  Caesar, 

DoL  Well, 
He  must  be  found.  [Exeunt  Dolahelk  and 

C/eopafro. 

Oct.  Most  glorious  impudence ! 

Ventj  She  looked,  methought. 
As  sh^  would  say,  '  Take  your  old  man,  Odivia} 
Thank  you,  I  am  better  here,' 
Well,  but  what  use 
Make  we  of  this  discovery ) 

Oct.  Let  it  die. 

Vent.  I  pity  DolabeUa!  but  she  isdangerou; 
Her  eyes  have  power  beyond  Theaaalian  channs 
To  draw  the  moon  from  heaven ;  for  eloquence 
The  sea-green  Sirens  taught  her  voice  their  fist- 

tciy^ 
And,  iivhile  she  speaks,  night  steals  upon  the  day, 
Unmarked  of  those,  that  hear :   then  sh^s  to 

charming 
Age  buds  at  sight  of  her,  and  swells  to  youth  *. 
The  holy  priests  gaze  on  her  when  she  smiley 
And  wim  neaved  hands,  forgetting  grevitv. 
They  bless  her  wanton  eyes :  ^ea  I»  Who  bate 

her> 
With  a  maiignant  joy  behdd  audi  beauty. 
And,  while  I  curae,  desire  it    Antemy 
Must  needs  have  some  remaina  of  passion  still. 
Which  ipay  ferment  into  a  worse  relapse. 
If  now  not  fully  cured — ^But  see,  he  comes— 
I  know  this  minute 
With  Ceaar  he  is  endeavouring  her  peace. 

Oct,  You  have  prevaiied--but  u>r  a  farther 
purpose  [Walks  cff, 

111  prove  how  he  will  relish  Uiia  diaooivery. 
Wlmt,  make  a  strumpet's  peace !    it  swells  m j 

heart: 
It  must  not,  shall  not  be. 

Vent.  His  guards  appear. 
JjBl  me  begjn,  and  you  shall  seoomd  me. 

Enter  Antony. 

Ant,  Octavia,  I  was  lookins  for  you,  my  love« 
What,  are  your  letters  ready  r  I  have  g^ven 
My  last  instructions. 

Oct.  Mine,  my  lordy  are  written. 

Ant,  Ventidius !  [Drmming  him  aside. 
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VtMtMjiotd} 

Ani,  A  word  in  private. 
When  saw  jou  Dolabella  ? 

FaU,  Nowy  mj  lord. 
He  ptrted  hence,  and  Cleopatra  with  him. 

jiu.  Speak  sofUj;  'twas  by  my  conmiaiid  he 
went. 
To  bear  my  last  farewell. 

VcmL  It  looked  indeed 
like  your  farewell. 

Ant,  More  aofUy — ^My  farewell ! 
What  secret  meaning  have  you  in  these  words^ 
Of '  my  farewel  f  He  did  it  by  my  order. 

VtMt,  Ttiea  he  obeyed  your  order,  I  suppose. 

[ihud. 
YoQ  Ud  him  do  it  with  all  gentleness, 
AU  kindness  and  all — love. 

Amt,  How  she  mourned  ! 
Hie  poor  forsaken  creature ! 

Fent,  Sbe  took  it  as  she  ought;  she  bore  your 


pvtmgf 


As  she  did  Cseaar*s,  as  she  would  another^s^ 
Were  a  new  love  to  come. 

Ant.  Thott  dost  belie  her, 
Most  basely  and  maliciously  belie  her. 

FeMt.  I  thoo^t  not  to  displease  you :  I  have 
done. 

Oct.  YoQ  seem  disturbed,  my  lord.  [Comng  up. 

AmL  a  very  trifle. 
Rctxre,  my  love. 

Vent.  It  was  indeed  a  trifle. 
He  sest 

AtU.  No  more.  Look  how  thou  disobey'st  me ; 
Tbv  life  shall  answer  it  [Angrify. 

Oct.  Tbea  'tis  no  trifle. 

Vemi.  [To  Oct.}  'Tia  less;    a  very  npthing: 
you  too  saw  it 
As  well  as  I,  and  therefore  'tis  no  secret 

Ami.  She  saw  it ! 

Femt.  Yes;  sbe  saw  young  Dohibella — 

Ami.  Yonng  Dolabella ! 

Femi.  Young }  I  think  him  ytnxa^ 
Afld  handsome  too ;  and  so  do  others  think  him. 
Boc  what  of  that }  he  went  by  your  command. 
Indeed,  'tia  probable,  with  some  kind  message, 
For  she  received  it  graciously :  She  smiled ; 
And  then  be  grew  familiar  with  her  hand, 
Sqaeesed  it,  and  worried  it  with  ravenous  kisses; 
Sbe  hhwhrd,  and  sighed,  and  smiled,  and  blushed 

r*s$ 
took  occasion  to  talk  softly, 
AM  laiiuglit  her  cheek  up  dose,  and  leaned  on 

bM» 
At  which  be  whispered  kisses  back  on  hers ; 

And  then  she  cryed  aloud, '  that  constancy 

Shoold  be  rewarded  .**— This  I  saw  and  heard. 

Ami,  What  woman  was  it,  whom  you  heard 


pfawliil  with  my  friend  ? 
>^oi  Cleopatra? 

Femt.  Even  she,  m^  lord* 
Ami,  M^Oeopatra! 


Vatt,  Your  Cleopatroy 
Dolabella's  Cleopabv, 
Every  man's  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  Tis  false. 

Vent,  I  do  not  lie,  my  lord. 
Is  this  so  strange  ?  should  mistresses  be  lefl^ 
And  not  provicfo  against  a  time  of  change  ? 
You  know  she's  not  much  used  to  lonely  nights. 

Ant.  m  think  no  more  of  it. 
I  know  'tis  false,  and  see  the  plot  betwixt  you. 
You  need  not  have  gone  this  way,  Octavia ; 
What  harms  it  you,  that  Cleopatra's  just? 
She's  mine  no  more.    I  see  and  I  forgive ; 
Urge  it  no  farther,  love. 

Oct.  Are  you  ooncemedy 
That  she's  found  false  ? 

Ant,  I  should  be,  were  it  so ; 
^For,  though  'tis  oast,  I  would  not,  that  the  world 
Should  tax  my  former  choice ;  that  I  loved  one 
Of  so  light  note ;  but  I  forgive  you  both. 

Vent.  What  has  my  age  deserved,  that  you 
should  think 
I  would  abuse  your  ears  with  perjury? 
If  heaven  be  true,  she's  false. 

Ant.  Though  heaven  and  earth 
Should  witness  it,  I'll  not  believe  her  tainted. 

Vent,  I'M  bring  you,  thexi,  a  witness 
From  hell,  to  prove  her  so.    Nay,  go  not  back, 

{Seeing  Alexasjuit  entering,  and  starting  hack. 
or  stay  you  must  and  shall. 

Alex,  what  means  my  lord  ? 

Vent.  To  make  you  do  what  most  you  hate, 
speak  truth. 
You  are  of  Cleopatra's  private  counsel, 
Of  her  bed  counsel,  her  lascivious  hours, 
Are  conscious  of  each  nightly  change  she  makes, 
And  watch  her  as  Chaldeans  do  the  moon. 
Can  tell  what  signs  she  passes  through  what  day. 

Alex.  My  noble  lord ! 

Vent,  my  most  illustrious  pandar ! 
No  fine  set  speech,  no  cadence,  no  turned  perioda^ 
But  a  plain  homespun  troth,  is  what  I  ask : 
I  did  myself  o'erhear  your  queen  make  love 
To  Dolabella :  speak,  for  I  will  know, 
By  your  confession,  what  more  passed  betwixt 

them, 
How  near  the  business  draws  to  your  employment, 
And  when  the  happy  hour  ? 

Ant,  Speak  truth,  Alexas;  whether  it  offend 
Or  please  Venddius,  care  not.  Justify 
Thy  injured  queen  from  malice :  dare  his  worst. 

Oct.  [Aside.]  See  how  he  gives  him  couragey 
now  he  fears 
To  find  her  false,  and  shuts  his  eyes  to  truth, 
Willing  to  be  misled ! 

Alex.  As  far  as  love  may  plead  for  woman's 
frailty. 
Urged  by  desert  and  greatness  of  the  lover. 
So  far,  divine  Octavia,  may  my  queen 
Stand  even  excused  to  you  for  loving  him, 
Who  is  your  lord ;  so  far  from  brave  Ventidius 
May  her  past  actions  hope  a  fair  report. 
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Ant   nris    well  and    truly  spoken :    Mark, 

Ventidius. 
AUx.  To  you,  most  noble  emperor,  her  strong 
passion 
Stands  not  excused,  but  wkoUy  justified 
Her  beauty's  charms  alone^  without  her  crowo^ 
From  Ind  and  Meroe  drew  the  distant  vows 
Of  sighing  kings,  and  at  her  feet  were  laid 
The  sceptres  of  the  earth,  exposed  on  heaps^ 
To  chuse  where  she  would  reign ; 
She  thought  a  Roman  only  could  deserve  her, 
And,  of  all  llomans,  onl^  Antony ; 
And,  to  be  less  than  wile  to  you^  disdained 
Their  lawful  passion. 
Ant.  Tis  but  truth. 

Alex.  And  yet,  though  love  and  your  unmatch* 
ed  desert 
Have  dnuvn  her  from  the  due  regard  of  honour. 
At  last  heaven  opened  her  unwilling  eyes 
To  see  the  wrongs,  she  offered  fair  Octavia, 
Whose  holy  bed  she  lawlessly  usurped : 
The  sad  effects  of  this  unprosperous  war 
Confirmed  those  pious  thoughts. 

Vent.  [Aside,]  Oh,  wheel  you  there? 
Observe  him  now ;  the  man  begins  to  mend. 
And  talk  substantial  reason.    Fear  not,  eunnch; 
The  emperor  has  given  thee  leave  to  speak. 

AJex.  Else  had  I  never  dared  to  oflfend  hb  ears 
With  what  the  last  necessity  has  urged 
On  my  forsaken  mistress ;  ^et  I  must  not 
Presume  to  say,  her  heart  is  wholly  altered. 
Ant.  No,  dare  not  for  thy  life !  I  charge  thee^ 
dare  not 
Pronounce  tluit  fatal  word  ! 

Oct.  Must  I  bear  this?  Good  besven !  a£brd' 

me  patience !  [Aside. 

Vent.  Oh,  sweet  eunuch !  my  dear  hak  man, 

proceed! 
Ales.  YetDolabella 
Has  loved  her  long ;  he,  next  my  godlike  k)rd, 
Deserves  her  best;   and  shouiii  she  neet  his 
passion. 

Rejected,  as  she  is,  by  him  she  loved 

Ant.  Hence  from  my  nght,  for  I  can  bear  no 
more! 
Let  furies  drag  thee  quick  to  hell !  each  torturing 

hand 
Do  thou  employ  till  Cleopatis  oomea^ 
Then  join  thou  too,  and  help  to  torture  her ! 

[Exit  AlexaSf  thrust  out  6y  Antony. 
Oct.  Tis  not  well ! 
Indeed,  my  brd,  'tis  much  unkind  to  me. 
To  shew  this  passion,  this  extreme  concernment. 
For  an  abandoned,  fisithless  prostitute. 
Ant.  Octavia,  leave  me !  I  ammuch  disorder- 
ed ! 
Leave  me,  I  say  ! 
Oct.  My  lord ! 
Antf  I  bid  you  leave  me. 
Vent.   Obey  liim,  madam  ;    bat  mthdam 
awhile. 
And  see  how  this- will  work. 

1 


Oct.  Wherein  have  I  ofiended  yoa,  uy  lari, 
That  I  am  bid  to  leave  you  ?  am  I  Mae 
Or  infamous  ?  am  I  a  Cleepatra? 
Were  I  she. 

Base  as  she  is,  yoa  wonld  not  bid  ne  leare  yoQ, 
But  hang  upon  my  neek,  take  slight  excnsei^ 
And  fawn  upon  my  falsehood. 

Ant.  Tis  too  much. 
Too  much,  Octavia !  I  an  prest  with  sorrowsy 
Too  heavy  to  be  borne,  and  you  add  more  1 
I  would  retire,  and  recollect  whafs  left 
Of  man  within,  to  aid  me. 

Oct.  You  would  mourn 
In  private  for  your  love,  who  has  betrayed  yon. 
You  did  but  half  return  to  me ;  your  kindness 
Lingered  behind  with  her.    I  hear,  my  lord, 
You  make  conditions  for  her. 
And  would  include  her  treaty :  wondroos  proofs 
Of  love  to  me ! 

Ant.  Are  you  my  friend,  Ventidius  ? 
Or  are  you  turned  a  Dolabella  too^ 
And  let  this  fury  loose  ? 

Vent.  Oh,  be  advised, 
Sweet  madam !  and  retire. 

Oct.  Yes,  I  will  eo,  but  never  to  return; 
You  shall  no  more  be  haunted  widi  this  fuiy. 
My  lord,  my  lord  !  love  will  not  always  last, 
When  urged  with  long  onkindness  and  disdain. 
Take  her  again,  whom  you  prefer  to  me ; 
She  stays  but  to  be  called.    Poor  cocmcd  msn ! 
Let  a  feigned  parting  give  her  back  your  heart. 
Which  a  feigned  love  first  got ;  for  injured  me, 
Though  my  just  sense  of  wrongs  forbid  my  flta}} 
My  duty  shall  be  yours. 
To  the  dear  pledges  of  our  former  love 
My  tenderness  and-  care  shall  he  transferred. 
And  they  shall  cheer  by  turns   my  widowed 

nights. 
So  take  my  last  farewell !  for  I  despair 
To  have  you  whole,  and  seom  to  take  joo  hslf. 

[Efit. 

Vent.  I  combat  heaven,  which  bhats  my  best 

designs ! 
My  last  attempt  must  be  to  win  her  bade ; 
But  oh  !  I  fear  in  vain.  [Exit. 

Ant.  Why  was  I  framed  widi  lliia  plain  honest 

heart. 
Which  knows  not  to  disguise  its  griefs  and  wesk- 

ness^ 
But  bears  its  workimi;s  outward  to  die  world  ? 
I  should  have  kept  the  mighty  anguish  in. 
And  forced  a  smile  at  Cleopatra's  falsehood ; 
Octavia  had  believed  it,  ana  had  staid. 
But  I  am  made  a  shallow-forded  stream. 
Seen  to  the  bottom,  all  my  clearness  acomed. 
And  all   my  feults   exposed. — See,    where  he 

comeSy 

Enter  Dolabelljl. 

Who  has  profaned  the  sacred  name  of  friend, 

And  worn  it  into  viloness  f 

With  how  secure  a  brow  and  flpeciouB  form 
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Wt  mmm  far  iioniiMj,  tut  ttewpea  miBfnnre  hgtf  it, 
And  tfiiniiibed  treason  oac  wkb  Mtture^  po>Ap, 
To  make  its  work  idmv  ean- 

IM  O  mv  friend ! 

Al.    W  JM^  Dckbriia,    you  perlbraoed  my 

I>0^  I  dM^  mwiWindy, 

Jmf.  Vumiiu^l 
Was  it  ao  hard  for  joa  to  baat  our  partiog? 
Yon  should  hnvn  lanhad  k. 

IM  Why! 

JmI.  Bccaaae  toq  lofe  me ; 
And  die  reoemd  my  mamagBi  witbaa  tnie, 
Wiab  as  mdevaad  a  sanow  aa  70U  brooght  it  ^ 

MkL  S^  lama  yon  even  ttxmadntst. 

AmL  Oh!  IknowiL 
You,  Dglihalla,  d9  not  batter  know 
How flMKh iha loaaa me.    Andshoaldl 
Fomaha  this  benat%  this  aU  aetieol  csaatufe  ^ 

AdL  I  amid  not,  warn  ska 


mi 


yon  altered  tmce  f 
DoL  laaidalAratlwaaBatittogo: 
I  oodd  not  hear  bat  agb^  and  see  ker  tiait^ 
Bat  fkf  must  prefail;  ami  so perhapa 
It  may  apdn  wiih  yon;  far  I  hoie  promised. 
That  aha  ahoald  take  bar  test  fiHreweil;  andsae^ 
to  claim  my  word. 


JEal«r  C^EOPATRA» 

Msa  IMabeUa  i 
JM.  Wfaai^  fakse^  way  laid^ 
.AsC  \¥hf^  DalaheUa's  Aiw, 
And  Cleopam's  false;  bath  faba  and  faidiks& 

you 


I  hnwa  in  my  kindly  bosom  warmed, 
m  I  nm  stm^  to  death ! 

JD^  My  kKd,  have  I 
Dieacrwed  to  be  thus  used  ? 

Cfaoi  Can  heaven  prepare 
A  Dciacr  tonnent?  can  it  find  a  corse 
our  separation  ? 
fate 

should  keiagani- 


such  crimes.    The  rolling  slone 
Fukaie  were  skiebt  pains^  inirantad 
Wlitfm  Jove  was  ynnng,  and  no  esamptea  known 
Of  usi^ity  ills ;  but  you  have  lipanad  sin 
To  amcii  n  monstroua  grawih,  Vwill  pose  the  gods 
To  fiod  an  wyial  torture,    '^vo,  two  saah ! 
Oil,  dbflsw'a  no  farther  namn;  two  snch  to  me, 
To  ^1^  wfao  locked  asy  sonl  within  your  kseasts^ 
Had  at>  desirea^no  joys,  nnkfa,  but  you; 
Wbem  bnlf  the  globe  waamina,  I  gawr  it  yau 
L»  ^kvarny  with  my  beast  t  Ihadnoase^ 
Nofanmi^nf  all  Mtyoo:  a  friend  and  mislrcm 
Wan  wfasiC  dm  world  eoaligifew  Oh,  Claopatsa ! 
CUsw  Ominbada!  hnw  eoidd  ^  betr^ 
rhm  tgpderhcajywhkhy  with  an  infant  fondness^ 


Lay  hdM  betwact  yoav  bosom%  and  there  slope 
Secure  of  injured  faith  ? 

DoL  If  she  has  wronged  jwu, 
Heaven,  hell,  and  you,  revenge  it ! 

Ant.  If  she  has  wronged  me  I 
Thottweuldst  evade  thy  part  of  guilt:  but  swear 
Thou  losest  not  her. 

DoL  Not  so  aa  I  bve  you« 

Ant,  Noa  aoi  Sweai^  swear,  I  si^,  thou  d6st 
not  love  her. 

DoL  No  more  than  frienddvpwiU  allow: 

Ant.  No  more ! 
Friendship  aUowa  thee  nothiag  t  diou  art  peiju- 

Andyet  then  dUst  not  swear  than  hwest  her  not; 
But  not  so  much,  no  more»    Ok,  tnfiing  hypo- 

critel 
Who  durst  not  own  to  bar  dmndost  not  love^ 
Nor  own  to  me  thou  dost !  Vwmdiws  heard  i^ 
Octavia  saw  iL 

Cleo.  They  are  enemieSi 

Ant.  Alexas  is  not  so ;  he,  he  eonfest  it ; 
He^  who  nest  hell  best  knew  it,  he  anrowed  it 
Why  dal  seek  »proe£bcyoIldyoaasetf^  [ToDoi. 
You,  udunn  I  sent  to  bear  my'last  farewell, 
Batutaed  to  plead  her  stty. 

DoL  Whatshall  I  answer? 
If  to  have  loved  be  guilt,  then  I  have  sinned ; 
But  if  to  have  repented  of  that  love  . 
Can  wash  away  my  crimen  I  have  repented ; 
Yet,  if  I  have  offended  jnttt  forgiveness^ 
Let  her  not  suftr :  she  isinnocent. 

CUo.  Ah,  what  will  not  a  woaun  do,  who 
loves ! 
What  means  will  she  refuse  to  keep  that  heart, 
Whsse  aU  her  joys  are  pbced!  'Twas  I  enooo- 

rafled, 
Twas  I  kSew  up  the  fip^  that  soorrhed  his  soul. 
To  make  you  jealous,  and  by  that  regain  you : 
But  all  in  vain ;  I  could  not  counterfeit : 
In  spite  of  all  the  dams,  mj  love  broke  o'er. 
And  drowned  my  heart  again :  Fate  took  the  oo* 

casion. 
And  thus  one  minuls^  feigning  has  destroyed 
My  whole  life's  truth. 

Ant.  Thin  cobweb  arts  of  falsehood. 
Seen  and  beoke  through  at  fast. 

DoL  Foigive  your  mistress. 

dm.  Forgwa  your  friend. 

Ani.  Ton  have  convinced  yenrselvca; 
You  plead  each  other^s  cause.  Wkaa  witnem  have 

That  you  but  meant  to  raise  my  jealouay  ? 

Cieo.  Ourselves-  and  heaven. 

Ant,  Guilt  witnesses  for  guiki  Henoa  love 
and  friendship ! 
You  have  no  longer  place  in  human  breasts; 
These  two  have  driven  you  out :  avoid  my  sight  f 
I  would  not  kill  the  man,  fi^iom  I  have  love^ 
And  cannot  hurt  the  woman ;  but  avoid  me ! 
I  do  not  know  how  long  I  can  be  tame ; 
For.  if  I  stay  one  minute  more  to  think 
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How  I  am  wronged,  my  justioe  and  revenge 
Will  cry  so  loud  within  me»  that  my  pity 
Will  not  be  heard  for  either. 

DoL  Heaven  has  but 
Our  sorrow  for  our  sins,  and  then  delights. 
To  pardon  erring  man ;  sweet  mercy  seems 
Its  darling  attribute,  which  limits  justioey 
As  if  there  were  degrees  in  in6nite, 
And  infinite  would  rather  want  perfection. 
Than  punish  to  extent. 

Ani»  I  can  foigive 
A  foe,  but  not  a  mistress  and  a  friend  i 
Treason  is  there  in  its  most  bofrid  shape, 
Where  trust  is  greatest;  and  the  soul  resigned 
Is  stabbed  by  ita  own  guards.    Ill  hear  no  more : 
Hence  from  my  sight  for  ever ! 

Cleo.  How?  forever! 
I  cannot  go  one  nnoment  from  yoursi^t. 
And  must  I  go  for  ever  ? 
My  joys,  my  only  joys,  are  centred  here : 
What  place  have  I  to  go  to?  my  own  kingdom  ? 
That  I  have  lost  for  you ;  or  to  the  Romans  ? 
They  hate  roe  for  your  sake :  or  must  I  wander 
The  wide  world  o'er,  a  helpless  banished  woman. 
Banished  for  love  of  you,  banished  from  you ; 
Ay,  there's  the  banishment !  Ob,  hear  me,  hear 

me. 
With  strictest  justice,  for  I  beg  no  favour, 
And,  if  I  have  oflfendled  you,  then  kill  me, 
But  do  not  banish  me  ! 

Ant.  I  must  not  hear  you ; 
I  have  a  fool  within  me  takes  your  part^ 
'But  honour  stops  my  ears. 

Cleo.  For  pity  hear  me ! 
Would  you  cast  off  a  slave,  who  followed  you, 
•Who  crouched  beneath  your  spurn?  He  has  no 

pity! 
See,  if  he  gives  one  tear  to  my  departure. 


One  look,  one  kind  farewell :  oh,iroohflirt! 
Let  all  the  gods  kiok  down  and  judge  bednUUi 
If  he  did  ever  love ! 

Ant.  No  more.    Alexas ! 

Dot.  A  perjured  villain ! 

Ant.  to  ClU.  Your  Aleias!  yours! 

Cieo.  Oh,  'twas  his  plot;  his  ruinous  desg^ 
To  engage  you  in  my  love  by  jealou^. 
Hear  him;  confront  him  wits  me;  iMhinnpesk. 

Ant.  I  have,  I  have. 

Cleo.  And  if  he  clear  me  not — 

Ant.  Your  creature !  one,  who  hangi  opon 
your  smiles, 
Watches  your  eye,  to  say  or  unsay 
Whate'er  you  please.    I  am  not  to  be  moved. 

Cleo.  Then  must  we  part?  farewell,  mj  cniel 
lord  ! 
The  appearance  is  agpunst  me;  and  I  go, 
Unjustified,  for  ever  from  your  uglit. 
How  I  have  loved,  you  know ;  how  yet  I  kive, 
My  only  comfort  is,  I  know,  myself: 
I  love  you  more,  even  now  you  are  unkind, 
Than  when  you  loved  me  most ;  so  well,  so  ttfdj, 
ril  never  strive  against,  but  die  pleased 
To  think  you  onoe  were  mine. 

Ant,  Good  Heaven !  they  weep  at  partiqg. 
Must  I  weep  too?  diat  calls  them  innocenu 
I  must  not  weep ;  and  yet  I  must,  to  think, 
That  I  must  not  forgive 
Live,  but  live  wretched ;  'tis  but  iust  yon  shoukl, 
Who  made  me  so :  live  from  eac»  other's  ^ht; 
Let  me  not  hear  you  meet    Set  all  the  earm 
And  all  the  seas  betwixt  your  sundered  loves; 
View  nothing  common  but  the  sun  and  skis»» 
Now  all  take  several  ways. 
And  each  your  own  sad  fate  with  mine  deplore 
That  you  were  false,  and  I  could  trust  no  more. 

[Exeunt  ieveraiis- 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  l^The  Temple. 

• 

Enter  Cleopataa,  Charmion,  and  laAS. 

Char.  Be  just,  heaven !  such  virtue,  punished 
thus. 
Will  make  us  think,  that  chance  rules  all  above, 
And  shuffles,  with  a  random  hand,  the  lots, 
Which  man  is  forced  to  draw. 

Cleo.  I  could  tear  out  these  eyes,  that  'gained 
hisheart, 
And  had  not  power  to  keep  it.    Oh,  the  curse 
Of  doatingon,  even  when  I  find  it  dotage  I 
Bear  witness,  gods!  you  heard  him  bid  me  go ; 
You,  whom  be  mocked,  with  imprecating  vows, 
Of  promised  faith-*ril  die,  I  will  not  bear  it 

You  may  hold  me 

\SkepulU  out  her  daggeTf  and  they  hold  her. 
But  1  can  keep  my  bream;  I  can  die  inward, 
And  choke  this  love. 


Enter  Alexas. 


Irak  Help»  oh,  Alexas,  help  I 
The  queen  g^ws  desperate,  her  soul  struggles  is 

her. 
With  all  the  agonies  of  love  and  rage, 
And  strives  to  force  its  passage. 

Cleo.  Let  me  go. 
Art  thou  there,  traitor ! — Oh, 
Oh  for  a  little  breath  to  vent  my  rage ! 
Give,  give  me  way,  and  let  me  loose  upon  Inm- 

Alu.  Yes,  I  deserve  it  for  my  ill  timed  truth. 
Was  it  for  me  to  prop 
The  .ruins  of  a  falling  majesty, 
To  place  myself  beneath  the  mirii^  flaw. 
Thus  to  be  crushed  and  poundea  into  atoms, 
By  its  overwhelming  weight  ?  *Tis  too  presumia^ 
For  subjects  to  preserve  that  wilful  power. 
Which  oourts  its  own  destnictioiu 
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Cleo,  I  woold  reason 
More  calmly  with  jou.    Did  yoo  not  o'ermle 
And  force  my  plain,  direct,  and  open  love 
Into  thtte  crooced  paths  of  jealonsy  ? 
Now  whatfs  the  event  ?  Octavia  is  removed, 
But  Cleopatra  banished.    Thou,  thou  villain, 
Hast  pushed  m j  boat  to  open  sea,  to  prove, 
At  my  sad  cost,  if  thou  canst  steer  it  back. 
It  cannot  be ;  I  am  lost  too  far;  I  am  mined : 
Henoe!  thoa  impostor,  traitor,  monster,  devil — 
I  can  no  more :  thou  and  my  griefs  have  sunk 
Me  down  so  low,  that  I  want  voice  to  curse  thee. 

if  lex.  Suppose  sonie  ship-wredked  seaman  near 
the  shore, 
Dropping  and  fasnt  with  cfimlnng  up  the  difl^ 
If,  mm  above,  some  charitable  hand 
Pnll  turn  to  safety,  hazarding  himself 
To  draw  the  other's  weight,  would  he  look  bade 
And  corse  him  for  his  pains  f  The  case  is  yours ; 
BotoiKatep  more,  and  you  have  gained  the 
height 

Clea,  Siu^  never  more  to  rise. 

Alex.  Octavia's  gone,  and  Dolabella  banished. 
Believe  me,  madam,  Antony  is  yours : 
His  heart  was  never  lost,  but  started  off 
To  jealonsT,  lovers  last  retreat,  and  covert, 
W2iere.it  lies  hid  in  shades,  watchful  in  silence. 
And  Itstiemng  for  the  sound,  that  calls  it  back. 
Some  other,  any  man,  'tis  so  advanced. 
May  perfect  th|s  unfinished  work,  which  I 
(Unhappy  only  to  myself)  have  left 
60  easy  to  his  hand. 

CUo.  Look  well  thou  dost,  else- 

Aia.  Else  what  your  silence  threatens — ^An- 
tony 
Is  moontea  up  ibe  Pharos,  from  whose  turret 
He  stands  surveving  our  Egyptian  gallics 
Engaged  with  (Jesar^s 'fleet:  now  death  or  con- 
quest! 
If  the  first  happeq,  fate  acquits  my  promise; 
If  we  o'ereome^  the  conqueror  is  yours. 

[A  dUtmnt  »k<mt  within, 

Ckmr,  Have  comfort^  madam :  (did  you  mark 
that  shout  ?  ISeeond  thout  nearer, 

Jrmf.  Hark!  they  redouble  it 

Aler,  Tis  from  tlye  port ; 
The  loudness  shows  it  near.    Good  news,  kind 
Heavens! 

Cieo,  Onris  make  it  so ! 

Ei^er  Serapion. 

Ser,  Where,  whereas  the  queen  i 

Alex,  How  frightfully  the  holy  coward  stares ! 
As  if  not  yet  recovered  of  the  assault, 
When  all  his  gods,  and  whatfs  more  dear  to  him, 
Hb  oflerings,  were  at  stake. 

Ser.  Ob,  horror,  horror ! 
Egypt  has  been ;  the  latest  hour  is  come. 
The  queen  of  natfoos  from  her  ancient  seat 
Is  sunk  for  ever  in  the  dark  abyss : 
Time  has  mirolled  her  glories  to  the  last. 
And  now  closed  up  the  volume. 


Cko,  Be  more  plain! 
Say  whence  thou  earnest !  thou^  Fate  is  in  thy 

face, 
Which  from  thy  haggard  eyes  looks  wildly  out. 
And  threatens  ere  uiou  speakest 

Ser.  I  came  from  Pharos, 
From  viewing  (spare  me,  and  imagine  it) 
Our  land's  last  Iwpe,  your  navy 

CIto,  Vanquished? 

Ser,  No; 
They  fought  not 

CUo,  Then  they  fled. 

Ser,  Nor  that :  T  saw. 
With  Antony,  your  well-appointed  fleet 
Row  out,  and  thrice  he  waved  his  hand  on  high. 
And  thrice,  with  cheerful  cries,  they  shouted  back  t 
Twas  then  false  Fortune,  like  a  fawning  strumpet, 
About  to  leave  the  banknipt  prodigal, 
With  a  dissembled  smile  would  kiss  at  parting, 
And  flatter  to  the  last :  the  well-timed  oars 
Now  dipped  from  every  bark,  now  smoothly  run 
To  meet  the  foe;  and  soon  indeed  they  met, 
But  not  as  foes.    In  few,  we  saw  their  caps 
On  either  side  thrown  up :  the  Egyptian  gallies, 
Received  like  friends,  past  through,  and  fell  bo- 
hind 
The  R|Oman  rear;  and  now  they  all  come  forward, 
And  ride  within  the  port. 

Cleo.  Enough,  Serapion ; 
I  have  heard  my  doom.    This  needed  not,  you 

gods! 
When  I  lost  Antony,  your  work  was  done. 
^is  but  superfluous  malice.    Where's  my  lord  ? 
How  bears  he  this  last  blow? 

Ser.  His  fury  cannot  be  expressed  bywords : 
Thrice  he  attempted  headlong  to  have  fallen 
Full  on  )ris  foes,  and  aimed  at  Csesar^  galley ; 
Withheld,  be  raves  on  you,  cries  he's  betrayed. 
Should  he  now  find  you— 

Alex.  Shun  him,  seek  your  safety, 
Till  you  can  dear  your  innocence. 

Cleo,  ril  stay. 

Alex,  You  inust  not;  haste  you  to  the  monu- 
ment. 
While  I  make  speed  to  Caesar. 

Cleo,  Cssar!  no; 
I  have  no  business  with  him. 

Alex^  I  can  work  him 
To  spare  your  life,  and  let  this  madman  perish. 

cleo.  Base  fawning  wretch !  wouldst  thou  be- 
tray him  too  ? 
Hence  from  my  sight!  I  will  not  hear  a  traitor : 
Hi'was  thy  design  brought  all  this  ruin  on  us. 
Serapion,  thou  art  honest;  counsel  me : 
But  naste,  each  moment's  predous. 

Ser.  Retire ;  you  must  not  see  Antony. 
He,  who  began  this  mischief, 
Tis  just  he  tempt  the  danger:  let  him  clear  you ; 
And  since  he  omred  you  his  servile  ton<rue 
To  gain  a  poor  precarious  life  from  C»sar, 
Let  him  expose  that  fawning  eloquence, 
And  speak  to  Antony.  • 
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Alex.  Oh  heavens !  I  dire  A»t : 
I  meet  my  cextain  4mA, 

Cleo,  Slave,  thou  deaervest  it 
Not  that  I  fear  tay  kwd  wiU  I  avoid  Kmi; 
I  know  him  noble :  when  be  baaiAed  may 
And  thought  me  false,  he  acorned  Co  take  my  li 
But  I'll  be  ju&tiiied,  aiftd  tbeo  die  with  hiOL 

Ales.  Oi) !  pity  me^  and  let  oie  follow  yo«  ! 

Cleo.  To  death,  if  thou  stir  beaoe.    Speak^  if 

thou  canst, 

Now  for  thy  life,  which  basely  thou  wooldA  save, 

While  mine  I  prize  at  this.  Come,  |;9od  Serapian. 

[Exeunt  Cha.  :kr.  CAar.  ^d  Inu. 

Ales.  Oh,  that  1  less  oould  fear  to  kie  ihis 
bek^ 
Whidv  like  a  snow^wU  in  my  coward  hahd. 
The  more  'tis  grasped  the  faster  meks  away. 
Poor  reason !  what  f^  wretched  aid  art  thau ! 
For  still,  an  spite  of  thee, 
These  two  long  lovers,  ioul  ml  body*  dread 
Their  final  separatiofi.    Let  me  thiak ; 
What  am  1  say  to  sive  myself  from  death? 
No  matler  what  becomes  of  Cleosatra. 

Ant.  Which  way?  where?  [WUhim. 

Veni.  This  leads  to  the  mooaraent    [WUlUn. 

Ales.  Ah  me!  I  hear  him:  yet  I'm  miprepared : 
My  gift  of  lyiolfs  fode ; 

And  this  court-devil,  which  I  so  oft  have  miaedi 
Forsakes  me  at  my  need.    I  dare  not  stay, 
Yet  cannon  go  far  hence.  [E/dt, 

Enter  Antony  9nd  Ventzdius. 

Ant,  Oh,  happy  Capsar !  thou  hast  men  to  lead: 
Think  not  'tis  thou  hast  conqoered  Antony, 
But  BoHie  has  conquered  Egypt  I'm  betrayed. 

Vent,  Curse  on  this  treacherous  train  I 
Their  soil  and  httven  infect  them  all  with  base- 
ness. 
And  their  ^ung  souls  come  taialed  to  the  warld. 
With  the  hrst  breath  the|  draw. 

Ant.  The  oi:iginal  villam  sure  no  god  created; 
He  was  a  bastard  of  the  Sun  by  Nile; 
Aped  into  man  with  aU  his  mottier's  m«d 
Crasted  about  his  soul. 

Vent.  The  natioa  is 
One  universal  traitor,  and  their  queen 
The  veiy  spirit  and  flstraui  of  them  alL 

Ant.  Is  there  jet  left 
A  possibility  of  ^d  and  vakMur? 
Is  there  one  god  umwora  to  mv  destruetioBy 
The  least  unmortmed  hope?  ror,  if  there  be^ 
Methinks  I  caimot  &U  beuettdi  the  fate 
Of  such  a  boy  as  Caaar. 
The  world's  one  half  is  yeC  io  Antonv, 
And  from  each  limb  ef  i^  that^s  faewVl  awayi 
The  soul  comes  bai^  lo  me. 

Vent.  There  yet  rediain 
Three  legions  in  the  town;  the  laat  asstuk 
Lopt  off  the  rest    If  death  be  your  design 
As  I  must  wish  it  new,  these  are  suttcieat 
To  make  a  heap  about  us  of  dead  foes^ 
Afi  honest  pile  for  burial. 


Ant.  Thief  n  enon^. 
Well  not  divide  our  Mrs,  but  side  by  Hdfl 


Fight  emulous,  and  with  Matirieus  eves 
Survey  each  otber^s acts:  aoevaiydsatk 
Thoul^ves^  rU  tdaeoo  me  as  ajMtdsb^ 
And  pay  thee  back  a  soul. 

Veni,  Now  you  ehaU  see  I  kvo  yea.  Net  s 

woid 
OfehicbMaBore.  By  sipr  few  hours  afli£^ 
I  am  so  pleased  widi  this  brave  Bonuui  fsts, 
That  I  would  not  be  Cfesar  to  outlive  yoa) 
When  we  put  off  llus  iosb,  and  mooat  MoedMr, 
I  shall  be  sbewa  to  oU  the  etbcresl  oosrd^ 
'  Lo !  this  is  he,  who  died  with  AMsayF 
An$,  Who  koowslMtu%  maypieroe  ikn^ 

all  their  troops, 
And  reach  my  vetoraos  yot  ?   ^  weith  d» 

tompiiiig 
To  o'orleiy  this  (gDlf  of  late^ 
Aad  leave  our  wandering  ^Jeirinirw  behind. 

Enter  Alsxas,  trembling. 

Vent.  See,  see  thsit  vilbin  ! 
See  Cleopatra  stamped  unon  that  fiioa, 
With  all  Wounoini^  all  bar  arts  of  falsehood  I 
How  she  looks  out  ibroi^  those  ditseDbliac 

eves! 
How  he  has  set  bis  ■countonawce  for  deoei^ 
And  promises  a  lie  before  be  ^eaks ! 
Let  me  diwatch  him  first  [Drsvuy. 

Ales.  Oh,  spare  me,  spare  me ! 

Ant.  Hold ;  he's  not  worth  your  killing.   Oft 
thy  life, 
(Which  iboo  asayest  kaep^  bocAuse  I  soon  to 

take  it) 
No  syllable  to  justify  thy 
Save  thy  base  tongoe  its 

Ales.  Sir,  she's  gone 
Where  she  shall  never  be  molested 
By  love  or  you. 

Jilt  FledtoherDolabelU! 
Die^  traitor !  I  revoke  my  promise ;  die ! 

[Goii^tokitti^. 

Ales.  Oh,  bold;  she  b  not  led* 

Ant.  She  is ;  my  c^es 
Are  open  to  her  falsehood.    My  whole  life 
Has  been  a  golden  dream  of  love  aad  fiieodship; 
But  now  I  ^^e,  I'm  like  a  mrrrrhant  roused 
From  soft  repose,  to  see  hia  vesael  sinking 
And  all  his  wealth  cast  o'er.  Unginsteful  wonan! , 
Who  followed  me  but  as  the  ow^Uow  summer, 
Hatching  her  young  ones  in  asy  kiadly  beam, 
Sioging  ber  flatteries  to  my  morttrng  wake; 
But  now  n^  winter  ooaies,  she  afwoada  her  m|d 
Aod  seeks  the  i|»riag  of  CsMar^ 

Ales.  Think  not  so; 
Her  fortones  have  in  ail  things  miaoil  with  yout; 
Had  she  betrayed  her  naval  foroo  tti  Roase^ 
How  easi^  m^t  sbe  have  goMe  lo  C 
Secure  by  such  a  bribe? 

Vent.  She  sent  it  first. 
To  be  more  welcome  after. 
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Amt,  nis  loo  pkin, 
Sbe  noolii  ibe  hwre  ■ppcawd  to  dear  heraelf. 

J4w:  Tm  finMj  tiie  has;  ihe  oavid  oocb^ar 
To  be  ■ccnacd  bj  jou,  but  shut  herself 
WkfaiB  ter  monument  loglced  4o«ro  mm!  tigMly 
While  iroin  her  unchaoged  iaoe  Cbe  aUent  lieftrs 
Drop^  as  iImj  bad  neileave^  bat  stok  Iheir  part* 

Some  immsdnguisbed  wetds  «he  ialjr  aMnmiml ; 
At  last  she  ra»ed  her  eyasi  mad  win  aooh  looks 
AfdfincLii 

ilaTMy 

F««f  .  AH  for  «he  beat.    Go 

Jkr.  Sba  Bwafchfd  her  yansard^ 
Aad,  ere  we  cxHild  preveat  the  AMtel  biaw» 
Plunged  it  within  her  breast;  tbeaianiedcone; 
*  Goy  bear  my  lord,*  said  she, '  »y  last  Ivewielly 
Aad  adk  bba  if  be  y«C  aaspaot  aity  faitb/ 
Jiofe  she  was  sayiaf^  bat  death  nuhed  betwixt 
She  half  piamaJaopd  yaar  aaoM  with  her  last 

bfeatiif 
AmA  baried  half  ^mihM  ber. 

Veai,  Heaven  be  praised ! 

Ja<.  Then  art  tAwa  in^acenti  «iy  poor  dear 
lore! 
And  art  thoa  dead  ? 
Oh,  iboae  two  words !  tbeir  aottnd  sbaald  be  di- 

vured. 
Hadst  tlioo  been  fabe  «nd  died»  ar  hadst  thou 


And  badat  been  true— Bat  ianooeBoe  aad  death ! 
TbisafaaarsnatweUabare.    llKawbatamI? 
The  BBMihifr  of  tlus  trutb»  this  inaooence ! 
Hioeates  cannot  form  themselres  in  wards  so 

horrid 
A«  casi  axpresa  a^  gnilt ! 

Ftmi.  Is  it  oome  to  this?  The  gods  hare  been 


Aad  dns  too  thank  them  for  it 

Jmi.  (randier.]  Why ata^stllioa here? 
Zf  it  fiir  tlwe  to  spy  wpon  n^  aaiily 
And  see  its  inwaial  jBomwig  ?  Get  thee  benoe ! 
Thaa  art  not  wmthj  to  beboM  what  now 
fiaooaaca  n  Raasan  aasperar  ta  perfisns* 

jfliex.  HeWreaberalill;  [Jmde. 

aapisTbelrayait  Good !  the  jo^r  to  fiad 
She^s  yet  alrre  completes  the  noanoleBMat : 
I  haw«  maad  sayaalf  aad  bar.    J9attih!  the  Ro- 


atiy  waty 

ae  at  eadi  double. 

Waald  4»  bad  died  a  httle  sooner 


taa«ai4 


yea  asi^t  hare  nioatodj 
'twill  look  tame,  aad  waald  not^  reoeired. 
jtmmlS,  and  tetTs  die  ^warmto- 

An^  nati^;  thtteNve  moreworkfor! 


,C 


of  my  «nf^  hours  is  done. 
19  at  your  gate. 


Ami.  Why,  let  bin  enter: 

He's  welcome  now. 

VMt.  What  lethaigy  has  crept  into  your  sool? 

Ant.  Tb  but  a  scorn  of  lifc^  aad  just  desire 
To  free  injrietf  hnm  bondagjt. 

VenU  I>o  iit  bravely. 

Ami.  1  will,  but  not  by  fig^tin^    Oh,  Venti- 
diufl^ 
What  should  I  figfit  lor  now  ?  ay  queen  is  dead : 
I  was  but  great  for  her :  my  power,  my  empire^ 
Were  but  my  merchandise  to  boy  her  love^ 
And  oonqoered  kiagp  my  faotors.     Now  sbe^s 

dead. 
Let  Cssar  take  the  mcM-^ 
An  empty  circle^  since  the  jewel's  gone. 
Which  made  it  worth  my  strife :  my  beugf s  nan- 

seous» 
For  all  the  bribes  of  life  are  gone  away. 

Vent.  Would  you  be  taken  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  I  would  be  taken ; 
But  as  a  BflOUHi  oi^ght;  dead^  my  Ventidius — 
For  111  convey  my  soul  from  Cs^ar^s  reach, 
And  lay  down  life  myself.    Tis  time  the  world 
Should  have  a  loid^  and  know,  whom  to  obey. 
We  two  hare  kept  its  homage  in  smipense, 
Aad  bent  the  globe,  on  whose  each  side  we  trod. 
Till  it  was  dinted  inwards.    Let  ban  walk 
A^Ob  apan  it :  I'm  weaiy  of  my  part 
Mv  torch  is  out,  and  the  woiid  stmids  before  me, 
like  a  black  desert  at  the  approach  of  oight : 
I^  lay  aw  dawn  and  atrey  no  fivther  on. 
.  Vent.  I  could  be  grievec^ 
But  that  rilaotautlireyoa.   Chase  your  death, 
Far  I  have  seen  him  in  «ich  various  shapes, 
I  care  aot  which  I  take :  Tm  only  troobled 
The  life  I  bear  is  worn  to  such  a  in^ 
Tis  «oaioe  worth  gi^^a^^    I  could  wish  indeed 
We  threw  it  from  us  with  a  better  graoe^ 
That,  Jibe  two  lions  taken  in  the  tofls. 
We  might  at  least  thrastoatour  paw%  and  wound 
The  hnnlars,  that  enclose  us. 

An/t.  I  have  tbo«^t  on  it ; 
VenddHB,  you  must  live. 

Vent.  I  must  not,  sir. 

i^niif.  Wilt  thou  net  live  to  speak  some  good 
of  me? 
To  ataad  hy  my  fair  fame,  and  guard  the  ap- 
proaches 
From  the  ill  tongues  of  men  ? 

Vent.  Who  smdl  gaard  mine 
For  living  after  you  ? 
.  Am,  &y,  I  oammaad  it 

V€nt,  If  we  die  well,  oar  deaths  will  speak 
thenisehre% 
And  need  no  living  witness. 

Ant.  Thou  hast  hwed  me, 
And  fiun  I  would  reward  thee.    I  mast  die ; 
Kill  me,  and  take  the  merit  of  my  death, 
To  make  thee  friends  with  Csesar. 

Fen^  Thank  voor  kindness ! 
You  said  I  loved  you,  and  in  recompense 
You  -bid  me  turn  a  traitor !  Did  I  taink 
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Yoa  would  hurt  used  me  dnis  !  that  I  should 

die 
M^th  a  hard  thought  of  you ! 

Ant,  Forgive  me,  Romaiu 
Since  I  have  heard  of  Cleopatra's  death. 
My  reason  bears  no  rule  upon  my  tongue, 
But  lets  my  thoughts  break  all  at  random  out 
I  have  thought  better ;  do  not  deny  me  twice. 

Vent,  Bv  heaven  I  will  not ! 
Let  it  not  be  to  outlive  you. 

Ani.  Kill  me  first, 
And  then  die  thou ;  for  'tis  but  just  thou  serve 
Thy  friend  before  Uiyself. 

Vent,  Give  me  your  hand — 
We  soon  shall  meet  again.    Now,  farewell,  em- 
peror! [£fn6race. 
Methinks  that  word's  too  cold  to  be  my  last : 
Since  d«ith  sifeeps  aU  disdactions,   faKwell, 
fnend ! 

That's  all 

I  will  not  make  a  business  of  a  trifle— 
And  yet  I  cannot  look  on  you  and  kill  you : 
Pray  turn  your  face. 

Ant.  I  do :  strike  home ;  be  sore. 

Vent,  Home  as  my  swonl  will  reach. 

[KilU  himtelf. 

Ant.  Oh,  thou  mistakest ! 
That  wound  was  none  of  thine ;  give  it  me  bade : 
Thou  robbest  me  of  my  death. 

Vent.  I  do  indeed ; 
But  think,  'tis  the  first  time  I  e'er  deceived  yon. 
If  that  may  plead  my  pardon.    And  you,  cods . 
Foretve  me,  If  yoii  will ;  for  I  die  per)ured. 
Rather  than  kill  my  friend.  [Dies. 

Ant.  Farewell  f  ever  my  leader,    even  in 
death! 
My  queen  and  thou  have  got  the  start  of  me. 
And  I'm  the  lag  of  honour. — Gone  so  soon ! 
Is  death  no  more !  He  used  him  carelessly, 
"With  a  familiar  kindness ;  ere  he  knocked!, 
Ran  to  the  door,  and  took  him  in  his  arms, 
As  who  should  say,  you're  welcome  at  all  hours, 
A  friend  need  give  no  warning — Books  had  spoil- 
ed him. 
For  all  the  learned  are  cowards  by  profession. 
Tis  not  worth 

My  further  thought ;  for  death,  for  aught  I  know, 
Is  but  to  think  no  more.    Here's  to  be  satisfied. 

[Faih  on  kit  tword. 
I  have  missed    my   heart — Oh,   unperforming 

hand! 
Thou  never  couldst  have  erred  in  a  worse  time. 
My  fortune  Jades  me  to  the  last;  and  death, 
like  a  great  man,  takes  state,  and  makes  me  wait 
For  my  admittance —  [Trampling  wntkin. 

Some,  perhaps,  from  Ctesar ! 
If  he  should  find  me  living,  and  suspect, 
That  I  played  booty  with  my  life !  I'll  mend 
My  work  ere  they  can  reach  me. 

[HiBet  upon  hi$  knees. 

Enter  ChsoPATnAf  CHARMfoiry  andltukS* 
Cko,  Where  is  my  lord  ?  where  is  he  ? 


Char,  There  he 
And  dead  Ventidius  by  him. 

CUo.  HLj  fears  were  prophets !  I  am  oooetoo 
late! 
Oh,  that  accursed  Alexas !  [lUai  to  ikun. 

Ant.  Art  thou  living  } 
Or  am  I  dead  before  I  knew,  and  thou 
The  first  kind  ghost,  that  meets  me? 

Cko.  Help  me  seat  him ! 
Send  quickly,  send  for  help  I 

[The^  piau  km  in  a  ekair. 

Ant.  I  am  answerra : 
We  live  both.    Sit  thee  down,  my  Ckopitrt! 
m  make  the  most  I  can  of  life,  to  stay 
A  moment  more  with  thee. 

Cleo.  How  is  it  with  you  ? 

Ant.  Tis,  as  with  a  man 
Removing  in  a  hurry ;  all  packed  up 
But  one  dear  jewel,  diat  his  haste  foigoc, 
And  he  for  tbiat  returns  upon  the  spur; 
So  I  come  bade  for  thee. 

Cleo.  Too  long,  ye  heavens !  yon  have  beca 
cruel  to  me ! 
Oh,  now  be  kind,  and  give  me  back 
His  fleeting  life ! 

Ant.  It  will  not  be,  my  love  I 
I  keep  my  soul  by  force. 
Say  but  thou  art  not  folse  \ 

CUo.  'Tis  now  too  late 
To  say  I'm  true ;  Fll  prove  it  and  die  with  jos. 
Unknown  to  me  Alexas  feigned  my  death, 
Which,  when  I  knew,  I  haMed  to  present 
This  fatal  consequence.    My  fleet  betnyed 
Both  you  and  me. 

Ant.  And  Dolabellar— 

Cleo,  Scarce  esteemed  before  he  kved,  Iwt 
hated  now. 

Ant,  Enough !  my  life's  not  long  enough  for 
more. 
Thou  sa/st,  thou  wilt  come  afVer:  Ibelievetbee; 
For  I  can  now  believe  whate'er  thou  say's!, 
That  we  may  part  more  kindly. 

Cieo.  I  will  come ; 
Doubt  not,  my  life  !  Fll  oome,  and  quickly  too  I 
Cesar  shall  triumph  o'er  no  part  of  thee. 

Ant.  But  grieve  not,  idaie  thou  stayest, 
My  last  disastrous  tiroes ! 
Think  we  have  had  a  dear  and  glorious  day, 
And  heaven  did  kindly  to  delajthe  storm, 
Just  till  our  close  of  evening.    Ten  years  lone. 
And  not  a  moment  lost,  but  all  improved 
To  the  utmost  joys !  What  aces  have  we  lived! 
And  now  to  die  each  othief^  f  and  so  dyin^ 
While  hand  in  hand  we  walk  in  groves  bdow. 
Whole  troops  of  lov«rs'  ghosts  shsJl  flock  about  us, 
And  all  tlie  train  be  ours. 

Cieo.  Your  words  are  like  the  notes  of  dying 
swans, 
Too  sweet  to  last.    Were  there  eo  many  hours 
For  your  unkindness,  and  not  one  for  love ! 

Ant.  No,  not  a  minute—this  one  kiss— laore 
worth 
Tlian  all  I  leave  to  Cesar.'*  [Pics> 
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And  take  ten  thousand  kiaies  for  that  word— • 
My  kid  I  my  lord  !  tpetk,  if  you  yet  have 

Sign  to  me  if  you  cannot  vpetk !  or  cast 
One  look !  do  any  thing,  that  shows  you  live ! 

Iraa.  He  is  gone  too  far  to  hear  vou. 
And  tfaisy  you  see,  a  lump  of  senseless,  clay. 
The  lesvings  of  a  soul. 

Ckar.  Remember,  madami 
He  char^ged  you  not  to  erieve. 

CUo.  And  rU  obey  huL 
I  have  not  loved  a  Roman  not  to  know 
VThat  should  become  hia  wife — his  wife,  my 

Charmion! 
For  *tis  to  that  hi|^  title  I  aspire ; 
And  now  FU  not  die  less.    Let  dull  Octavia 
Sornve,  to  mourn  him  dead :  my  noble  fate 
Shall  knit  our  spousab  with  a  tie^  too  strong 
For  Roman  laws  to  break. 

Irat,  Will  you  then  die  ? 

Clea,  Why  shooldst  thou  make  that  question  ? 
Fly  bodi,  and  bring  the  cure  of  all  our  ills. 

Jroi,  Cesar  is  mercif uL— 

CUo,  Let  him  be  so 
To  those,  that  want  his  mercy :  My  poor  lord 
Made  no  such  covenant  with  him  to  spare  me, 
When  he  was  dead.    Yield  me  to  Cssar's  pride ! 
What !  to  be  led  in  triumph  through  the  streets, 
A  spectacle  to  base  plebeian  eyes. 
While  some  dgected  friend  of  Antony's, 
Cloae  in  a  comer,  shakes  his  bead,  and  mutters 
A  secret  curse  on  her,  who  ruined  him ! 
Ill  Dooe  of  that 

Ckar.  Whatever  vou  resolve, 
ni  fblknr,  even  to  oesth. 

Irat,  I  only  feared 
For  you,  but  more  should  fear  to  live  without 
you. 

Cko,  Why,  now  ^tis  as  it  should  be.    Quick, 
my  friend^ 
Diapatcfa !  ere  this  the  town's  in  Cesar's  hands : 
My  kxd  looks  down  concerned,  and  fears  my 

Lest  I  shobld  be  surprised : 

Keep  htm  not  fiiitin^  for  his  love  too  long. 

Yoi^   Charmioo,   bnng  my  crown  and  richest 

jewels; 
With  them  the  wreath  of  victory  I  made 
(Vain  augory !)  for  him,  who  now  lies  dead : 
You,  lias,  bring  the  cure  of  all  our  ills. 

JroM,  The  aspicks,  madam? 

Cieo»  Must  I  bid  you  twice  ? 

[Ex,  Char,  and  Irai, 
Tis  sweet  to  die,  when  they  would  force  life  on 


To  rash  into  the  dark  abode  of  death 

And  sei»  him  first !  If  he  be  like  my  love, 

He  is  not  friglitfol  sure ! 

We  are  now  alone,  in  secrecy  and  silence. 

And  is  not  this  like  lovers  ?  I  may  kiss 

These  pale  cold  lips — Octavia  does  not  see  me ; 


And,' oh !  'tis  better  far  to  hare  him  thus, 
Than  see  him  in  her  arms !— O  welcome,  wel* 
come! 

Enter  Charmioit  and  Iras,  toith  the  aspicks,  SfC. 

Char.  What  must  be  done  ? 

Cleo,  Short  ceremony,  friends ; 
But  vet  it  must  be  decent.    First,  this  laurel 
Shall  crown  my  hero's  head :  he  fell  not  basely. 
Nor  left  his  shield  behind  hiro.    Only  thou 
Couldst  triumph  o'er  thyself,  and  thou  alone 
Wert  worthy  so  to  triumph. 

CAor.  To  what  end 
These  ensigns  of  your  pomp  and  royalty  ? 

CUo.  Dull,  that  thou  art !  why,  *\aA  to  meet 
my  love, 
As  when  I  saw  him  first  on  Cydno's  bank. 
All  sparkling  like  a  goddess ;  so  adorned, 
111  find  him  once  again ;  my  second  spousab 
Shall  match  my  first  in'glory.    Haste,  haste,  both, 
And  dress  the  bride  of  Antoi^  1 

Char.  Tis  done. 

CUo.  Now  set  me  by  my  lord ;  I  daim  this 
place. 
For  I  must  conquer  Cesar,  too,  like  him. 
And  win  my  share  of  the  world.    Hail,  you  dear 

relicks 
Of  my  inmiortal  love ! 
Oh,  let  no  impious  hand  remove  you  hence. 
But  rest  for  ever  here !  let  Eg^t  ^ive 
His  death  that  peace,  which  it  denied  his  life ! 
Reach  me  the  casket. 

Iras.  Underneath  the  fruit  the  aspick  lies. 

CUo.  Welcome,  thou  kind  deceiver ! 

\Futtine  aside  the  Uaves, 
Thou  best  of  thieves !  who  wim  an  easy  key 
Dost  open  life,  and,  unperoeived  by  us, 
Even  steab  us  from  ourselves,  discharging  so 
Death's  dreadful  ofiice  better  than  himself. 
Touching  our  limbs  so  gently  into  slumber. 
That  Death  stands  by,  deceived  by  his  own  image. 
And  thinks  himself  but  sleep. 

Ser.  The  queen,  where  is  she?  [Within. 

The  town  is  yielded,  Cesar's  at  the  gates. 

CUo.  He  comes  too  late  to  invade  the  rights 
of  death. 
Haste,  haste,  my  friend,  and  rouse  the  serpentfs 


fury. 


Holds  out  her  arm,  and  draws  it  back. 
Coward  flesh 
Wouldst  thou  conspire  with  Cesar  to  betray  me. 
As  thou  wert  none  of  mine?  FU  force  thee  to  it. 
And  not  be  sent  by  him. 
And  bring  myself,  my  soul,  to  Antony. 

[Turns  Mide,  and  then  shows  her  arm  bloody. 
Take  hence :  the  work  i;i  done ! 

Ser.  Break  ope  the  door,  [Within. 

And  guard  the  traitor  well. 
C/uir.  The  next  is  ours. 
Iras.  Now,  Charmion,  to  be  worthy 
Of  our  great  queen  and  mistress. 

[TAry  apply  the  aspicks. 
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Cleo.  AhmAy,  dmA,    I  f«el   then  m  my 


IgO  with  Bach  a  will  to  find  my  lord^ 

Tmt  we  shall  quidily  meet 

A  heavy  oumhness  creeps  through  evenr  limb^ 

And  now  *tia  at  m^r  head :  mr  eyelids  ially 

And  my  dear  love  b  vanished  in  a  mist  I 

HVhere  shall  I  find  him,  where  ?  ok !  torn  me  to 

him. 
And  lay  me  on  his  breast ! — Casar,  ihy  worst ! 
Now  part  us  if  thou  canst  [Dim. 

\^Ir(u  sinkt  dawn  at  her  feet  and  dUi^  Charmhn 
itandi  behind  her  chair  as  dremng  her  head. 

Enter  SsRAPiOKy  two  Priests^  Alexas^  bounds 

and  EfOfptians, 

9  PriMi.  Bdiold,  Ser^nooy  what  havoc  deatfi 

has  made! 
9er.  Twas  what  I  feared. 
Cluamiony  is  this  well  done^ 


Char.  Yes,  'tisweBduM^  and  like  a  qsscD, 
'    thehst 
Ofhergreatrace.  lktkmhfai.[SinhimLDm. 

Ale*.  mstrue» 
She  hes  dooe  well :  much  hatter  ihas Isdie, 
Than  live  to  make  a  holidav  in  Rosm. 

Ser.  See  how  the  lovers  ne  in  state  toaslher, 
As  they  were  giving  laws  to  half  maakiaal 
The  impres^on  of  a  smil^  left  in  her  ho^ 
Shows  she  died  pleased  with  Um,  fbr  whoa  she 

lived. 
And  went  to  charm  him  in  another  world 
Cesar's  iost  entering ;  grief  has  now  na  lewne. 
Secure  mat  villain,  as  oar  pledge  of  safctf, 
To  grace  the  imperial  tnum^     Slesp^  Uest 

pair! 
Secure  from  human  dianoe,  long  ages  oal^ 
While  all  the  storms  of  tea  iy  o3er  year  tsmh : 
And  ftnne  to  late  posterity  shall  M^ 
No  bvers  lived  so  greai^  or  died  so  weU. 

[CscimlSBiRes. 
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DRAl^ATIS  P£RSON/E^ 


MEN. 

AcxSTO,  a  nobleman  retired  from  the  court,  and 
living  private^  in  the  country, 

Chamost,  a  young  taUUer  of  fortune,  brother  to 

ManiaueL 
Erkesto. 
Pauuko. 


Page, 

Chaplain, 

Servant, 

m 

WOMEN. 

MoNiMiA,  the  Orphan,  left  under  the  guardian- 

$hip  of  old  Acoito. 
Serin  A,  Acasto*i  daughter, 
Florella,  Monimia*t  woman. 


Scene — Bohemia. 


ACT    I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Paulino  and  Ernesto. 

PomL  Tis  atrangey  Ernesto^  this  seventy 
Sboiild  still  reigQ  powerful  in  Acasto's  mind. 
To  iwte  the  ooart,  where  be  was  bred  and  lived. 
All  faoBoufs  heajMBd  op  hiza,  that  power  could 

gjive. 
JEra.  Tis  true,  he  hither  came  a  private  gep- 

tlemaiiy 
But  jonog  and  brave,  and  of  a  family 
Ancient  and  noble,  as  the  empire  holds. 
The  boQours  he  has  gained  are  joBtly  his ; 
He  pmchased  them  in  war :  thrice  oas  he  led 
An  annj  'gainst  the  rebels,  ao^  as  often 
Retnmed  with  victory.    The  world  has  not 
A  truer  soldier,  or  a  bettcx  subject. 


PauL  It  was  his  virtue  fit  first  made  me  senre 
him; 
He  is  the  best  of  masters  and  of  friends : 
I  know  he  has  lately  been  invited  thither, 
Yet  still  he  keeps  his  stubborn  purpose ;  cries 
He  is  old,  and  willingly  would  be  at  rest. 
I  doubt  there's  deep  resentment  in  his  mind, 
For  the  late  slight  his  honour  sufifercd  there. 

Em.  Has  he  not  reason?  When,  for  what  he 
had  borne. 
Long,  hard,  a|id  painful  toil,  he  might  have  claimed 
Places  in  honour,  and  employment  high ; 
A  huffing,  shining,  flattering^  cringing  oowdrd, 
A  canker-worm  of  peace,  was  raised  above  him. 

Paul,  Yet  still  he  holds  just  value  for  the  king. 
Nor  ever  names  him  but  with  highest  reverence. 
Tis  noble  that. 

Y 
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Em.  Oh!  I  have  heard  him  wanton  in  his 
praise. 
Speak  tnings  of  him  might  charm  the  ears  of  en- 
vy. 
FauL  Oh,  may  he  live,  till  Nature^s  lelf  g;row8 
old, 
And  from  her  womh  no  more  canhless  the  earth ! 
For,  when  he  dies,  farewell  all  honour,  bounty, 
All  generous  encouragement  of  arts ; 
For  Charity  herself  becomes  a  widow. 

Em,  No ;  he  has  two  sons,  that  were  ordained 
to  be 
As  well  his  virtues^  as  his  fortune's  heirs. 

Paul,  The/ne  both  of  nature  .mild,  and  full  of 
sweetness ; 
Tliey  came  twins  from  the  womb^  and  still  they 

live, 
As  if  they  would  go  twins,  too,  to  the  grave ; 
Neither  has  any  thing  he  calls  his  own. 
But  of  each  other's  joys,  as  griefs,  partaking; 
So  very  honestly,  so  well  they  love. 
As  they  were  only  for  each  other  bom. 

Em.  Never  was  parent  in  an  o&pring  hap- 

He  has  a  daughter  too,  whose  blooming  age  • 
promises  goodness  equal  to  her  beauty. 

Paul.  And  as  there  is  a  friendship  'twixt  the 
brethren, 
80  has  her  infant  nature  chosen  too 
A  faithful  partner  of  her  thoughts  and  wishes. 
And  kind  companion  of  her  harmless  pleasures. 

Em.  You  mean  the  beauteous  orphan^  fair 
Monimia. 

Paul.  The  same,  the  daughter  of  the  brave 
Chamont ; 
He  was  our  lord's  companion  in  the  wars ; 
Where  such  a  wondrous  friendship  grew  between 

them, 
As  only  death  could  end.    Chamont's  estate 
Was  ruined  in  our  late  and  civil  discords; 
Therefore,  unable  to  advance  her  fortune. 
He  left  his  daughter  to  our  master's  care ; 
Tq  such  a  care,  as  she  scarce  lost  her  father. 

Em.  Her  brother  to  the  emperor's  wars  went 
earlv, 
To  seek  a  fortune,  or  a  noWe  fate; 
Wiience  he,  with  hpnour,  is  expected  ba^ji. 
And  mighty  marks  of  that  great  prince's  favour. 

PauL  XhiT  roaster  never  wouhrpcrrait  his  Sons 
To  launch  for  fortune  tn  the  uncertain  world ; 
But  warns  them  to  avoid  both  courts  and  camps^ 
Where  dilatory  Fortrme  plays  tlie  jilt 
With  the  brave,  noble,  honest,  galiant  man,      •  * 
1>>  throw  herself  away  on  fbols  and  knaves. 

Em,  They  both  have  forward,  generous^  ac^ 
tive  spirits. 
^is  daily  thor  netition  to  their  father,  • 
To  send  them  forth  where  glory's  to  be  gotten:^ 
They  ery,  they're  weary  of  Sieir  laay  home,  ' 
ResHess  to  do  something,  that  fame  may  talk  bf. 
To-doy  they  chased  the  boar,  and  ^iear  this  time 
81)Qul(l  be  returned. 


PauL  Oh,  tha!^s  a  roval  sport! 
We  yet  may  see  tbe  old  man  in  a  morning 
Lusty  as  h^th,  cooie  ruddy  to  the  field. 
And  there  pursue  the  chase,  as  if  he  meant 
To  overtake  time^  and  bring  back  youth  t^ 

EttmU. 

SCENE  n.— ^  Garden, 

Enter  Castalio,  PoLYnoRE,  and  Page, 

Catt.  Polydore,  our  sport 
Has  been  to-day  much  better  for  the  danger; 
When,  on  the  linnk,  the  foaming  boar  I  met, 
And  in  Isb  side  thought  to  havelodgedn^  spear, 
The  desperate  savage  rushed  within  my  roroe, 
And  bore  roe  headlong  with  him  down  tbe  rod. 

Pol  But  then 

CoMt.  Ay,  then,  my  brother,  my  friend,  Polj- 
dore, 
like  Perseus  mounted  on  hi^  winged  steed, 
Came  on,  and  down  the  dangerous  precipice  leaped, 
To  save  Castalio.    'Twas  a  gpdlike  act! 

•  PoL  But,  when  I  came,  I  tound  you  oonqoeror. 
Oh,  my  heart  danced  to  see  your  danger  past ! 
The  heat  and  fuiy  of  the  chase  was  md. 
And  I  fiad  nothing  in  my  mind  bot  joy. 

Cast.  So,  Polydore,  methinks,  vre  migfit  in  war 
Rush  on  together ;  thou  shouldst  be  my  guard, 
And  I  be  thine ;  what  is  it  could  hurt  us  t^^ 
Now  half  the  youth  of  Europe  are  in  arms, 
How  fulsome  must  it  be  to  stay  behind. 
And  die  of  rank  diseases  here  >mt  home  ? 

PoL  No  1  let  me  purchase  in  my  youth  re- 
nown. 
To  make  me  loved  and  valued,  when  I  am  old ; 
I  would  b^  busy  in  the  world,  and  learn. 
Not  like  a  coarse  and  useless  dun^Il  weed. 
Fixed  to  one  spot,  and  rot  just  as  I  grow. 

Out.  Our  father 
Has  taken  himself  a  surfeit  of  the  world, 
And  cries, '  It  is  not  safe  that  we  should  taste  it;* 
I  Own  \  have  du^  very  powerful  in  me ; 
And  though  Pd  hazard  lul  to  raise  my  name, 
Yet  he's  so  tender,  and  so  good  a  fattier, 
I  could  not  do  a  thing  to  faross  his  will. 

PoL  Castalio,  I  have  doubts  within  my  heart. 
Which  you,  and  only  you,  can  satisfy. 
Will  you  be  free  and  candid  tq  'Jpur  friend? 

C<at.  Have  1  a  thought  my  Polydore  shooid 
not  know? 
What  pan*  this 'mean  ?     • 

Pol.  Nay,  m  cohjureyou'too; 
By  all  the  strictest  bonds  of  ftithfvl  fHendship, 
To  shew  your  heart  as  naked  in  this  point. 
As  you  would  purge  ybu  of  ybur  »ns  to  heaven. 

Ccaf.  I  will. 

PoL  And  should  I  chance  to  totidi  it  nearly, 
bear'it- 
With  all  the  pufl^r^ce  of  a  tender  flTend. 

Ctat:  As' calmly  as  the  wounded  fM&tient  bcar» 
The  artist's  hand,  tfmt  mtitistcrs  his  core. 

Pol.  That's  kindly  said.    You  knorw  our  fa- 
thejr's  ward, 
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Hie  fiur  TUnniinML    Is  jnour  heart  at  pnoei 
Is  it  aa  gmpdedf  tfaat  you  oould  not  lore  her? 

Cto.  Suppose  I  should  ? 

PoL  Suppose  ydtt  ahoixld.iio^  brother? 

Cm,  You'd  aaT»  I  must  not* 

PoL  That  wiNud  sound  iDO.rooghly 
Twizi.  frieadaiandifarothen^  as  we  two  are* 

Cnt,  Islaiat&fiialt?: 

PgL  InoaetifQsitiQtgr.be. 
What  if  I  love  her? 

CmU»  Then  I  must  iidbnn  jtm. 
I  loved  her  firsts  anrf-.fnnnnt qaitdie  claim, 
But  will  pceAerve  thb-.hictb-right  p£  nsy  passioik 

PoL  YottwiH-?..-    *  •  •  • 

Catf.  IwilL. 
•  PoL  No  more,  Fve  done. 

CmU.  Whynot^ 

PoL  I  told  you  I  had  done : 
But  jooy  Castalioy  would  dispute  it 

Cstf.  No; 
Not  with  my  Poiydore ;  thouch  I  must  own 
My  nature  obstinate^  and  void  of  sufierance : 
hm  reicns  m  wm  tyrant  in  my  hearty ' 
Attended  oa  his  onnpe  by  all  his  goards 
Of  faiious  wishes^  fear^  and  nice  auroicioRs. 
1  ooold  not  bear  a  rival  in  my  friendmipy 
I  am  so  much  in  love,  and  fofid  of  thee.  .' 

PoL  Yet  you  will  break  this  fnendflhip. 

Coatf .  Not  for.  crowns, 

PoL  Bat  for,  a  toy  yoa  would,  a  woman's  toy; 
Unjust  Castalio !  ( 

Cstt.  Prithee,  wh^e's  my  £uilt? 

PoL  Yott  love  Monimia^ 

CoMt,  Yes. 

PoL  And  ^(tm  would  kill  me, 
If  Tm  your  nvaL 

ComL  No;  sure  we  are  such  friendo^ 
So  modi  one  man,  that  our  aflections^  too, 
line  be  muted,  and  the  same  as  we  are«  • 

PoL  I  doat  upoa  Momrnia. 

Cost,  Love  her  still; 
Win  aod  enjoy  her. 

PoL  Both  of  us  tannot 
Cot  Ifo  matter 
miose  chaacc- it.  prove;  but  letfs  not  quarrel 

for  it* 

PoL  Yoo  would  not  wed  Mooimia,  would  you? 

(W.  Wed  her! 
No;  were  she  ail  desire  oould  wish,  as  fur 
As  would  the  vainest  of  her  sex  be  thought, 
Widi  wealth  beyond  what  woman's  pride  oould 


She  should  not  cheat  me  of  mv  freedom.  Many! 

When  [  am  c4d,  and  weary  of  the  woi-k^ 

1  may  now  desperate, 

Aad  tKe  a  wife  to  mortiff  withal.' 

Pol,  It  is  an  elder  brother's  doty  so 
To  piapagsle  his  fiunily  aad  name : 
Yoa  would  not  have  yours  die  aad  boned  with 
yoa? 

Cut.  Mere  vanity,  and  silly  dotage  alL 
^i^ktaelivc  at  la^,  and  wt^sald' 


PoL  Who  tliall  possets  the-estate  you  leave? 

Cast  My  friend, 
If  he  survives  itte;-  if  ao^  Vliy 'kiilg, 
Who  may  bestow  it  again  'on'  boove  brave  man, 
Whose  Konesty  and  services  deserve  ofle.- 

PoL  Tk  kiiKl^  o^red. 

Catt.  By  yon  haa;<^en,  I  kjve 
My  JPoiydore  b^yond'>ali  woridly  joys  * 
And  wouM^  not;  shock  his  qtiidt^  Id  be  blest 
With  grteter-happiftiass  ffMfi  vtlnM  e'er  tasted. 

PoL  And  ^  that  heaven, 'etefnally  I  swear, 
To  beep  th^  lttn<t  Ciistaiia  In  iny  heart-  '• 
Whose  shall  Monimia  be  ?  '  '  m  . 

-  CoiL  No  matter  whose. 

PoL  Were  you  n<^  ^hh  her  privately  la^t 
nkht?  •  '      .-' 

Cast,  f  Was^  and  shoidd  have  met  her  here 
again;^'   ■  :  .•  ^     * 

But  die  OjMportumtv  shall  now  be  thine  *, 
Myself  will  bring  thee  to  the  weh^  df  love : 
But  have  a  care,  by  friendship  I  c<>njure  thee, 
That  ndr  false  play  be  offered  ito  diy  bro^r. 
Urge  all  thy  powers  ta  midcQ  thy  (lassion  pcos- 

per :  '  '    , 

Bur  wrong  nbt  miiSe. 

Pol.  Heaven  blast  me,  if  I  do. 

Ctui,  If  it  prove  thy  fortune,  Polydore,  to 
conquer, 
(For  thou  hast  all  the  arts  of  soft  persuasion) 
Trust  me,  and  let  me  know  thy  love's  success, 
That  I  may  ever  after  stifle  mitie. 

PoL  Thdugh  tfic  be  d(^rer  to  my  soul  than 
rest    " 
To  weaiy  pilgrims,  or  to  misers  goldj 
To  great  men  power,  or  wealthy  cities  pride, 
Ramer  than  wrOng  Castalio,  VA  forget  tier. 

For  if  y6)  powers,  have  happiness  in  store, 

When  ye  wottld  sho\Ver  down  joys  on  Poly- 
d6re, 

In  one  great  blessing  all  your  bounty  send, 

That  Imay  never  lose'  so  dear  4  friend. 

^   '    {Btiiknt  Cqsta&o  and  Polydore. 

Enter  Mokimia. 

Jl^n.  So  soon  returned  from  hunting?  This 
fair  day 
Seems  as  if  sent  to  invite  the  world  abroad. 
Passed  not  Castalio  and  Polydore  diis  way? 
.  Pa^e.  MadaiH,jast  now.  ' 

Mon.  Sure  some  ill  fate's  upon  me. 
Distrust  and  heaviness  sit  round  my  heart. 
And  apprehension  shocks  my  timoroos  soul. 
Why  was  not  I  laid  in  my  peaceful  grave 
With  my  poor  plants,  and  at  rest  as  they  are  ? 
Instead  or  that,  Vm  wandering  into  cares. 
Castalio !  Oh,  Castalio !  thou  hast  caught 
My  foolish  heart;  and,  Uke'  a  tender  child, 
That  trusts  his  play-thing  to  another  hand, 
I  fear  its  harm,  and  fain  \votild  have  it  back. 
Come  near,  Cordelio.    I  mast  clnde  you,  sir. 

Page.  Whi%  nuidtttn,  h%ve  I  done  you  any 
wrong r 
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Mon,  I  never  see  you  now ;  you  have  been  I 
kinder,  I 

Sat  by  my  bed,  and  song  me  pretty  songs ; 
Perhaps  I've  been  ungrateful.    Here's  money  for 

you: 
Will  you  oblige  me }  Shall  I  see  ^ou  oftener  ? 

Page.  Madam,  I'd  serve  you  with  my  soul : 
But  in  the  rooming  when  you  call  me  to  you, 
As  by  your  bed  I  stand,  and  tell  you  stones, 
I  am  ashamed  to  see  your  swelling  breasts^ 
It  makes  me  blush,  they  are  so  very  white. 

Mon,  Oh,  men!   for  flattery  and  deceit  re- 
nowned ! 
Thus,  when  ye  are  young,  ye  learn  it  all,  like  him, 
Till  as  your  years  mcrease,  that  stren^ens  too, 
To  undo  poor  nuuds,  and  make  our  ruin  easy. 
Tell  me,  Cordelio,  for  thou  oft  hast  heard 
Their  friendly  converse,  and  their  bosom  secrets; 
Sometimes^  at  least,  have  they  not  talked  of  me? 

Page,  Oh,  madam,  very  wickedly  they  have 
talked! 
But  I  am  afraid  to  name  it ;  for,  they  say, 
Boys  must  be  whipped,  that  tell  their  masters^  se- 
crets. 

Mon,  Fear  not,  Cordelio;  it  shall  ne*er  be 
known ; 
For  ril  preserve  the  secret  as  Were  mine. 
Polydore  cannot  be  so  kind  as  I. 
rii  furnish  thee  with  all  thy  harmless  sports, 
With  pretty  toys,  and  thou  shalt  be  my  page. 

Pa^e.  And  truly,  madam,  I  had  rather  be  so. 
Methiuks  you  love  me  better  than  my  lord;    . 
For  he  was  never  half  so  kind  as  you  arc. 
What  must  I  do? 

Jllbn.  Inform  me  how  thou  hast  heard 
Castalio,  and  his  brother,  use  my  name. 

Page,  With  all  tlie  tenderness  of  love ; 
You  were  the  subject  of  their  last  discpurse. 
At  first  I  thought  it  would  have  fatal  proved ; 
But  as  the  one  grew  hot,  Uie  other  cooled, 
And  yielded  to  the  frailty  of  his  friend ; 
At  last,  after  mucli  struggling  'twas  resolved—— 

Mon,  What,  good  Cordeho  ? 

Page.  Not  to  quarrel  for  vou. 

Mon.  I  would  not  have  them;  by  my  deatest 
hope, 
I  would  not  be  the  argument  of  strife. 
But  surely  my  Castalio  wont  forsake  me^ 
And  make  a  mockery  of  my  easy  love. 
Went  they  together  r 

Pa^e.  Yes,  to  seek  you,  madam. 
Castalio  promised  Polydore  to  bring  him 
Where  he  alone  might  meet  you. 
And  fairly  try  the  fortune  of  his  wishes. 

Mon.  Am  I  tlien  grown  so  cheap^  just  to  be 
made 
A  common  stake,  a  prixe  for  love  in  jest? 
Was  not  Castaho  very  loth  to  yield  a  ? 
Or  waj  it  PolydoTc*s  unruly  passion. 
That  heightened  tlie  debate  ? 

Paee.  The  fault  was  Polydore's. 
Castalio  played  with  love,  and  smiling  shewed 


The  pleasure^  not  the  pangs  of  his  desire. 

He  said,  no  woman's  smiles  should  boy  his  free* 

dom; 
And  manage  is  a  mortifyiiK  thing. 

Mon,  Hien  I  am  ruined !  If  Castalio's  (she, 
Where  is  there  faith  and  honour  to  be  fdmnd? 
Ye  godsi,  that  guard  the  innocent,  and  gvide 
The  weak,  protect,  and  take  me  to  tour  caie. 
Oh,  but  I  love  him !  There's  the  rock  wiU  wreck 

me! 
Why  was  I  made  with  all  my  sex's  sof  tnea^ 
Yet  want  the  cunning  to  oonoeal  its  follies? 
rU  see  Castalio,  tax  him  with  his  falsehoods, 
Be  a  true  woman,  rail,  protest  my  wronp ; 
Resolve  to  hate  bum,  and  yet  love  him  sUlL 

Enter  Castalio  and  Polydore. 

He  comes,  the  conqueror  comes !  lie  sdll,  my 

heart. 
And  learn  to  bear  thy  injuries  with  soon. 
Cast.  Madam,  my  brother  begs  he  may  have 
leave 
To  tell  you  something,  that  concerns  you  nearlj. 
I  leave  you,  as  becomes  me,  and  withdraw. 
Mon,  My  lord,  Castalio ! 
Coit,  Madam? 
Mon.  Have  you  purposed 
To  abuse  me  palpablv  f  What  means  this  usage? 
Whv  am  I  left  with  Polvdore  adone  ? 
Catt,  He  best  can  tell  you.     Busness  of  im- 
portance 
Calls  me  away ;  I  must  attend  my  father. 
Mon,  Will  you  then  leave  me  thus? 
Catt.  But  for  a  moment. 
Mon,  It  has  been  otherwise ;  the  time  has 
been,'' 
When  business  might  have  staid,  and -I  been 
heard. 
Cast.  I  could  for  ever  hear  thee ;  bat  this  time 
Matters  of  such  odd  drcumstances  press  me, 
That  I  must  go—  [JStjV. 

Mon.  Then  go,  and,  if  it  be  possible,  forever. 
Well,  my  lord  Polydore,  I  gness  your  business, 
And  read  the  ill-natured  purpose  in  your  eye& 

PoL  If  to  desire  you  more  than  raisers  wealth, 
Or  dying  men  an  hour  of  added  life.; 
If  softest  wishes,  and  a  heart  more  true 
Than  ever  su£fered  yet  for  love  disdained. 
Speak  an  ill  nature,  vou  accuse  me  jusdy. 
Mon.  Talk  not  ot  love^  my  lord  I  I  nmst  not 

hear  it 
Pol.  Who  can  behold  sach  beao^  and  be  sir 
lent? 
Desire  first  taught  us  words.    Man,  when  crea- 
ted. 
At  first  alone  long  wandered  up  and  down. 
Forlorn,  and  silent  as  his  vassal-beasts ; 
But  when  a  heaven-bom  maid,   like  you,  ap- 
peared. 
Strange  pleasures  fiUed  his  eyes,  and  fired  his 

heart, 
Unloosed  his  tongue,  and  hu  first  talk  was  lore. 
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Ifiw.   The  fine  created  ptur  indeed  were 


Tbejr  were  the  oolj  objects  of  eadi  othef, 
Tlierefore  he  courted  her,  and  her  alone  t 
But  in  this  peopled  world  of  beauty,  where 
nieie's  roving  room,  where  you  maj  courts  tuid 


nun 


A  dMNunnd  niore^  whj  need  you  talk  to  me  ? 

PoL  Oh !  I  could  talk  to  diee  for  ever.  Thus 
Eternally  admiring,  fix  and  gaze 
On  diose  dear  eyes ;  for  every  glance  they  send 
Diits  through  my  soul,  and  almost  gives  enjoy- 


Mtm.  liow  can  you  labour  thus  for  my  un- 
doing? 
I  must  confess^  indeed,  I  owe  you  mofc« 
Tba  ever  I  can  hope  or  think  to  pay. 
There  ^^*ajs  was  a  mendship  'twixt  our  ftuttilies; 
And  therefore,  when  my  tender  parents  died. 
Whose  ruined  fortunes  too  expired  with  them, 
Your  fathei^s  pity  and  his  bounty  took  me, 
A  poor  and  helptess  orphan,  to  his  care. 

FoL  Twas  heaven  ordained  it  so,  to  make  me 

Hence  with  this  peevish  virtue !  ^tis  a  cheat. 
And  those,  who  taught  it  first,  were  hypocrites. 
Come,  these  soft  tender  limbs  were  made  for 

yielding. 
MatL  Here  on  my  knees,  by  Heaven's  blest 

power  I  swear,  [Kneels. 

If  jou  persist,  I  nc^er  henceforth  will  see  you, 
fiot  ratner  wander  through  the  world  a  bej!;gar, 
And  live  on  sordid  scraps  at  proud  men's  doors ; 
For  though  to  fortune  lost,  ill  still  inherit 
My  mother's  virtues,  and  my  father's  honour. 

PoL  Intolerable  vanity !  your  sex 
Was  never  in  the  right !  ye  are  always  false 
Or  sUy ;  even  ycmr  dresses  arc  not  more 
Fanta^  than  your  appetites ;  you  tbiuk 
Of  nothing  twice.    Opinion  you  have  none. 
To-day  ye  are  nice,  to^^morrow  none  so  free ;  ' 


SCENE  I. 

A  Salo(m,'^Enter  Acasto,  Cast  alio,  and  Po- 
ly dore. 

Acttsi.  To-nAY  has  been  a  day  of  glorious  sport. 
When  you,  Castalio,  and  your  brother  left  me^ 
Forth  from  the  tluckets  rushed  another  boar, 
So  ]an^,  he  seemed  the  tyrant  of  the  woods, 
With  all  his  dreadful  bristles  raised  up  high. 
They  seemed  a  grove  of  spears  upon  his  Ixick ; 
Foaming,  he  came  at  me,  where  I  was  posted, 
Hest  to  observe  which  way  he'd  lead  the  chase,' 
Wbetdng  his  huge  large  tusks,  and  gaping  wide, 
M  if  he  already  had  me  for  his  prey ; 
TiU  brandling  my  well-poised  javelin  high. 
With  this  bold  executing  arm,  I  struck 
The  ugly,  Ijrindled  monster  to  the  heart 

3 


Now  smile,  then  frown;  now  sorrowfaly  thon 

glad; 
Now  pleased,  now  not ;  and  all  you  know  not 

Virtue  you  aflfect ;  inconstancy's  your  practice  ; 
And  wnen  your  loose  deslfes  once  get  dominion^ 
No  hungry  churl  feeds  coarser  at  a  feast ; 
Eveiy  nuuL  fool  ^s  down. 

Mon,  Indeed,  my  lord, 
I  own  my  sex's  follies ;  I  have  them  all. 
And,  to  avoid  its  fault,  must  ily  from  you. 
Therefore,  believe  me,  could  you  raise  me  high 
As  most  fantastic  woman^s  wish  could  reach. 
And  lay  all  nature's  riclies  at  my  feet ; 
I'd  rather  run  a  savage  in  the  woods 
Amongst  brute  beasts,  grow  wrinkled  and  dc« 

formed, 
As  wildness  and  most  rude  neglect  could  make 

me. 
So  I  might  still  enjoy  my  honour  safe 

From  the  destroying  wiles  of  faithless  meui* 

[EjcU. 
PoL  Who'd  be  that  sordid  foolish  thing,  called 

man. 
To  cringe  thus,  fawn,  and  flatter  for  a  pleasure, 
VVliich  beasts  enjoy  so  very  much  above  him  ? 
The  lusty  bull  ranges  through  all  the  field, 
And  from  the  herd  singling  nis  female  oui^ 
Enjoys  her,  and  abandons  her  at  will. 
It  shall  be  so ;  I'll  yet  possess  my  love ; 
Wait  on,  and  watch  her  loose  unguarded  hours ; 
Then,  when  her  roving  dioughts  have  been  a- 

broad. 
And  brought  in  wanton  wishes  to  her  heart. 
In  the  very  minute,  when  her  virtue  nods, 
I'll  rush  upon  her  in  a  storm  of  love, 
Beat  down  her  guard  of  honour  all  before  me^ 
Surfeit  on  joys,  till  even  desire  grows  sick  ; 
Then,  by  long  absence,  liberty  regain, 
And  quite  forget  the  pleasure  and  tlie  jpoin^ 

[Exeunt  PoL  and  Page, 


n. 


Catt,  The  actions  of  your  life  were  always 
wondrous. 

Acant.  No  flattery,  boy !  an  honest  man  cant 
live  by  it ;    ' 
It  is  a  little  sneaking  art,  which  knaves 
Use  to  cajole  and  sotten  fools  withal. 
If  tliou  hast  flattery  in  thy  nature,  out  with  i(^ 
Or  send  it  to  a  court,  for  there  'twill  thrive. 

PoL  Why  Uiere  ? 

Acast.  Tis,  next  to  money,  current  there ; 
To  be  seen  daily  in  as  many  forms 
As  there  are  sorts  of  vanities,  and  men ; 
The  supercilious  statesman  has  his  sneer, 
To  soothe  a  poor  man  off  widi,  that  cant'  bribe 

him; 
The  grave  dull  fellow  of  small  business  soothes 
The  humourist,  and  will  needs  admire  his  wit. 
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Whoy  without  spleen,  could  see  a  hot-brained 

atlieisty 
Thanking  a  surly  doctor  for  his  serroon? 
Or  a  grave  counsellor  meet  a  smooth  young 

lord, 
Squecie  him  by  the  hand,  and.  praise  his  good 

complexion  ? 
PoL  Courts  are  the  places,  where  best  maii^ 

ners  flourish ; 
Where  the  deserving  ought  to  rise,  and  fools 
Make  shew.    Why  should  I  vex  and  chafe  my 

spleen. 
To  see  a  gaudy  coxcomb  shine,  when  I 
Have  seen  enough  to  soothe  him  in  his  follies^ 

And  ride  him  to  advantage  as  I  please  ? 

AcaH.  'Who  merit,  ou^t  indeed  to  rise  in  the 

world ; 
But  no  wise  man,  that's  honest,  should  expert  it. 
What  man  of  sense  wold  rack  his  generous  mind, 
To  practise  all  the  base  formalities 
Ana  forms  of  business?  force  a  grave  starched 

face. 
When  he  is  a  very  libertine  in  his  heart? 
Seem  not  to  know  this  or  that  man  in  public. 
When  privately  perhaps  they  meet  together, 
And  lay  the  scene  of  some  brave  fellow's  ruin? 
Such  things  are  done. 

Ciut,  Your  lordship's  wrongs  have,  been 
So  great,  that  you  with  justice  mav  complain; 
But  sufier  uf^  whose  younger  minds  ne'er  felt 
Fortune's  deceits,  to  court  her  as  she's  fair. 
Were  she  a  common  mistress,  kind  to  all, 
Her  worth  would  cease,  and  half  the  world  grow 

idle. 
Acast.  Go  to,  ytf  are  fools»  and  know  me  not; 

I've  learned. 
Long  since,  to  bear^  revenge,  or  scorn  my  wgrongi), 
According  to  the  value  of  the  doer# 
You  both  would  fain  be  great,  and  to  that  end 
Desire  to  do  things  wordhy  your  ambition. 
Go  to  the  camp,  preferments  noblest  mart. 
Where  honour  ought  to  have  the  fairest  play, 

youll  find 
Corruption,  envy,  discontent,  and  faction. 
Almost  in  every  band.    How  many  men 
Have  spent  (hdr  blood  in  their  dear  coonUy's 

ser>'ice. 
Yet  now  pine  under  want,  whilst  selfish  slavey 
That  e'en  would  cut  their  throats^  whom  now 

they  fawn  oo^ 
Like  deadly  locusts,  eat  the  honey  up» 
Which  those  industrious  bees  so  baroly  toiled  for. 
Catt  These  precepts  suit  not  with  my  active 

mind; 
Mediinks  I  would  be  btuy. 

PoL  So  would  I, 
Not  loiter  out  osy  life  at  home,  and  know 
No  farther  ^aa  one  prospect  gives  me  leave. 
Aetui.  Busy  your  miads  the%  study  arts  and 

men; 
Leant  how  to  value  merit,  thoiu;h  in  re^ 
And  scorn  a  proud  illiaannerea  knave  u  office. 


Enter  StfLivi. 


Ser,  My  lord,  my  father ! 

Acatt.  Blessiqas  on  my  child, 
My  Uttle.  cberubT what  Inst  thou  to  aak ne?  * 

Ser,  I  bring  you,  sir,  most  glad  and  wekme 
news. 
The  young  Chamoati  whom  yod  hsva  soi  o(tn 

wished  for, 
Is  just  arrived  and  entering.  ' 

Acatt*  By  my  soul,  ' 

And  all  my  honours,  he  is  most  devljT  wekpne; 
Let  me  receive  him  like  his  fadiei^s  friM. 

Enter  Chamont. 

Welcome,  thou  relict  of  the  best  loved  msal 
Welcome,  from  all  the  turmoib  and  tfaehBsrdi 
Of  certain  danger  and  uocotain  fortune! 
Welcome,  as  happy  tiding^  after  feaisl  j 

Cha,  Words  would  but  wrong  the  gratitiide  I       j 
owe  you '  I 

Should  I  begJA  to  speak,  my.  soul  is  so  fiiDf 
Thfit  I  should  talk  of  nothing  else  all  day. 

Enter  Monimia. 

Afoa,  My  brother ! 

Chfh  Oh  my  sister !  let  me  hold  thee 
Long  in  my  arms.    I  hav^  not  beheld  thy  face 
These  many  days;  by  n^ht  I  have  often  sees 

thee 
In  gentle  dretups,  and  satisfied  my  soul 
Widi  fancied  joys,  'till  morning  carea  awaked  lae. 
Another  sister !  sure  it  must  1^  so ; 
Though  I  remember  well  I  Imd  but  one : 
But  I  feel  something  in  my  heikcl  tliat  pion^ 
And  tells  me,  she  has  daim  «od  interest  thtfe. 

Aaui*  Young  soldier,  yon  fewcve  not  cinly  studi- 
ed war, 
Courtships  I  see,  ha^  b(«n  your  practice  too, 
And  may  not  prove  unwelcome  to  my  daughter. 

CAo.  Is  she  your  daughter !  then  aoiy  heart  toM 
true, 

nd  I  am  at  least  her  brother  by  adoption; 
For  you  have  made  yourself  to  me  a  father, 
And  by  that  patent  I  have  leave  to  love  her. 

Ser,  Monimia,  thou  hast  told  me  men  are  fsltiv 
Will  flatter,  feign,  and  make  an  art  of  love : 
Is  Chamont  so  ?  No,  sure,  he  is  more  dian  man, 
Something  that  is  near  divine,  and  troth  dwells  ta 
him. 

Aaut,  Thus  happy,  who  would  envy  pompous 
power. 
The  luxury  of  courts,  or  wealth  of  cities  ? 
Let  there  be  jov  through  all  Uie  house  dua  daj! 
In  every  room  let  plenty  flow  at  large  I 
It  is  the  birth-day  of  my  royal  master. 
You  have  not  visited  the  cour^  Chamoiit^ 
Since  your  return? 

Cha,  I  have  no  business  there  ; 
I  have  not  slavish  temperance  enou^ 
To  attend  a  favourite's  heels,  and  vCatch  his  MoilOy 
Bear  an  iU  office  done  me  to  my  Cwe^ 
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And  ffasnk  the  ferd,  tfaftt  wronged  roe,  for  Ua  f*- 


itelT.  Hus  Tou  oould  do.  [To  Ail  loni. 

€W.  I  weuU  lerve  my  prinoe. 

.^00^.  Who  woald  wrve  him  ? 

Cstf.*  I  wooM,  my  lord. 

■PoL  Axidl;  bothwfHikL 

Acati.  Away! 
He  needs  not  any  servants  sndi  as  you. 
Serve  him !  he  merits  more  than  man  can  do !    ' 
He  is  90  food,  praise  cannot  speak  his  worth ; 
So  merdnil,  sure  he  never  slept  in  wrath ; 
So  just,  that  were  he  hot  a  private  man, 
He  coold  not  do  a  wrong.    jEi6w  would  you  serve 
him? 

Cmt.  I  would  serve  him  with  my  fortune  here 
at  home^ 
And  serve  him  with  my  person  in  his  wars, ' 
Watc^  fof  him^  fig^t  for  him,  hleed  for  him. 

P0Z.  Die  for  him, 
Ab  every  true-bom  loyal  subject  oii^t 

Acati.  Let  me  embrace  you  boSi.    Now,  by 
the  souls 
Or  n^  Ukacve'anoestori,'  I  ttn'tsruly  h^ypy ! 
For  mis  he  ever  blest  my  marriageniay, 
Blestfhe  yonr  mothei's  memorjr,  that  bore  you ; 
And  dodny  blest  be  that  aospidous  hour, 
That  9Kve  ye  birth !  Yes,  my  aspiring  bdys,*i 
Te  smdl  have  busncss^  when  your  master  w<u^ts 

Yoa  cahnot  ser^e  a  nobler :  Thave'  served  him ; 

&this  old  body  yet  the  maHis  remain 
many  wdunds.    I  have,  with  this  tot^giie,  pro- 
dmriied 
Ifis  right,  even  th  -die  face  of 'rank*  rebellion ; 
And,  when  a  tbvilHndtithed  tr^tor  once  'profaned 
Ifis  sacred  name,  with 'my  good  sabre 'drawn, 
£vea.at  the  head  of  all  his  raddy  rout, 
i  nufaed,  tod  dove  the  rebel 'to  the  chine. 

Enter  Servant. 

8trv.  Vjlord}  the  expefcted  gbests  are  just  ar- 
rived. 

/caif.  Go'  you,'  and  give*  diem  weteomo  and 
reception. 
X&eunt  fksthUo^  Ptflydore^  Setina^  fyc. 

Cha.  ^y  li9rd(  F'stand  in  need  of  y6ur  assist- 

In  aopnetfain^-thsft  dMKiem^  hiy  pea^  &id'hohbiir. 
'Atast.  Spoke  like  die  son  m  that  brave  man  t 
loved: 
So  Iredy,  friendljr,  we  conversed '  together, 
^^bate'erit  be,  with  confidence  impart  it; 
Hoa  abalt  command  n^  fortune  uid  my  sword. 
CAs.  r  dare  not  doubt  your  frtefadship,  nor  your 
justice; 
Toor-bdon^^  sUewii  to  What  I  hold  most  dear, 
Hj  oiphui  sister,  must  not  be  forgotten. 
Acatt.  Prithee  no  more  of  tha^  it  grates  my 

[nature, 
pis.  V^hen  our  ^dear'  parebts  died,  diey  died 
together, 


(HmI  fhte  8or|insed  them,  and  one  gnvereoeived 

them; 
My  father,  with  his  dying  breath;  bequeathed 
Her  to  my  love.    My  mother,  as  she  lay 
Lansuishing  by  hiin,  called  me  to  her  side. 
Took  me  in  her  (ainting  arms^  wept^  and  embra- 
ced me: 
Then  pressed  me  dose,  and,  as  she  observed  my 

tears. 
Kissed  them  away.    Saidd)e,'ChBmQMt,  my  sen^ 
'  By  this,  and  all  the  love  I  ever  shewed  thee, 
*  Be  careful  iA  Monimia ;  wf&tch  her  youth ; 
'  Let  not  her  wants  betray  her  to<dishonour : 
^  Perhaps  kind  heaven  ma^  raise  some  fWend'^-* 

Then  ^hed. 
Kissed  me  again ;  so  blessed  us,  and -expired. 
Pardon  my  grief! 

Aeatt.  It  speaks  an  honest  uAtore. 

Cha*  The  nriend  heaven  raised  was  you ;  you 
took  her  up 
An  infant,  to  the  desart  world  exposed, 
And  proved  another  parent. 

Acast.  I  have  not  wronged  her. 

Cha.  Far  be  it  from  my  fears. 

Acatt.  Then  why  this  argument? 

Cka.  My  lovdymynataie^s^'jeakMis,  and  yoall 
bear  it. 

Atatt.  Go  on. 

Cha.  Great  spirits  bear  misfortunes  hardly. 
Good  offices  claim  grafitude;  and  pride, 
Where  power  is  wanting,  will  ttsttrp  a  little. 
And  make  us,  Yatherthan^ 'be*  thought  behind- 
hand. 
Pay  ovetwprice. 

Acatt.  I  cannot  guess  your  drif^; 
Distrust  you  me  ? 

Cha»  No,  but  I  fetar  her  weakness 
May  make  her  ^y  her  debt  at  any  rate ; 
And,  to  deal  freely  with  vour  lordshi(/s  goodness, 
I  have  heard  a  story  lately  mudi  dtsturto  me. 

Acatt i  Ihen  first  chai^  her;  and  if  the  of- 
f^»i6e  be  found 
Withifi  my  re^  though  it  should  tooch  my  na- 
ture. 
In  my  own  o&pring,  bv  the  dNu*'itemembranoe 
Of  thy  brave  father,  whom  my  heart  rejoiced  in, 
I  would  prosecdte  it  With  severest  vcnceance. 

[Exit. 

Cha.  I  thanieyoii  fHMn  mf  soul. 

.Mba.'Ahis!  my  brother.^ 
What  have  IdOnef  and  why  do  you  abase  me  ? 
M^  heart  ^faakes  in  me ;  in  yoi:^  setded  fece. 
And  clouded  brow,  methinksi  jee  myfldte. 
Yoti  vrill  not  kill  me ! 

Cha.  Prithee,  why  dost  thou  talk'  so  ? 

Mi»i.  Look  kkidfyon  me>  then*:  I  cannot  beai? 
Severity ;  it  daunts,  and  does  amaae  me. 
My  heart*  is  s6  eender,  .should  you  charge  me 

roughly, 
I  should  but  ween,  and  answer  yon  vrith  sobbing ; 
But  use'  me  gently,  tUce  ft  loving  brother. 
And  search  through  aN  the  secicts  of  my  soul. 
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Cha,  Fear  nothing;  f  will  shew  myself  a  bro- 
ther, 
A  tender,  honesty  and  a  loving  brother^ 
You  have  not  forgot  our  father  ? 

Man.  I  shall  never. 

Cha.  TheDyou11ren»eiiiber  tooyhewasaman, 
That  lived  up  to  the  standard  of  his  honour, 
And  prized  tnat  jewel  more  than  mines  of  wealth. 
He'd  not  have  done  a  shameful  thii^  but  once. 
Though  kept  in  darkness  from  the  world,  and 

hidden. 
He  could  not  have  for^ven  it  to  himself. 
This  was  the  only  portion  that  be  left  us; 
And  I  more  glory  m  it,  than  if  possest 
Of  all,  that  ever  fortune  threw  on  fools. 
Twas  a  laige  trust,  and  must  be  managed  nicely. 
Now,  if  by  any  chance,  Monimia, 
You  have  soiled  this  gem,  and  taken  fren^  its  vft- 

lue. 
How  will  you  account  with  me? 

Man,  I  challenge  envy. 
Malice,  ^d  all  the  practices  of  hell. 
To  censure  all  the  actions  of  my  past 
Unhappy  life,  and  taint  me  if  they  can ! 

Cha.  Ill  tell  thee,  then;  three  nights  ago^  as  I 
Lay  musing  in  my  bed,  all  darkness  round  me, 
A  sudden  damp  struck  to  my  heart,  cold  sweat 
t)ewed  all  my  face,  and  trembling  seized  my 

limbs. 
My  bed  shook  under  me,  the  curtains  started. 
And  to  my  tortured  fancy  there  appeared 
The  form  of  thee,  thus  beauteous  as  thou  art; 
Thy  garments  flowii^  loose,  and  in  each  hand 
A  wanton  lover,  who  by  turns  caressed  thee. 
With  all  the  freedom  of  unbounded  pleasure. 
I  snatched  my  sword,  and  in  the  very  moment 
Darted  it  at  the  phantom ;  stnught  it  left  me. 
Then  rose,  and  caslled  for  lights^  whc%  ol^  dire 

omen! 
I  found  my  weapon  had  the  arras  pierced. 
Just  where  that  famous  tale  was  interwoven, 
How  the  unhappy  Theban  slew  his  father. 

Mon,  And  for  this  cause  my  virtue  is  suspected  ! 
Because  in  dreams  your  fancy  has  been  ndden, 
I  must  be  tortured  waking ! 

Cha.  Have  a  care ! 
Labour  not  to  be  justified  too  fast. 
Hear  all,  and  then  let  justice  hold  the  scale. 
What  followed  was  the  riddle,  that  confounds  me. 
Through  a  close  lane,  as  I  pursued  my  journey. 
And  meditating  on  the  last  night's  vision, 
I  spied  a  wrinkled  hag,  with  age  grown  double. 
Picking  dry  sticks,  and  mumbliug  to  herself; 
Ilcr  eyes  with  soilding  rheum  were  galled  and 

red; 
Cold  palsy  shook  her  bead,  her  hands  seeiqed 

withered. 
And  o*er  her  crooked  shoulders  had  she  wrapped 
The  tattered  remnant  of  an  old  striped  hanging, 
Which  served  to  keep  her  carcase  from  the  cold ; 
So  there  was  nothing  of  a  piece  about  her. 
Iler  lower  weeds  were  all  o*er  coarsely  patdicd 


With  different  oobnred  ng^  bbck,  led,  wfaiie, 

yellow, 
And  s^m^  to  speak  variety  of  wretcfaednea. 
I  asked  her  of  my  way,  which  she  informed  me ; 
Then  craved  my  chanty,  and  bade  me  batten 
To  save  a  sister :  at  that  word  I  started ! 
Mon,  The  common  ^heat  of  b^ggus ;  every 
day 
They  flock  about  our  doors,  pretend  to  yfb 
Of  prophecy,  and  telline  foots  their  fartimes,r 
Cha.  Oh !  bat  she  tM  m^  sudi  a  tak,  Itooi- 
mia. 
As  in  it  bore  great  drcuoistance  of  tmtlx: 
pastalio  and  Polydore,  my  sister  I 
Mon.  Ha! 

Cha.  What,  altered !  does  your  coonge  finl 
you! 
Now,  by  my  father^s  soul,  the  witdi  was  hooeit. 
Answer  me,  if  thou  hast  not  lost  to  tbem 
Thy  honour,  at  a  sordid  giime  f 

Mon.  I  will, 
I  must,  so  hardly  my  misfortune  Umdg  me ; 
That  both  have  oflfered  me  their  lovesi  most  true. 
Cha.  And  'tis  as  true  too^  they  have  bolh  un- 
done thee. 
Man.  Though  they  both  with  earnest  vows 
Have  pressed  my  heart,  if  e'er  in  thoo^b^l  y^ 
ed 

To  any  but  Castalioi 

Cha.  But  Castalio ! 

Man.  Still  will  you  cross  t|ie  line  of  my  diai 
course! 
Yes,  I  confess,  that  he  has  won  my  mmI 
By  ^^enerous  love,  and  honourable  tows^ 
Which  he  this  day  appointed  to  aympVete, 
And  make  himself  by  holy  marriage  mine. 
Cha.  Art  thou  then  spotless?   IJBSt  thousdlL 
preserved 
Thy  virtue  white,  without  a  blot,  untainted  ? 
Mon.  When  Fm  unchaste  may  Heaven  reject 
my  prayers ! 
Or  more,  to  make  me  wretched,  maj  tou  know  it ! 
Cha.  Oh,  then,  Monimia,  art  thou  dearer  to  mc 
Than  all  th^  cqmforts,  ever  yet  blest  man. 
But  let  not  marriage  bait  thee  to  thy  ruin. 
Trust  not  a  man;  we  are  by  nature  false. 
Dissembling,  subtle,  cruel,  and  inconstant 
When  a  man  talks  of  love,  with  caution  trust  him; 
But  if  he  swears,  he'll  certainly  deceive  tbee. 
I  chfM^  thee,  let  no  more  Castalio  soothe  thee ! 
Avoid  It,  as  thou  wouldst  preserve  the  peace 
Of  a  poor  brother,  to  whose  soul  thou  ait  pre* 
cious. 
Afon.  I  will. 

Cha.  Appear  as  cold,  when  next  you  mee^  as 
great  ones, 
When  merit  begs;  then  shalt  tfaou  see  How  soon 
His  heart  will  raol,  and  all  hia  pains  now  easv. 

Mon.  Yes,  I  will  try  him ;  torture  him  severely  { 
For,  oh,  Castalio !  thou  too  uuu^  hast  wroos^l 
me. 


Otwat.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


225 


In  ktfio^  ne  to  Polydore*s  ill  usage. 

He  coiii»;  and  for  once,  oh,  love,  stand  neuter, 

Yfhiiu  a  iiard  parts  performed !   for  I  must 

attempt  to 
Wbaod  his  loft  nature^  thougH  my  heart  aches 

ior  it  [Exit. 

Enter  CASTALia 

Cnt,  MoDimia,  Monimia ! — ^-^e*s  gone; 
And  seemed  to  part  with  anger  in  her  eyes. 
I  am  a  fool,  and  she  has  found  my  weakness ; 
She  tties  me  already  like  a  slave. 
Fast  booad  in  chains^  to  be  chastised  at  will. 
Tvas  not  well  done  to  trifle  with  my  brother; 
I  might  have  trusted  him  with  all  the  secret, 

Opeiied  my  silly  heart,  and  shewn  it  bare. 

But  then  be  loves  her  too;  but  not  like  me : 

I  am  a  doadng  honest  slave,  designed 

For  bondage,  marriage  bonds,  which  I  have  sworn 

To  wear.   It  is  the  only  thing  I  e'er 

Hid  from  his  knowledge ,  and  he'll  sure  forgive 

The  first  transgression  of  a  wretched  friend. 

Betrayed  to  love,  and  all  its  little  follies.    [Exit. 

EiUer  PoLYnoRE  and  Page  at  the  door. 

PoL  Here  place  yourself,  and  watch  my  bro- 
ther thoroughly. 
If  he  shouki  chancre  to  meet  Monimio,  make 
Just  observation  on  each  word  and  action ; 
Fas  not  one  circumstance  witliout  remark : 
Sr, *us  jrour  office;  do  it,  and  bring  me  word. 

[Exit  PoL 

Enter  Monimia  and  Cast  alio. 

Cut.  Monimia,  my  angel !  ^twas  not,kiod  > 
To  Irtve  Dae  like  a  turtle Tiere  alone. 
To  drr>op  and  mourn  the  absence  of  my  qiate. 
^lien  thou  art  from  me,  every  place  is  desert. 
And  I,  me  thinks,  am  savage  and  forlr^ru ; 
^  presence  only  'tis  can  make  me  blest, 
fitti  my  unquiet  mind,  and  tune  my  soul. 

Uon.  Ohy  the  bewitching  tongues  of  faitliless 


Tk  thus  the  false  hysna  makes  her  moan, 
To  draw  the  pityiog  traveller  to  her  den. 
y^  sex  are  so,  such  false  dissemblers  all, 
^ith  sid»  and  plaints  ye  entice  poor  women's 

hearts^ 
•And  all,  that  pity  you,  are  made  your  prey. 
Catf .  What  meauDS  my  love  f  Oh,  how  have  I 
desert  ed 
This  baguage,  from  the  sovereign  of  my  joys  ? 
^^<op,  stop  those  tears,  Monimia,  for  they  fall, 
like  baneful  dew  from  a  distempered  sky; 
I  feel  them  chill  me  to  my  very  heart. 
Mam.  Oh,  you  are  false,  Castalio,  most  for^ 
sworn! 
Ataempt  no  farther  to  delude  my  faith ; 
My  heart  is  fixed,  and  you  shall  shake  it  no  more. 
Catt.  Who  told  you  so }  What  ill-bred  villain 
durst 
Pnhzte  the  sacred  business  of  my  love  ? 
Vol.  I. 


Mqn.  Your  brother,  knowing  on  what  terms 
Fm  here. 
The  unhappy  object  of  your  father's  charity, 
Licentiously  discoursed  to  me  of  love, 
And  durst  affront  me  with  his  brutal  passion. 

Cast.  Tis  I  have  been  to  blame,  and  only  I ; 
False  to  my  brother,  and  unjust  to  thee. 
For,  oh !  he  loves  thee  too,  and  this  day  owned  it. 
Taxed  me  with  mine,  and  claimed  a  right  above 
me. 

illoa.  And  was  your  love  so  very  tame,  to 
shrink  ? 
Or,  rather  than  lose  him,  abandon  me  ? 

Cast.  I,,  knowing  him  precipitate  and  rash. 
To  calm  his  heat,  and  .to  conceal  my  happiness, 
Seemed  to  comply  with  his  miruly  will; 
Talked  as  he  talked,  and  granted  all  he  asked ; 
Lest  he  in  rage  might  have  our  loves  betrayed, 
And  I  for  ever  had  Monimia  lost. 

Jlfon.  Could  you  then  ?  did  you  ?  can  you  own 
it  too  .* 
Twas  poorly  done,  unworthy  of  yourself! 
And  I  can  never  think  you  meant  me  fair. 

Cast.  Is  this  Monimia  ?  surely  no ;  till  now 
I  ever  tliought  her  dove-like,  soft,  and  kind. 
Who  trusts  liis  heart  with  woman  is  surely  lost. 
You  were  made  fair  on  purpose  to  undo  us. 
While  greedily  we  snatch  the  alluring  bait. 
And  ne'er  distrust  the  poison,  that  it  hides. 

Mon.  When  luve  ili-placed  would  find  a  means 
to  break 

Cast.  It  never  wants  pretences  or  excuse. 

Mon.  Man  therefore  was  a  lord-like  creature 
made. 
Rough  as  the  winds,  and  as  inconstant  too ; 
A  lofty  aspect  given  him  for  command, 
Easily  softened,  when  he  would  betray. 
Like  conquering  tyrants,  you  our  breasts  invade. 
While  you  are  pleased  to  forai£C  for  a  while ; 
But  soon  you  find  new  conquests  out,  and  leave 
The  ravaged  province  ruinate  and  waste. 
If  so,  Castalio,  you  have  served  my  heart, 
I  find  that  desolation  is  settled  there, 
And  I  shall  ne'er  recover  peace  again. 

Cast.  Who  can  hear  this  and  bear  an  equal 
mind !  ^ 

Since  you  will  drive  me  from  vou,  I  must  go ; 
But,  oh,  Monimia!   When  thou  hast  banished 

me. 
No  creeping  slave,  tliough  tractable  and  dull 
As  artful  woman  for  her  ends  would  choose, 
Shall  ever  doat  as  I  have  done :  for,  oh ! 
No  tongue  my  pleasure  nor  my  pain  can  tell, 
Tis  heaven  to  have  thee,  and  without  thee  hell. 

Mon.  Castaiio,  stay !  we  must  not  part.  I  find 
My  rage  ebbs  out,  and  love  flows  in  apace. 
These  little  quarrels,  love  must  needs  forgive. 
They  rouse  up  drowsy  thoughts,  and  wake  the 

soul. 
Oh !  charm,  me  with  the  music  of  thy  tongue  ! 
I'm  ne'ier  so  blest,  as  when  Thear  thy  vows, 
I  .\nd  listen  to  the  language  of  thy  henrt. 
1  A 
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Sweets  planted  by  the  hand  of  HeiiVen'gttiitr  here. 

And  every  sense  is  full  of  thy  perfection. 

To  hear  thee  speak  might  oilm  a  'madiaaan's 

frenzy, 
'Till  by  attention  he  forgot  his  sornws ; 


But  to  behold  thy  eyes^  thy  amasng  hetoties, 
Migfi't  make  him  rape  agam  with  Io\'^,  as  I  do. 
'lliott  Nature's  whofe  perfection  in  one  peoe ! 
Sure,  framing  thee.  Heaven  took  unosoal  care, 
As  its  own  l«auty  it  designed  Chee  fair ; 
And  fonaed  thee  by  the  best  loved  ange!  there. 

Extent. 


ACT  m. 
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Enter  Poltdore  and  Pagt. 

PoL  Were  they  so  kind?  Express  it  to  me  all 
lb  words;  'twill  make  me  think  I  saw  it  too.' 

Page.  At  first  I  thought  they  had  been  mortal 
foes; 
Monimia  rased,  Castalio  grew  disturbed ; 
Each  thou^t  the  other  wronged;  yet  both  so 

haughty, 
They  scorned  submission:  though  love  all  the 

while 
The  rebel  played,  and  scarce  could  be  contuned 

PoL  But  what  succeeded  ? 

Page.  Oh,  'twas  wondrous  pretty ! 
For,  of  a  sudden,  all  the  storm  was  past, 
A  gentle  calm  of  love  succeeded  it; 
Moniinia  sighed  and  blushed,  Castalio  swore ; 
As  you,  my  lord,  I  well  remember,  did 
To  my  yomig  sister,  in  the  orange  grove, 
When  1  was  first  preferred  ^o  be  your  page. 

PoL  Happy  Castalio !  Now,  by  nw  great  soul, 
My  ambitious  soul,  that  languishes  for  ^lory, 
I'll  have  her  yet,  by  my  best  hopes  I  will ! 
She  shall  be  mine,  in  spite  of  all  her  arts. 
But  for  Castalio  why  was  I  refused  ? 
Has  he  supplanted  me  by  some  foul  play  ? 
Traduced  my  honour?  Death !  he  durst  not  do  it 
It  must  be  so :  we  parted,  and  he  met  her^ 
Half  to  compliance  brought  by  me ;  surprised 
Her  sinking  virtue,  till  she  yielded  quite. 
So  poachers  basely  pick  up  tired  game, 
While  the  fair  hunter  is  cheated  of  his  prey. 
Boy! 

Page,  My  lord  f 

Pol.  Go  to  your  chamber,  and  prepare  your 
lute: 
Fmd  out  some  song  to  please  me,  that  describes 
Women's  hypocrisies,  their  subtle  wiles, 
Betrayins  smiles,  feigned  tears,  inconstancies ; 
Their  pamted  out^es,  and  corrupted  minds ; 
The  sum  of  ail  their  follies^  and  their  falsehoods. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Oh,  die  unhappiest  tidbgs  tongoe  e'er 
told ! 

PoL  The  matter ! 

Serv.  Oh !  your  father,  my  good  master. 
As  with  his  guests  he  sat,  in  mirth  raisin!  nigh, 
And  chased  the  soblet  round  the  joyful  board, 
A  sudden  trembhng  seised  on  all  his  limbs; 


Ifis  eyes  distorted  grew ;  his  visaee  pide ; 
His  speech  forsook  him ;  hfe  itsdf  seemed  fled, 
Arid  all  his  friends  are  waiting  now  about  him. 

Eater  AcASTO^  leaning  m  tw^ 

Acast  Support  me ;  give  me  air ;  IH  yet  reco- 
ver. 
Twas  but  a  slip  decaying  nature  made ; 
For  she  grows  weary  hear  her  journey's  end. 
Where  are  my  soiisr  Come  near,  my  Polydorc; 
Your  brother ;  where's  Castalio  ? 

Serv^  My  lord, 
Fve  searched,  as  you  commanded,  all  ^  boax: 
He  and  Monimia  are  not  to  be  found. 

Acast.  Not  to  be  found !  then  where  are  all 
my  friends  ?  ^s  well ; 
I  hope  they'll  pardon  an  niihappy  fault 
My  unmannerly  infirmity  has  made  ! 
Death  could  not  come  in  a  more  welcome  hoar; 
for  I'm  prepared  to  meet  him,  and,  methioks, 
Would  hve  and  die  with  all  my  fnends  about  aie. 

Enter  Castalio  and  Monimia. 

Cast  Angels  preserve  my  dearest  fathei^shfe, 
Bless  it  with  long  uninterrupted  days ! 
Oh,  may  he  live  till  time  itself  decay, 
'Till  good  men  wish  him  dead,  or  I  oflend  him ! 

Acast.  Thank  you,  Castalio;  give  me  both  your 
hands, 
And  bear  me  up;  I'd  walk. — So>  now,  mediiob^ 
I  appear  as  great  as  Hercules  himself. 
Supported  by  the  pillars  he  had  raised. 

Cast.  My  lord,  your  chaplain. 

Acast.  Let  the  good  man  enter. 

Enter  Chaplain. 

Chap.  Heaven  euard  your  lordship,  tend  restore 
your  health. 

Acast.  I  ha\'e  provided  for  thee,  if  I  die. 
No  fawning !  'tis  a  scandal  to  thy  office. 
My  sons,  as  thus  united  ever  live ; 
And  for  die  es^te  you'll  find,  when  I  ton  dead^ 
I  have  divided  it  betwixt  you  both. 
Equally  parted,  as  you  shared  my  Jo*'e  ; 
()nly  to  sweet  Monimia  I  have  beaneadied 
Ten  thousand  crowns ;  a  little  purtion  for  her. 
To  wed  her  honourably  as  sKe^  bom.' 
Be  not  less  friends  because  you  ac«  brothers; 

shun 
The  man  that*s  singular ;  his  mind's  unsound. 
His  spleen  o'erwei^  his  brains ;  but,  above  ^ 
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Avoid  die  politic, .^factious  fool, 

TVe  busy,  Dusing,  talking,  hardened  knave, 

Hie  qvpiat  ^qooth  rogue^  .that  sins  against  hSa 

reason, 
Calb  saucy  loud  suspicion  public  ^al, 
And  mutiny,  the  dictates  of  his  spirit : 
Be  very  careful  how  you  make  new  friends.   > 
Men  repd  not  .iqon^s  now :  'twas  a  custom : 
Bat  all  are  to  tlieir  father's  vices  born ;  ^ 

And  in  their  mother's  ignorance  are  bred. 
JUet  marriage  be  the  last  mad  tiling  jou  do, 
For  ail  the  sins  and  follies  of  the  pa^t 
If  Tou  have  chiidi^eU)  nei'er  gjve  them  knowledge; 
H'will  spoil  their  ^r^une ;  fools  are  all  the  fasfuon; 
If  vou  (aye  ^ligipn,  keep  it  to  jourselyes ; 
Athei^s  ^iil  else  jpfike  h^  of  toleration, 
And  laugh  you  out  of  it    Never  shew  ^li^ion,- 
Eicept  you  mean  to  rassfor  kuayes  of  conscience, 
And  cheat  believing  fools,  thfU  think  yo  liunest. 

Enter  Serin  a. 

Ser,  My  father ! 

jijcoit.  My  heart's  daring ! 

&er.  Let  my  knees 
Fix  to  the  earth.    Ne'er  let  my  eyes  liave  rest. 
Bat  wake  and  vy^p,  till  licavcp  restore  my.father. 

Acuft.  Rise  to  ipy  arms,  aiii]  tliy  kind  prayers 
are  answeied. 
For  thou  art  a  ^ondrous  extract  of  all  goodness, 
Bom  for  my  joy,  and  no  pains  felt  when  near 

thee. 
Chamontl 

Enter  Chamont. 
Cka.  My  lord,  may  it  proye  ^ot  an, unlucky 


Many,  I  see,  are  waiting  round  about  vqu, 
And  I  am  come  to  ask  a  bk\ssiug  too  ! 

Acatt.  Mayest  thou  be  happy ! 

Ckm.  Where  ? 

Acasi.  la  all  thy  wishes. 

CAo.  Confirm  me  so,  and  make  this  fair  one' 
mine; 
I  am  unpractised  in  the  trade  of  courtship, 
And  knpiw  not  how  to,  deal  out  love  w^th  art : 
Onsets  in  love  seem  best  hke  those  in  war, 
Fierce,  resolute,  and  done  witli  all  the  force ; 
So  I  woold  open  my  whole  heart  at  once, 
And  pour  out  the  abundance  of  my  soul.  . 

Acmit.  What  says  Serina?  Canst  thou  love  a 
soldier? 
One  bom  to  honour,  and  to  honour  bred  ? 
One  that  has  learned  to  treat  even  foes  with 

kindness; 
To  wrong  no  man's  good  fame,  nor  praise  him- 
self? 

&r.  Oh !  name  not  love,  for  that*s  allied  to 

And  joy  most  be  a  stranger  to  n\y  heart, 
When  you  are  in  danger.    May  Chamont's  good 

fortune 
Render  him  lovely  to  some  happier  maid ! 


Wliibt  I^  at  friendly  di&tance,  see  him  blest. 
Praise  the  kind  gods,  and  woiicler  at  his  virtues. 
Acast.  Chamont,  pursue  her,  conquer  and  pos^ 
sess  her. 

And,  as  my  son,  thfi  third  of  all  my  fortune 
Shall  be  thy  lot. 

^ut  keep  thy  eyes  from  wandering,  maji  of  frailty. 
^ware  the  dangerous  ,beauty  oftHe  wanton ; 
Shun  their  enticements ;  ruin,  like  a  vulture, 
Waits  on  their  conquests : '  falsehood  too's  their 

business; 
They  put  false  beauty  off  to  all  the  world, 
Use  false  endearments  to  the  fools  that  love  them, 
And^  when  thev  marry,  to  their  silly  husbands 
They  bring  fsilse  virtue,  broken  fame  and  for- 
tune. 
M^„  Hear  ye  that,  my  lord  ? 
FoL  Ves,  my  fair  monitor,  old  men  always 

talk  thus. 
AcaU,  Clian^ontyyou  told  me  qf  some  doubts, 
that  pressed  YOU ; 
Are  you  yet  i»atis/ied  that  I'm  your  friend  ? 
Cha.  ily  lord,  I  would  not  lose  diat  satisfac- 
tion 
For  any  blessing  I  could  wish  for. 
As  to  my  fears,  already  I  have  lost  them ; 
They  neer  ^til  vex  fiie  more,  nor  trouble  you. 
AcatLl  thai)k  jou.    I)aug)iter,  you  must  do 
sp  too. 
My  friend^  'tis  late ; 

Now  my  disorder  seems  all  past  and  over, 
And  I,  methinks,  begin  to  feel  now  health. 
CaU,  Woulci  you  but  rest,  it  might  restore  you 

quite. 
Aca$t,  Yes,  I'll  to  bed ;  old  men  must  humour 
weakness : 
Let  me  have  music,  then,  to  lull  and  chase 
This  melancholy  thought  of  deatli  away. 
Good-night,  my  friends ;  Ileaven  guard  ye  all ! 

gf/od-night ! 
To-morrow  early  we'll  salute  the  day, 
Fiud  out  new  pleasures,  and  redeem  lost  time. 

1  Exeunt  all  but  Chamont  and  Chaplain. 
list,  hist.  Sir  Gravity,  a  word  with  you. 
Chap^  With  me,  sir ! 

Chq,  If  you're  at  leisure,  sir,  we'll  waste  an 
hour. 
'Tis  yet  too  soon  to  sleep,  and  'twill  be  charity 
To  lend  your  conversation  to  a  stranger. 
Chap,  Sir,  you  are  a  soldier  ? 
Cha.  Yes. 

Chap.  I  love  a  soldier. 
And  had  been  one  myself,  but  that  my  parents 
Would  make  me  what  you  see  me :  yet  Tm  ho- 

nest. 
For  all  I  wear  black. 

Cha,  And  tliat  is  a  wonder. 
Have  you  had  long  dependence  on  this  family  ? 
Chap,  \  have  not  thought  it  so,  because  my 
time  is 
Spent  pleasantly.    My  lord^  not  haughty  nor  im- 
perious, 
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Nor  I  eravely  whimsical ;  he  has  good  nature,     I 
And  I  nave  manners, 
liis  sons  too  are  dvil  to  me,  because 
I  do  not-pretend  to  be  wiser  than  they  are. 
I  meddle  with  no  man's  business  but  my  own ; 
I  rise  in  a  morning  early,  study  moderately^ 
Eat  and  drink  ch^rfully,  live  soberiy, 
Take  my  innocent  pleasure  freely; 
$0  meet  with  respect,  and  am  not  the  jest  of  the 
family. 

Cha.  Vm  glad  you  are  so  happy. 
A  pleasant  fcUow  this,  and  may  oe  useful.  [Aside. 
Knew  you  my  father,  the  old  Chamont  ? 

Chap.  I  dicl,  and  was  most  sorry,  when  we  lost 
him. 

Cka.  Why?  didst  thoii  love  him  ? 

Chap.  Every  body  loved  him ;  berides  he  was 
my  master's  friend. 

Cha.  I  could  embrace  thee  for  that  very  notion. 
If  thou  didst  love  my  father,  I  could  think 
Thou  wouldst  not  be  an  enemy  to  me. 

Chap.  I  can  be  no  man's  foe. 

Cha.  Then  prithee  tell  me, 
Think'st  thou  the  lord  Ca^talio  loves  my  sister  ? 
Nay,  never  start     Come,   come,  I  know  thy 

office 
Opens  tliee  all  the  secrets  of  the  family; 
Tncn,  if  thouVt  honest,  use  this  freedom  kindly. 

Chap.  Love  your  sister ! 

Cha.  Ay,  love  her. 

Chap,  .^ir,  I  never  asked  him, 
And  wonder  you  should  ask  it  me. 

Cha.  Nay,  but  diou  art  an  hypocrite ;  is  there 
not  one 
Of  all  thy  tribe  that's  honest?  In  your  schools 
The  pride  of  your  superiors  makes  ye  slaves ; 
Yc  all  live  loathsome,  sneaking,  servile  lives; 
Not  free  enough  to  practice  eenerous  truth. 
Though  yc  prclend  to  teach  it  to  the  world. 

Chap.  I  would  deserve  a  better  thought  from 
you. 

Cha.*  If  thou  wouldst  have  me  not  contemn 
thy  office 
And  character,  think  all  thy  brethren  knaves, 
lliy  trade  a  cheat,  and  thou  its  worst  professor, 
Inmrm  inc ;  for  I  tell  thee,  priest,  I'll  linow. 

Chap.  Either  he  loves  her,  or  he  much  1ms 
wronged  her. 

Cha.  How!  wronged  her?  Have  a  care,  for 
this  may  lay 
A  scene  of  mischief  to  undo  us  all. 
But  tell  me,  wronged  her,  saidst  thou  ? 

Chap.  Ay,  sir,  wronged  her. 

Cha.  This  is  a  secret  worth  a  monarch's  for- 
tune: 
What  shall  I  give  thee  for  it?  Thou  dear  physician 
Qf  sickly  souls,  unfbid  this  riddle  to  me, 
And  comfort  mine 

Chap.  T  would  hide  nothing  from  you  willingly. 

Cha.  Xny,  then  again  (hou  art  honest  Would'st 
thou  tell  me  ? 

Chap.  Yes,  if  I  durst 


Cha.  Why,  what  aflfri^ts  thee? 

Chap.  You  do, 
Who  are  not  to  be  trusted  with  the  secret 

Cha.  Why  ?  I  am  no  fool. 

Chap.  So  indeed  you  say. 

Cha,  Prithee  be  serious  then. 

Chap.  You  see  I  am  so. 
And  hardly  shall  be  mad  enough' to-iiigjbt 
To  trust  you  with  my  ruin, 

Cha.  Art  thou  then 
So  far  concerned  in  it  ?  What  has  been  thy  office? 
Curse  on  that  formal  steady  villain's  face ! 
Just  so  do  all  bawds  look :  nay,  bawds,  they  say, 
Can  pray  upon  occasions,  talk  of  heaven. 
Turn  up  their  goggling  eye-balls,  rail  at  vice, 
Dissemole,  lie,  and  preach  like  any  priest 
Art  thou  a  bawd  ? 

Chap.  Sir,  I  am  not  often  useit  thus. 

Cha.  Be  just  then. 

Chap.  So  I  shall  be  to  the  trust, 
That  is  laid  upon  me. 

Cha.  By  the  reverenced  soul 
Of  that  great  honest  man,  that  gave  me  beinf, 
Tell  me  but  what  thou  knowest  conoenu  oy 

honour. 
And  if  I  e'er  reveal  it  to  thy  wrong, 
May  this  good  sword  ne'er  do  me  right  in  battle! 
May  I  ne'er  know  that  blessed  peace  of  mind,- 
That  dwells  in  good  and  pious  men  like  thcc  1 

Chap.  I  see  your  temper^a  moved,  and  1  viU 
trust  you. 

Cha.  Wilt' thou? 

Chap.  I  will ;  but  if  it  ever  escape  you— 
.  Cha.  It  ne%'er  shall. 

Chap.  Swear  then. 

Cha.  I  do,  by  all 
That's  dear  to  me,  by  the  honour  of  my  name. 
And  by  that  power  I  scn^e,  it  never  smll. 

Chap.  Then  this  good  day,  when  all  the  house 
was  busy. 
When  mirth  and  kind  rejoicing  filled  ead)  room. 
As  I  was  walking  in  the  grove,  I  met  them. 

Cha.  What !  met  them  in  tlie  grove  together? 
Tell  me 
How,  walking,  standing,  ntting,  lying,  ha ! 

Chapi  I,  by  their  own  appointment,  met  them 
there. 
Received  their  marriagervowa,  and  joined  tbrir 
hands, 

Cha.  How,  married ! 

Chap.  Yes,  sir. 

Cha.  Then  my  soul's  at  peace. 
But  why  would  you  so  long  delay  to  give  it 

Chap.  Not  knowing  what  reception  it  may  find 
With  old  Acasto ;  may  be  I  was  too  cantioos 
To  trust  the  secret  from  me. 

Cha.  What's  fhe  cause 
I  cannot  ^uess,  though  it  is  ray  sister^s  honour, 
I  do  not  like  this  marriage. 
Huddled  in  the  dark,  and  done  at  too  mudi 

venture ; 
The  business  looks  widi  an  unlucky  face. 
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Keep  sdU  die  secret;  for  it  ne'er  shall  escape 
me, 

Not  ev'n  to  them,  the  new  matched  pair.  Fare- 
well. 

Believe  my  trntii,  and  know  me  for  div  friend. 

Enter  Castalio  and  Monimia. 

Cast.  Youne  Chamont  and  the  chaplain?  sure 

'tis  they! 
No  matter  what's  contrived,  or  who  consulted, 
Since  my  M onimia's  mine ;  though  this  sad  look 
Seems  no  good  boding  omen  to  her  bliss ; 
Else  prithee  tell  me  why  that  look  cast  down  ? 
Why  that  sad  s^  as  if  thy  heart  was  breaking? 
JkfoR.  Castalio,  I  am  thmking  what  we  have 

done. 
The  heavenly  powers  were  sure  displeased  to-day ; 
For  at  the  ceremony  as  we  stood, 
And  as  your  hand  was  kindly  joined  with  mine, 
As  the  good  priest  pronounced  the  sacred  words, 
Fsssion  grew  big,  and  I  could  not  forbear, 
Tears  drowned  my  eyes,  and  trembling  seized  my 

souL 
What  should  that  mean  ? 

Catt.  Oh,  thou  art  tender  all ! 
Geode  and  kind  as  sympathising  nature ! 
When  a  sad  story  has  been  told,  I  have  seen 
Thf  little  breasts,  with  soft  compasnon  swelled, 
More  up  and  down,  and  heave  like  dying  birds. 
Bat  now  let  fear  be  banished,  think  no  more 
Of  danger;  for  there's  safety  in  my  arms; 
Let  tttian  receive  thee.     Heaven  grows  jealous 

now; 
Sore  she's  too  good  for  any  mortal  creature ! 
I  could  grow  wild,  and  praise  thee  even  to  mad- 


Bat  wherefore  do  I  dally  with  my  bliss?  « 
Ibe  nidit's  far  spent,  and  day  draws  on  apace ; 
To  hed,  my  love,  and  wake  till  I  come  thither. 
PoL  So  hot,  my  brother !  [Pofydore  at  the  door, 
Mon,  Twill  be  impossible ; 
You  know  your  fathers  chamber  is  next  to  mine, 
And  the  least  noise  will  certainly  alarm  him. 

Catt.  Impossible  !  hnpossible  !  alas : 
Is  it  impossible  to  live  one  hour  without  thee  ? 
Let  me  bdiold  those  eyes ;  they'll  tell  me  truth. 
Hast  thou  no  longing?  art  thou  still  the  same 
Cold,  icy  virgin  ?  No ;  thou  art  altered  quite : 
Haste,  haste  to  bed,  and  let  loose  all  thy  wishes. 
IfoR.  Tis  but  one  night,  my  lord ;  1  pray  be 

ruled. 
Cast.  Try  if  thou  hast  power  to  stop  a  flowing 
tide. 
Or  b  a  tempest  make  the  seas  be  oalm ; 
And,  when  that  is  done.  111  conquer  my  desires. 
No  more,  my  blessing.    What  shall  be  the  sign  ? 
^^f^  shsH  I  come  ?  for  to  my  joys  111  steal. 
As  if  I  ne'er  had  paid  my  freedom  for  them, 
ifon.  Just  three  soft  strokes  upon  tlic  cham- 
ber door; 
And  at  dnt  signal  you  shall  gain  admittance : 


But  speak  not  the  least  word;  for  if  you  should, 
Tis  surely  heard,  and  all  will  be  betrayed. 

Cast.  Oh !  doubt  it  not,  Monimia ;  our  joys 
Shall  be  as  silent  as  the  ecstatic  bliss 
Of  souls,  that  by  intelligence  converse ! 
Immortal  pleasures  shall  our  senses  drown, 
Thought  snail  be  lost,  and  every  power  dissolved. 
Away,  my  love ;  first  take  this  kiss.    Now  liaste. 
I  long  for  that  to  come,  yet  grudge  each  minute 
past.  [Esit,  Mon, 

My  brother  wandering  too  so  late  this  way ! 

FoL  Castalio ! 

Cast.  My  Polydore,  how  dost  thou  ? 
How  does  our  father  ?  Is  he  well  recovered  ? 

PoL  1  left  him  happily  reposed  to  rest ; 
He's  still  as  gay  as  if  his  life  were  young. 
But  how  does  fair  Monimia? 

Cast,  Doubtless,  well : 
A  cruel  beauty,  with  her  conquest  pleased. 
Is  always  joyful,  and  her  mind  in  health. 

PoL  Is  she  the  same  Monimia  still  she  was? 
May  we  not  hope  she's  made  of  mortal  mould  ? 

Cast.  She's  not  woman  else : 
Though  I  am  grown  weary  of  this  tedious  hoping ; 
We  have  in  a  barren  desert  strayed  too  long. 

PoL  Yet  may  relief  be  unexpected  found, 
And  love's  sweet  manna  cover  all  the  field. 
Met  ye  to-day  ? 

Cast.  No ;  she  has  still  avoided  me : 
Her  brother,  too,  is  jealous  of  her  grown. 
And  has  been  hinting  sometliins  to  my  father.. 
I  wish  I  had  never  meddled  wiui  the  matter : 
And  would  enjoin  thee,  Polydore 

PoL  To  what? 

Cast.  To  leave  this  peevish  beauty  to  herself. 

PoL  What,  quit  my  love  ?  As  soon  I  would 
quit  my  post 
In  fight,  and,  like  a  coward,  run  away. 
No,  by  my  stars,  I'll  chase  her,  till  she  yields 
To  me,  or  meets  her  rescue  in  another. 

Cast.  Nay,  she  has  beauty,  that  might  shake 
the  leagues 
Of  mi|hty  kings,  and  set  die  world  at  odds ; 
But  I  have  wondrous  reasons  on  my  side. 
That  would  persuade  thee,  were  they  known. 

PoL  Then  speak  them : 
What  arc  they  ?  Came  ye  to  her  window  here. 
To  learn  tliem  now  ?  Castalio,  have  a  care ; 
Use  honest  dealing  with  a  friend  and  brother. 
Believe  me,  I  am  not  with  my  love  so  blinded, 
But  can  discern  your  purpose  to  abuse  me, 
Quityourpretenoes  to  her. 

Cast.  Grrant  I  do ; 
You  love  capitulauons,  Polydore, 
And  but  upon  conditions  would  oblige  me. 

PoL  You  say  you  have  reasons ;  why  are  they 
concealed? 

Cast.  To-morrow  I  may  tell  you. 

PoL  Why  not  now? 

Cast.  It  IS  a  matter  of  such  consequence. 
As  I  must  well  consult  ere  I  reveal. 
But  prithee  cease  to  think  I  would  abuse  tbe^ 
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IHl  more  be  known. 

PoL  When  you,  Cftftalioy  €6986 
To  meet  Mpomna-iiDkiiowQ  toum^ 
And  then  deny  it  slavishly,  FU  oease 
To  think  CMOdio  fakhlo9S  to  his  frmd. 
Did  not  I  see  yoapart  thiti  very  monlent? 

Coat,  It  seems  you  have  wrtttohed  me,  ^n  ? 

FoL  I  flcom  the  -office. 

Ctfff.  Pjrithee,  avoid. a  Ihing  ^u  ctinyest  xe- 
.pent 

Pol  ThatisheQcefofwacdaiMkiogleiigue».with 
you. 

Cast,  Nay,  if  you  are  angiy,  Polydorey  'good- 
night. \EmU, 

PoL  G^od-night,  CealiUio>  if>yQU.  are  in  such 
haste. 
He  little  tliinks  I  have  .overheard  .the  appoint- 
ment; 
But  to^his  ch^mVer's  goneito  wait  a  while, 
Then  come  and  take  possession  of  my  love. 
This  is  the  utmost  pomt  of  all  my  hopes ; 
Or  now  she  must,  or. never  can  be  mine. 
O,  for  a  means  now,. how •  to  counterplot, 
jSjiA  disappoint  this  happy  elder  brother  \ 
In  every  thing  vve  do  or  undertake 
He  soars  above  me, <  mount  what  height  I  can, 
And  keeps  the  start  he  got  of  .me  in  birth. 
Cordelio! 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  My  lord ! 

PM.  Come  hither,  boy. 
Tliou  hast  a  pretty,  forward,  lying  face. 
And  mavest  m  time  expect  preferment    Canst 

thou 
Pretend  to«seorecy,  cajole  and  flatter 
Thy  master's  follies,  and  assist  his .  pleasures  ? 

rage.  My  lord,  I  oottlddo  any  thing  for  you, 
Andever  be  a  very^fiiithful  boy. 
Command,  whate'erV  your  pleasure  111  observe; 
Be  it  to  nw,or  watch,  or  to  convey 
A  letter  to  a  beauteous  lady's  bosom ; 
At  least,  I  am  not  doll,  and.  soon  should  learn. 

Pol,  lis  pity,  then,  thou  sliould'stnotbe  em- 
ployed. 
Go  to  my  orother,  he  is  in  his  chamber  now. 
Undressing,  4Uid  preparing  for  his  rest : 
Fiud  opt  some  meani  to  keep  him  up  awhile; 
Tell  him  a  pretty  .story,  that  may.  please 
His  ear;  invent  a  tale,i  no  matter  what : 
If  he  should  ask  4>f  me,  tell  him  I  am  gone 
To  bed,  and  sent  you  there  to  know  his  pleaaure. 
Whether  he  will  hunt  to-merrow.     Well  said, 

Polydore, 
Dissemble  with  thy  baother !  that's  Ane  {point. 

[4^de. 
But  do  not  leave  him,  till  he  is  in  bed. 
Or  if  he  chance  to  'Walk  again  ibis  way. 
Follow  and  do  not  quit  hinvbut  seem  fond 
To  do  him  little  offices  of  service. 
Perhaps  at  last  it  ms^  jofiend  him ;  then 
Retire,  and.  wait  till  I  come  in«    Away : 
Succeed  in  this,  and  be  employed  again« 


fj^.  Dciubt  not,  xof  liwd.  .  U^J^kfm  il- 

ways  kind 
To  me;.  v«ouM.oClt^«^^e  on  his  )uiee. 
Then  give  me  sweetmeats,  call  me  prqjtty  bor, 

And  ^  mc  what  ^,mfads  (pd)u^.of  ,^  ^ti. 

PoL  Run  quickly,  then,  and  prosperous  be  chj 
wishes.  [Exit  P§g€. 

Here  I  am  akme,  and  lit  for  miseluef ;  now 
To^ch^at  thisibr(^v»js^iU  it.be  hopest  that? 
I  heard  tlie  sign  she  ordered  him  to  |pve. 
0,Tor  the  art.of  Pxoteus,  biit  tocl^i^ 
Xhe  M^ppy  Pplydore  to  blest  Ci^wio ! 
She  is  not  so  v^^U  acquainted  wi^  Au^  jet. 
But  I  may  .fit  her  arms  as  well  as  he. 
Then>.wben  I  am,h»ppiW  .possessed  of  .rooie 
Than  sense  can  jthin{;„^l  .toos^n^.49^  joy, 
To  hear  mv  disappointed  brother  ooifie, 

Andglvb.tbeunce9irdedsig|ial;  Qb» 
What  a  maliciqtus  pleasure. wi)l  tb^t  be ! 

*  Juat  three^qfbatfOkes  9gW0i  t^  <?h40»ber  door; 
'vButs|»eak.oot  the  tea%t.word»  for.if  arou  should, 

*  Tis  surely  heardt  Md  we  are  both  beorBysd' 
How  I. adore  a  mi9tre«^.tbat  cootcives 
With  care  to  lay  the  business  of  her  jop; 
One  that  has  wit  to  charm  the  very  ipol, 
And  give  a  double. relish  to. delight! 

Blest  heavens,  assist,  roe  \mt  in  this  d^arboor, 
And  my  kind  stacs  be.but  prppitious.now, 
Diqx>se  of  me  hereafber  as.  you  please. 
M.onimia!  Mpnimia!  [Qiifes.tke  ^. 

[Maid  a«  the  vi;i<to J  Wbo*s  there  ? 

Pol.  Tis  I. 

Maid,  My  lord  Castalio? 

PoL  The  same. 
Hovv  does  my  love,  my  dear  ]tf  ooimia  ? 

Maid.  Oh ! 
She  wonders  much  at  your  unkind  dels^ ; 
You  have  staid. so  lopg,  that  at  each  UttJe  noke 
The  wind  but  mukes^  she  asks  if  you  are  cooiiap 

PoL  Tell  her  Pm  here,  ,w»d  let  tbe  floor  be 
opened.  {M4fid.d€$cendi. 

Now  boast,  Castalio,  tnumph  now,,  and  tell 
.Thyself  strange  stories  of  a  pituniaed  biiss. 

[The /d^runholtk 

It  opens ! .  Ha !  what  me«ns  my  trfwablinc  flesh  ? 
Limbs  do  your- office,  and  supp^Mrt,me  well ; 
Bear,  me  to  her,  theohr-fail  me  if  ^yov  can !  [E^it. 

Enter  Castalio  oisiI  ^age. 

PjOge.,  Indeedymy  lord,  'twill  be  a  iiyvely  morn- 
ing- 
Pray  let  us  hunt. 

'  Cesf.  Go,.ywi  are.an  i4l6  i^nutler. 
rU  stay  at  home  tO:morrow ;  if  your  Jord 
Thinks  fit,. he  may  command  myiicauKiSb    Co, 

.leave  me, 
I  must  to  bed. 

fagt.  I'll  wait  ,MPon  your  Uurdahip, 
If  you  think  fit,  ana  sing  you  to  repoae. 
Cast,  No,  my  kind  boy,  the  night  is  too  te 
wasted; 
My  senses  are  quite  disrobed  of  tbou^t. 
And  ready  all  with  me  to  go  to  rest. 
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Good-nklit    Comm^M  me  to  my  brother. 

Page,Ohl 
T'ou  never  l^eard  the  last  new  song  I  leiimed  ! 
It  is  Che  finest,  prettiest  song  indeed, 
Of  my  lord  and  my  lady,  yoti  know  who,  thift 

were  caught 
Toeeifaer,  you  know  where.  My  lord,  indeed  it  is. 

Caff.  You  must  be  whipped,  yoongster,  if  ydu 
get  such  songs  as  tnose  arc. 
What  means  this  bo/s  imperthien^e  to-night? 

P«^e.  What,  what  must  I  sin^  prti^,  my  dear 
lord? 

CTosf.  Psalms,  child,  psalifts. 

Page,  Oh,  dedr  me  f  boys  that  go  to  school 
learn  psalms: 
But  pages,  that  are  better  bred,  nng  lampoons. 

Ca$i.  Well,  lea%'e  me.    I  am  weary. 

Page.  Oh !  but  vou  promised  me,  the  last  time 
I  told  you  what  colour  my  lady  Moaimia*s  stock- 
iqgs  were  of,  and  that  she  gartered  them  above 
kaee,  that  you  would  give  me  a  little  horse  to  go 
a  hunting  upon,  so  vou  did.  1*11  tell  you  no  more 
stories,  except  you  keep  jour  word  with  me. 

Cmtt.  Well,  go,  you  tnfler,  and  to>morrow  ask 
me. 

P^e,  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  can't  abide  to  leave 
you« 

C«tf.  Why,  wert  thou  instructed  to  attend  me? 

PBgt*  No,  noy  indeed,  my  lord,  t  was  not; 
But  i  know  what  I  know. 

Coff.  What  dost  thou  know?  Death!  what 
can  ail  this  mean  ? 

Pmge.  Oh !  I  know  who  loves  somebody. 

Ctff/.  What's  that  to  me,  boy  ? 

P^e,  N^y*  I  know  who  loves  you  too. 

Cosf.  That's  a  wonder  !  prithee  tell  it  me. 

Pa^  Tis, — ^'tis — I  know  wh<J — but  will 
You  ^ve  me  the  horse,  then  ? 

Cast.  I  nill,  my  child. 

Page,  It  is  my  lady  Monimia,  look  you ;  but 
don't  ymi  tell  her  I  told  vou ;  she'll  give  me  no 
oiore  plar-things  tlien.  I  heard  her  say  so,  as  she 
lay  a-bed,  man. 

Out.  Talk'd  she  of  me,  when  in  her  bed,  Cor- 
delio  ? 

Page.  Yes,  and  I  sung  her  the  song  you  made, 
too ;  and  she  did  so  sijch,  and  so  look  with  her 
eres ;  and  her  breasts  did  so  lift  up  and  down,  I 
could  ha%'e  found  in  my  heart  to  have  beat  tliem, 
t<iir  they  made  me  ashamed. 

Cast.  Hark  !  what's  that  noise  ? 
Take  tiiis,  begone,  and  leave  me. 
Yon  kmnre,  you  little  flatterer,  get  you  gone ! 

[Exit  Page, 
Sorely  ic  was  a  noise !  hbt— only  fancy ; 
For  ail  is  hushed,  as  Nature  were  retired, 
Aod  the  perpetual  motion  standing  still, 
Sr>  much  she  from  her  work  appears  to  cease. 
And  every  warring  element's  at  peace : 
All  the  wild  herds  are  in  the  coverti*  couched; 
The  fishes  to  their  banks  or  ouze  repaired, 
.\nd  to  the  murmurs  of  the  waters  sleep ; 


The  ffr«fhlg:  aii^  at  r^  and  feels  lio  noise, 

£xce^'of  some  soft  breeze  among  the  trees, 

Roekmg  the  harmless  bhtis  that  rest  upon  them. 

Tis  no#,  (hat,  guided  by  m?  love,  I  go 

To  take  possession  of  my  MonimiaS  charms. 

Sure  Poydore's  by"  this  time  gone  to  bed. 

At  midnight  thus  the  usurer  steals  untracked, 

lb  make  a  visit  to  his  hoarded  gol<^ 

And  feasts  his  eyes  upon  the  shming  mammon. 

[Knockt. 
She  hears  me  not ;  snrc  ^  aheaefy  sleeps ; 
Her  wishes  could  not  brook  so  long  delay. 
And  her  poor  heart  lias  beat  itself  to  rest. 

[Knocki  again* 

Monimia !  my  angel ! — ^ha ! — not  yet 

How  long's  the  shortest  moment  of  delay, 
To  a  heart  impatient  of  its  pangs  like  mine, 
In  sight  of  ease,  and  panting  to  die  goal. 

[Knocki  again* 
Once  more 

Maid.  [At  the  wint(&a>^  Who's  there, 
That  comes  thus  rudely  to  disturb  our  rest? 

Catt.  Tis  I. 

Maid.  Who  are  you  ?  What's  jour  name  ? 

Ca$t,  Suppose  the  lord  Castalio. 

Maid.  I  Icnow  yoU  not. 
The  lord  Castalio  has  no  business  here: 

Cait,  Ha !  have  a  care ;  what  can  this  mean ! 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  I  charge  thee  to  Monimia  fly ; 
Tell  her  Fm  here,  and  wait  upon  my  doom. 

Maid.  Whoe*er  you  are,  ye  may  repent  this 
outrage. 
My  lady  must  not  be  disturbed.    Good-nighL 

Cast.  She  mu&t ;  tell  her  she  shall.    Go,  I'm 
in  haste. 
And  bring  her  tidings  from  the  State  of  Love ; 
They  are  all  in  consultation  met  together. 
How  to  reward  my  truth,  and  crown  her  vows. 

Maid.  Sure  the  man's  mad ! 

Catt.  Or  this  will  make  me  so. 
Obey  me,  or  by  all  the  wrongs  I  suflbr, 
I'll  scale  the  window,  and  come  in  by  force, 
Let  the  sad  conseouence  be  what  it  will ! 
This  creature's  trmmg  folly  makes  me  mad  ? 

Maid.  My  lad/s  answer  is,  you  may  depart. 
She  says  she  knows  you ;  you  are  Polydore, 
Sent  by  Ciistalio,  as  you  were  to-day. 
To  affront  and  do  her  violence  again. 

Catt.  V\\  not  believe  iL 

Maid.  You  may,  sir. 

Cfisf,  Curses  blast  thee ! 

Maid.  Well,  'tis  a  fine  cool  evening ;  and,  I 
bopej 
May  cure  the  ragirtg  fhver  in  your  blood. 
Good-night. 

CaUt,  And  fare^^l  all  that's  just  in  women ! 
This  is  contrived ;  a  studied  trick,  to  abuse 
My  easy  nature,  and  torment  my  mind. 
Sure  now  she's  bo«md  me  fast»  imd  means  to  lord 

To  rein  me  hard,  and  ride  me  at  her  will^ 
Till  by  degrees  she*  shape  me  into  fool. 
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Cn$t  Nay,  you  shall  not,  madam ; 
By  yon  bright  heaven  you  shall  not.  All  the  day 
rll  play  the  tyrant,  and  at  night  forsake  thee ; 
nH'm  by  afflictioosy  and  continued  cares, 
I  have  worn  thee  to  a  homely  household  drudge. 
Nay,  If  I  have  any  too,  thou  shalt  be  made 
Subservient  to  my  looser  pleasures, 
For  thou  hast  wronged  Castalio. 

Mon,  No  more ; 
Oh,  kill  me  here,  or  tell  me  my  offence ! 
Ill  never  quit  you  else ;  but  on  these  knees, 
Thus  follow  you  all  day,  'till  they're  worn  bsre. 
And  han£  upon  you  like  a  drowning  creature. 
Castalio  :• 

Catt.  Away  !  last  night,  last  night 

Mon.  It  was  our  wedding  night. 

Cast.  No  more ;  farset  it. 

Mon.  Why,  do  you  men  repent  ? 

Cast.  I  do. 

Mon.  O,  heaven ! 
And  will  you  leave  me  thus?  help,  help,  Florclla! 
[He  drags  her  to  the  doory  breaks  from  her, 
and  exit. 
Help  me  to  hold  this  yet  loved  cruel  man. 
Oh,    my  heart  breaks — I'm  dying.    Oh — stand 

off; 
ril  not  indulge  this  woman's  weakness ;  still 
Chafed  and  tormented  let  my  heart  swell  on, 
Tiil  with  its  injuries  it  burst,  and  shake 
With  tiie  dire  blow  this  prison  to  the  earth. 

Maid.  What  sad  mistake  has  been  the  cause 
of  this? 

Mon.  Castalio  !  Oh !  how  often  has  he  swore, 
Nature  should  change,  the  sun  and  stars  grow 

dark, 
Ere  he  would  falsify  his  vows  to  me  ! 
Make  haste,  confusion,  then ;  sun,  lose  thy  light, 
And -stars  drop  dead  with  sorrow  to  the  earth; 
f'or  my  Castalio's  false. 

Maid.  Unhappy  day ! 

Mon.  False  as  the  wind,  the  waters,  or  the 
weather ; 
Cruel  as  tigers  o'er  their  trembling  prey : 
I  feel  him  in  ray  breast,  he  tears  my  heart, 
And  at  each  sigh  he  drinks  the  gushing  blood ; 
Must  I  be  long  in  puin  ?  [Sits  £fwn^ 

[Exit  Fhrella. 

Enter  Chamont. 

Cha.  In  tears,  Monimia  ! 

Mon.  Whoe'er  thou  art. 
Leave  me  alone  to  my  beloved  despair. 
'  Cha.  Lift  up  thy  eyes,  and  see^  who  comes  to 
cheer  thee. 
Tell  me  the  story  of  thy  wrongs,  and  then 
See,  if  my  soul  has  rest,  !till  thou  hast  justice. 
•    Mon.  My  brother ! 

Cha.  Yes,  Motiimia,  if  thou  thinkest 
That  1  deserve  the  name,  I  am  thy  brother. 

3  ton.  Oh,  Castalio ! 

C//<i.Ha! 
Name  me  that  name  again !  my  soul's  on  fire 


^1 1  know  all.  tliere's  afteaiiin|  in  duit  mme; 
I  know  he  is  thy  husband :  thereum  trait  me 
With  all  the  following  truth  t 

Mon.  Indeed,  Chiamont, 
There's  nothing  in  it  but  the  fault  of  natise; 
I'm  often  thus  seized  suddenly  with  grief, 
I  know  not  why. 

Cha.  You  use  me  iU,  Monimia; 
And  I  might  think,  wi^  justice,  most  severely 
Of  tlus  unfaithful  dealing  with  your  brother. 
Mon.  Truly,  I'm  not  to  blame.    Suppose  Tm 
fond, 
And  grieve  for  what  as  much  may  pletse  sooted 
Should  I  upbraid  the  dearest  friend  on  etith 
For  the  first  fault?  You  vould  not  do  so;  would 
you? 
Cha.  Not,  if  rd  cause  to  think  it  was  airieiKL 
Mon.  Why  do  you  then  csall  this  unfaithful 
dealing? 
I  ne'er  concealed  my  soul  from  you  be!^ : 
Bear  with  me  now,  and  search  my  woonda  aft 

farther; 
For  every  probing  pains  me  to  the  heart. 
Cha.  Tis  sign  Uicre*s  dang^  in  it,  and  muitbe 
probed. 
Where's  your  new  husband?  Still  that  thou^t 

disturbs  you  ? 
What !  only  answer  me  with  tears?  Castalio! 
Nay,  now  they  stream ; 
Cruel,  unkind  Castalio !  Is  it  not  so  ? 

Jlfon.  I  cannot  speak !  grief  flows  so  fastupoo 
me. 
It  choaks,  and  will  not  let  me  tell  the  cause. 
Oh! 

Cha,  My  Monimia,  to  my  soul  thou  art  dear 
As  honour  to  my  name.    Dear  as  the  light 
To  eyes  but  just  restored,  and  healed  of  bliiid* 

ness. 
Why  wilt  thou  not  repose  within  my  breast 
The  anguish,  that  torments  thee  ? 
Mon.  Oh !  I  dare  not. 

Cha.  I  have  no  friend  but  thee.    We  must 
confide 
In  one  another.    Two  unhappy  orphans, 
Alas,  we  are,  and  when  I  see  thee  grieve, 
Methinks,  it  is  a  part  of  me,  that  siifiers. 

Mon  Oh,  shouldst  thoil  know  the  cause  of  my 
lamenting. 
Thou  would'st  despise  the  abject,  lost  Monimia; 
1  am  satisfied,  Chamont,  that  thou  wooldst  scotd 

me; 
No  more  would  praise  this  hated  beauty :  but. 
When  in  some  cell  distracted,  n^  I  shall  be. 
Thou  seest  me  lie ;  these  tmregarded  \ocks. 
Matted  like  furies'  tresses ;  my  poor  limbs 
Chained  to  the  ground,  and,  'stead  of  thede 

lights. 
Which  happy  lovers  taste,  my  kcsepet's  stripe^ 
A  bed  of  straw,  and  a  coarse  wooden  disii 
Of  wretched  sustenance;  when  thus  thou  aeestm^ 
Prithee  have  charity  and  pity  for  *»«»  I 
I^et  me  enjoy  this  thought. 
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CktL  Wbr  wilt  thoa  nek 
My  sool  BO  lon&  Moainua  ?  Ease  me  qaickl y ; 
O  dioa  wilt  run  me  into  madness -first 

Mtm.  Coold  you  be  secret? 

CU.  Secret  as  the  grave. 

Mom,  Bot  when  I  have  told  you,  will  yon  keep 
yoor  fiinr 
WtAan  its  boodb  ?  Will  yon  not  do  some  rash 
And  horrid  mischief?  For  indeed,  Chamont, 
Yoo  would  Dot  chink  how  hardly  Tve  been  used 
From  n  near  firiend,  from  one,  that  has  my  soul 
A  ibve,  and  therefore  treats  it  like  a  tyrant 

CAc  I  will  be  cahn — but  hasCastalio  wronged 
thee? 
Hss  he  already  wasted  all  his  love  ? 
Wbtthas  he  done?  Quickly,  forTm  all  treat- 

DnDE 

Widi  eipectation  of  a  horrid  tale. 
Mom.  Oh !  coold  you  think  it! 
Ckm,  What? 

JHom.  I  fear  hell  kiU  me. 

Oo.  Ha! 

Indeed  I  do ;  he's  strangely  cruel  to  me ; 
if  it  last,  Fm  sure  must  break  my  heart 

Ckm.  What  has  he  done  ? 

Mom,  Host  barbarously  used  roe. 
Nothinf^  so  kind  as  he,  when  in  my  arms ! 
U  dwuaMMl  kiaaes,  tender  sighs  and  joys, 
Not  to  be  thought  agpun,  the  night  was  wasted  ; 
Ai  dawn  of  day  he  rose,  and  left  his  conquest 
But,  when  we  met,  and  I,  with  open  arma, 
Ran  to  embrace  the  lord  of  all  my  wishes. 
Oh,  then! 

CAa.  Goon! 

iloa.  He  threw  me  from  his  breast, 
like  a  detested  sin. 

Ckm.  How! 

Mom.  As  I  hong  too 
Upon  his  knees,  anid  begged  to  know  the  cause, 
lie  drancd  me  like  a  slave  upon  the  earth. 
And  hM  no  pity  oa  my  cries. 

Ckm.  How  !  did  he 
Dieih  thee  disdainfully  away  ?  with  scorn  ? 

Mom.  He  did !  and  more,  I  fear,  will  ne'er  be 
friemis, 
ThoQf^  I  still  lave  him  with  unabat<^  passion. 

C4a.  What,  throw  thee  from  him ! 

Mom.  Yes,  indeed  he  did. 

CAs.  So  nay  this  arm 
Throv  him  to  the  earth,  like  a  dead  dog  despised  I 
I  inirnijj  and  leprosy,  blindness  and  lunacy, 
Povettj,  shame,  pride,  and  the  name  of  villain, 
L«ht  oa  me,  if,  Castatio,  I  foigive  thee  I 

Mom.  Nay,  now,  Chamont,  art  thou  unkind  as 
beb! 
Dvlat  thou  not  promise  me  thou  wouldst  be 

calm? 
tUrp  Bw  disgrace  concealed  ?  Why  shouldat  thou 

kiUhim? 
0r  alt  mv  lore,  this  arm  should  do  him  vengeance. 
Alaa !  I  lav«  him  still,  and  though  I  ne'er 
^^*^  lum  agun  within  these  longing  arms, 


Yet  bless  him,  bless  him^  gods !  itrhere^er  he  goes. 

Enter  Acasto. 

Aaut,  Sure  some  ill  fate  is  towards  me;  in 
my  house 
I  only  meet  with  oddness  and  disorder ; 
Each  vassal  has  a  wild  distracted  face, 
'  And  looks  as  full  of  business  as  a  blockhead 
In  times  of  danger.    Just  this  very  moment 
\  met  Castalio— 

Cha,  Then  you  met  a  villain* 
Acatt.  Haf 

Cka.  Yes,  a  villain.  . 

Aaut.  Have  a  care,  young  solaier,  . 
How  thou  art  too  busy  with  Acasto's  fame. 
1  have  a  sword,  my  arm's  good  old  acquaintance; 
Villain  to  thee  I 

Cha.  Curse  on  thy  scandalous  age,    < 
Which  hinders  me  to  rush  upon  thy  throat, 
And  tear  the  root  up  of  that  cursed  bramble ! 
Acast,  Ungrateful  ruffian!  sure  my  good  old 
friend 
Was  ne'er  thy  father ;  nothing  of  him  is  in  thee. 
What  have  I  done  in  my  unhappy  age, 
To  he  tlius  used  ?  I  scorn  to  uporaid  thee,  boy ; 
But  I  could  put  thee  in  remembrance—- 
CAo.  Do. 
Acatf,  I  scorn  it 

Cha.  No,  ril  calmly  hear  the  story^ 
For  I  would  fain  know  all,  to  see  which  scale 
Weighs  most — ^Ila !  is  not  that  good  old  Acasto? 
What  have  I  done  ?  Can  you  forgive  this  folly  ? 
Acatt.  Why  dost  thou  ask  it  ? 
CAo.  Twas  the  rude  overflowing 
Of  too  much  passion.    Pray,  my  lord,  forgive  mc. 

[KTieeU. 
Acatt.  Mock  me  not,  youth !  I  can  revenge  a 

wrong. 
Cha,  I  know  it  well ;  but,  for  this  thought  of 
mine. 
Pity  a  madman's  frenzy,  and  forget  it. 
Acaxt.  I  will ;  but  henceforth  prithee  be  more 
kind.  [Raue$  him. 

Whence  came  the  cause? 

Cha.  Indeed  I  have  been  to  blame ; 
But  111  learn  better ;  for  you  have  been  my  fa- 
ther. 
You  have  been  her  fiilher  too— 

[  Takes  Morn,  by  the  hand. 

Acatt.  Forbear  the  prologue 

And  let  me  know  the  substance  of  thy  tale. 

CAo.  You  took  her  up,  a  little  tenoer  flower. 
Just  sprouted  on  a  banl^  which  the  next  frost 
Had  nipped ;  and,  with  a  careful  loving  hand. 
Transplanted  her  into  your  own  fair  garden. 
Where  the  sun  always  shines.    There  long  slie 

flourished. 
Grew  sweet  to  sense,  and  lovely  to  the  eye ; 
^U  at  the  last  a  cruel  spoiler  came, 
Cropt  this  fair  rose,  and  rifled  all  its  sweetness 
Then  cast  it,  like  a  loathsome  weed,  away. 
Acast.  You  talk  to  me  in  parabk»,  Chamoou 
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You  may  have  known,  that  I  am  tio  wordy  man ; 
Fine  speeches  are  the  instruments  of  knaves, 
Of  fools,  that  use  them,  when  they  want  good 

sense; 
But  honesty 

Needs  no  disguise  nor  ornament    Be  plain. 
Cha.  Your  son 

Acoit.  I  have  two ;   and  both,  I  hope,  have 
honour. 

Cha.  I  hope  so  too — ^but 

Acasi.  Speak. 

Cha.  I  must  inform  you. 

Once  more,  Castalio 

Acatt.  Still  Castalio ! 
Cha,  Yes. 
Tour  son  Castalio  has  wronged  Monimia. 
Aca$t.  Ha !  wronged  her  F 
Cha,  Married  her. 
Acast.  I  am  sorry  for  it 
Cha.  Why  sorry  ? 
By  yon  blest  heaven,  there's  not  a  lord 
But  might  be  proud  to  take  her  to  his  heart ! 
Acast.  I'll  not  deny  it 

Cha.  You  dare  not ;  all  your  family  combined 
In  one  damned  falsehood  to  outdo  Castalio, 
Dare  not  deny  it. 
Acatt.  Uow  has  Castalio  wronged  her? 
Cha.  Ask  that  of  him.     I  say,  my    sister's 
wronged : 
Monimia,  my  sister,  bom  as  high 
And  noble  as  Castalio — Do  her  justice. 
Or,  by  the  gods,  III  lay  a  scene  of  blood. 
Shall  make  this  dweUmg  horrible  to  nature. 
I'll  do  it   Hark  you,  my  lord !  vour  son  Castalio ; 
Take  him  to  your  closet,  and  there  tendi  him 
manners. 
Acast.  You  shall  have  justice. 
Cha.  Nay,  I  will  have  justice. 
Who'll  sleep  in  safety,  that  has  done  me  wrong  ? 
My  lord,  ill  not  disturb  you  to  repeat 
The  cause  of  this;  I  beg  you  (to  preserve 
Your  house's  honour)  aw  it  of  Castalio. 
Acast.  I  will 

Cha.  'Till  then,  farewell.  [Exit. 

Acast.  Farewell,  proud  boy. 
Monimia ! 

JMon.  My  lord. 

Acast.  You  are  my  dau^ter. 

Man.  I  am,  my  lord,  if  you'll  vouchsafe  to 

own  me. 
Acast.  When  you  complain  to  me,  I'll  pro\'e 
a  father.  [Exit. 

Man.  Now,  I  am  undone  for  ever.    Who  on 
eardi 
Is  there  so  wretched  as  Monimia } 
'  First  by  Castalio  -cruelly  forsaken; 
I  have  lost  Acasto  now :  his  parting  fronns 
May  well  instruct  me,  rage  is  in  his  heart : 
I  shall  be  next  abandoned  to  my  fortune, 
Tiirust  out  a  naked  wanderer  to  the  world, 
And  branded  for  the  mischievous  Monimia ! 
What  will  become  of  me  ?  my  cruel  brother 


Is  framing  mischiefs  too,  for  aught  I  know. 
That  may  produce  bloodshed  aiKl  horrid  morder. 
I  would  not  be  the  cause  of  one  man's  denth 
To  reign  die  empress  of  the  ear^ ;  nay,  oiore, 
I  would  rather  lose,  for  ever,  my  Castttio, 
My  dear  unkind  Castalio ! 

Enter  PoLYDOiG; 

Fal.  Monimia,  weeping ! 
So  morning  dews  on  new4ilawn  roses  lodge, 
By  the  sun's  amorous  heat  to  be  exhaled. 
I  come,  my  love,  to  kiss  all  sorrow  from  thee :  • 
What  mean  these  sighs  ?  And  why  thus  beiktstbj 
heart? 
Mon.  Let  me  alone  to  sorrow.    'TIS  a  caott 
None  ere  shall  know :  but  it  shall  with  me  <^e. 

Pol.  Happy,  Monimia,  he,  to  whom  thwc  sijdB. 
These  tears,  and  all  these  languishings,  are  pud ! 
J  am  no  stranger  to  your  dearest  secret : 
I  know  your  heart  was  never  meant  for  me ; 
That  jewel's  for  an  elder  brother's  price. 
Mon.  My  lord ! 

Pol.  Nay,  wonder  not ;  last  night  I  heard 
His  oaths,  your  vows,  and  to  my  torment  nw 
Your  wild  embraces;   heard   the  appoinboent 

made; 
I  did,  Monimia,  and  cursed  the  sound. 
Wilt  thou  be  sworn,  my  love  ?  wilt  thou  be  ne'er 
Unkind  a^in  ? 

Jlfoa.  Banish  such  fruitless  hopes ! 
Have  you  swore  constancy  to  roy  undoing  ? 
Will  you  be  ne'er  my  friend  again  ? 
Pol.  What  means  my  love  ? 
Mon.  Away ;  what  meant  my  k>rd 
Last  night  ? 

Pol.  Is  that  a  question  now  to  be  demanded  F 
I  hope  Monimia  was  not  much  displeased. 
Mon.  Was  it  well  done  to  treat  me  Ukc  t 
prostitute  ? 
To  assault  my  lodging  at  the  dead  of  ni^t, 

And  threaten  me,  if  I  denied  admittance 

You  said  you  were  Castalio 

PoL  By  those  eyes 
It  was  the  same :  I  spent  my  time  much  bettor 
I  tell  thee,  ill-^naturca  fair  one,  I  was  posted 
To  more  advantage,  on  a  pleasant  hill 
Of  springing  joy,  and  everlasting  sweetnettf. 

Mon.  Ha — liave  a  care 

Pol.  Where  is  the  danger  fiear  me  ? 
Mtm.  I  fear  you  are  on  a  rock  will  wreck  vow 
quiet. 
And  drown  your  soul  in  wretchedness  for  ercr: 
A  thousand  horrid  thoughts  crowd  on  roy  memory. 
Will  you  be  kind,  and  answer  me  one  question^ 
PoL  I'll  trust  thee  with  my  life ;  on  thosf  soft 
breasts 
Breathe  out  the  choicest  secrets  of  my  heart. 
Till  I  have  nothing  in  my  heart  but  love. 

Mon.  Nay,  I'll  conjure  you  by  the  gods  and 
angels, 
By  the  honour  of  your  name,  that^s  most  coit 
cemed, 
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To  tell  me,  Polydore,  and  tcU  me  truly. 
Where  did  yoa  rest  last  night  ? 

PoL  Within  thy  anns 
I  triumphed !  rest  had  been  my  foe. 

Aian.  Tls  done—  [Shefainti, 

PoL  She  faints!  No  help!  who  waits?  A  curse 
Upon  my  Tanity,  that  could  not  keep 
Tne  secret  of  my'happincss  in  silence. 
Confusion !  we  shall  be  surprised  anon, 
And  consequently  all  must  be  betrayed. 
Honimia !  She  breathe*— Monimia—^- 

Man.  Well 

Let  mischiefs  multiply !  Let  every  hour 
Of  ray  loathed  life  yield  me  increase  of  horror ! 
Ohy  let  the  sun  to  tnese  unhappy  eyes 
Nc^cr  shine  a^n,  but  be  eclipsed  for  ever; 
May  enrery  thing,  I  look  on,  seem  a  prodigy, 
To  fill  my  soul  widi  terrors,  till  I  quite 
Forpet  I  ever  had  humanity, 
And  grow  a  curser  of  the  works  of  nature ! 

PU,  What  means  all  this  ? 

Mon.  Oh,  Polydore,  if  all 
Tlie  friendship  e'er  you  vowed  to  good  Castalio 
Be  not  a  falsehood ;  if  you  ever  loved 
Your  brother,  you  have  undone  yourself  and  me. 

PoL  Which  w^  can  ruin  reach  the  man  that's 
nch. 
As  I  am,  in  possession  of  thy  sweetness  ?  • 

Mam.  Oh  !  I'm  his  wife. 

PoL  What  says  Monimia !  ha ! 
Speak  that  again. 

Mom.  I  am  Castalio's  wife. 

PoL  His  married,  wedded  wife  ? 

Man,  Yesterday's  sun 
Saw  it  performed. 

PoL  And  then,  have  I  enjoyed 
My  brother's  wife  ? 

Mon.  As  surely  as  we  both 
Must  taste  of  nuseiy,  that  guilt  is  thine. 

Poi.  Must  we  be  miserable  then  ? 

3/011.  Oh ! 

PoL  Oh  I  thou  mayst  yet  be  happy. 

Mon.  Cottldst  thou  be 
Happy,  with  such  a  weight  upon  thy  soul  ? 


PoL  It  may  be  yet  a  secret;  1*11  eo  try 
To  reconcile  and  bring  Castalio  to  thee ; 
Whilst  from  the  worid  I  take  myself  away. 
And  waste  my  life  in  penance  for  my  sin. 

Mon.  Then  thou  wouldst  more  undo  ne;  heap 
a  load 
Of  added  sins  upon  my  wretched  head. 
Wouldst  thou  again  hare  me  betray  thy  brother, 
And  bring  pollution  to  his  arms?  Cfurst  thuu^l 
Oh,  when  snail  I  be  tnad  indeed ! 

PoL  Nay,  then. 
Let  us  embrace,  and  from  this  verv  moment 
Vow  an  eternal  misery  together. 

Mon.  And  wilt  thou  be  a  very  faithful  wretch? 
Never  grow  fond  of  cheerful  peace  again  ? 
Wilt  thou  with  me  study  to  be  unhappy, 
And  find  out  ways  how  to  increase  affliction  ? 

PoL  We*il  institute  new  arts,  unknown  before, 
To  vary  plagues,  and  make  them  look  like  new  ones. 
First,  if  the  fruit  of  our  detested  ioy, 
A  child,  be  bom,  it  shall  be  munfered 

Mon.  No; 
Sure  that  may  live. 

PoL  Why? 

Mon.  To  become  a  thing 
More  wretched  than  its  parents,  to  be  branded 
With  all  of;ir  infamy,  and  curse  its  birtk 

Pol.  That's  well  contrived. 
Then  thus  I'll  go, 

Full  of  my  guilt,  distracted  where  to  roam. 
Like  the  first  wretched  pair  expelled  their  para* 

disc, 
ni  find  some  place,  where  adders  nest  in  winter. 
Loathsome  aiui  venomous :  where  poisons  hang, 
Like  gums,  against  the  walls:  whejre  witches  meet 
By  ui^ht,  and  feed  upon  some jpsUnpered  imp. 
Fat  with  the  blood  ot  babes :  There  FU  inhabit. 
And  live  up  to  the  height  of  desperation ; 
Desire  shall  languish  like  a  withering  fiower, 
And  no  distinction  of  the  sex  be  thought  of. 
Horrors  shall  fright  me  from  those  pleasing  harms, 
And  ril  no  more  be  caught  with  beauty's  charms. 
But,  when  I'm  dying,  take  me  in  thy  arms. 

lExeunt. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Garden. 
Castalio  fying  on  the  ground, — Soft  mtuic. 

SONG. 

Comtf  mliyeytmikif  wkote  heartt  £tr  bUd 

By  cruel  Haut^t  pride  ; 
Bring  each  a  garland  on  hii  heady 

Let  none  hi$  Borrows  hide : 
But  hand  in  hand  around  me  move^ 
Simging  the  iaddeet  tales  of  love ; 

And  tee,  when  your  complaints  yejmnj 

Jf  all  your  wrongs  con  equal  mine. 


The  happiest  mortal  once  was  I; 

My  heart  no  sorrows  knew  ; 
Pity  the  pain  with  which  I  die. 

But  ask  not  whence  it  grew. 
Yet  if  a  tempting  fair  you  Jindy 
Tha^s  very  lovefy,  very  kind. 

Though  bright  at  heaven,  whose  stamp  she  bears. 

Think  of  my  fate,  and  shun  her  snares. 

See,  where  the  deer  trot  after  one  another, 
Male,  female,  father,  daughter,  mother,  son. 
Brother  and  sister,  mingled  all  together. 
No  discontent  diey  know ;  but  in  delightful 
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Wildness  and  freedom^  pleasant  springB^  fresh 

herbage, 
Cahn  arbours^  lusty  health  and  innocence, 
Eiljoy  their  portion ;  if  they  see  a  man. 
How  will  diey  turn  together  all,  and  gaze 

Upon  the  monster 

Once  in  a  season  too  they  taste  of  love : 
Only  the  beast  of  reason  is  its  slave, 
And  in  that  folly  drudges  all  the  year. 

Enter  Acasto. 

AeoiL  Castalio!  Castalio! 

Cast.  Who's  there 
So  wretched  but  to  name  Casttdio  ? 

Acatt  I  hope  my  message  may  succeed ! 

Cast,  My  father ! 
Tis  joy  to  see  you,  though  where  sorrows  nou- 
rished. 

Acatt.  Vni  come  in  beauty's  cause;  youll  guess 

the  rest. 
Ca$t.  A  woman !  If  you  love  my  peace  of 

mind. 
Name  not  a  woman  to  me ;  but  to  think 
Of  woman,  were  enough  to  taint  my  brains, 
Till  they  ferment  to  madness.    Oh,  my  father ! 

Acait.  What  ails  my  boy  ? 

Cast.  A  woman  is  the  thing 
I  would  forget,  and  blot  from  my  remembrance. 

Acast.  Forget  Monimia! 

Cast.  She,  to  chuae :  Monimia ! 
The  very  sound's  ungrateful  to  my  sense. 

Acast.  This  might  seem  strange,  but  you,  Tve 
found,  will  hide 
Your  heart  from  me;  you  dare  not  trust  your  far 
ther. 

Cast.  No  more  Monimia. 

Acast.  Is  she  not  your  wife  ? 

Cast.  So  much  the  worse;  who  loves  to  hear 
of  wife  ? 
When  you  would  give  all  worldly  plagues  a  name, 
Worse  than  they  have  already,  call  them  wife : 
But  a  new-mamed  wife's  a  teeming  mischief, 
Full  of  herself !  Why,  what  a  deal  of  horror 
Has  that  poor  wretch  to  come,  that  wedded  yes- 
terday ! 

Acast.  Castalio,  you  must  go  along  with  me, 
And  see  Monimia. 

Cast.  Sure  my  lord  but  mocks  me. 
Go  see  Monimia !  Pray,  my  lord,  excuse  me. 
And  leave  the  conduct  of  this  part  of  life 
To  my  own  choice. 

Acast.  I  say,  no  more  dispute. 
Complaints  are  made  to  me,  that  you  have 
wronged  her. 

Cast.  Who  has  complained? 

Acast.  Her  brother,  to  my  face,  proclaimed  her 
wronged. 
And  in  such' terms  they  have  warmed  me. 

Cast.  What  terms?  Her  brother  !  Heaven ! 
Where  learned  she  that  ? 
What !  does  she  send  her  hero  with  defiance  ? 
He  durst  not  sure  aflfront  you ! 


Acast.  No^  not  nladt 
But 

Cast.  Speak,  what  said  he? 

Acast.  That  thou  wert  a  villain; 
Methinks  I  would  not  have  thee  thought  a  vtUuo. 

Cast.  Shame  on  the  iU-mannered  bnite! 
Your  age  secured  him ;  he  durst  not  eke  have 
said  so. 

Acast.  By  my  sword, 
I  would  not  see  wronged,  and  bear  it  vileW : 
Though  I  have  passed  my  word  she  shall  hsTe 
justice. 

Cast.  Justice !  to  give  her  jusuoe  would  undo 
her. 
Think  you  this  solitude  I  now  have  chosen, 
I>eft  joys,  just  openine  to  my  sense,  sougkit  here 
A  place  to  curse  my  fate  in,  measured  out 
My  grave  at  length,  wished  to  have  grown  one 

piece 
With  this  cold  cUiy,  and  all  without  a  cause? 

Enter  Chamont. 

Cha.  Where  is  the  hero,  famous  and  renowned 
For  wron^ng  innocence  and  breakine  vows? 
Whose  mighty  spirit,  and  whose  stubborn  heart, 
No  woman  can  appease,  nor  man  provoke? 

Acast.  1  guess,  Chamont,  you  come  to  seek 
•  Castalio. 

Cha.  I  come  to  seek  the  husband  of  Mooimia* 

Cast.  The  slave  is  here. 

Cha.  I  thought  ere  now  to  have  found  you 
Atoning  for  the  ills  you  have  done  Chamont; 
For  you  have  wronged  the  dearest  part  of  his. 
Monimia,  young  lord,  weeps  in  this  heart; 
And  all  Uie  tears,  thy  injunes  have  drawn 
From  her  poor  eyes,  are  drops  of  blood  froni 
lience. 

Cast.  Then  you  are  Chamont  ? 

Cha.  Yes,  and  I  hope  no  stranger 
To  great  Castalio. 

Cast.  I  have  heard  of  such  a  man. 
That  has  been  very  busy  with  my  honour. 
I  own,  I'm  much  indebted  to  you,  nr. 
And  here  return  the  villaki  back  again. 
You  sent  me  by  my  father. 

Cha.  Thus  III  thank  you.  [Drwri. 

Acatt.  By  this  good  sword,  who  first  presumes 
to  violence. 
Makes  me  his  foe  ■■  *       fDrawt  and  interposa. 
Young  man,  it  once  was  tnought  [7b  Cat'- 

I  was  fit  guardian  of  my  house's  honour  ; 

And  you  might  trust  your  share  with  me For 

you,  [To  Ch4. 

Youne  soldier,  I  must  tell  you,  yoo  have  wronged 


me. 


I  promised  you  to  do  Monimia  right, 

.Ind  thought  my  word  a  pledge^  I  wciold  not  foi^ 

feit : 
But  you,  I  find,  would  fright  us  Co  perfonnafoce. 
Cast.  Sir,  in  my  younger  yeara,  with  care  yon 

taught  me, 
That  brave  revenge  was  due  to  injured  honour; 
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Oppose  noC  then  die  jattioe  of  my  sword, 
Lest  you  should  make  me  jealous  of  your  love. 

CAd.  Into  thy  fkthei's  arms  thou  fliest  for 
safety. 
Because  thou  knowest  that  place  is  sanctified 
With  the  remembrance  of  an  ancient  friendship. 

Coffl.  I  am  a  villain,  if  I  will  not  seek  thee, 
Till  I  may  be  revenged  for  all  the  wrongs, 
Done  me  by  that  un^ateful  fair,  thou  pleadest  for. 

CAo.  Sfale  wronged  thee !  by  the  fury  in  my 
heart, 
Hiy  fathef^s  honour's  not  above  Monimia's; 
Nor  vras  thy  mother's  truth  and  virtue  fairer. 

Acmgt.  Boy,  don*t  disturb  the  ashes  of  the  dead 
With  thy  aqnidous  follies.    The  remembrance 
Of  the  loved  creature,  that  once  filled  these 
aims 

CAo.  Has  not  been  wronged. 

Cosl.  It  shall  not 

CAfl.  No,  nor  shall 
Monimia,  tboudi  a  helpless  orphan,  destitute 
Of  friends  and  fortune^  though  the  unhappy  sister 
Of  poor  Chamont,  whose  sword  is  all  his  portion, 
Be  opprest  by  thee,  thou  proud  imperious  traitor. 

Cw.  Ha  r  set  me  free. 

Cktu  Come  both. 

Enter  S£fiiNA. 

&r.  Alas !  alas ! 
The  caase  of  these  disorders !  my  Chamont, 
Who  ia^t  has  wronged  thee  ? 

Cci^.  Now,  where  art  thou  fled 
Por  shelter? 

Cha.  Come  from  thine,  and  see  what  safeguard 
Shall  then  betray  my  fears. 

Ser.  Cruel  Castaboy 
Sheath  up  thy  angry  sword,  and  don't  affright  me. 
Chamont,  let  once  Serina  calm  thy  breast : 
If  any  of  my  friends  have  done  thee  iniuries, 
rU  be  revenged,  and  love  thee  better  for  it 

Cosf .  Sir,  if  you'd  hove  me  think  you  did  not 
take 
This  opportunity  to  shew  your  vanity. 
Let's  meet  some  other  time,  when  by  ourselves 
We  fairly  may  dispute  our  wrongs  together. 

CAo.  Till  then,  I  am  Castalio's  friend. 

CmI,  Serina, 
Farewell :  I  wish  much  happiness  attend  you. 

Ser.  Chamont^s  the  dearest  thing  I  have  on  earth; 
Give  me  Chamont,  and  let  the  world  forsake  me. 

CAo.  Witness  the  gods^  how  happy  Vm  in  thee ! 
No  beauteous  blossom  of  the  fragrant  spring 
Though  the  fair  child  of  nature,  newly  bom. 
Can  be  so  lovely.    An^,  unkind  Castalio, 
Sappoee  I  should  a  whde  laj  by  my  passions. 
And  be  a  beggar  in  Moninua's  cause, 
M^tlbeheard? 

Cmt,  Sir,  'twas  my  last  request. 
You  would,  though  i  find  you  will  not  be  satisfi- 
ed; 
So,  in  a  word,  Mommia  is  my  scorn ; 
She  basely  sent  yon  here  to  try  my  fears; 


That  was  your  business; 
No  artful  prostitute,  in  falselioods  practised. 
To  make  advantage  of  her  ooxcomo's  follies. 
Could  have  done  more. — ^Disquiet  vex  her  for  it ! 

Cha.  Farewell.  [Exit  Cha,  and  Ser. 

CoMt.  Farewell — ^My  father,  you  seem  troubled. 

Acatt,  Would  I'd  been  absent,   wh^i   this 
boisterous  brave 
Came   to  disturb  thee   thus.     Fm   grieved  I 

hindered 
Thy  just  resentment.  But  Monimia 

Coit,  Damn  her. 

Acatt,  Don't  curse  her. 

Cait,  Did  I? 

Acatt,  Yes. 

Cast,  Fm  sonr  for  it 

AcaMi,  Methinks,  if,  as  I  guess,  the  fanlt^s  but 
small. 
It  might  be  pardoned. 

Cast,  No. 

AcoMt,  What  has  she  done  ? 

Cast,  That  she's  my  wife,  may  heaven  and  yon 
forgive  me. 

Acaxt,  Be  reconciled  then. 

Cast.  No. 

Acast.  Go  see  her. 

Cos/..  No. 

Acast.  I'll  send  and  bring  her  hither. 

Cast.  No. 

Acast.  For  my  sake, 
Castalio,  and  the  quiet  of  my  affe. 

Cast.  Why  will  you  urge  a  Uiing  my  nature 
starts  at  ? 

Acast,  Prithee  forgive  her. 

Cast.  lightnings  first  shall  blast  me. 
I  tell  you,  were  she  prostrate  at  my  feet, 
Full  of  her  sex's  best  dissembled  sorrows, 
And  all  that  wond'rous  beauty  of  her  own. 
My  heart  might  break,  but  it  should  never  soften. 

Enter  Florella. 

Fior.  My  lord,  where  are  you !  Oh,  Castalio ! 

Acast,  Hark. 

Catt.  What's  that? 

Flor,  Oh,  shew  me  quickly,  where*s  Castalio ! 

Acast.  Why,  what's  the  business? 

Fhr,  Oh,  the  poor  Monimia ! 

Cast.  Ha ! 

Acast,  Whatfs  the  matter? 

Flor.  Hurried  by  despair. 
She  flies  with  fury  over  all  the  house. 
Through  eveiy  room  of  each  apartment^  crying 
'Where's  my  Castalio?  Give  me  my  Castalio! 
Except  she  see  ^ou,  sure  she'll  grow  distracted. 

Cast.  Ha !  will  she  ?  Does  she  name  Castalio? 
And  with  such  tenderness  ?  Conduct  me  quickly 
To  the  poor  lovely  mourner.    Oh,  my  father ! 

Acast,  Then  wilt  thou  go?  Blessings  attend 
thy  purpose,  f 

Cast.  I  cannot  hear  Monimia's  soul's  in  sadness. 
And  be  a  man;  my  heart  will  not  forgot  her; 
But  do  not  tell  tlie  world  you  saw  this  of  me. 
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Acast.  Delay  not  then,  but  haste  and  cheer  thy 

love. 
Catt,  Oh !  I  will   throw  my  impatient  arms 
about  her, 
In  her  soft  bosom  sigh  my  soul  to  peace, 
Till  through  die  panting  breast  she  finds  the  way 
To  mould  my  heart,  and  make  it  what  she  will. 
Monimia !  oh !  [Exeunt  Acasto  and  Ca$L 

SCENE  n. 

A  Chamber.    Enter  Monihia. 

Man,  Stand  off,  and  give  me  room ! 
I  will  not  rest  till  I  have  found  Castalio, 
My  wishes'  lord,  comely  as  the  rising  day, 
Amidst  ten  thousand  eminently  known  f 
Flowers  spring  up  wherever  he  treads;  his  eyes, 
Fountains  of  bri^tness,  cheering  all  about  him ! 
When  will  they  shine  on  me  ? — Oh,  stay  my  soul ! 
I  cannot  die  in  peace  till  I  have  seen  him. 

Castalio  within, 

Ca$t.  Who  talks  of  dying  with  a  voice  so  sweet. 
That  life's  in  love  with  it? 

Man,  Hark !  'tis  he  that  answers. 
So,  in  a  camp,  though  at  the  dead  of  pight. 
If  but  the  trumpet's  cheerful  noise  is  heard, 
All  at  the  signal  leap  from  downy  rest. 
And  every  heart  awakes,  as  mine  does  now. 
Where  art  thou  ? 

Cast.  [Entering,]  Here,  my  love. 

Mon.  No  nearer,  lest  I  vanish. 

Coit,  Have  I  been  in  a  dream,  then,  all  this 
while  ? 
And  art  thou  but  lihe  shadow  of  Monimia? 
Why  dost  than  fly  me  thus  ? 

Man,  Oh,  were  it  possible,  that  we  could  drown 
In  dark  oblivion  but  a  few  past  hoursy 
We  might  be  happy. 

Cast,  Is  it  then  so  hard,  Monimia,  to  forgive 
A  fault,  where  humble  love,  like  mine,  implores 

thee? 
For  I  must  love  thee,  though  it  prove  my  min. 
Which  way  shall  I  court  thee  ? 
What  shall  I  do  to  be  enough  thy  slave. 
And  satisfy  the  lovely  pride  thalrs  in  thee  ? 
Ill  kneel  to  thee,  and  weep  a  flood  before  thee. 
Yet  prithee,  tyrant,  break  not  quite  my  heart; 
But  when  my  task  of  penitence  is  done. 
Heal  it  again,  and  comfort  me  with  love. 

Mon.  If  I  am  dumb,  Castalio,  and  want  words 
To  pay  thee  back  this  mighty  tenderness, 
It  is  because  I  look  on  thee  with  horror, 
And  cannot  see  the  man  I  have  wronged. 

Cagt.  Thou  hast  not  wronged  me. 

Mm.  Ah !  alas,  thou  talk'st 
Just  as  thy  poor  heart  thinks !  Have  not  I  wronged 
thee? 

Catt.  No. 

Mim.  Still  thoa  wander'st  in  the  dark, Castalio; 
But  wilt,  ere  long,  stmnUe  on  horrid  danger. 

Ca$t.  What  means  my  love  ? 
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Man,  Oiuld'st  tboa  but  forgive  me 

Out.  What? 

Mon.  For  my  fiuilt  last  ni^t :  tlas,  tfaoa  cu'st 
not! 

Cdf^.  I  can,  and  do. 

Mon.  Thus  crawling  on  the  earth. 
Would  I  that  pardon  meet;  the  only  thing 
Can  make  roe  view  the  face  of  heaven  with  hope. 

Catt.  Then,  let's  draw  near. 

Mon.  Ah,  me ! 

Cast.  So,  in  the  fields. 
When  the  destroyer  has  been  out  for  pity, 
The  scattered  lovers  of  the  feathered  kind. 
Seeking,  when  dangei^s  past,  to  meet  again, 
Make  moan,  and  call,  by  such  degrees  upfnmh; 
Till,  joining  thus,  Uiey  bill,  and  spread  thor 

wings, 
Murmuring  love,  and  joy  their  fears  are  over. 

Mon.  Yet,  have  a  care;  be  not  too  fond  of 
peace. 
Lest,  in  pursuance  of  the  goodly  quarry. 
Thou  meet  a  disappointment  that  distracts  thee. 

Cast.  My  better  angel,  then  do  thou  infonn 

What  danger  threatens  me,  and  where  it  lies: 
Why  didst  thou  (prithee  snule^  and  tell  me  wbj) 
When  I  stood  waiting  underneath  thy  wiodov. 
Quaking  with  fierce  and  violent  desires ; 
The  dropping  dews  fell  cold  upon  mj  head, 
Darkness  inclosed,  and  the  wiiuiswhistkd  round, 
Which,  with  my  mournful  sighs^  made  suck  s 

music. 
As  might  have  moved  the  hardest  heart;  wbj 

wert  thou 
Deaf  to  my  criefs,  and  senseless  of  my  yuBD&\ 

Mon.  Did  not  I  beg  thee  to  forbear  mquinr? 
Readst  thou  not  something  in  my  five,  tfast 

sj^eaks 
Wondertul  change,  and  horror  from  within  me? 
Cast.  Then  there  is  something  yet,  which  I 

have  not  known : 
What  dost  thou  mean  by  horror  and  forbearance 
Of  mine  inquiry  ?  Tell  me,  I  beg  thee,  tell  me, 
And  don't  betray  me  to  a  seooacT 


Mon.  Must  I? 

Cast.  If,  labouring  in  the  panp  oC  death, 
Thou  wouldst  do  any  thing  to  give  me  ease. 
Unfold  this  riddle  ere  my  thonglits  grow  wild, 
And  let  in  fears  of  ugly  form  upon  warn, 

Mon.  My*  heart  won't  let  me  apeak  it;  hok 
i^m^ber,  ^ 

Monimia,  poor  Monimia,  tells  you  thii^ 
We  ne'er  must  meet  again 

Cot^.  What  means  my  destiny  ? 
For  all  my  good  or  evil  fate  dwells  in  thee ! 
Ne'er  meet  agua ! 

Mon.  No,  never. 

Cast.  Where's  the  power 
On  earth,  that  dare  not  ktok  like  thee,  and 

say  so  ? 
Thou  art  my  hearths  inheritance ;  I  lerred 
A  long  and  painful  faithful  skvery  foe  ihut : 
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And  who  AtH  rob  me  of  the  dear  bought  bles- 

aoff 

Mm.  lime  wiD  dear  all ;  but  now,  let  this 
oonieDt3K>tt. 
Bttveo  has  deaeed,  and  therefore  Fm  resolved 
(With  tDnnent  I  most  tell  it  thee,  Castalio) 
Ever  to  be  a  stranger  to  thy  love, 
la  mne  ftr  distant  country  waste  my  life, 
Aai,  from  this  day,  to  see  thv  face  no  more. 

(Hat.  Where  am  I  ?  Sure  I  wander  amidst  en- 
dmimeo^ 
Aod  oerer  more  shall  find  the  wi^  to  rest; 
ftit,  oh,  Mooimia !  art  dioii  indeed  resolv^ 
To  puaish  me  with  everlastins  absence  ? 
Wfaj  tnraest  thou  from  me  ?  I  am  alone  already; 
Metfajobl  Mand  upon  a  naked  beach, 
Si^iini  to  winds,  and  to  the  seas  complaining, 
Whilst  i&r  off  the  vessel  saib  away, 
^'^koe  ill  die  treasare  of  my  soul's  embariced. 
Wthdiou not  turn?    Oh!  could  those  eyes  but 

I  saoold  know  all,  for  love  is  pregnant  in  them ; 
They  swell;  they  press  their  beams  upon  me  still : 
^  thoo  not  speak  ?  If  we  must  part  for  ever, 
Chfe  me  but  ope  kind  word  to  think  upon, 
And  please  myself  withal,   whilst  my  heart's 


Mm,  Ah,  poor  C<»taHo !        [ jBriY  Monimia. 

Cta.  Pi^,  by  the  gods, 
6be  pities  me !  then  thou  wilt  go  eternally, 
Wlat  metns  all  this  f  Why  all  this  stir  to  plague 
A  jiggle  wretch  }  If  but  your  word  can  shake 
TTns  worid  to  atDma,  why  so  much  ado 
Wkh  me?  Think  me  but  dead,  and  lay  me  so. 

JSa^er  Polydoks, 

^pL  To  five,  and  live  a  torment  to  myseU^ 
^'^bst  doe  would  bear  it,  that  knew  but  his  oon> 

ditina? 
We  hsve  little  knowledge^  and  that  makes  us 

cowards^ 
Bcciase  it  cannot  tell  us  what's  to  come. 

CW.  Who*s  there  ?— ^ 

?9L  Why,  what  art  thou? 

Cstf .  My  bnidier  Polydore  ? 

Pod  Hvoame  is  PoWdore. 

Cstf.  Cfanst  thou  inform  me 

Pa^Ofwhat! 

Cor.  Of  my  Moaimia ! 

Pot  No.    Goodly. 

C^a.  la  haste! 
Hetfaanks  my  Polytlore  appears  in  sadness. 

foL  Indeed,  and  so  to  me  does  my  Castalio. 

C^a.  Do  I? 

P«£.  Thoadost. 

Cof,  Alas,  I  have  wond^rous  reason ! 
]  am  «fan^y  altered,  brother,  since  I  saw  thee. 

PW.  Why  ! 

Ciif.  Obi   to  tell  thee,  would  but  put  thy 
heart 
To  lain.    Let  me  embrace  thee  but  a  little, 
And  weep  apoa  tby  neck;  I  would  repose 

VouL 


Within  thy  friendly  bosom  all  my  follies ; 

For  thou  wilt  pardon  them,  because  they  are  mine. 

PoL  Be  not  too  credulous ;  consider  first ; 
Friends'  may  be  false.    Is  there  no  friendship 
'  false? 

CaMt,  Why  dost  thou  ask  me  that  ?  Does  this 
appear 
like  a  false  friendship,  when,  with  open  arms, 
And  streaming  eyes,  I  run  upon  thy  breast  ? 
Oh !  'tis  in  thee  alone  I  must  have  comfort ! 

PoL  I  fear,  Castalio^  I  have  none  to  g^ve  thee. 

Cast,  Dost  thou  not  love  me,  then  ? 

PoL  Oh,  more  than  life  : 
I  never  had  a  thought  of  my  Castalio, 
Might  wrong  the  friendship  we  have  vowed  to- 

'  gether. 
Hast  thou  dealt  so  by  me  ? 

Clut.  I  hope  I  have. 

PoL  Tten  teU  mc  why  this  mourning,  thU  dis- 
order  r 

Coit.  Oh,  Polydore,  I  know  not  how  to  teQ 
thee; 
Shame  rises  in  my  face,  and  interrupts 
The  story  of  my  tongue. 

Po/.  I  grieve,  my  friend 
Knows  any  thine,  which  he  is  ashamed  to  tell  me ; 
Or  didst  thou  e^r  conceal  thy  thoughts  from  Po- 
lydore? 

Cait.  Oh,  much  too  oft ! 
But  Itt  me  here  conjure  thee. 
By  all  the  kind  affection  of  a  brother, 
(ror  I  am  ashamed  to  call  myself  thy  friend) 
Forgive  me 

PoL  Well,  go  on. 

C(ut,  Our  destidy  contrived 
To  plague  us  both  with  one  unhappy  love. 
Thou,  like  a  friend,  a  constant,  ^nerous  friend. 
In  its  first  pangs  didst  trust  me  with  tby  passion. 
Whilst  I  still  smoothed  my  pain  with  smiles  be- 
fore thee. 
And  made  a  contract  I  ne'er  meant  to  keep, 

PoL  How ! 

Cast,  Still  new  ways  I  studied  to  abuse  thee^ 
And  kept  thee  as  a  stranger  to  my  passion, 
Till  yesterday  I  wedded  with  Monimia. 

PoL  Ah,  Castalio,  was  tl^at  well  done ! 

Ciut.  No ;  to  conceal  it  f<rom  thee  was  much 
a  fault. 

PoL  A  fault!  when  thou  hast  heard 
Thie  tale  I  tell,  what  wilt  thou  call  it  then  ? 

CoMt.  How  my  heart  throbs ! 

PoL  First  for  thy  friendship,  traitor, 
I  cancel  it  thus ;  after  this  day,  111  ne*er 
Hold  trust  or  converse  with  the  false  Castalio  s 
This,  wititess  Heaven ! 

Cast.  What  will  my  fate  do  with  me  ? 
Fve  lost  all  liappiness,  and  know  not  why. 
What  means  tliis,  brother? 

PoL  Perjured,  treacherous  wretch, 
Farewell ! 

Cast.  V\\  be  thy  slave,  and  thou  shalt  use  me 
Just  as  thou  wilt,  do  but  forgive  me. 

Bb 
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FoL  Never. 

Out.  Oh!  dunk  a  fittk  what  thy  lieart  is  do- 
ing: 
IJow,  frpiw  ojur  infangry  we^  iMod  in  bandy 
Have  trod  the  path  of  fife  in  love  together; 
One  bed  ha|b  Jbeld  us,  aod  the  mnfi  deiiret, 
The  same  aversions,  still  employed  our  jthoughts : 

"When  e'er  bad  la/neod*  that  way  XK>c  Pol)idpi£'8  ? 

Or  Polydore  a  fo^  that  wa9  not  mine  ? 

Even  in  the  vonpb  we  emboKxd;  and  wilt  tiipu 

now, 
For  the  fir^  fault,  abandon  and  fomake  me^ 

Leave  me,  amidst  afflictiouSi  to  m/s^elf. 
Plunged  in  tb^£u|f  of  grief»  and  none  to  help  me? 

i*9L  Qq  %o  Monimia,  in  ber  amiks  tboul't  find 
Repose ;  she  has  the  art  of  healing  mrrows. 

tatt.  What  arts  P 

PoL  Blind  wretch !  thou  biitband !  tberp  is  a 
^^u^tiop ! 
Go  to  her  fulsome  bed,  and  wallow  iheie : 
^iU  some  hot  ni^an,  full  9f  last  and  win^ 
Come  storm  thee  out,  and  shew  thee  whales  thy 
bargpjn. 

CoMt,  Hold  there,  I  chaig^  thee. 

Pol,  Is  she  not  a — »- 

Qatt.  Whore? 

JPo/.  Ay,  whore;  I  diink  that  word  needs  no 
explaining. 

Ca»t.  Alas !  I  can  forgave  even  this»  to  thee ! 
But  let  me  tell  thee,  Polydone,  I  am  grieved 
To  Hnd  thee  guilty  of  such  low  revei^, 
To  wron^  that  virttvei  which  thou  coaldst  not 
rum. 

ToL  It  seems  I  lie,  then  ? 

CoMi,  Should  the  bravest  man 
That  e'er  wore  coaqueriqg  swordy  but  daie  to 

whisper 
What  thou  procbum'st,  be  were  the  wpnt  of 

liars: 
My  friend  may  be  mistaken. 

PoL  Danjn  the  evasion  I 
Thou  meanest  the  worst ;  and  he  19  a  baserbom 

viili^in, 
Tbat  said  I  lied. 

Catt,  Do,  draw  thy  swQrd,  w^i  thrust  it  throagb 
my  he«rt; 
There  is  no  joy  in  Ijie,  if  tbou  art  lost^ 
A  base-horn  villain ! 

PoL  Ves;  thou  never  i^am'at 
From  old  Acastn*s  loins ;  die  n)idwife  put 
A  cheat  upon  my  mother,  and  instead 
Of  a  true  brother,  in  a  cr^e  by  me. 
Placed  some  coarse  peasants  cub,  and  tboa  ar(  be. 

Cell/.  Hiou  art  my  brother  6(iil. 

^oL  Thou  liest. 

Catt.  Nay  then— > —  [Ee  drmpt. 

Yet  I  am  calm. 

PoL  A  coward*s  always  so. 

Coit,  Ah  !— ah — tfiat.stines  home — Coward! 

PoL  Ay,  base-born  coward!  villain  ! 

Out,  This  to  thy;  hearty  the%t)iOugh|nyo)otber 
bore  tl)ce. 


on  CaitaUo*$, 
PoL  Now»nurCaalalioi»agMniii|(nfni 
Cast.  What  have  I  done?  n^  9word  is  in  diy 

breast! 
PoL  Sol  would  have  it  be,  tibott  best  of  OHO, 
Thou  kindest  brother,  and  thou  truest  frieiuL 
Coj^  Y«  £ods»  we  are  tangbt,  that  «U  jour 
woiis  are  justicey 
Yon  are  painted  merdfiil,  and  f dends  to  ioao- 

cence: 
If  so,  then  why  these  pW^iea  upon  ny  head? 

PoL  Blane  not  the  fieaveas;  beva  lias  thy 

fate,  Castqjio ; 
Tbey  are  not  the  g^dsy 'tis  Pblydore  has  wTDOsed 

thee; 
I  have  stained  thy  bed ;  thy  spotless  marriagp  jop 
Have  been  polhucd  by  thy  bn>tbe/iS  lust 
Coii.  Bythee!      . 

PoL  By  me,  last  night,  the  bonid  deed 
Was  done,  when  all  things  slept  bat  ngc  sod 
incest. 
Cof^  Now,  whereas  Monimia?  Qb! 

JSafer  Monimi  a. 

JUba.  I  am  here,  who  calla  me  ? 
Methought  I  heard  a  voice. 
Sweet  as  the  shepherd's  pipe  upon  tbe  mountain^ 
When  all  his  little  Aock's  at  feed  before  hiiiL 
But  what  means  this?  Here's  blood. 

Cast.  Ay,  brother's  blood. 
Art  thou  prepared  for  everlasting  nains  ? 

PoL  Oh,  Let  me  charge  the^  by  tbe  eterail 
justice, 
Hurt  not  her  tender  life ! 

Catt.  Not  kiU  ber?  Rack  am. 
Ye  powers  above,  with  all  your  cbcaoest  tofatfats. 
Horror  of  mind,  and  oiuns  yet  uoinvented. 
If  I  not  practise  cruelty  upon  her. 
And  wreak  reveaae  some  way  yet  never  knewa. 

Mon.  That  task  myself  have  fimabed;  I  daU 
die 
Before  we  part ;  I  have  drank  a  healing  draag|>t 
For  all  my  cares,  and  never  nuwe  abaU  wroo$ 
thee. 

PoL  O  she's  innocent ! 

Catt,  Tell  me  that  story. 
And  thou  wilt  make  a  wretch  of  me  indeed. 

PoL  Hadst  thou,  Castalio,  used  me  Uke  a 
friend. 
This  ne'er  had  happened ;  hiMiBt  llioii  kt  vba 

know 
Thy  marriaget  we  had  al}  now  me|  in  joy ; 
But,  ignorant  of  that. 

Hearing  the  appointment  made,  enraged  to  thiol; 
Thou  hadst  outdope  nic  in  sucraiarurWe, 
I,  in  the  dark,  went  and  supplied  tjhy  place; 
Whilst,  all  the  night,  'midst  our  triinnphant  je>^ 
Tb^  trembling,  tender,  kind,  d^onved  |l|oaiini»9 
Embraced,  caressed,  and  called  me  ber  C astasia 

Cai/.  And  all  this  ia  th|&  wock  of  my  own  fot^ 
tune; 
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None  but  niTself  could  e'er  have  beeft  §o  cwFsed ! 
My  6tal  love,  alas !  has  ruined  Ifaee, 
Taoo  ftinsty  goodliest  frame  the  eods  e'er  made, 
Or  ever  faanum  eyes  and  hearts  adored. 
Fve  ranrdered  too  my  brother. 
Why  wouldst  ^u  study  ways  to  damn  me  far- 
ther, 
And  force  the  sin  of  parricide  upon  mc  f 
FoL  Twas  my  own  fault,  and  thou  art  inno- 
cent; 
Foi^pTe  the  barbarous  trespass  of  my  tongue ; 
Twas  a  hard  Tiolence :  I  could  have  died 
With  love  of  thee,  even  when  I  used  thee  worst; 
Nay,  at  eadi  word,  that  my  distraction  uttere<^ 
Hy  heart  recoiled,  and  'twas  half  death  to  speak 
them. 
Man,  Now,  my  Castalio,  the  most  dear  of  mea^ 
WOt  thou  receive  pollution  to  thy  bosom, 
And  dose  the  eyes  of  one,  that  has  betrayed  thee  ? 
Cotf .  Oh,  I  am  the  unhappy  wretch,  whose 
cursed  fete  , 

Has  weighed  thee  dowft  into  destruction  with  him. 
Wh^  thai,  thus  kind  tomie  ? 
JnoR.  When  I  am  laid  low  in  the  crave,  and 
ipiteAiifDCfeo^  , 

Mayst  tnoa  be  m&ppy  in  a  fairtt  brida ; 
Bkit  none  can  ever  love  thee  l&e  Monimia. 
When  I  am  dead,  as  presently  I  shal^  be^ 
(For  the  grim  tyrant  grasps  my  heart  already) 
^»eak  well  of  me ;  aiM,  it  thou  find  ill  tongues 
Too  busy  with  my  fame,  don't  hear  me  wronged; 
TwiU  be  a  noble  justice  to  the  memory 
Of  a  poor  wretch,  cmoe  honoured  with  thy  )o^ 
How  my  head  swims !  'tis  very  dark.   Good-night 

[Diet. 
Cni,  If  I  survive  thee— what  a  thought  vMs 
that? 
Tliank  Heaven,  I  go  prepared  against  that  curse. 

£iler  Chakovt,  disarmed  and  teized  by  Acasto 

mmd  Strvanttk 

Ci&Gispe  earthy  aarfswattow  me  to  quick  de- 


If  I  foi]gM  ^onr  house  f  if  I  iioe  fire 

Aa  evertasimg  plague  to  thee,  Acasto, 

AaA  ai  tfepf  nee.    YeVe  merpfmnei  me  wm; 

Bot  hear  toe,  BeafV«»!-«-Ah^  here^a  »  seene  of 


aiy  8BCCT,  wKj  jBaaiiBHi  DKaniesar''~"'~Diow^ 
Ye  powen  afcove,  if  ye^have  justiee^  strike, 
Strike  baito^tlfeKM^  me,  ancftfaMugh  the  cursed 


Jeaat.  MyWtf^atel 

PU,  Vfh9ttD9f 

Acati,  How  earnest  thou  woundetf  F 

Coit.  Stand  o#,  fHoff  htiNittttftttrf,  Msttfious, 
nony  iwffiai% ' 
Ana  Rsvc  me  ti^  m^  flofrows ! 

^^  BytlMKove 
I  bore  her  fining^  I  w4ll  n^er  fymke  her ; 


Bat  hoM  remain^  till  my  heart  burst  with  sobbing. 

€aU,  Vanish^  t  cfaai^  thee,  or — 

[Drawt  a  dagger, 

Cka,  Thou  canst  not  kill  me ; 
^That  would  be  kindness,  and  against  thy  nature. 

Acatt,  What  means  Castalio  ?  Sure  thou  wilt 
not  pull 

;  More  sorrovf^  o*  thy  aged  father's  head. 
TelT  me,  I  bejg  you,  tell  me  the  sad  cause 
Of  all  this  ruin. 

FoL  That  must  be  my  task : 
But  'tb  too  long  for  one  in  pain  to  tell ; 
You'll  in  my  closet  find  the  story  written 
Of  all  our  woes.    Castalio  is  innocent. 
And  so  is  Monimia ;  only  I  am  to  blame. 
Enquire  no  farther. 

Coit.  Thou,  unkind  Chamont, 
Unjustly  hast  pursued  me  with  thy  hate. 
And  sought  the  life  of  him,  that  never  wronged 

thee: 
Now,  if  thou  wilt  embrace  a  nobler  vengeance, 
Come,  join  with  me,  and  carse  ■ 

Cha.  What? 
j     Catt,  First,  thyseliy 
As  I  do,  and  the  hour,  that  gave  thee  birth : 
Confusion  and  disorder  aaille  die  wdrld^ 
To  spoil  all  trust  and  conwersa  amonmt  men ! 
Twixt  families  engender  endless  feum. 
In  countries  needless  fears,  in  cities  factions^ 
In  states  rebellion,  and  m  churches  schism  \ 
Till  all  things  move  against  the  course  of  nature. 
Till  form's  dissolved,  the  chain  of  causes  broken, 
.  And  Che  original  of  being  lost ! 

Acatt.  Have  patience. 

Ca$t,  Patience !  preach  it  to  the  winds, 
Tba  roaring  seas,  or  raging  fires !  the  knaves 
That  teach  it,  laugh  at  ye,  when  ye  believe  them*. 
.  Strip  me  of  ail  the  common  needs  of  life, 
Seafd  me  with  leprosy,  let  friends  forsake  me, 
ni  bear  it  all ;  but  cursed  to  the  degree 
That  I  am  now,  'tis  Ais-  mfMT  give  me  patience : 
Thus  I  find  rest^  aad  shall  oompiam  j»  more. 

tStaht  himself* 

Ftt  Caatslh)!  oh? 

Catt.  I  come. 
Chamoirt,  ta  thee  my  hirth-rigAt  I  beqpeath ; 
Comfort  my  mourning  father,  heal  his  griefs, 

lAcaHo^finwH  infb  tfi  anrnqfa  servant 
Fbf-lperceivefhejr  faH  witfr  weight  upon  him. 
And,  tor  Monimia  s  sake,  whom  thofo  wilt  find 
I  never  wronged*,  be  kiudf  ux  poor  .^rina. 
New,  all  1  b^,  i^  hi^  me  in*  one  grave 
Thus  with  my  fe^e.    Bftreweff.    I  now  am— no^ 
thine.  [Dies, 

C4sf,  JAe  care  of  gomf  Acasfx>,  whilst  I  go 
To  search  tAe  means,  by  wMch  thr  fates  have 

plagnevus; 
'TIS  thus  that  Heaven  its  empire  dbes  maintmn ; 
It  mny  affic^  but  man*  mmit  not  complain. 

[Ereunt  omnei. 
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ButE  OP  Vkkice.  ' 

pRiULi,  father  of  Behoidera, 

Bedamae. 

Jaffier,  husband  cf  Behidera^ 

PiERRE,/rtefu/  tfJaffiier. 

Renault,  *\ 

SfV^a,      (  Compiraton. 
Tbeooose,  j      « 
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Belvidera. 


WOMEN. 


Two  Women^  attendanti  an  Behidertt, 
The  Council  often. 
Officerj  Ouardy  Friar. 
Executioner^  and  Rabble, 
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ACT  r. 


SCENE  L— il  Street  in  Venice. 


Enter  Priuli  and  Jaffier. 

Tri,  No  more !  FU  hear  no  more !  B^ne 

and  leave  me. 
Jrf.  Not  hear  me !  Bj  my  saflfering  but  you 
shall ! 
My  lord,  my  lord !  Fra  not  that  abject  wretch. 
You  think  me.    Patience !  where's  the  diatanoe 

throws 
Me  back  so  far,  but  I  may  boldly  speak 
In  right,  though  proud  oppression  will  not  hear  me? 
Pri.  Have  you  not  wronged  me  ? 
Jqf.  Could  my  nature  e^er 
Have  brooked  injustice,  or  tlie  doing  wrongs, 
I  need  not  now  thus  low  have  bent  myself,^ 
To  gain  a  hearing  from  a  cruel  father. 
Wronged  you ! 

Pri,  Yes,  wronged  me !  In  the  nicest  pointy 
ITie  honour  of  my  house,  you  have  done  me 

wrong. 
You  may  lemember  (for  I  now  will  speak. 


And  urge  its  baseness)  when  yon  first  came  home 
From  travel,  with  sudi  hopes  as  made  yoo  look- 
ed on, 
By  all  men's  eyes,  a  youth  of  expectatioo, 
Pleased  with  your  growing  virtue,  I  received  yon ; 
Courted,  and  sought  to  raise  you  to  yourtaentS' 
My  house,  my  table,  nay,  my  fortune  too^ 
My  very  self  was  ^urs ;  you  mi^t  have  used  me 
To  your  best  service ;  like  an  open  friend 
I  treated,  trusted,  you,  and  thought  you  mine: 
When,  in  requital  of  my  best  endeavooiB, 
You  treacherously  practised  to  undo  mne ; 
Seduced  the  weakness  of  my  age's  darling. 
My  only  chik),  and  stole  ber  max  my  boaoni. 
Oh  Belvidera ! 

Jaf,  lis  to  me  you  owe  her ! 
Childless  you  had  been  else,  and  in  the  gni^e 
Your  name  extinct;  no  more  Priuli  heard  of. 
You  may  remember,  scarce  fne  year*  are  paa^ 
Since  in  your  bricantine  you  sailed  to  aoe 
The  Adnatic  wedded  by  our  duk^  ; 
And  I  was  with  you :  your  uaakilfttl  pikA 
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DiM  u  opoQ  a  rock  I  when  to  your  boa( 

Too  made  for  aSetf ;  entered  first  yourself;  < 
The  ifi^ted  Belyidera,  following  next. 
As  fh  stood  trembling  on  the  vessers  side, 
WahjiL  wtve  washed  off  into  the  deep ; 
Wheo  lostaatly  I  plunged  into  the  sea. 
And,  bnffiettiQg  the  billows  to  her  rescue, 
Bedeeaed  her  life  with  half  the  loss  of  mine« 
like  a  rich  oonmiesty  in  one  hand  I  bore  her, 
And  with  the  otoer  dashed  the  saucy  waves^ 
That  thraoged  and  pressed  to  rob  me  of  my  prize. 
I  hrooglit  Mr,  gare  her  to  your  despairing  arms: 
indeed  joo  dumked  me ;  but  a  nobler  gratitude 
BoK  in  her  soul :  for  from  that  hoar  me  loved 

^  for  W  life  she  paid  me  with  herself. 
PH.  Yoa  stole  her  from  me;  like  a  thief  you 
ttofeher, 

At  dead  of  okht !  that  cursed  hiur  you  chose, 

To  riie  me  of  all  my  heart  held  dear. 

Mij  ail  your  joys  in  her  prove  false,  like  mine ; 

A  sterile  fortune,  aind  a  barren  bed. 

Attend  jou  both ;  continual  discord  make 

Yon  dsfs  and  nights  bitter  and  grievous :  still 
Maj  tbe  hud  hanl  of  a  vexatious  need 

Oppress  and  grind  jou ;  till  at  last  you  find 
The  cone  of  disobedience  all  your  portion ! 

Jof.  Half  of  your  curse  you  have  bestowed  in 
vain; 
Betfcn  has  already  crowned  our  faithful  loves 
With  a  young  boy,  sweet  as  his  mother^s  beau^ : 
^be  Jive  to  peove  more  gentle  than  his  grand^ 

we, 
And  happier  than  bis  father! 

PrL  Bather  live 
To  bait  diee  for  his  bread,  and  din  your  ears 
With  bnn^  cries;  whilst  his  unhappy  mother 
&s  down  and  weeps  in  bitterness  of  want. 

^  You  talk  as  if  'twould  please  you. 

fri  It  would,  by  heaven ! 
^ct  she  was  dear  indeed;  the  drops  that  fell 
'nn  my  ad  heart,  when  she  forgot  her  duty. 
The  fooBipBD  of  my  life  was  not  so  precious-^ 
^  she  is  mie,  and,  if  I  am  a  man, 

^H^Iwere  in  mv  grave! 
fri  And  she  too  with  tnee : 
T%  hfing  ber^  you're  but  my  cursed  remem^ 


Imoswashi^tpy. 
Jrf'  Too  use  me  |hus,  because  you  know  my 


h  fond  of  Belvidera.    You  perceive 

iff  ^  feeds  oo  her,  therefore  thus  you  treat  me. 

Clb!  coold  ny  sool  ever  have  known  satiety, 

^Qt  I  that  thief,  the  doer  of  such  wrongs 

^  yoa  Bpbeaid  me  with,  what  hinders  roe 

fiat  I  asiglit  tend  her  badt  to  you  with  oontu- 

nely, 
Aad  ooort  my  fortune^   where  she  would  be 

kisider? 
•Pfi  You  dare  not  do  it. 


Ji^,  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  darft  not 
My  heart,  that  awes  me,  is  too  much  my  master: 
Three  years  are  past,  since  first  our  vows  were 

plighted. 
During  which  time,  the  world  must  bear  me  wit-> 


Fve  treated  Belvidera  like  your  daughter, 
The  daughter  of  a  senator  of  Venice : 
Distinction,  place,  attendance,  and  observance. 
Due  to  her  birth,  she  always  has  commanded. 
Out  of  my  little  fortune  Fve  done  this ; 
Because  (though  hopeless  e'er  to  win  your  toh 

tore) 
The  world  mi^ht  see  I  loved  her  for  herself ; 
Not  as  the  heiress  of  the  great  PriulL 

PrL  No  more^ 

Jaf,  Yes,  all,  and.  then  adieu  for  ever. 
There's  not  a  wretch,  that  lives  on  common  duH 

rity. 
Sot's  happier  than  me :  for  I  have  known 
The  lusabus  sweets  of  plenty ;  every  nigbt 
Have  slept  with  soft  content  about  my  head^  . 
And  never  waked,  but  to  a  joyful  morning: 
Yet  now  must  fal),  Uke  a  full, ear  of  com, 
Whose  blossom  'seized,  yet's  withered  in  the 

ripening. 
Pri.  Home,   imd  be  bumble;   study  to  re* 

trench ; 
Discharge  the  lazy  vermin  of  thy  haU, 
Those  pageants  of  thy  folly : 
Reduce  the  glittering  trappings  of  thy  wifo 
To  humble  weeds,  fit  for  thy  little  state : 
Tlien,  to  some  suburb  cottage  both  retire ; 
Drudge  to  feed  loathsome  life;  get  brats  and 

starvfr*- 
Home,  home,  I  say.  [ExiL 

3af.  Yes,  if  my  heart  would  let  me 

This  proud,  this  swelling  heart :  home  I  would 

But  that  my  doors  are  hateful  to  my  eyes, 
Filled  and  dammed  up  with  gaping  creditors ; 
Watchful  as  fowlers^    when  th&  game   will 

spring. 
Fve  now  not  fifVy  ducats  in  the  world. 
Yet  still  I  am  in  lov&  and  pleased  with  ruin. 

Oh !  Belvidera !  Oh  !  she  is  my  wife 

And  we  will  bear  our  wayward  fate  together. 
But  ne*er  know  comfort  more. 

Enttr  Pierre. 

P»«r.  My  friend,  good  morrow. 
How  fares  the  honest  partner  of  my  heart  ? 
What,  melancholy !  not  a  word  to  spare  me  ? 

Jo/!  Fm  thinkuifc  Pierre,  how  that  damned 
starving  quauty. 
Called  honesty,  got  fuotinc  in  the  world. 

Pier.  Why,  powerful  villany  first  set  it  up. 
For  its  own  ease  and  safety.    Honest  men 
Are  the  soft  easy  cushions,  on  which  knaves 
Repose  and  fatten.    Were  all  mankind  villains. 
They'd  starve  each  other;  lawyers  would  want 
practice, 
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Cntrthroats  rewards:  eadi  mtn  would  kill  his 

brother 
Hbnself;  none  would  he  paid  or  hanged  fornnw- 

HooetiT !  'twas  a  cheat  infented  first 
To  bind  the  hands  of  bold  deserving  fognesy 
That  fools  and  cowards  mkdit  sit  sine  in  powery 
And  lord  it  imcontronled  above  their  betters. 

Ji^.  Then  honesty  is  but  a  notion  ? 

Pier.  Nothing  else; 
Like  wit,  nmch  tafted  of,  not  to  be  defined. 
He,  duMt  pretends  lo  most,  loo^  has  least  share  in 

it 
Tb  a  ragged  virtue :  Honeshr !  no  more  of  lU 

Jqf,  Sore  thou  art  honest  r 

Pier.  So,  indeed,  men  think  me ; 
But  they  are  nistalten,  Jaifier :  I  am  a  rogue 
As  well  as  they ; 

A  fine,  gayy  bold  faced  villain,  as  thou  seest  me. 
Tis  true,  I  nay  my  debts,  when  they're  cob- 

tracted; 
I  steal  from  no  man ;  would  not  cut  a  throaty 
To  gain  adnnssion  to  a  great  nmn's  purse, 
Or  a  whonBTfl  bed;  Fd  net  betray  my  fnendl 
To  get  his  place t>r  fortune;  I  scorn  to  flatter 
A  blown-up  fool  above  me,  or  crash  the  wretch 

beneath  me; 
Yet,  Jaffier,  for  all  this,  I  am  a  viUain. 

Jqf.  A  viflan! 

Pier.  Yes,  a  most  noSorions  vilhun ; 
To  see  the  sofierii^  of  my  feilow-creatures. 
And  own  myself  a  man :  to  see  our  senators 
Cheat  the  deluded  people  with  a  shew 
Of  nberty,  whsdi  yet  vhitf  neer  must  taste  of. 
They  say,  by  them  our  hands  are  free  from  fet- 
ters; 
Yet,  whom  iher  please^  theyky  in  basest  bonds; 
Brin^  whom  they  please^  to  aaamy  and  sorrow ; 
Drive  us,  like  wrecks,  down  the  rougk  tide  of 

power, 
While  n^  hoMfk  left  so  save  us  from  desirueckm. 
All  that  bear  thb  are  v91iun%  and  I  one. 
Not  to  rouse  up  at  the  great  call  of  nalimt. 
And  check  the  growdx^  these  JomcstJC  spoilers, 
That  asake  us  snwes^  and  teR  us,  'tis  our  ehnrter. 

Jtf.  Oh,  Acpnuna  f  rncn^  tn  lose  seen  beso^F 
The  dearest  purchase  (li  thy  noMe  hibours  F 
She  was  thv  right  by  conmiest,  as  by  love. 

Pier.  Oh !  Jaffier !  I  nad  so  fixed  my  heart 
upon  her, 
That,  wheresoe'er  I  framed  a  scAeme  of  life, 


for  tmie  to  comej^  she  was  my  onnr  joy. 
With  which  X  wished  to  sweeten  nWnre 
1  fancied  pleasures ;  none  but  ene^  that  loves  * 
And  doats  as  I  did,  can  imaflne  file  them : 
When  m  the  extreimty  of  est  these  hopes^ 
In  the  most  chamang  hour  or  expectationy 
Then,  when  our  eager  wanes  soared  tne  hii^es^ 
Ready  to  sloop  and  grasp  die  nwely  game, 
A  nagEBiTz  owl,  a  woiihless  kite  or  prey, 
With  ms  foul  vriags,  sailed  in^  atad  spoiled  my 
quarry. 


Jitf.  I  know  the  wretch,  and  soomfaka  as  Ihsv 

hatest  him. 
Pier.  Curae  on  the  ooanam  good,  dist's  so 

protected, 
Where  every  slave,  that  heaps  op  wealth  cDosrii 
To  do  much  wrong,  becoBMs  the  lord  of  ri^f 
I,  who  beKeved  no  ill  ooidd  e'er  come  oesr  nw, 
Found  in  the  embraces  of  my  Aqudhia 
A  wretched,  old,  hut  itching  senator; 
A  wealthy  fool,  that  had  btraght  out  ny  tide; 
A  rogue^  tliat  uses  beaaCy  like  a  lambda, 
Butfj  to  keep  him  warm;  dmt  fihhy  csdios 

too 
Was,  m  asy  ansenee,  crept  into  my  ne^ 
And  spoiling  all  my  brood  of  noble  plemare. 
M.  Dkist  tbon  not  chase  him  thence? 
JPitr.  I  di^  and  drore 
The  rank  old  bearded  Hirco  stioiMig  hsiae. 
The  matter  was  fjompkinsd  rtf  in  the  eeaHe, 
I  summoned  to  appeal^,  ami  tensufcd  hmdy, 

Fov  violating  soBDefhiag  tiMv  eaBed  pvivile^^'* 
This  was  the  reeomMnee  or  aB  my  service. 
Would  rd  been  fntner  beaseft  bjr  a  eoward  F 
A  soldier^  ndrtiess,  Jaftev,  i»  betttSpmi 
When  thatV  proAmfsd^  all  other  ties  are  kroken: 
That  even  dissolves  aU  former  bends  of  nenke; 
And  from  tfmt  boor  1  thinh  mysetf  as  free 
To  be  the  fbe^  asc^er  Ae  friend,  of  Venice— 
Nay,  dear  revenge,  whene'er  thou  calfst,  Fffl 
ready. 

Jttf.  I  thmk  no  safety  can  be  here  for  virtat, 
And  grieve,  my  friead,  as  mucft  as  thoii,u>live 
In  such  a  wretched  state  as  this  of  Venice, 
Where  all  agree  to  spoil  die  public  good ; 
And  villains  fatten  with  the  brave  muf^VAam. 

i\er.  We  have  nether  sal<ety,  unity,  nor  peaces 
For  the  fbidation's  lost  of  coanaon  good ; 
Justice  is  lame,  as  well  as  blind,  mnonast  us; 
The  laws  (oompied  to  their  ends  9wt  mete 

them) 
Serve  but  for  instramaala  of  sane  new  •yiaasj, 
That  cve^  day  sourts  up,  toen^hwe  oe  deeper. 
Now,  eouM  thvgferious  eaoBe  bet  ind  eutfnenih 
To  do  it  ri(dit,  ^  JaAer  f  thaif  jsiiriiaest  dm 
Not  wear  Uiese  seals  of  vroe  upon  mj  fine ; 
The  proud  Priidi  shoidd  be  taoj^  homaml^ 
And  learn  to  value  socha  son  ae  tlioe  art. 
i  dare  not  speak,,  but  my  heart  Meedb  thn  an* 
ment. 

Jof.  Cursed  be  the  cause,  theiigh  !»  ^  fncad, 
be  partoaTkf 
Let  me  partake  the  troubles  of  tbr  boaon 
For  I  am  used  to  iiusny,  and  pemnpi 
Mer  find  a  way  to  jwottui  it  to  d 

Pier.  Too  soon 'twill  readldiy 

Jqf.'  Then  ffoas  thee 
Let  It  proceed    Then^s  virtue  in  tl^  Mendbhip^ 
Ween  make  wt  saddest*  taleof ; 
Strengthen  my  constancy,  and  welcomte  rain. 

PSer.  Then  thow  art  rained ! 

Ji^,  That  I  long  since  knew ; 
I  and  in  fortune  Iwve  been  long 
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Pkr,  I  DMKd  thb  very  nmnent  bj  U^  doors, 
And  foond  dbea  pivded  by  a  troop  of  viUaiitt : 
The  foiis  of  public  rapine  were  destropring. 
Thtj  told  me,  by  the  aeoteooe  of  the  (aw. 
They  bad  comnniwiop  to  seize  all  thy  fortone : 
Nay,  mori^  Piiuli's  cruel  hand  had  signed  it. 
Here  rtood  a  ruffian  with  a  hornd  faoe^ 
Lording  it  o V  a  pile  of  masBy  plate, 
TWbled  into  a  heap  for  public  sale ; 
There  vae  another,  making  villainous  jests    - 
At  thv  undoim; :  he  had  tuen  possession 
Of  aU  thy  ancM*nt,  most  domestic,  ornaments^ 
Bich  hanjpnn  intermixed  and  wnMight  with  gold; 
The  very  bed,  whidi  on  thy  wedding-night 
Received  thee  to  the  arms  of  Belvidera, 
The  scene  of  aU  thv  joys,  was  violated 
By  the  coarse  hands  of  fikby  dungeon  villains, 
And  thrown  amongst  the  common  lumber. 

Mi  Now  thank  heaven*^-* 

Ar.  Thank  heaven !  for  wliat  ? 

J^  That  I  am  not  worth  a  ducat. 

Pier,  Corse  thy  duU  stan^  and  the  worse  fate 
of  Venice, 
Where  brothers^  friends,  and  fathers^  are  all  false; 
Where  there's  no  truth,  no  trust;  where  inno- 


Sloope  under  vile  oppression,  and  vice  lords  it. 
Hadit  thoa  but  seen,  as  I  did,  how  at  last 
Thy  beanteoot  BelviderB,  like  a  wretch 
Thal^s  doomed  to  banishment  came  weeping 

forth. 
Shining  theongh  tears,  like  April  suns  in  showers, 
That  bboor  to  overcome  the  cloud  that  loads 

them; 
Whilst  two  foung  viigini^  on  whose  arms  she 

tifafffd. 
Kindly  looked  up,  and  at  her  grief  grew  sad, 
Aa  ifmeycatcfaed  die  sorrows,  that%ll  from  her ; 
Even  the  levrd  rabble,  that  were  gathered  round 
To  see  the  si^t,  stood  mute,  when  they  beheld 

her, 
Governed  their  roaring  throats,  and  grumbled 

I  conki  have  hugged  the  greasy  rogues :  they 
pleased  me. 
Ml  I  thank  thee  for  this  story,  firom  my  soul; 
W now  I  know  the  -out, Omcui  Mil  me. 
Ah,  Pierre!  I  have  a  heart,  that  could  have  borne 
The  fuvghest  wrongs  my  fortune  could  have  done 


But,  when  I  think  vrfiat  Behridem  feel^ 
The  faitteipass  her  t«ider  ^irit  tastes  of, 
I  own  myself  a  coward :  b^  my  weakness: 
If,  tfarowiiK  thus  my  arms  about  thy  neck, 
Inley  the  Mv,  and  blubber  m  thy  bosom. 
On !  I  cImU  drown  thee  with  my  sorrows. 

Pier,  Bom, 
Firpt  bnns  and  leval  Vaaioe  to  thy  ruin  I 
What !  starve,  like  beggars'  brats,  in  frosty  wear 

thcr. 
Under  a  hedge,  and  whine  ourselves  to  death ! 
Thoo,  or  tbj  cause,  shall  never  want  assistance, 


Whilst  I  have  btood  or  fortune  fit  to  serve  thee : 
Command  my  heart !  thou  art  every  way  its  mas- 
ter. 
Ji^,  No^  there^s  a  secret  pride  in  bravely  dying. 
Pier.  Rats  die  in  holes  and  comers ;  dogis  run 
mad:. 
Man  knows  a  braver  remedy  Ayr  sorrow^^ 
Revenge,  the  attribute  of  gods ;  they  stamped  it 
With  meir  great  image  on  our  natures.    Die ! 
Consider  well  the  cause,  that  calls  upon  thee  ; 
And,  if  thou  art  base  enough,  die  then.  Remem- 

Thy  Belvidera  suffers ;  Belvidera ! 
Die— damn  firstr— What !  be  decently  interred   - 
In  a  churchryard,  and  mingle  thy  brave  dust 
With  stinking  rogues,  that  rot  in  winding-sheets, 
Sarfeit-slain  Tools,  the  common  dung  of  the  soil ! 

Jaf.  Ob ! 

Pier.  Well  said,  out  with  it,  swear  a  little"-* 

Jaf.  Swear !  by  sea  and  air;  by  earth,  by  bear 
ven  and  faiell, 
I  will  revenge  my  Belvidera's  tears. 
Hark  thee,  my  friend — Priuli — ^is — ^a  senator. 

Pier.  A  d< 


Jaf. 

Pier,  Shoot  him. 

Jaf.  With  all  my  heart. 
No  more ;  where  shall  we  meat  at  night? 

PUr.  ni  tell  diee; 
On  the  Rialto,  evaiy  nisbt  at  twelve^ 
I  take  my  evenings  waw  of  meditation; 
There  we  two  wiu  meet^  and  talk  of  precious 
Mischief—-^ 

Jqf.  Farewell. 

Pier.  At  twelve. 

Jo^.  At  any  hour;  my  plagoat 
Wilikeep  me  waking.  [Exit  Pierre. 

Tell  me  why,  good  Heaven, 
Thou  madest  me  what  I  am,  with  all  the  spirit, 
Aspiring  thoughts,  and  elegant  desires, 
That  fill  the  haroiest  man?  Ah,  rather,  why 
Didst  thou  not  form  me  sordid  as  my  fate. 
Base-minded,  dull,  and  fit  to  cany  burthens? 
Why  have  I  sense  to  know  the  curse,  that's  oa 

roe? 
Is  this  just  dealing,  nature  ? — ^Belvidera ! 

Enter  Belvi  des  a. 

Poor  Belvidera  I 

BeL  Lead  me,  lead  me,  my  virgin^ 
To  that  kind  voice.   My  lord,  my  love,  my  refuge ! 
Happy  my  eyes,  when  they  heboid  thv  race ! 
My  heavy  heart  will  leave  its  doleful  beating 
At  si^t  of  thee,  and  bound  with  sprightly  jojrs. 
Ob  smile  I  as  when  our  loves  were  in  the  spriqg, 
And  cheer  my  fainting  suuL 

Ja/!  As  when  our  loves 
Were  in  the  spring !  Has  then  our  fortune  chang- 
ed? 
Art  thou  not  Belvidera,  still  the  same. 
Kind;  good,  and  tender,  as  m>  arms  first  found 
thee? 
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If  thoa  art  fdtered,  where  shall  I  hare  harbour  ? 
Where  ease  my  loaded  heart  ?  Oh !  where  com- 
plain? 
BeL  Does  this  i^pear  like  change,  oir  love  de- 
caying, 
When  thus  I  throw  myself  into  thy  bosom, 
With  all  the  resolution  of  strong  truth ! 
Beats  not  my  heart,  as  'twould  alarum  thine 
To  a  new  cliarge  of  bliss  ? — ^I  joy  more  in  thee. 
Than  did  thy  mother,  when  she  hugged  thee  first, 
And  blessed  the  Gods  for  all  her  travail  past. 
Jqf.  Can  tl^ere  ip  woman  be  such  glorious 
faithf 
Sore  an  ill  stories  of  thy  sex  are  ftdse ! 
Oh  woman !  lovely  woman !  Nature  qaade  thee 
To  temper  man :  we  had  been  brutes  without 

Ai^els  are  painted  fair  to  look  like  you : 
There's  in  you  all,  that  we  believe  of  heaven ; 
Amazing  brightness^  purity  and  truth, 
Eternal  ioy,  and  eveflastii^  love. 

BeL  if  love  be  treasure,  well  be  wondrous 

rich; 
I  haire  so  much,  my  heart  will  surely  break  with  it : 
Vows  can't  express  it    When  I  would  declare 
How  great  my  joys,   Fm  dumb  with    the  big 

thought ; 
I  swell,  and  sigh,  and  labour  widi  my  lon&^ng. 
O !  lead  me  to  some  desert  wide  and  wild, 
Barren  as  our  misfortunes,  where  my  soul 
May  hi|ve  its  vent,  where  I  may  tell  aloud 
To  die  high  heavens,  and  every  listening  planet. 
With  what  a  boundless  stock  my  bosom's  fraught; 
Where  I  may  throw  my  eager  arms  about  thee, 
Give  loose  to  love,  with  kisses  kindling  joy; 
And  let  off  all  the  fire,  that's  in  my  heart 

Jqf.  Oh,  Belvidera !  doubly  I  ain  a  beggar : 
Undone  by  fortune,  and  in  debt  to  thee. 
Want,  worldly  want,  that  hungry  meagre  fiend, 
Is  at  my  heels,  and  chaces  me  in  view. 
Canst  thou  bear  cold  and  hunger  f  Can  these  \\aihs, 
Jramed  for  the  tender  o^ces  of  love, 


Endure  the  bitter  gripes  of  smarting  poverty? 
When  banished  by  our  miseries  abroad 
(As  suddenly  we  shall  be),  to  seek  oat 
In  some  far  climate,    where  oar  names  are 

strangers, 
For  diaritable  succour ;  wilt  thou  then, 
When  in  a  bed  of  straw  we  shrink  together, 
And  the  bleak  winds  shall  whistle  roimd  oar 

heads; 
Wil€  thou  then  talk  dius  to  me  ?  Wilt  diou  ^Kea 
Hush  my  cares  thus,  and  shelter  me  with  love  ? 
BeL  Oh  \  I  will  love  thee,  even  in  madness 

love  thee ; 
Though  my  distracted  senses  should  forsake  me^ 
Fd  find  some  inlervah,  vrhen  my  poor  heart 
Should  'swage  itself,  and  be  let  loose  to  tlune. 
lliough  the  bare  earth  be  all  our  resting^plao^ 
Its  roots  our  food,  some  dift  oUr  habltatkm, 
ni  make  this  f|rm  a  pillow  for  thy  head ; 
And,  as  thou  sighing  liest,  and   swelled  with 

sorrow. 
Creep  to  thy  bosom,  pour  the  balm  of  love 
Into  thy  soul,  and  kiss  thee  to  tKy  rest ; 
Then  praise  our  God,  and  watoi  thee  tiU  ^ 

morning. 
Jaf,  Hear  this,  vou  heavens  !  and  wonder  how 

you  made  her  : 
Reign,  reien,  yemonarchs,  that  divide  the^rarlds 
Busy  rebellion  neVr  will  let  you  know 
Tranquillity  and  happiness  like  mine ! 
Like  gaudy  ships  the  obse(||uious  ImIIows  fall. 
And  rise  again,  to  lift  you  m  jrour  pride ; 
They  wait  but  for  a  storm,  and  then  dcvooryou; 
I,  in  my  private  bark  already  wrecked, 
Like  a  poor  merchant  driven  to  unknown  land, 
That  had  by  chance  packed  up  his  duncest  trea- 
sure 
In  one  dear  casket,  and  saved  only  that ; 
Since  I  must  wander  further  on  the  shorey 
Thus  hug  ray  little,  but  my  precious  sitore. 
Resolved  to  scorn  and  trust  my  fate  no  more. 

^  lExemnt 


ACT  n, 


SCENE  I, 


Enter  Pierre  and  Aquilina. 

Aqui,  By  all  thy  wrongs,  thou  art  dearer  to 
my  arms 
Tlian  all  the  wealth  of  Venice,    Prithee  stay. 
And  let  us  love  to-night 

Pier.  No :  there's  fool, 
There's  fiool  about  thee.    When  a  woman  sells 
Her  flesh  to  fools,  her  beauty's  lost  to  me ; 
They  leave  a  taint,  a  sully — ^where  they  hi^v^ 


There's  such  a  baneful  quality  about  them, 
E'en  spoils  complexions  with  their  nauseousness; 
They  infect  all  they  touch :  I  cannot  thinJL 
Of  tasting  any  thing  a  fool  has  palled. 

1 


AquL  I  loathe  and  scorn  that  fool  tkon  meanV, 
as  much 
Or  more  than  thou  canst;  but  the  beast  has  goM^ 
That  makes  him  necessary ;  poi^ver  too^ 
To  qualify  my  character,  and  ix>i9e  me 
Equal  with  peevish  virtue,  that  beholds 
My  liberty  with  envy.    In  their  besita 
They're  loose  as  I  am ;  but  an  u^ly  power 
Sits  m  their  faces,  and  frights  pleasure  from  tiirm. 
Pier,  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  wi»<^^w^  with 

yqur  senator. 
4gw,  My  senator!  Why,  canst  tlioa  diink  that 
wretch 
E'er  filled  thy  Aquilina's  arms  -with  pleasure  ? 
Thinkcst  thou,  because  I  sometimes   ^nre  ha^ 
leave 
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To  foil  hinHelfat  what  he  is  unfit  for; 
Because  I  force  myaelf  to  endure  and  suffer  him^ 
llunkest  thou,  I  love  him  ?  No;  by  all  the  joys 
Tbou  ever  gavest  me,  bis  presence  is  my  penance. 
Hie  worst  thing  ao  old  man  can  be  is  a  lover, 
A  mere  memento  mori  to  poor  woman. 
I  sever  lay  by  his  decrepid  side, 
But  all  that  nisht  I  pondered  on  my  gravcj. 
Pier.  Would  he  svere  well  sent  Uiither  ! 
AquL  That's  my  wish  too : 
For  then,  my  Pierre,  I  might  have  cause,  with 

pleasure, 
Td  play  the  hypocrite.    Oh  !  how  I  could  weep 
Over  the  dying  dotard,  and  kiss  him  too, 
In  hopes  to  smother  him  quite ;  tlien,  when  the 

time 
Was  come  to  pay  my  sorrows  at  the  funeral, 
(For  he  has  already  made  me  heir  to  treasures 
Would  make  me  out-act  a  real  widow's  whining) 
How  could  I  frame  my  face  to  fit  my  mourning ! 
With  wringing  hands  attend  him  to  his  grave ; 
fall  swooning  on  his  hearse ;  take  mad  possession 
Ecea  of  the  dismal  vault,  where  he  lay  buried ; 
There,  like  the  Ephesian  n^jtron,  dwell,  till  thou, 
Mj  loveliest  soldier,  comest  to  my  deliverance ^ 
Tien,  throwii^  up  my  veil,  with  open  arms 
And  laughing  eyes,  run  to  new-dawning  joy. 
Pier.  No  more :  IVe  friends  to  meet  me  here 
to-nlij^ht. 
And  must  be  private.    As  you  prize  my  friend- 
ship. 
Keep  up  your  coxcomb ;  let  him  not  pry,  nor  lis- 

.ten. 
Nor  frisk  about  the  house,  as  I  have  seen  Iiim, 
like  a  tame  mumping  squirrel  witli  a  bell  on; 
Curs  will  be  abroad  to  bite  him,  if  you  do. 
Aqui.  What,  friends  to  meet !  Mayn't  I  be  of 

your  council  ? 
Pier,  How !  a  woman  ask  qnesttons  out  of  bed ! 
Go  to  your  senator;  ask  him  what  passes 
Amongst  his  brethren;  he'll  hide  nothing  from 

you: 
Bat  pump  not  me  for  politics.    No  more ! 
Cire  order,  that  whoever  in  my  name 
Comes  here,  receive  admittance.    So  good«night. 
Aqtu.  Must  we  ne'er  meet  again  ?  embrace  no 
more? 
Is  k>ve  so  soon  and  utterly  forgotten  ? 
Pier,  As  you  henceforward  treat  your  fool, 

111  dunk  on'L 
if  fill.  Cursed  be  all  fools — I  die,  if  he  foi^ 
sakes  me ; 
And  how  to  keep  him,  Heaven  or  hell  instruct 
me!  *  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.— TAc  Rialto. 

Enter  Jaffier. 

JaJ.  I  am  here ;  and  thus,  the  shades  of  night 
arouod  me, 
I  took  as  if  all  hell  were  in  my  heart. 
And  I  in  holl.    Nav  surely  'tis  so  with  me  ! 

OL.  I. 


For  every  stepi  I  tread,  methinks  some  fiend 
Knocks  at  my  breast,  and  bids  me  not  be  quiet 
I've  heard  how  desperate  wretches,  like  myself. 
Have  wandered  out  at  this  dead  time  of  mght. 
To  meet  the  foe  of  mankind  in  his  walk. 
Sure  Fm  so  cursed,  that,  though  of  Heaven  for- 
saken, 
No  minister  of  darkness  cares  to  tempt  me. 
Hell,  hell  1  why  sleepest  thoil  ? 

Enter  Pi£RRE. 

Pier.  Sure  I've  staid  too  long : 
The  clock  has  struck,  and  I  may  lose  my  prose" 

lyte. 
Speak,  who  goes  there  ? 

Jqf,  A  dog,  that  comes  to  howl 
At  yonder  moon.   What's  he,  tiiat  asks  the  ques- 
tion? 

Pier.  A  friend  to  dogs,  for  they  are  honest 
creatores. 
And  ne'er  betray  their  masters :  never  fawn 
On  any,  that  they  love  not.     Well  met,  friend : 
Jaflier  / 

Jqf.  The  same.    O  Pierre,  thou  art  come  in 
season; 
I  was  just  going  to  pmy. 

Pier,  Ah,  that  s  mechanic  ! 
Priests  make  a  trade  on't,  and  yet  starve  by  it, 

too. 
No  praving;  it  spoils  business^  and  time's  precious. 
W here  s  Bel v idera  ?— 

Juf.  For  a  day  or  two 
I've  lodged  her  privately,  till  I  see  farther, 
What  fortune  will  do  for  me.     Prithee,  friend, 
If  thou  wouldst  have  uic  fit  to  hear  good  counsel, 
Speak  not  of  Bclvidcra 

Pier.  Not  of  her ! 

Jqf.  Oh,  no ! 

Pier.  Not  name  her?  Maybe  I  wish  her  well. 

Jaf.  Whom  well  ? 

Pier,  Thy  wife ;  thy  lovely  Belvidera. 
I  hope  a  man  may  wish  his  t'riend*s  wife  well, 
And  no  harm  done. 

Jqf.  You  are  merry,  Pierre. 

Pier.  I  am  so : 
Thou  shalt  smile  too,  and  Belvidera  smile : 
We'll  all  rejoice.    Here's  something  to  buy  pins ; 
Marriage  is  chargeable.  [Gives  him  a  purse. 

Jqf.  1  but  half  wished 
To  see  tlie  devil,  and  lie's  hew  already.    Well ! 
What  must  tiiis  buy?  Rebellion,  murder,  treason? 
Tell  me,  which  way  I  must  be  damned  for  this. 

Pier.  When  last  we  parted,  we  had  no  qualms 
like  these. 
But  entertained  each  otlier^  thoughts  like  men, 
Whose  souls  were  well  acquainted.    Is  the  world 
Reformed,  since  our  last  meeting?  What  new 

miracles 
Have  happened  ?  Has  Priuli's  heart  relented  ? 
Can  he  be  honest? 

Jqf.  Kind  Heaven,  let  heavy  curses 
Gall  his  old  age ;  cramps,  achcs^  rack  his  bones. 
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And  bitterest  disquiet  wriqg  his  heart ! 
Oh !  let  him  live,  till  life  beoome  his  burden ! 
Let  him  groan  under  it  long,  linger  an  ng^ 
In  the  worst  agpnies  and  pangs  of  death. 
And  find  its  ease,  but  late ! 

PicTt  Nay,  oouldst  thou  not 
As  well,  my  friend,  have  stretched  the  curse  to 

all 
The  senate  round,  as  to  one  single  villain  ? 

Jrf.  But  curses  stick  not :  Could  I  kill  with 
curuns, 
By  Heaven  I  know  not  thirty  heads  in  Venice 
Sboukl  not  be  blasted.  Senators  should  rot, 
like  dogs  on  dunghills:    But  their  wives  and 

daughters 
Die  of  their  own  diseases^    Oh !  for  a  curse 
TokiUwithI 

Pier,  Daggers,  daggers  are  much  better. 

Jqf.  Ha! 

Fier,  Daggers. 

Jaf,  But  where  are  they  ? 

Pier.  Oh!  a  thousand 
May  be  disposed  of,  in  honest  hands,  in  Venice. 

Jqf.  Thou  talkest  in.  clouds. 

Pier.  But  ye£  a  heart,  half  wronged' 
As  thine  has  iieen^  would  6nd  the  meaning  Jaf- 
fier. 

Jqf.  A  thousand  daggers,  all  in  honest  hands ! 
And  have  not  I  a  friend  will  stick  one  here ! 

Pier.  Yes,  if  I  thought  thou  wert  not  to  be 
cherished 
To  a  nobler  purpose,  I  would  be  that  friend ; 
But  thou  hast  better  friends;  friends,  whom  thy 

wrongs 
Have  made  tliy  friends;  friends,  worthy  to  be 

called  so. 
ril  trust  thee  with  U  secret :  .There  are  spirits 
Hiift  hour  at  work.    But,  as  thou  art  a  man. 
Whom  I  have  picked  and  chosen  from  the  world. 
Swear  that  thou  wilt  be  true  to  what  I  utter ; 
And  when  IVe  told  thee  that,  wludi  only  gods, 
And  men  like  godi,  are  privy  to,  then  swear. 
No  chance  or  change  shall  wrest  it  from  thy  bo- 
som. 

Jqf.  When  thou  wouldst  bind  me,  is  there  need 
of  oaths? 
For  thou'rt  so  near  my  heart,  that  tliou  roa/st  see 
Its  bottom,  sound  its  strenj^  and  firmnese  to  thee. 
Is  coward,  fool,  or  villain  in  my  faee  f 
If  I  seem  none  of  ihesc^'  I  dare  believe 
Thou  woiiUit  w^  use  me  in  a  tittle  causey 
For  I  am  fit  ^r  booour^s  toughest  task, 
Nor  ever  yet  found  fooling  was  my  province ; 
And  for  a^riUaiiQUs  inglonous  enterprise, 
I  know  thy  heart  so  well,  I  dare  lay  mine 
Before  thee,  set  it  to  what  point  tJtioa  wilL 

Pier.  Nay,  'tis  a  cause  tiioo  wilt  be  fond  of, 
JaiBer; 
For  it  is  founded  on  the  noblest  basu; 
Our  liberties,  our  natural  inheritance. 
There's  no  religion,  no  hvpocri^  in  it; 
We'ildd  the  business,  and  nefar  Uiat  and  pray  for  it; 


Openly  act  a  deed,  the  world  shall  {^ 
With  wonder  at;  and  envy,  when  'Ua  done. 

Jqf.  For  liberty ! 

Pier.  For  liberty,  my  friend. 
Tliou  shalt  be  freed  from  base  Priuh^a  tjfnnny, 
And  thy  sequestered  fortunes  healed  sgun  -. 
I  shall  be  free  from  those  opprobrious  wnagB, 
That  press  me  now,  and  bend  my  spirit  down- 
ward; 
All  Venice  free,  and  every  growing  merit 
Succeed  to  its  just  right :  fwAs  shall  be  polled 
From  wisdom's  seat:  those  baleful  unckan  birds 
Those  lazy  owla^  who,  perched  near  foitiuie's 

Sit  only  watchful  with  their  heavy  wmp 

To  cuff  down  new-Acdged  virtues,  mat  would 

rise 
To  nobler  heights,  and  make  the  grove  faamw- 
nious. 

Jqf.  What  can  I  do? 

Pier^  Canst  thou  not  kill  a  senator? 

Jqf  Were  there  one  ndtee  or  honest,  I  could 
kill  him, 
For  herding  with  that  nest  of  fools  and  knaves. 
By  all  my  wrongs,  thou  talkest  as  if  revenge 
Were  to  be  had ;  and  the  brave  story  wanns  tot. 

Pier.  Swear,  then ! 

Jaf.  I  do,  by  all  those  glittering  stars, 
And^  yon  great  ruling  planet  of  tlie  night; 
By  all  go^  powers  above,  and  ill  below; 
B^  love  and  friendship,  dearer  than  my  life. 
No  power  or  death  shall  make  me  faUe  to  thee. 

Pitr.  Here  we  embrace,  and  111  unlock  m; 
heart. 
A  oouneil  is  held  hard  by,  where  the  de^tiuctinn 
Of  this  great  empire  is  hatdiing :  there  FU  katl 

thee. 
But  be  a  man !  for  thou'rt  to  mix  with  men, 
Fit  to  disturb  the  peace  of  all  tlic  workl^ 
And  rule  it  when  'tis  wildest 

Jqf  I  give  thee  thanks 
For  this  kind  warning.    Yes,  111  be  a  man ; 
And  charge  thee,  Pierre,  wfaeue'er  thou  seestmj 

fears 
Betray  me  les^  to  rip  this  liearC  of  mine 
Out  of  my  breast,  and  shew  it  for  si  cowardTs. 
Come,  lers  be  gone !  for,  from  tiiis  hoar,  I  chase 
All  little  thoughts,  all  tcndier  human  follies, 
Out  of  my  bosom :   Vengeance  shall  have  room  : 
Re\'enge  f 

Pier,  And  liberty  1 

Jaf  Revenge!  revenge!  [Estwif. 

SCENE  lU.^^hangei  to  Agiiilina*t  Hoiisr, 
the  Greek  Courtezan. 

Enter  Renault. 

Ren.  Why  was  my  choice  ambition  ?  the  wor«t 
ground 
A  wretdi  can  build  on !  It  is,  indeed,  at  distance. 
A  goodly  prospect,  tempting  to  the  view ; 
The  height  delights  us,  and  the  mouataia  top 
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Looks  beMtifbfy  because  'tis  nieh  to  heaven ; 
But  m  iie*er  think  how  dandy  tne  foimdattony 
Vfhai  storm-will  batter,  and  what  tempest  shake 

us. 
Who's  tfiere? 

Enter  Spinosa. 

Sfin.  Renanlty  good-morrow,  for  by  this  time 
I  dnnk  the  scale  of  night  has  turned  the  balance, 
And  weighs  up  mciming.     Has  the  dock  struck 
twelve  f 
Ken.  Yes;  Clocks  will  gp  as  they  are  set: 
batman, 
Irreguhr  man*s  ne*er  constant,  never  certain  i 
I  htm  spent  tA  least  three  precious  hours  of  dark- 


In  waiting  duU  attendance ;  'tis  the  curse 
Of  (fili^nt  virtue  to  be  mixed,  like  mine, 
With  pidy  tempers,  souls  but  half  resolved. 
Spin.  Hell  seize  that  soul  amongst  us  it  can 

ifiDiien. 
Men.  What's  then  the  cause,  that  I  am  here 
alone? 
Wlij  are  we  not  together  ? 

Enter  Eliot. 

0,  sr,  wekomc ! 

Yoii  are  an  EngOihlnan :  yvhea  treason's  hatch- 
ing, 
(kie  odght  h«v«  thought  you'd  not  have  been  be- 
hindhand. 
Id  what  whotc^s  lap  have  ^ou  been  lolling  ? 
Cin  but  an  Bnglishman  his  whore  and  ease, 
Beef,  and  a  sea^oal  fire,  he's  yours  for  ever. 

EU.  Freocfaman,  you  are  saucy. 

JUn.  How ! 

Enter  Bedasiar  the  Ambauador,  Theodore, 
BaixvEiL,  DuRAND,  Brabe,  IIevillido, 
Mbzama,  Trrkon,  Rbtrobi,  Conspiratori. 

Bed.  At  difference  ?  fie ! 
Is  tfab  a  time  for  quarrels  ?  Tliievea  and  rogues 
Fall  oat  aad  brawl :  should  men  of  yoor-  high 

calling 
Hen  separated  by  the  choice  of  Providence 
From  the  gross  heap  of  mankind,'  and  set  here 
in  this  asKOiUy  as  in  one  great  jewel, 
To  adorn  the  bravest  purpose  it  e'er  amiled  on ; 
Should  you,  like  hojs  wrangle  for  trifles  } . 

Een.  Boys! 

BedL  Renault,  thv  hand. 

ilea.  I  thought  Fd  given  my  heart 
Loag  since  to  eveiy  mail)  that  mingles  here ; 
Bat  grieve  to  find  it  trusted  with  such  tempers^ 
Hat  can^t  forgive  my  frofward  age  its  weakness. 

Bed,  lOioCy  thou  once  had'st  virtue.    I  have 


Ihy  subbofb  tenlper  bend  widi  godlike  good- 


United  diusj  we  are  the  mighty- engine 
Must  twist  this  rooted  empire  from  its  basis. 
Totters  it  not  already  ? 

EU.  Would  it  were  tumbling ! 

Bed.  Nay,  it  shall  down ;  this  night  we  seal  its 


ruin. 


Enter  Pi£Rre. 


Vot  half  thus  courted :  Tib  thy  nation's  glory 
To  hog  the  foe,  that  offers  brave  alliattce. 
One  more  eddyracey  my  friends-^tll  all  cm- 
bface. 


Oh,  Pierre  !  thou  art  welcome. 
Come  to  my  breast !  for,  by  its  hopes,  thou  look'st 
Lovelily  dreadful,  and  the  fate  or  Venice 
Seems  on  tliy  sword  already.    Oh,  my  Mars ! 
l*hc  poets,  that  first  feigned  the  god  of  war, 
Sure  prophesied  of  thee. 

Pier,  Friend,  was  not  Brutus 
(I  mean  that  Brutus,  who,  in  open  senate, 
Stabbed  the  first  Cassar  tlmt  usurped  the  world) 
A  gallant  man? 

Aen.  Yes,  and  Catiline  too ; 
Though  story  wrong  his  fame :  for  he  conspired 
To  prop  the  reeling  glory  of  hb  country  : 
His  cause  was  good. 

Bed.  And  our's  a^  much  above  it, 
As,  Renault,  thou  art  superior  to  Cethegus, 
Or  Pierre  to  Cassius. 

Pier.  Then  to  what  we  aim  at. 
When  do  we  start?  or  roust  wc  talk  for  ever? 

Bed.  No,  Pierre,  the  deed's  near  birth ;  fate 
seems  to  have  set 
The  business  up,  and  given  it  to  our  care ; 
I  hope  there's  not  a  h<»irt  or  hand  amoiig^  us, 
But  19  firm  and  ready. 

AIL  All. 
We  will  die  with  Bedamar. 

Bed.  O  men ! 
Matchless !  as  will  your  glory  be  hereafter : 
The  game  is  for  a  matchless  prize^  }S  won> 
If  lost,  disgraceful  ruin.^ 

Ren,  What  can  lose  it  ? 
The  public  stock's  a  b^;gar ;  one  Venetian 
Trusts  not  another.    Ixx^k  into  their  stores 
Of  general  safety :  empty  magazines, 
A  tattered  fleet,  a  murmuring  unpaid  army. 
Bankrupt  nobility,  a  harassed  cotnmonalty, 
A  factious,  giddy,  and  divided  senate. 
Is  all  the  strength  of  Venice :  let's  destroy  it ; 
Let's  fill  their  magazines  with  arms  to  awe  theiri ; 
Man  out  their  fleet,  and  make  their  trade  main- 
tain it ; 
Let  loose  the  murmuring  army  on  their  masters, 
To  pay  themselves  with  plunder ;  lop  their  nor 

"bles 
To  the  base  reots,  whence  most  of  them  first 

sprung; 
Enslave  the  rout,   whom  smarting  will  make 

humble ; 
Turn  out  their  droning  senate,  and  possess 
That  seat  of  empire,  which  our  souls  were  framed 
for. 

Pier,  Ten  thousand  men  are  armed  at  your  nod. 
Commanded  all  by  leaders  fit  to  guide 
A  battle  for  the  freedom  of  the  world : 
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This  wretched  state  had  starved  them  in  it9  ser- 
vice ; 
Andy  by  your  bounty  quickened,  they  arc  resol- 
ved 
To  serve  your  glory,  and  revenge  their  own : 
TlieyVe  all  their  different  quarters  in  this  city. 
Watch  for  the  alann,  and  grumble  'tis  so  tardy. 
Bed.  I  doubt  not,  friend,  but  thy  unwearied  di- 
ligence 
Has  still  Kept  waking,  and  it  shall  have  case; 
After  this  night  it  is  resolved  we  meet 
No  more,  till  Venice  owns  us  for  her  lords. 

Pier.  How  lovclily  the  Adriatic  whore. 
Dressed  in  her  flames,  will  sliine!  Devouring 

flames ! 
Such  as  shall  burn  her  to  the  watery  bottojoi. 
And  hiss  }n  her  foundation. 

Bed,  Now,  if  any 
Amongst  us,  tliat  awns  this  glorious  cause. 
Have  friends  or  interest  he  would  wish  to  save. 
Let  it  be  told  :  the  seueral  doom  is  scaled ; 
But  I'd  forego  the  hopes  of  a  world's  empire. 
Rather  than  wound  the  bowels  of  my  friend. 
Pier.  I  must  confess,  you  tliere  have  touched 
my  weakness. 
I  have  a  friend ;  hear  it !  such  a  friend. 
My  heart  was  ne'er  shut  to  him.    Nay,  III  tell 

you : 
He  knows  the  very  business  of  this  hour ; 
But  he  rejoices  in  the  cause,  and  love^  it : 
We've  changed  a  vow  to  live  and  die  togcLhcr, 
And  he's  at  hand  to  ratify  it  here. 
Ren.  How  !  all  betrayed  ! 
Pier.  No— IVe  nobiy  dealt  with  you ; 
I've  brought  my  all  into  the  pubtic  stock : 
I've  but  oiip  fnciul,  and  him  I'll  share  amongst 

you ;     • 
Brreivc  and  cherish  him ;  of  if,  when  seen 
And  searched,  you  fuid  him  wortJiless,  as  my 

tongue 
This  lodged  this  secret  in  his  faithful  breast, 
To  case  your  fours,  £  wear  a  dagger  here 
Shall  rip  it  out  again,  and  give  you  rest. 
Come  forth,  tliou  only  good  I  e'er  could  boast 
of! 

Enter  Jaffieii,  vith  a  Dagger. 

Bed.  His  presence  bears  the  shew  of  manly 
virtue. 

Jqf.  I  know  youHl  ponder  all,  that  thus,  un- 
called, 
I  dare  approach  this  place  of  fatal  councils ; 
But  I'm  amongst  }rou,  and,  by  Heaven,  it  glads  me 
To  see  so  many  virtues  thus  united, 
To  restore  jusuce  apd  ^cdi|t>ne  oppression. 
Command  this  sword,  if  you  would  have  it  quiet. 
Into  this  breast;  hut,  if  you  think  it  worthy 
To  cut  the  throats^of  reverend  rogues  in  robes, 
Send  me  into  the  cursed  assembled  senate  : 
(t  shrinks  not,  though  I  nieet  a  father  there. 
Would  you  behold  this  city  flaming  ?  here  is 
A  hand,  shall  bear  a  lighted  torch  at  noon 


To  the  arsenal,  and  set  its  gates  on  fire. 
Ren»  You  talk  this  well,  sir. 
Jqf.  Nay— by  Heaven,  111  dp  this. 
Come,  come,  I  read  distrust  in  all  your  faces : 
You  fear  me  a  villain,  and,  indeed,  'tis  odd 
To  hear  a  stranger  talk  thus,  at  first  meedng. 
Of  matters  that  have  been  so  well  debated ; 
But,  I  come  ripe  with  wrongs*  as  you  with  coon- 

cils! 
I  hate  this  seqate,  am  a  foe  to  Venire; 
A  friend  to  none,  but  men  resolved,  like  me, 
To  push  OD  mischief.    Oh !  did  you  but  know 

me, 
I  need  not  talk  thus ! 

Bed.  Pierre,  I  must  embrace  liim. 
My  heart  beats  to  this  man,  as  if  it  knew  him. 
Ren.  I  never  loved  tliese  buggers. 
Jqf.  Still  I  see 
The  cause  delights  ye  not.    Your  friends  surrey 
me 

As  I  were  dangerous But  I  come  armed 

Against  all  doubts,  and  to  your  trust  will  givt 
A  pledge,  worth  more  than  all  the  world  can  paj 

for. 
My  Belvidera !    Hoa !  my  Belvidera ! 
Bed.  What  wonder  is  next  ? 
Jqf.  Let  me  entreat  you. 
As  I  have  henceforth  hopes  to  call  you  frieod% 
That  all  but  the  ambassador,  and  this 
Grave  guide  of  cotmcils,  with  my  friend,  that 

owns  me. 
Withdraw  a  while,  to  spare  a  woman's  blmbcs, 
[Exeunt  all  hut  Bed.  Ren.  Jof.  Pier. 

Enter  Belvidera. 

Bed.  Pierre,  whither  vrill  this  ccremooy  k»A 
us? 

Jaf.  Mv  Belvidera !  Belvidera ! 

BeL  Who, 
Who  calls  so  loud  at  this  late  peaceful  hour? 
That  voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gentle  whispers 
And  fill  my  ears  with  tlie  soft  breath  of  love. 
Thou  hourly  image  of  my  thoughta^  where  azt 
thou? 

Jqf.  Indeed  'tis  late. 

BeL  Oh !  I  have  slept  and  dreamt. 
And  dreatpt  again.    Wliere  hast  thou  been,  tboa 

loiterer  ? 
Thou^  my  eyes  closed,  my  arms  have  still  been 

opened. 
Stretched  every  way  betwixt  wfiy  broken  fllumbers, 
To  search,  if  thou  wert  come  to  crown  my  rest: 
There's  no  repoM  without  thee :  Oh !  the  day 
Too  soon  will  break,  and  wake  us  to  our  sorrow. 
Come,  come  to  bed,  and  bid  thy  cares  good-&is:bt. 

Jqf.  Oh,  Belvidera  I  we  must  cbsmffi  the  scuie, 
In  which  die  past  delights  of  life  were  tasted: 
The  poor  sleep  little ;  we  must  lenm  to  watch 
Our  labours  late,  and  early  every  morning. 
Midst  winter  frosts,  thin  clad,  wid  fed  with  spa- 
ring, 
Rise  to  our  toil^  anjl  drudge  avmy  the  day. 
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BeL  AJbs!  where  am  I !  wluther  is  it  you  lead 
me? 
If etfainb  I  read  distractioo  in  your  face, 
Somediijig  has  gentle  than  the  iate  you  tell  me. 
You  shake  and  tremble  too !  your  blood  runs 

cold!    . 
HeaTcns  guard  my  love>  and  bless  his  heart  with 
patience ! 
Jaf.  That  I  have  patience,  let  our  fate  bear 
witness^ 
Who  has  ordained  it  so,  that  thou  and  I, 
CThooy  the  dhrinest  cood  man  e'er  possessed. 
And  1,  the  wretcherost  of  the  race  of  man) 
Tlus  very  hour;,  without  one  tear,  must  part. 
BeL  Part !  must  we  part?  Oh !  am  I  then  for- 
saken ? 
Will  my  love  cast  me  off?  Have  jny  misfortunes 
Oflended  him  so  highly,  that  he'll  leave  me ! 
Wbydiae  you  from  me?  Whither  are  you  going, 
Mj  tori  my  life !  my  love  ! 
Jrf.  Oh,  friends ! 
BeL  Speak  to  me. 
Jrf»  Take  her  from  my  heart, 
Shell  gain  such  hold  else,  1  shall  ne'er  get  loose. 
I  charge  thee,  take  her,  but  with  tendcrest  care 
Believe  her  troubles,  and  assuage  her  sorrows. 
Ren,  Rise,  madam,  and  command  amongst 

your  servants. 
Jrf.  To  you,  sirs,  and  your  honours^  I  bequeath 
her. 

And  with  her  this;  when  I  prove  unworthy 

[Gives  a  dagger. 
You  know  the  rest — Then,  strike  it  to  her  heart  1 
And  tell  her,  he,  who  three  whole  happy  years 
Laj  in  her  arms,  and  each  kind  night  repeated 
The  passionate  vpws  of  still  increa^ng  love, 
Sent  that  reward  for  all  her  truth  and  sufferings. 
BeL  Nay,  take  my  life,  since  be  has  sold  it 
cheaply!  ' 
Or  send  roe  to  some  distant  clime,  ^our  slave ; 
put  let  it  be  far  ofi^  lest  my  complainings 


Should  reach  his  guilty  ears,  and  shake  his  peaces 

Jaf,  No,  Belvidera,  I  have  contrived  thy  honour. 
Trust  to  my  faith,  and  be  but  fortune  kind 
To  mc,  as  I'll  preserve  that  faith  unbroken  : 
When  next  we  meet,  I'll  lift  thee  to  a  height 
Shall  gather  all  the  gazing  world  about  thee. 
To  wonder  what  strange  virtue  placed  tliee  there. 
But,  if  we  ne'er  meet  more — 

BeL  O !  thou  unkind  one ! 
Ne'er  meet  more !  have  I  deserved  this  from  you? 
Look  on  me,  tell  me,  speak,  thou  fair  deceiver ! 
Why  am  I  separated  from  thy  love  ? 
If  I  am  false,  accuse  me,  but  if  true. 
Don't,  prithee  don't,  in  poverty  forsake  me ; 
But  pity  the  sad  heart,  thfit's  torn  with  parting. 
Yet  hear  me,  yet  recal  me-^i — 

[Exeunt  Ren,  Bed,  and  Bel 

Jaf.  Oh !  my  eyes, 
Look  not  that  way,  but  turn  yourselves  a  while 
Into  my  heart,  and  be  weaneid  altogether ! 
My  friend,  whore  art  thou  ? 

pier.  Here,  my  honour's  brother. 

Jaf,  Is  Belvidera  gone  ? 

Pier.  Renault  has  led  her 
Back  to  her  own  apartment;  but^  by  Heaven, 
Thou  must  not  see  her  more,  till  our  work's  over.. 

Jaf,  No ! 

P^ier,  Not  for  your  life. 

Jaf,  Oh,  Pierre,  wert  thou  but  she. 
How  I  would  pull  thee  down  into  my  heart. 
Gaze  on  thee,  till  my  eye-strings  cracked  witli 

love! 
Till  all  my  sinews,  with  its  fire  extended. 
Fixed  me  upon  the  rack  of  ardent  lonsing !       ^ 
Then,  swelhng,  sighii^  raging  to  be  blest. 
Come,  like  a  panting  turtle,  to  thy  breast; 
On  thy  soft  bosom  hovering,  bill  and  play, 
Confess  the  cause  why  last  I  fled  away; 
Own  'twas  a  fault,  but  swear  to  give  it  o'er, 
And  never  follow  false  ambition  more.  [Exeunt, 


ACT   nt 


SCENE  I.'-A  Chamber, 

Enter  Belvidera. 

BfiL  I'm  sacrificed !   I'm  sold !  betrayed   to 
shame! 
Inevitable  min  has  enclosed  me  1 
No  sooner  was  I  to  my  bed  repaired. 
To  weigh  and,  weeping,  ponder  my  condition ; 
But  tiic  old  hoary  wretch,  to  whose  false  care 
My  peace  and  honour  were  entrusted,  came, 
(like  Tarqoin)  ghastly,  with  infernal  lust. 
Ph,  thou  Roman  Lucrece ! 
Thou  oould'st  find  friends,  to  vindicate  thy  wrong ! 
I  never  had  but  one,  and  he's  proved  false ! 
He,  that  should  guard  my  virtue,  has  betrayed  it ! 
I^ft  me !  Undone  me !  Oh,  that  I  could  hat6 
him  ! 


/ 


Where  shall  I  go  ?  Oh !  whither,  whither,  wonderf 

Enter  Jaffier. 

Jaf.  Can  Belvidera  want  a  resting-place. 
When  these  poor  arms  are  ready  to  revive  her  ? 
Oh  !  'tis  in  vain  to  struggle  with  desires ! 
Strong  is  my  love  to  thee ;  for,  every  moment 
I'm  from  thy  sight,  the  heart  within  my  bosom 
Mourns,  like  a  tender  infant  in  its  cradle. 
Whose  nurse  had  left  it    Come,  and  with  the 

songs 
Of  genUe  love,  persuade  it  to  its  peace. 

BeL  I  fear  the  stubborn  wanderer  will  not  own 

me; 
Tis  grown  a  rebel,  to  be  ruled  no  lonser ; 
Scorns  the  indulgent  bosom,  that  first  lulled  it, 
And,  like  a  disobedient  child,  disdains 
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The  soft  authority  of  Belvkiera. 

Jaf.  There  %vas  a  time 

Bel.  Yes,  yes,  there  wns  a  time. 
When  Bdvicieni's  tears,  her  cries,  and  sorrows, 
Were  not  despised ;  wht^n,  if  she  chanced  to  si^h, 

Or  looked  bat  sad there  was  indeed  a  tirao^ 

When  Jaffier  wovid  have  taken  her  in  his  arms, 
Kased  her  declining  head  upon  his  breast, 
And  never  left  her,  till  he  tound  the  cause. 
But  let  her  now  weep  seas ; 
Cry,  till  she  rend  the  earth ;  ngjtt,  till  she  burst 
Her  heart  asunder ;  still  he  bears  it  all, 
Deaf  as  the  winds,  and  as  the  rocks  unshaken. 
Jafi  Have  I  been  deaf?  Am  I  that  rock  un- 
moved. 
Against  whose  root,  tears  beat,  and  sighs  are  sent, 
In  vain  ?  have  I  beheld  thy  sorrows  calmly  ? 
Witness  against  me,  Heavens,  have  I  done  this  ? 
Then  bear  me  in  a  whirlwind  back  again, 
And  let  that  angry  dear  one  ne'er  forgive  me. 
i)h !  thou  too  rastily  censurest  my  love  ! 
Could'st  tliou  but  think  how  I  liave  spent  this 

night. 
Dark,  and  alone,  no  pUlow  to  my  head, 
Hcst  in  my  eyes,  nor  quiet  in  my  heart. 
Thou  wouid'st  not,  Belvidera,  sure  tlym  would'st 

not. 
Talk  to  me  thus ;  but,  like  a  pitying  angel. 
Spreading  thy  wings,  come  settle  on  my  breast, 
Aud  hatch  warm  comforts  there,  ere  sorrows 

freeze  it.  • 
Bel,  Why  then,  poor  mourner,  in  what  baleful 

comer 
Hast  t)iou  been  talking,  with  that  witch,  the  night } 
On  what  cold  stone  hast  thou  been  stretched 

along. 
Gathering  tlie  grumbling  winds  about  thy  bead, 
To  mix  with  theirs,  the  accent  of  thy  woes  ? 
Oh !  DOW  I  find  the  cause  my  love  forsakes  me ; 
I  am  DO  longer  fit  to  bear  a  share 
In  his  concernments — My  weak  female  virtue 
Must  not  be  trusted :  'tis  too  frail  and  fender. 
Jaf,  Oh,  Portia,  Portia!   What  a  soul  was 

tliine? 
BeL  That  Porda  was  a  woman;  and  when 

Bratus, 
Big  witli  the  fate  of  Ropic,  (Heaven  guard  thy 

safety !) 
Concealed  from  her  the  labours  of  his  mind. 
She  let  him  see  her  blood  was  great  as  his. 
Flowed  from  a  spring  as  noble,  and  a  heart 
Fit  to  partake  lus  troubles  as  his  love. 
Fetch,  fetch  that  dagger  back,  the  dreadful  dower, 
Tliou  gavest  last  night  in  parting  with  me; — 

strike  it 
Here  to  my  heart;  and,  as  the  blood  flow^  from  it, 
JiiH^e  if  it  run  not  pure,  as  Cato's  daughter's. 
Jtif.  1'hou  art  too  good,  aud  I  indeed  unwor^ 

thy, 
I'^nworthy  so  much  virtue.    Teach  me  how 
I  may  dcscr\'e  such  inatc!ilcss  love  as  thine, 
And  sec  with  what  attention  FU  obcv  thee. 
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BeL  Do  not  despise  me :  ^tm^s  the  all,  I  ask. 

Jaf.  Despise  thee  !  Hear  me— 

licl.  Oh  f  thy  charming  tongue 
Is  bat  too  well  acquainted  with  my  weakness ; 
Knows,  let  it  name  but  lave,  my  melting  heart 
Dissolves  within  miy  breast ;  till,  with  cfosed  eyes^ 
I  reel  into  thy  arms,  and  all  is  forgotten. 

Jaf.  What  shall  I  do  ? 

J^L  Tell  me;  be  just,  and  tell  me, 
Why  dwells  that  busy  cloud  upon  thy  face  ? 
Why  am  I  made  a  stranger  P  Why  diat  sigh. 
And  I  not  know  th^  cause  f  Why,  when  die  woHd 
Is  wrapped  in  rest,  why  chuses  then  my  love 
To  wanoer  up  and  down  in  horrid  darkness, 
Loathing  his  bed,  and  tliese  desiring  arms  f 
Why  are   these  eyes  bloodshot  with    tedious 

watching? 
Why  starts  he  now ;  and  looks,  as  if  he  wished 
His  fate' were  finished?  Tell  mci,  ease  my  fear; 
Lest,  when  we  next  dme  meet,  I  want   the 

power 
To  search  into  the  sickness  of  thy  mind, 
But  talk  as  wildly  then  as  thou  look'st  now. 

Jaf.  Ob,  Belvidera ! 

BeL  Why  was  I  last  night  delivered  to  a  vii- 
lainr 

Jaf.  Ha !  a  nlkdn  ? 

BeL  Yes,  to  a  villain !  Why  nt  sodi  an  hour 
Meets  that  assembly,  aH  made  up  of  wretches^, 
That  look  as  hell  had  drawn  tliem  into  league  ? 
Why,  I  in  this  liand,  and  in  that  a  dagger^ 
Was  I  delivered  with  such  dreadful  ceremoiucs  ? 
'  To  you,  sin,  and  lo  your  honours  I  bequeath 

her. 
And  with  her  this :  Whene^sr  I  prove  unworthy — 
You  know  the  rest — then  strike  it  to  her  tieait.* 
Oh!  why  is  diat  rest  concealed  from   me? — 

Must  I 
Be  made  the  hostile  of  a  hellish  trust ! 
For  such  I  know  I  am>;  that's  all  my  value. 
But,  by  the  love  and  loyalty  I  owe  thee, 
111  free  thee  from  die  bondage  of  these  slaves ; 
Straight  to  the  senate,  tell  them  all  I  know. 
All  that  I  think,  all  that  my  fears  inform  me. 

Jaf.  Is  this  the  Roman  virtue  ?  tliis  the  blood 
That  boasts  its  parity  widi  Cato's  daughter  } 
Would  she  have  e'er  betrayed  her  Brutes  ? 

BeL  No : 
For  Brutus  trusted  her,    Wert  thoo  so  kind. 
What  would  not  Belvidera  suffer  for  thee  ^ 

Jaf.  I  shall  undo  myself,  and  tell  thee  idl. 

BeL  Look  not  upon  me  as  I  am,  a  woman : 
But  as  a  bone,  thy  ivife,  thy  friend ;  who  long 
Hi^  had  admission  to  thy  beart,  and  diere 
Studied  the  virtues  of  thy  gaUlant  nature. 
Thy  constancy,  thy  courage,  and  thy  tmtti. 
Have  been  my  daily  lesson :  I  have  leamcdl  ^icm. 
And,  bold  as  thou,  can  suffer  or  despise 
The  worst  of  fates  for  thee,  and  with  tliee  share 
them. 

Jfif.  Oh,  yott  divinest  poti^rs^  look  dofvrn   a/i«! 
hear 
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Mj  pnyen !  instruct  me  to  rewind  this  viitoe ! 
Yet  think  a  little,  cfe  thou  tempt  me  further ; 
Hiink  I  have  a  tale  to  tell  will  shake  thv  nature, 
Melt  all  this  boasted  constancy,  thou  tafk^st  of, 
latD  vile  tears  and  despicable  sorrows: 
Hien,  if  thou  sliould*8t  betray  me ! 

BeL  ShaU  I  swear? 

Jmf.  No,  do  not  swear :  I  would  not  violate 
Thy  tender  nature,  with  so  rude  a  bond : 
But  as  tboQ  hop'at  to  see  me  live  my  days, 
And  k>ve  thee  loo^  lods,  this  within  thy  l>reast; 
J  have  bound  myaeU^  by  all  the  strictest  sacrament^ 
Divine  and  human ^ 

BeL  Speak! 

M  To  kill  thy  father 

BeL  My  father! 

Jiff.  NaT,  the  throats  of  the  whole  senate 
SlwU  bleed,  my  Belvidera.    He,  amongst  us, 
That  spares  his  father,  brother,  or  his  mend. 
Is  damned.     How  rich  and  beauteous  will  the 

face 
Of  rain  kx»k,  when  these  wide  streets  hm  blood ! 
I,  and  the  glorious  partners  of  ray  fortune, 
^boating  and  striding  o'er  the  prostrate  dead, 
Sciil  to  new  waste ;  whilst  thou,  far  off  in  safety, 
Smilinp^  shalt  see  the  wonders  of  our  daring. 
And,  when  nigh^comes»  with  praise  and  love  re- 
ceive me. 

BfiL  Oh! 

Jmf,    IlaTe  a  care,  and  shrink  not  even  in 
thought! 
For  if  thou  dost 

BeL  I  know  it ;  thou  wilt  kill  me. 
Do*  strike  thy  swoid  into  thb  bosom :  lay  me 
Dead  on  the  earth,  and  then  thou  wilt  be  safe. 
Marder  my  Esther !  thoogh  his  cruel  nature 
Has  persecuted  mc  to  my  undoing ; 
Driven  me  to  basest  wants;  can  I  behold  him, 
With  smiles  of  vengeance,  butchered  in  his  age  ? 
The  sacred  fountain  of  my  life  destroyed  ? 
And  can*st  thou  shed  tlie  blood,  tliat  pive  me 

being? 
Nay,  be  a  traitor  too,  and  sell  thy  country  ? 
Can  thy  great  heart  descend  so  vilely  low, 
Mht  with  hired  slaves,  bravoes,  and  common  stab- 

bers, 
Xose-slitters,  alley-luriung  villains !  join . 
With  such  a  crew,  and  take  a  ruffian's  wages, 
To  cut  the  tbroau  of  wretches  as  they  sleep  ? 

/■^  Thou  wrongest  me,  Belvidera !  I  have  ti^> 

With  men  of  souls,  fit  to  reform  the  ills 
Of  all  mankind:  there's  not  a  heart  amongst  them 
fiafs  stoat  as  death,  3*et  honest  as  the  nature 
Of  man  first  made^  ere  fraud  and  vice  were  fa- 
shion. 

BeL  What's  be,  to  whose  curst  hands  last 
fi^tht  thou  gavcst  me } 
Was  that  well  done?  Oh !  I  could  tell  a  story, 
Would  rouse  thy  lion-heart  out  of  its  den, 
And  make  it  rage  with  terrifying  fury. 

Jaf.  Speak  on,  I  charge  thee. 

BeL  6  my  love!  if  e'er 


Thy  Belyidera's  peace  deserved  thy  care. 
Remove  me  from  this  place.  Last  night!  last  night! 

Ja/I  Distract  me  not,  but  give  me  all  tlie  truth ! 

BeL  No  sooner  wert  thou  gone,  and  I  alone. 
Left  in  the  power  of  that  old  son  of  mischief; 
No  sooner  was  I  laid  on  my  sad  bed. 
But  that  vile  wretch  approached  me.    Then  my 

heart 
Throbbed  with  its  fears :  Ob,  how  I  wept  and 

sighed. 
And  shrunk  aiid  trembled !  wished  in  vain  for  him. 
That  should  protect  me  !  Thou,  alas !  wert  gone. 

Jqf.  Patience,  sweet  heaven^  ^tUl  I  make  vep* 
geanoe  sure ! 

BeL  He  drew  the  hideous  dagger  forth,  tfaoo 
gavest  him. 
And  wiUi  upbraiding  smiles,  he  said, '  Behold  it{ 
This  is  the  pledge  of  a  false  husband's  love.' 
And  m  my  arms  then  pressed,  and  would  have 

clasped  me; 
But  with  my  cries,  I  scared  his  coward  heart. 
Till  he  withdrew,  and  muttered  vows  to  hell. 
These  are  thy  friends !  with  these  thy  life^  thy 

honour. 
Thy  love,  all  staked,  and  all  will  go  to  ruitu 

Jqf,  No  more :  I  charge  thee  keep  this  secret 
close. 
Clear  up  thy  sorrows ;  look  as  if  thy  wrongs 
Were  all  forgot,  and  treat  him  like  a  friend^ 
As  no  complaint  were  made.    No  more ;  redrew 
Retire,  my  life,  and  doubt  not  of  my  honour  ; 
I'll  heal  its  failings,  and  deserve  thy  love. 

BeL  Oh !  Sliould  I  part  witli  thee,  I  fear  thon 
wilt 
In  aiwer  leave  me,  and  return  no  more. 

JaJ:  Return  no  more !  I  would  not  live  with- 
out thee 
Another  night,  to  purchase  the  creation.  * 

BeL  WImo  shall  we  meet  again  ? 

Jaf.  Anon;  at  twelve 
III  bteal  myself  to  thy  expecting  arms  : 
Come  like  a  travelled  dove,  and  bring  thee  peape. 

BeL  Indeed ! 

Jqf.  By  all  our  loves. 

&L  Tis  hard  to  part : 
But  sure  no  falsehood  ever  looked  so  fairly. 
Farewell !  remember  twelve.  [£x<f . 

Jqf  Let  heaven  forget  me, 
When  I  remember  not  thy  truth,  thy  love  ! 
How  cursed  is  my  condition,  tossed  and  jostled 
From  every  comer;  fortune's  commomiool. 
The  jest  of  rogues,  an  instrumental  ass, 
For  villains  to  lay  loads  of  shame  upon. 
And  drive  about  just  for  their  ease  and  scorxv 

Enter  Pierre. 

Pier,  Jafficr! 
•  Jqf  Who  calls  ? 

Pier,  A  friend,  that  could  hare  wished 
To  have  (bund  thee  otherwise  employed.    What^ 

hunt 
A  wife  on  the  dull  soil !  Sure  a  staunch  husband 
Of  all  honnd|&  is  the  dullest    Wilt  thou  nevcr^ 
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N^ever  be  weaned  from  caudles  and  confections  ? 
What  feminine  tales  hast  thou  been  listening  to, 
Of  unaired  shirts,  catarrhs  and  tooth^ctch,  got 
Bv  thin-soaled  shoes  f  Damnation !  that  a  fellow, 
Cnosen  to  be  a  sharer  in  the  destruction 
Of  a  whole  people,  should  sneak  thus  into  comers, 
To  ease  his  fulsome  lusts,  and  fool  his  mind. 

Jaf.  May  not  a  man  then  trifle  out  ar  hour 
With  a  kind  woman,  and  not  wrong  his  calling  ? 

Fier,  Not  in  a  cause  like  ours. 

Jqf.  Tlien,  friend,  our  cause 
Is  in  a  damned  condition  :  for  HI  tell  thee. 
That  canker-worm,  called  lechery,  has  touched 

it: 
Tis  tainted  vilely.     Would*st  thou  think  it  ?  Re- 
nault 
(That  mortified  old  withered  winter  rogue) 
Loves  simple  fornication  like  a  priest ; 
I  found  him  out  for  watering  at  my  wife ; 
He  visited  her  last  night,  like  a  kind  guardian : 
Faith !  she  hats  some  temptation,  that's  the  truth 
on't. 

Pier.  He  durst  not  wrong  his  trust? 

Jqf.  Twas  something  late,  though. 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  lady's  chamber.    . 

Pier.  Was  she  in  bed  ? 

Jqf.  Yes,  faith,  in  virgin  sheets. 
White  as  her  bosom,  Pierre,  dished  neatly  up. 
Might  tempt  a  weaker  appetite  to'  taste. 
C^i  I  how  the  old  fox  stunk,  I  warrant  thee. 
When  the  rank  fit  was  on  him ! 

Pier.  Patience  guide  me ! 
He  used  no  violence  ? 

Jqf.  No ;  no ;  out  on  it,  violence  ! 
Played  with  her  neck ;  brushed  her  with  his  grey 

beard : 
Struggled  and  touzcd ;  tickled  her,  till  she  squeak- 
ed a  little, 
May  be,  or  so— but  not  a  jot  of  violence 

Pier.  Damn  liim. 

Jaf.  Ay,  so  say  I :  but  hush,  no  more  of  it. 
All  hitherto  is  well,  and  I  believe 
Myself  no  monster  yet :  though  no  man  knows 
What  fate  he  is  born  to.  Sure  it  is  near  the  hour 
Wc  all  should  meet  for  our  concluding  orders : 
Will  the  ambassador  be  here  in  person  ? 

Pier.  No,  he  has  sent  commission    to    that 
villain  Renault, 
To  give  the  executing  charge : 
Fd  have  thee  be  a  man,  if  possible, 
And  keep  thy  temper ;  for  a  brave  revenge 
Ne'er  comes  too  late. 

Jqf.  Fear  not,  I  am  as  cool  as  patience. 
Had'  he  completed  my  dishonour,  ratlier 
Tlian  hazard  the  success  our  hopes  arc  ripe  for, 
Fd  bear  it  all  with  mortifying  virtue. 

Pier.  He's  yonder,  coming  tliis  way  through 
the  hall; 
His  thoughts  seem  full. 

Jaf.  Prithee  retire,  and  leave  me 
With  him  alone;  Fll  put  him  to  some  trial ; 
Sm  bow  his  rotten  part  will  be^  the  touching. 


Otway.] 

[Exit 


Pier.  Be  careful,  their. 

Jaf.  Nay,  never  doubt,  bot  trOst  me: 
What !  be  a  devil,  take  a  damning  oath 
For  shedding  native  blood  !  Can  ttiere  be  a  an 
In  merciful  repentance  ?  Oh,  this  villazn ! 

Enter  Renault. 

Ren.  Perverse  and  peevish  !  What  a  slave  is 
man 
To  let  his  itching  flesh  thus  get  the  better  of  him! 
Dispatch  the  tool  her  husband — ^ihat  were  well. 
Who's  there  ? 

Jqf.  A  man. 

Ren.  My  friend,  my  near  ally. 
The  hostage  of  yourfaith^  my  beauteous  charge,  is 
very  well. 

Jqf.  Sir,  are  you  sure  of  that  ? 
Stands  she  in  perfect  health  }  beats  her  pulse 

even? 
Neither  too  hot  nor  cold  ? 

Ren.  What  means  that  question  ? 

Jqf.  Oh,  women  have  fantastic  coastitattonf , 
Inconstant  in  their  wishes,  always  vravertng, 
And  never  fixed.    Was  it  not  boldly  done, 
Even  at  first  sight,  to  trust  the  thnig  I  loved 
(A  tempting  treasure  too)  with  youth  so  fierce 
And  vigorous  as  thine  ?  but  thoi|  art  honest. 

Ren.  Who  dares  accuse  me  ? 

Jqf.  Cursed  be  he,  that  doubts 
Thy  virtue !  I  have  tried  it,  and  declare, 
Were  I  to  chuse  a  guardian  of  my  honour, 
I'd  put  it  in  thy  keeping :  for  I  know  thee. 

Ren.  Know  me ! 

Jaf.  Ay,  know  thee.    There's  no  falsehood  in 
thee ; 
Thou  look'st  just  as  thou  art     Let  us  embrace  \ 
Now,  would'st  thou  cut  my  throat,  or  I  cut  thine  f 

Ren.  You  dare  not  do  it. 

Jqf.  You  lie,  sir. 

Jcea*  How  1^ 

Jqf.  No  more, 
*Tis  a  base  world,  and  must  reform,  that's  all. 

Enter  Spimosa,  Theodore,  £lxot«  Reviliido» 
DuRAKD,  Bromveil,  and  the  rest  oftheC<fn- 
spirators. 

Ren.  Spinosa,  Theodore ! 
Spin,  The  same. 
Ren.  You  are  welcome. 
Soin.  You  are  trembling,  nr. 
Ren.  Tis  a  cold  night,  indeed,  and  I  am  aged; 
Full  of  decay  and  natural  infiionities : 

[Pier,  re-enten. 
We  shall  be  warm,  my  friends,   I  hope  to-mor- 
row. 
Pier.   Twas  not  well  done ;     thoa  ahouldV 
have  stroaked  him. 
And  not  have  galled  him. 

Jqf.  Damn  him,  let  him  chew  on  it. 
Heaven !  Where  am  I  ?  beset  writh  cursed  teofV^ 
That  wait  to  danm  me !  What  &  devil's  man. 
When  he  forgets  hb  nature — ^hijisfa,  my  heart. 
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Rau  Hy  fnendsy  'ds  late;  ve  we  usembled 
aU? 
Wbeie's  Theodore? 

TkeoiL  At  hand. 

Ren,  Spinoaa* 

Ams.  nere« 

Aem.  BramveiL 

Bnm,  Vmteadj, 

ked.  Diftand  and  Biabe. 

Dur.  Command  us. 
We  toe  prepared. 

Oimes.  All;  alt 

Ken.  Meoano,  Revillido^ 
Ternooy  Retroai !  Oh !  you  are  men^  I  find. 
Fit  to  hold  Your  fate,  and  meet  her  summons 
To-flUMTOwfs  rising  sun  must  see  you  all 
Deekedlnyoorhodours.  Are  the  soldiers  ready  ? 

Pier.  All,  alL 

Rtm  You,  Dunmdy  math  yoiir  ttiousand,  niust 


St  Mark^s ;  you,  captain,  know  your  charge  air 

ready ; 
Tis  lo  secure  the  ducal  palace :  You, 
iMw,  with  an  hundrra  more,  must  gain  the 

Secque: 
With  the  like  number^  Bramveil,  to  the  Tn^ 

cnrale; 
Be  all  this  done  with  the  least  tumult  possitile, 
Till  in  each  place  you  post  sufficient  guards : 
Hien  abeatfae  yoOr  swofrds  in  every  breast  you 

meet. 
Jitf.  Oh !  reverend  crueky '   damned  bloody 

villain !  [Aiide. 

Ren.  During  this  execution,  Dnrand,  you 
Most  in  the  nudst  keep  your  battalia  fiist; 
And,  Hieodore,  be  sore  to  plant  the  cannon 
That  may  command  the  streets ;  whilst  ReviUido, 
Messanq,  Temon,  and  Retrosi  guard  you. 
This  done,  vrell  give  the  general  alarm, 
Apply  petards,  and  force  the  arsenal  g^tes ; 
Then  fire  the  city  round  in  several  places. 
Or  with  our  cannon  (if  it  do  resist) 
Buter  to  rain.    But  above  all  I  chaige  you, 
Shed  blood  enoa(|h ;  spare  neither  sex  nor  age, 
Name  nor  condition ;  if  there  live  a  senator 
After  to  morrow,  thoujj^  l!he  dullest  rogue> 
That  e^er  said  nothine,  we  have  lost  our  ends. 
If  possible,  let's  kill  me  very  name 
Otsenator,  and  bury  it  in  blood. 

Mi  Meicflesa,  horrid  slave— Ay,  blood  enough! 
£ked  blood  enough,  old  Renault !    how  tmm 

charmest  me! 
Men.  But  one  thong  tnore,  and  then  farewell, 

tiU  fate 
J(MD  US  again,  or  separate  us  for  ever : 
Krtt  let's  embrace.    Heaven  knows^  who  next 

shall  thus 
^ng  ye  together ;  but  letf s  all  lemember, 
We  wear  no  common  cause  upon  our  swords : 
I^  each  man  think,  that  on  his  single  virtue 
I^epends  the  good  and  fame  of  all  the  rest; 
Sternal  honour,  or  perpetual  infamy. 
Vol.  I, 


Let  us  remember  tfaroo^  what  dreadful  hazards 
Propitious  fortune  hitherto  has  led  us : 
How  often  on  the  brink  of  some  discovery 
Have  we  stood  tottering,  yet  still  kept  our  ground 
So  well,  that  the  busiest  searohers  ne'er  oould 

follow 
Those  subtle  tracks^  which  puzzled  all  suspidon. 
You  di^oop,  sir. 

Jo^  No ;  with  most  profound  attention 
IVeneatd  it  all,  and  wonder  at  thy  virtue. 
Reu,  Though  there  be  yet  few  hours  'twixt 
them  and  ruin. 
Are  not  the  senate  lulled  in  full  securitv, 
Quiet  and  satisfied,  as  fools  are  always? 
Never  did  so  profound  repose  fore-run 
Calamity  so  great.    Nay,  our  good  fortune 
Has  bUnded  the  roost  piercing  of  mankind. 
Strengthened  the  fearfullest,  charmed  the  most 

suspectfiil. 
Confounded  the  most  subtle :  for  we  live. 
We  live,  my  friends,  and  quickly  shall  our  life 
Prove  fatal  to  these  tyrants.    List's  oonsideri 
That  wo  destroy  oppression,  avarice, 
A  people  nursed  up  equally  widi  vides 
Aim  loathsome  lasts,  which  nature  most  abhors, 
And  such  as  without  shame  she  cannot  suffer. 
Jqf,  Oh,  Belvidera !  take  me  to  thy  arms. 
And  shew  me  where's  my  peace,  for  I  have  lost 
it !  [IM. 

Ren,  Without  the  least  remorse,  then,  let's  re- 
solve 
With  fire  and  sword  to  exterminate  these  tvrants; 
And  when  we  shall  behold  those  cursed  tribunals. 
Stained  by  the  tears  and  sufferings  of  the  itiooceot. 
Burning  with  flames  rather  from  Heaven  than 

ours, 
The  raging,  furious,  and  uripitying  soldier 
Pulling  his  reekinf^  daggers  from  the  bosoms 
Of  gasping  wretctes ;  death  in  every  quarter; 
With  all,  that  sad  disorder  can  proi^uoe, 
To  make  a  spectacle  of  horror ;  then^ 
Then  let  us  call  td  mirid,  my  dearest  friends^ 
That  there  is  nothing  pure  upon  the  earth ; 
That  the  mo^t  valued  thiols  have  most  allays^ 
And  that  in  chan^  of  all  uiese  vile  enormities, 
Under  whose  we%ht  this  wretched  country  \ar 

hours, 
Tlie  metfns  aiw  only  in  our  hands  to  crown  them. 
Pier,  And  may  those  powers  above,  that  are 
propitious 
To jnilant  minds^  record  this  cause  and  bless  it! 
Ren.  TbuB  happy,  thus  secure  of  all  we  wish 
for, 
Should  there,  my  friends,  be  found  amonjz  us  one. 
False  to  this  glorious  enteiprise,  what  fate, 
What  veng^ance^  were  fit  tor  such  a  villain  ? 
EU,  Death  here  without  repentance^  hell  here* 

after* 
Ren.  Let  that  be  my  lot,  if,  as  here  I  stanc^  . 
Listed  by  fate  apong  her  darling  sons. 
Though  I  had  one  only  brdther,  dear  by  aU 
The  strictest  ties  of  nature ;  though  one  hour 

Dd 
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Had  giTen  lis  biftfa,  one  fbitnhe  fed  our  wants^ 
One  only  love,  and  that  but  of  each  other. 
Still  filled  our  minds;  could  I  have  such  a  friend 
Joined  in  this  cause,  and  had  but  ground  to  fear 
He  meant  foul  play ;  may  this  right  hand  drop 

from  me, 
If  Vd  not  hazard  all  my  future  peace. 
And  stab  him  to  the  heart  before  you.    Who^ 
Who  would  do  less^  WouhTst  thou  not,  Pierre, 
the  same? 

Pier.  Yoii  Ve  singled  me,  ar,  out  for  this  hard 
question, 
As  if  it  were  started  only  for  my  sake : 
Am  I  the  thing  you  fear  ?  Here,  here^smy  bosom. 
Search  it  widi  all  your  swords.    Amiatraitorf 

Ren*  No;  but  I  fear  your  late  commended 
friend 
Is  little  less.    Come,  sirs,  'tis  now  no  time 
To  trifle  with  our  safety.    Whereas  this  Jaffier } 

Spin*  He  left  the  room  just  now,  In  strange 
disorder* 

Ren»  Nay,  there  is  danger  in  him ;  I  observed 
him; 
During  the  time  I  took  for  explanation^ 
He  was  transported  from  most  deep  attentioti^ 
To  a  confusion  which  he  could  not  smother; 
His  looks  erew  full  of  sadness  and  surprise^ 
All  which  betrayed  a  wavering  spirit  in  him, 
That  laboured  with  reluctancy  and  sorrow. 
What's  requisite  for  safety  must  be  done 
With  speedy  execution ;  he  remains 
Yet  in  our  power :  I,  for  my  own  port^  wetar 
A  dagger  ■  ■ 

Piw.  WeU. 
.  Ren.  And  I  could  wish  it— -~ 

Pier.  Where? 

Ren,  Buried  in  his  hearts 

Pier,  Away;  we're  yet  all  friends; 
No  more  of  tiiis,  Wll  breed  ill  blood  among  us. 

Spin,  het  us  all  draw  our  swords^  and  sotfch 
the  house. 
Pull  bim  from  the  dark  holc^  where  he  sits  brood- 

(Xer  his  cold  fears,  and  each  man  kill  his  shsoe 
of  him. 
Pier.  Who  talks  of  killing?  Who  is  he,  wiU 
shed  the  bloody 
That's  dear  to  me  ?  is  it  you,  or  yon,  sir  ? 
What,  not  one  speak !  how  you  stand,  gtfping  all 
On  your  grave  oracle,  your  wooden  god  tnere ! 
Yet  not  a  word  !  Then,  nr.  III  tell  you  a  secret; 
Suspicion's  but  at  best  a  coward's  virtne^ 

[lb  Ren. 
Ren.  A  coward !—        [Handki  hit  tmord. 
Pier.  Put  up  thy  sword,  old  man ; 
Thy  hand  shakes  at  it    Come,  let's  heal  tiiis 

breach; 
I  am  too  hot,  we  yet  may  all  live  friends. 
Spin.  Till  we  tfre  safe,  our  friendship  cannot 

be  so. 
Pier.  Again!  Who's  that? 
Spin.  TwasL 
7%e.  And  I. 


Ren.  Audi. 
Om.  And  all. 

Ren.  Who  are  on  my  ttde? 
Spin,  Every  honest  sword. 
Let^s  die  like  men,  and  not  be  sold  like  skres. 
Pier,  One  such  word  more,  by  Hesien  111  ts 
the  senate. 
And  hang  ye  all,  like  dons,  in  dusters. 
Why  peep  your  coward  swords  half  oat  Adr 

shells? 
Why  do  you  not  all  brandish  them  like  mine? 
You  fear  to  die,  and  yet  dare  talk  of  kiUiiig ! 

Ren.  Go  to  the  senate,  and  betray  ul  bitte! 
Secure  thy  wretdied  life;  we  fear  to  die 
Less  than  thou  darest  be  honest 

Pier.  That^s  rank  falsehood. 
Fearest  not  thou  death !   Fie^  dum^s  a  knanih 

itch 
In  that  salt  blood,  an  utter  foe  to  smartoog. 
Had  Jaffier's  wife  proved  kind,  he*d  sdU  beeo 

true. 
Faugh !  how  that  stinks!  thou  die  S  fkm  kill  my 

friend! 
Or  thou !  or  thou !  with  that  lean  widiered  hat\ 
Away,  disperse  all  to  your  several  cliarfes^ 
And  meet  tonnorrCm  where  your  bomr  cills 

you. 
Ill  bring  that  mai^  whose  blood  you  so  nnidi 

thirst  for, 
And  you  shall  see  him  venture  for  you  fairly--* 
Hence !  hence,  I  say^      [Exit  RenauU  migrihf. 

Spin*  I  fea<>  we  have  been  to  Uame, 
Ana  done  too  much. 

The.  TWas  too  far  ui^ged  against  the  man  you 

loved^ 
Rev.  Here  take  our  swords,  and  crash  tfaeni 
with  your  feet 

?un.  Forgive  us,  gallant  friend. 
ier.  Nay,  now  you've  found 
The  way  to  melt,  and'  cast  me  aa  you  wSU. 
I'll  fetch  this  fricaid,  and  give  him  to  your  mercy: 
Nay,  he  shall  die,  if  you  will  take  him  from  nie. 
For  your  repose,  1^11  quit  my  heartTs  best  jewel; 
But  would  not  have  bun  torn  «waj  by  viUaiDs, 
And  spiteful  villany^ 

iSJpttt.  No^  may  you  both 
For  ever  live,  ami  fill  the  world  with  fame. 
Pier4  Now  ye  are  too  kind.     Where  rose  all 

this  discord? 
Oh,  whet  a  dangerous  nredpicre  have  we  'scaped ! 
How  near  a  fall  was  all  we  had  long  hook  bmld* 

ing! 
What  an  eternal  blot  had  stained  our  glories, 
If  one,  the  bravest  and  the  b^t  of  men. 
Had  ftdlen  a  sacrifice  to  rash  soaiiicioB, 
Butchered  by  those,  whose  came  he  came  to  die* 

rish! 
Oh !  oould  you  know  him  all,  sm  I  have  knows 

him; 
How  good  he  is,  how  just,  how  tme,  how  brare^ 
You  would  not  leave  this  place  till  yon  had  seci^ 

him; 
Humbled  yourselves  before  him,  kiased  his  feet 
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.Amu  puncu  renMHioo  ror  tnc  wont  of  ibilies» 
Cooie  lut  to-morrow,  all  your  (Joubts  shall  eod, 
And  to  jrour  loves  me  better  reoomroendy 


That  Fve  pretenred  your  fiune^  and  saved  my 
friend.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L-^The  Riaito. 

Smter  Javfier  and  Belvidera. 

Jkf,  Wbbrb  dost  thou  lead  me?  Every  step  I 
move, 
Meiiuiiks  I  tread  upon  some  mangled  limb 
Of  a  racked  friend !    Oh,  my  chiuming  ruin ! 
Where  are  we  wandering  ? 

BeL  To  eternal  honour. 
To  do  a  deed,  shall  chronicle  thy  name 
Among  the  glorious  legends  of  those  few. 
That  nve  saved  sinking  nations.    Thy  renown 
Shall  be  the  future  song  of  all  tlMTvirgins^ 
Who^  by  thy  piety,  have  been  preserved 
From  horrid  violation.    Every  street 
Shall  be  adorned  vrith  statues  to  thy  honour; 
And  at  thy  feet  this  great  inscription  written, 
Rtmtmher  him^  that  ^propped  the  fall  of  Venice, 

J^f,  Rather,  remember  him,  wlio,  after  all 
The  sacred  bonds  of  oaths,  and  holier  friendship, 
In  fond  compassion  to  a  woman's  tears, 
Foiigot  his  manhood,  virtue,  truth,  and  honour. 
To  sacrifioe  the  bosom,  that  relieved  him. 
Why  wilt  thou  damn  me  ? 

BeL  Oh,  inconstant  man ! 
How  will  you  promise  !  how  will  you  deceive ! 
Do,  return  back,  replace  me  in  my  bondni^e, 
Tell  all  tfay  friends  how  dangerously  thou  lovest 

me. 
And  let  thy  dageer  do  its  bloody  office. 
Oh !  that  iindaagger,  Jaffier,  how  'twill  look 
Struck  through  my  heart,  drenched  in  my  blood 

to  the  bill! 
Whilst  these  poor  dying  eyes  sbdl ,  with  their  tears, 
No  more  torment  thee ;  then  thou  wilt  be  free : 
Or,  if  dion  think'st  it  nobler,  let  me  liv^ 
Till  Fm  a  victim  to  the  hateful  lust 
Of  that  infernal  devil,  that  <^d  fiend, 
Tha^s  damned  himself,  and  woaU  undo  man- 

Lnst  night,  mj^  love ! 

Jaf.  Name  it  not  again ! 
It  sliews  a  beasdy  image  to  my  fancjr. 
Will  wake  me  into  madness.    Oh,  the  villain ! 
That  durst  approach  sndi  purity  as  thine 
On  terms  so  vile:  Destruction,  swift  destruction, 
Fall  oo  ray  coward  head,  and  make  my  name 
The  common  scorn  of  fools»  if  I  forgive  him  ! 
If  I  forgive  him?  If  I  not  revenge 
With  utmost  rage,  and  most  unstaying  fuir, 
Thy  saOeringSy  thou  dear  dariing  of  mv  life. 

BtL  Delay  no  longer  then,  but  to  the  senate, 
And  tell  the  dismallest  story  ever  uttered : 
Tcil  them  what  bkMMhhed,  rapines,  desolatbns, 
liave  been  prepared :  how  nw's  the  fatal  hour. 
3 


Save  thy  poor  country,  save  the  reverend  blood 
Of  all  its  nobles,  which  to-morrow's  dawn. 
Must  else  see  shed.    Save  the  poor  tender  lives 
Of  all  those  little  infanta,  ^hich  the  swords 
Of  murderers  are  whetting  for  this  moment. 
Think,  thou  already  bearest  their  dying  screams ; 
Think,  that  thou  see'st  their  sad  cfistracted  mo- 

tilers, 
Kneeling  before  thv  feet,  and  begging  pity : 
With  torn  dishevelled  hair,  and  streaming  eyes. 
Their  naked  mangled  br^sts,  besmear^  with 

blood; 
And  even  the  milk,  with  which  their  fondled  babes 
Softly  they  hushed,  dropping  in  anguish  from  thiMn ; 
Think  thou  seest  this,  and  theq  consult  tliy  heart. 
Jaf,  Oh ! 

Be/.  Think  too^  if  you  lose  this  present  mi- 
nute. 
What  miseries  the  next  day  brings  upon  thee: 
Imagine  all  the  horrors  of  that  night ; 
Murder  and  repine,  waste^  and  desolation, 
Confusedlv  raging  r  Tliink,  what  then  may  prove 
My  lot ;  the  ravisher  may  then  come  safe. 
And  'midst  the  terror  of  the  public  ruin. 
Do  a  damned  deed ;  perhaps  may  lay  a  train 
To  catch  thy  life :  Then  where  will  be  revenge. 
The  dear  revenge,  that's  due  to  such  a  wrong  ? 
Jtf/!  JBy  all  heaven's  powers,  prophetic  truth 
dwells  in  thee ! 
For  every  word  thou  speakest,  strikes  through  my 

heart, 
like  a  new  light,  and  shews  it,  liow  it  has  wan- 
dered. 
Just  what  diou  hast  made  me,  take  me,  Belvi- 

dera, 
And  lead  mo  to  the  place,  where  I  am  to  say 
This  bitter  lesson ;  where  I  must  betray 
My  truth,  my  virtue,  constancy,  and  friends. 
Must  I  betray  my  friend  ?  An !  take  me  quickly; 
Secure  me  well  before  that  thought's  renewed ; 
If  I  relapse  once  more,  all  i$  lost  for  ever. 
Be/.  Hast  thou  a  friend  more  dear  than  Belvi- 

dere? 
Jaf,  No;  thou  art  my  soul  itself;    wealth, 
friendship,  honour. 
All  present  joys,  and  earnest  of  all  future. 
Are  summed  in  thee.    Methiuks,  when  in  thy 

arms, 
Thus  leaning  on  thy  breast,  one  niinute*s  more 
Than  a  long  thousand  years  of  vulgar  hours. 
Why  was  such  happiness  not  given  me  pure? 
Why  dashed  with  cruel  wrongs,  and  bitter  warn- 
ings? 
Come,  lead  me  forward,  now,  like  a  tame  Iamb 
To  sacrifice.    Thus,  in  his  fatal  garlands 
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Decked  fine  anji  pleased,  the  wanton  skips  and 

Trots  by  the  enticing  flattering  priestess'  side, 
And  much  ti^nsported  with  its  little  pride. 
Forgets  his  dear  companions  of  th^  plain ; 
Till,  by  her  bound,  he's  on  the  altar  slain. 
Yet  tlien  too  hardly  bleats,  such  pleasure's  in  the 
pain. 

Enter  Officer  and  Six  Guards. 

Offi.  Stand !  who  gpes  there? 
iteL  Friends, 

Jqf.  Friends,  Belvidera!   Hide  me  from  my 
friends ! 
By  Heaven,  1  would  rather  see  the  face  of  hell. 
Than  meet  the  man  I  love. 

Offi,  But  ^'liat  fficnds  are  yqu  ? 

Bel,  Friends  to  the  senate,  and  to  the  state  of 

Venice. 
Offif  My  orders  are  to  seize  on  all  I  find 
At  this  late  hour,  and  br^ng  tbpm  to  the  pouncil, 
Who  are  now  sitting, 

Jaf,  Air,  you  slialT  be  obeyed, 
Hold,  brute,  ^taiid  off!  i|onp  of  your  paws  upon 

me. 
Nqw,  the  lot 's  cas^  ai)d,  Fatf  ,  do  what  thou  wilt. 

^  [Exeunt  guard^dr 

gCENE  n. 

The  Senate-House,  where  appear  sitting  the  Duke 
fl/VENicE,pRiuLr,  Antonio,  and  eight  other 
Senators. 

Duke,  Antoniq,  Priuli,  senators  of  Venice, 
Speak,  why  are  we  assepibled  here  this  night  I 
what  have  vou  to  inform  us  of,  concerns 
The  state  of  Venice'  honiour,  or  its  safety  ? 
Pri,  Could  words  express  the  story  I  have  to 
tell  you. 
Fathers,  these  tears  were  useless ;  these  sad  tears, 
That  fall  from  my  old  eyes ;  but  these  is  cause 
We  all  should  weep,  tear  off  these  purple  robes, 
And  wrap  ourselves  in  sackcloth,  sitting  down 
On  tlic  sad  cartli,  and  cry  aloud  to  heaven : 
Heaven  knows,  if  ypt  tliere  be  an  hour  to  come. 
Ere  Venice  be  po  more. 
All' Sen.  How  !      ' 
Pri.  Nay,  we  stand 
Upon  the  very  brink  of  gaping  ruin, 
\\  ithin  this  city's  fonned  a  dark  conspiracy, 
To  nia^sacre  us  all,  pur  wives  and  chudren. 
Kiudred  and  friends,  our  palaces  and  temples 
To  lay  in  ash^^s ;  pay,  tlic  hour  too  fixed  ; 
The  swo^dsj  for  ^pgl^t  I  know,  drawn  e'en  t}us 

moment. 
And  tlic  wild  waste  begup.     From  unknown 

hands 
I  had  this  warning;  but,  if  we  are  mcQ, 
Let  us  not  be  tamely  butchered,  but  do  some- 
thing 
Tliat  may  inform  the  world,  in  after  ages, 
Our  virtue  was  not  ruined^  though  we  were. 


[A  fUHse  wUheut, 
Room,  room,  make  room  for  some  prisooiprs^— 
Sen.  Let  us  raise  the  ci^; 

Enter  Officer  and  Guards. 

Duke.  Speak,  there.    What  distttrbonce } 
Offi.  Two  prisoners  have  the  guards  idzed  in 
the  street. 
Who  say,  they  come  to  inform  this  reverend 

senate' 
AbQut  the  presept  flanger. 

Enter  Jaffier  and  Officer. 

All.  Give  theqi  entrance — ^Well,  who  arc  you? 

Jaf.  A  villain. 

Ant.  Short  and  pithy. 
The  man  speaks  well. 

Jqf.  Would  pvery  man,  that  hears  me, 
Would  deal  so  honestly,  and  own  his  btle. 

Duke.  Tis  run^pured,  that  a  plot  has  beco 
contrived 
Against  tliis  state ;  and  you  bf^ve  a  share  in  it  too. 
If  you  are  a  villain,  to  redeem  your  honour 
Unfold  die  truth,  and  be  restored  with  mercy. 

Jqf.  Think  not,  that  I  to  save  my  life  came  hi- 
ther; 
I  know  its  value  better ;  but  in  pity 
To  all  those  wretches,  whose  unhappy  dooms 
Are  fixed  and  sealed.    You  may  see  here  before 

you. 
The  sworn  and  covenanted  foe  of  Venice : 
But  use  me  as  my  dealings  may  deserve^ 
And  I  may  prove  a  friend. 

Duke.  The  slave  capitulates  ! 
Give  him  the  torture ! 

Jaf.  That  you  dare  not  do  : 
Your  fear  wont  let  you,  not  the  longing  itch 
To  hear  a  story,  which  you  dread  the  truth  of— 
Trutli,  which  die  fear  of  smart  shall  ne'er  get 

from  me. 
Cowards  are  scaire4  with  threatenings ;  boys  sre 

whipt 
Into  confessions :  but  a  steady  ndnd 
Acts  of  Itself,  ne'er  asks  the  body  counsel. 
Give  him  the  torture !  Name  but  such  a  thing 
Again,  by  heaven  Til  shut  these  Lips  for  ever. 
Not  all  your  racks,  your  engines,  or  your  wheels, 
Shall  force  a  groan  away,  that  you  may  guess  at. 

Ant.  A  bloodv-minded  felloi¥.  111  warrant; 
A  damned  bloody-ipinccd  fellow. 

Duke.  Name  voiir  conditions. 

Jaf.  For  myself  full  pardon. 
Besides  the  lives  of  two  and  t^'entv  friends, 
Whose  names  are  here  enrolled — l^iyr,  let  their 

crimes 
Be  ne'er  so  monstrous,  I  piust  have  the  oaths 
And  sacrerl  promise  of  this  reverend  council, 
The  thing  I  ask  be  ratified^   '^wear  this. 
And  ru  unfold  the  secret  pf  your  daucer. 

All.  VVe^U  swear.  ^  .  ..  -r^  vr 

Dukcj  Propose  the  o^th. 
Jaf.  By  all  die  hopes 
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Ye  binre  of  pettoe  and  hqypiness  hereafter^ 


AIL  W9  dll  swear. 
Jrf.  To  grant  me  what  I  have  asked, 
Te  swear? 
AIL  We  swear. 
Jrf.  Anc^  as  ye  keep  the  oatb. 
If  aj  you,  and  your  posterity  be  blessed. 
Or  cursed  for  ever. 
Jaf.  Then  bene's  the  )ist,  a^d  with  it  the  full 
disclose 
Of  ally  that  threatens  yon.        [Jhlkoen  a  paper, 
Nowy  Fate,  thou  hast  caught  n»e. 

Ani.  Why,  what  a  drradful  catalogue  of  cut- 
ting throats  b  here !  Fll  warrant  you,  not  one  of 
these  fellows  but  has  a  faoe  like  a  lion. .  I  dare 
not  so  much  as  read  their  names  over. 

IMe.  Give  order,  that,  ail  dilig^t  search  be 
made 
To  seiae  these  men ;  their  characters  are  public ; 
The  paper  intimates  their  rendezvous 
To  be  at  the  house  of  a  famed  Grecian  courtezan, 
iCaUed  Aquilina;  see  that  place  secured. 
You,  Jafiier,  must  with  patience  bear,  till  mom- 

iB& 
To  be  our  prisoner. 

Ji^  Would  the  diains  of  death 
Had  bound  me  safe,  e'er  I  had  known  this  mi- 
nute ! 
Tve  done  a  deed  will  n^d^e  my  story  hereafter 
Quoted  in  competition  with  all  ill  ones : 
The  history  of  my  wickedness  shall  run 
Down  thro'  the  low  traditions  of  the  vulgar, 
And  boys  be  taught  to  tell  the  tale  of  J^er, 
Duke.  Captain,  withdraw  your  prisoner. 
Jo/l  Sir,  if  passible, 
Lead  me,  where  my  own  thoughts  themselves  may 

lose  me; 
Where  I  may  dooe  out  what  IVe  left  of  life, 
Toi)get  myself,  and  this  day's  guilt  and  falsehood. 
Cruel  remembranoe  I  how  shall  I  appease  thee  ? 

[Exit  gmrded. 
Ofi.  [Withaut.l  More  traitors;   room,  room, 

room,  make  room  there. 
Duke.  How  is  this?  guards ! 
Where  are  our  guards!  Shi(t  Dp  the  gi^tes,  the 

treason's 
Already  at  our  doors. 

Enter  Officer. 

CfffL  My  lords,  more  traitors. 
Seized  in  the  very  act  of  consultation ; 
Furoisfaed  with  arms  and  instruments  of  mischief. 
Bring  in  the  prisoners. 

Euter  PifiRRE,  Renault,  Theodore,  Eliot, 
Revellido,  and  other  ConspiratarSy  in  fetters. 

Pier.  You,  my  lords,  and  fathers 
(As  you  are  pleased  to  call  yourselves^  of  Venio^ 
If  you  sit  here  to  guide  the  course  of  justice, 
Wny  these  disgraceful  chains  upon  the  limbs. 
That  have  so  often  laboured  in  your  service  ? 


Are  these  the  wreaths  of  triumph  ye  bestow 

On  those,  that  bring  you  conquest  home,  and  ho- 
nours? 
Duke.  Go  on ;  you  shall  be  heard,  sir. 
Ant.  And  be  huieed  too,  I  hope. 
Fier.  Are  these  die  trophies  1  have  deserved 
for  fighting 

Your  battles  with  confederated  powers  ? 

When  winds  and  seas  conspired  to  overthrow 
you. 

And  brought  the  fleets  of  Spain  to  your  own  har- 
bours; 

When  you,  great  Duke,  shrunk  trembling  in  your 
palace. 

And  saw  your  wife,  the  Adriatic^  plouehed, 

like  a  lewd  whore,  by  bolder  prows  than  yours, 

Stepped  not  I  forth,  and  taught  your  loose  Vene- 
tians 

The  task  of  honour,  and  the  way  to  greatness  ? 

Raised  you  from  yoiic  capitulating  fears 

To  stipulate  the  terms  of  sued-for  peace  ? 

And  this  my  recompence !  if  I  am  a  traitor. 

Produce  my  charge;  or  shew  the  wretch  that's 
base 

And  brave  enoi^h,  to  tell  me  I  am  a  traitor. 
Duke.  Know  you  one  Jaffier  ? 

[Cofup.  murmur. 
Pier.  Yes,  i^^d  know  his  virtue. 

His  justice,  truth,  his  general  worth,  and  suffer- 
ings 

From  a  hard  father,  taught  me  fiiat  to  love  him. 

Enter  Jaffier  guarded. 

Duke.  See  him  broueht  forth. 

Pier.  My  friend  too  oound  !  nay,  then. 
Our  fate  has  conquered  us,  and  we  must  fall. 
Why  droops  the  man,  whose  welfare's  so  mud^ 

mine. 
They  are  but  one  thing  ?  These  reverend  tyrants^ 

Jaffier, 
Call  us  traitors.    Art  thou  one,  my  brother  ? 

Jqf.  To  thee,  I  am  the  falsest,  veriest  slave. 
That  e'er  betrayed  a  generous,  trusting  friend. 
And  gave  up  hpnour  to  be  sure  of  ruin. 
All  our  fair  hopes,  which  morning  was  to  have 

crowneq. 
Has  this  cursed  tongue  o'erthrown. 

Pier.  So,  then,  all's  over : 
Venice  has  lost  her  freedom,  I  my  life. 
No  more.    Farewell. 

Duke.  Say ;  will  you  make  confession 
Of  your  vile  deeds,  and  trust  the  senate's  mercy  ? 

Pier.  Cursed  be  your  senate !  cursed  your  con- 
stitution ! 
The  curse  of  growing  factions  and  divisions. 
Still  vex  your  cbuncils,  shake  your  public  safety, 
And  make  the  robes  of  government  you  wear, 
Hateful  to  you,  as  these  base  chains  to  me ! 

Duke.  Pardon,  or  death  ? 

Pier.  Death!  honourable  death ! 

Reni  Death's  the  best  thing  we  ask,  or  you  can 
give; 
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No  shamefal  bonds,  but  honourable  death. 
Duke.  Break  up  the  couodL     Captain,  guard 
your  prisonera^ 
Jafficr,  you  are  free,  but  these  mast  wait  for 
judgment.       .  [Exeunt  all  the  Senators. 
FUr.  Corae^  where's  my  dungeon?  Lead  me 
to  my  straw : 
It  will  not  w  the  first  time  IVe  lodged  hard^ 
To  do  the  senate  service. 
Jaf.  Hold,  one  moment 
Fier.  Who's  he  dilutes  the  judgment  of  the 
senate  } 
Presumptuous  rebel— on —  [Strike$  Jt^fier. 

Jqf.  By  Heaven,  you  stir  not ! 
I  must  be  heard ;  I  must  have  leave  to  speak. 
Thou  hast  disgraced  me,  Pierre,  by  a  vile  blow : 
liad  not  a  dagger  done  thee  nobler  justice  ? 
But  use  me  as  thou  wilt,  thou  cans't  not  wrong 

me, 
For  I  am  fallen  beneath  the  basest  injuries : 
Yet  look  upon  me  with  an  eve  of  mercy. 
With  pity  and  with  charity  behold  me ; 
Shut  not  thy  heart  against  a  friend's  repentance ; 
But,*as  there  dwells  a  godlike  nature  in  thee, 
listen  with  mildness  to  my  supplications ! 

Pier.  What  wliining  monk  art  thou  ?  what  ho- 
ly dieat. 
That  would  encroach  upon  my  credulous  ears, 
And  cant'st  thus  vilely  ?  Hence  I  I  know  thee  not; 
Dissemble  and  be  nasty.    Leave,  hypocrite. 
Jqf.  Not  know  me,  Pierre ! 
Fier.  No,  I  know  thee  not !  What  art  thou  ? 
Jaf.  Jaffier,  thy  friend,  thy  once*loved  valued 
friend ! 
Tho^  now  deservedly  scorned,  and  used  most 
hardly. 
Fier.  Thou,  Jaffier !  thou  my  once-Joved  va- 
lued friend ! 
By  Heavens  thou  lyest;  the  man  so  called^  my 

friend. 
Was  generous,  honest,  faithful,  just,  and  valiant ; 
Noble  in  mind,  and  in  his  person  lovely ; 
Dear  to  my  eyes,  and  tenaer  to  my  heart : 
But  thou !  a  wretched,  base,  false,  worthless  cow- 
ard. 
Poor,  even  in  soul,  and  loathsome  in  thy  aspect ; 
All  eyes  must  shun  thee^  and  all  hearts  detest 

thee. 
Prithee  avoid ;  nor  longer  ding  thus  round  me, 
Like  something  baneful,  that  my  nature's  chilled  at 
Jo/I  I  have  not  wronged  thee,  by  these  tears  I 
have  not. 
But  still  am  honest,  true,  and,  hope  too,  valiant ; 
My  mind  still  full  of  tlicc,  therefore  still  noble. 
Let  not  thy  eyes  then  shun  me,  nor  thy  heart 
Detest  me  utterly.    Oh !  look  upon  me, 
Jjock  back,  and  see  my  sad,  sincere  submission  ! 
HsiVf  my  heart  swells,  as  e'en  'twould  burst  my 

bosom; 
Fond  of  its  goid,  and  labouring  to  be  at  thee. 
What  ehall  I  dof  what  say,  to  make  thee  hear 
rac? 


Fier,  Hast  thou  ■oC  wionged  me  ?  Dai^stdioa 

call  thyself 
That  once-loved,  valued  friaad  of  misM^ 
And  swear  thou  hatt  not  wvoaged  me^  Whence 

these  chains? 
Whence  the  vile  death,  which  I  may  meet  this 

moment? 
Whence  this  dishonour,  hvtfiDom  thee,  thou  fislse 

one? 
Jqf.  All's  true;  yet  gnat  oae  ^taof^  and  Fre 

done  asking. 
Pt^.  What's  that? 

Jqf.  To  take  thy  life,  on  sach  coaditioos 
The  council  havepropoeed :  thoa,  aad  diy  friends, 
May  yet  live  loag,  and  to  better  treatecL 
Pier.  Lifef  ask  m)r  iife!  Confesi!  record 

roysdf 
A  villaitty  for  the  privilege  to  breathe ! 
And  carry  up  and  dqne  this  cursed  dly, 
A  discontented  and  repining  spirit, 
Burthensome  to  itself,  a  few  years  ionger; 
To  lose  it,  may  be,  at  last,  in  a  lewd  qnand 
For  some  new  friend,  treachenms  and  fUse  as 

thou  art! 
No,  this  vile  world  and  )  have  long  been  jangl* 

And  cannot  part  on  better  terms  than  now. 
When  only  men,  like  thee,  are  fit  to  live  in  it. 

Jqf.  By  all  that's  just 

Fier.  swear  by  some  other  powers^ 
For  thou  hast  broke  that  sacred  oath  loo  lately. 

Jqf  Then,  by  that  hell  I  merit,  111  not  leave 
thee^ 
Till  to  thyself,  at  least,  thou  artrecoadled, 
However  thy  resentment  deal  with  aM. 

Fier.  Not  leave  me ! 

Jqf  No ;  thou  shall  not  force  me  fram 
Use  me  reproachfully,  and  like  a  slave; 
Tread  on  me,  bnflfet  me,  hei^  wroif  s  on 
On  my  poor  head :  Fll  bear  it  all  with  patience. 
Shall  weary  out  thy  most  unfriendly  cruelty ; 
Lie  at  thy  feet,  and  kiss  them,  though  they  ^mna 

me; 
Till,  wounded  by  my  sufferings,  thou  rdeut. 
And  raise  me  to  thy  arms,  with  dear  foigiicueas^ 

Fier.  Art  thou  not-     ■ 

Jaf.  What? 

Pier,  A  traitor? 

Jqf.  Yes. 

Fier.  A  villain. 

Jqf  Granted. 

Fier.  A  coward,  a  most  scandalous  cow  as  d  ; 
Spiritless,  void  of  honour ;  one,  who  has  aoid 
Tnv  everlasting  fame  for  shameless  life ! 

^I  AH,  all,  and  more,  much  more :  waj  laal^ft. 
are  numberless. 

Pier,  And  would*st  thou  have  me  live  c 
like  thine? 
Base,  as  thou  art  false 

Jtf/I  No ;  ^s  lo  me,  that  is  granted  r 
The  safety  of  thy  life  was  all  I  aimed  at^ 
In  recompencc  for  faith  and  trust  so  broken. 
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Fier.  I  aooni  it  nioie^  becwae  praserved  by 
thee; 
And  aa^  wheo  fir«t  my  fooGah  heart  took  pity 
On  thy  raiifortiifles^  floosbt  thee  in  thy  miseriei, 
Believed  thy  wants^  and  raised  thee  from  the 


Of  wretchednesfly  in  which  thy  fate  had  plunged 

thee. 
To  rank  thee  in  my  list  of  noble  friends ; 
All  I  received,  in  surety  for  thy  truth. 
Were  unr^prded  oadis,  and  this,  thb  dagger, 
Given  with  a  worthless  pledge,  thou  since  has 

stolen: 
So  I  restore  it  back  to  the«  again ; 
Swearing  by  all  those  powers,  which  thou  hast 

violated, 
Never  from  this  cursed  hour  to  hold  coomiunion. 
Friendship,  or  interest,  with  thee,  though  our 


Were  to  eiceed  those  limited  the  world. 
Take  it — farewell-^for  now  I  owe  thee  nothing. 

Mf,  Say  thou  wilt  live,  then, 

Pier,  For  my  life,  dispose  it 
Just  as  thou  wilt,  because  'tis  what  Fm  tired  with* 

/^.  Oh,  Pierre ! 

Pier.  No  more. 

Jt^.  My  eyes  won't  lose  the  sight  of  thee, 
But  langmsh  after  thee,  and  ache  with  gazing. 

Pier.  Leave  me— Nay,  then,  thus,  thus  I  throw 
thee  from  me ; 
And  curses,  great  as  is  thy  falshood,  catch  thee ! 

[Exit. 

Jefi  Annen* 
He's  f^ooe,  my  father,  friend,  preserver, 
And  here^s  the  portion  he  has  left  me : 

[HoU*  the  dagger  up. 
This  dagiger.  Well  remembered !  with  this  dagger, 
1  gave  a  solemn  vow  of  dire  importance ; 
Pvted  with  this.,  and  Belvidera  together. 
Have  a  care,  memory !  drive  that  thought  no 

larther: 
No,  ni  esteem  it,  as  a  friend*s  last  legacy ; 
Tifasure  it  up  within  this  wretched  bosom, 
Where  it  may  grow  acquainted  with  my  heart, 
Tbat,  when  th^  meet,  they  start  not  from  each 

other. 
So  DOW  for  thinking — ^A   blow!  called  traitor, 

villain. 
Coward,  dishonourable  coward ! 
Oh  !  lor  a  long  sound  sleeps  and  so  forget  it 
Down^  busy  devil! 

Enter  BeLvidera. 

SeL  Whither  shaU  I  Ay  ? 
Where  hide  me  and  my  miseries  together  ? 
Where's  nciw  the  Roman  constancy  I  boasted  ? 
Sunk  into  trembling  fears  and  desperation, 
Not  daring  to  look  up  to  that  dear  face, 
WInsh  used  to  smile^  even  on  my  faults;  but, 

down. 
Bending  these  miserable  eyes  on  earth, 
Mast  move  in  pcoanee^  and  implore  much  mercy. 


/o/I  Mercy !  knid  heaiven  has  surely  endless 
stores. 
Hoarded  for  thee^  of  blessing  yet  untasted  ? 
Let  wretches,  loaded  hard  with  guilt,  as  t  am, 
Bow^  with  the  wei^t,  and  groan  beneath  the  bur- 

theiv 
Creep  with  a  renmaot  of  that  strength,  the/va 

left. 
Before  the  footstool  of   that  heaven,    they've 

injured. 
Oh,  Belvidera !  Fm  the  wretdied'st  creature 
E'er  crawled  on  earth.   Now,  if  thou  hast  virtue, 

help  me ; 
Take  me  mto  thy  arms,  and  speak  the  words  of 

peace 
To  my  divided  soul,  that  wars  within  me, 
And  raises  every  sense  to  my  confusion : 
By  heaven,  I'm  tottering  on  the  very  brink 
Of  peace,  and  thou  art  dl  the  hold  I've  left 

BeL  Alas!   I  know  thy  sorrows   are   most 
mighty: 
I  know  tlM>U:St  cause  to  mourn ;  to  mourn,  my 

Jaifier, 
With  endless  cries,  and  never-ceasing  wailing : 
Thou'st  lost 

Jaf.  Oh !  I  have  lost  what  can't  be  counted. 
My  friend  too,  Belvidera,  that  dear  friend. 
Who,  next  to  thee,  was  ail  my  heart  rejoiced  in. 
Has  used  me  like  a  slave,  shamefully  used  me : 
Twould  break  thy  pitying  heart  to  hear.thc  story. 
What  should  I  do  ?  liescntment,  indignation. 
Love,  pity,  fear,,  and  memory  how  Tve  wronged 

him, 
Distract  my  ouiet  with  the  very  thought  of  it, 
And  tear  my  neart  to  pieces  in  my  bosom. 

BeL  What  has  he  done } 

Jaf.  Thou'dst  hate  me,  should  I  tell  thee. 

Al.  Why  ? 

Jaf.  Oh  r  hfi  has  used  roe-^yet,  by  heaved,  I 
bear  it ; 
He  has  used  me,  Belvidera — but  first  swear. 
That  when  I've  told  thee,  thou  wilt  not  loath  me 

utterly, 
Though  vilest  blots,  and  stains  appear  on  me ; 
But  sdl),  at  least,  with  charitable  goodness^ 
Be  near  me  in  the  pangs  of  my  affliction. 
Nor  scorn  me,  Belvidera,  as  hti  has  done. 

BeL  Have  I  then  e'er  been  false,,  that  now  I 
am  doubted  ? 
Speak,  what's  the  cause  I  am  grown  into  distrust  f 
Why  thought  unfit  to  hear  my  lovers  complaining? 

Jaf.  Oh ! 

BeL  Tell  me. 

Jaf  Bear  my  failingis,  for  they  are  many. 
Oh,  my  dear  angel !  in  that  friend,  I  have  lost 
All  my  soul's  peace ;  for  every  thought  of  Inm 
Strikes  my  sense  hard,  and  deads  it  in  my  brains! 
Would*st  thou  believe  it? 

BeL  Speak. 

Jaf.  Before  we  parted, 
E're  yet  his  guards  had  led  him  to  his  prisoiv 
Full  of  severest  sorrow  for  his  sufierings, 
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With  e^  c/erflovnngy  and  a  bleeding  heart, 
Humbiing  myself,  almost  beneath  my  nature, 
As  at  his  feet  I  luieeled  and  sued  for  mercy, 
Forgetting  all  our  friendship,  all  the  deamess, 
In  which  we  have  lived  so  many  years  together, 
With  a  reproachful  hand  he  dashed  a  blow  : 
He  strack  me/ Belvidera !  by  heaven,  he  struck 

me! 
Buffietted,  called  me  traitor,  viHain,  coward. 
Am  I  a  coward  ?  Am  I  a  villain  ?  Tell  me ! 
Thdn'rt  the  best  judge,  and  mad'st  me,  if  I  am 

sa 
Damnation!  Coward: 

Be/j  Oh !  forgive  him,  Jaffier ; 
And,  if  his  sufferings  wound  thy  heart  already, 
What  will  they  do  to-morrow  ? 
Jaf.  Ah  \  . 
Bel.  To-morrow, 
When  thou  shalt  see  him  stretched  in  all  the 

agonies 
Of  a  tormenting  and  a  shameful  death ; 
His  bleeding  bowels,  and  his  broken  limbs. 
Insulted  o'er  by  a  vile  butchering  villain ; 
What  will  thy  heart  do  then?  Oh !   sure  'twill 

stream. 
Like  my  eyes  now^ 

Jaf,  What  means  thy  dreadful  story  ? 
Deathj  and  to-morrow  f  Broken  limbs  and  bowels ! 
Insulted  o'er  by  a  vile  butchering  villain ! 
By  all  my  fears,  I  shall  start  out  to  madness 
With  barely  guessing,  if  the  truth's  hid  longer. 
Bel.  The  faithless  senators,  'tis  they've  decreed 
it: 
They  say^  aoeordmg  to  your  friends^  reouest. 
They  shall  have  deaths  and  not  ignoble  oondage ; 
Declare  their  promised  mercy  all  as  forfeited  i 
False  to  their  oaths,  and  deaf  to  intercession. 
Warrants  are  passed  for  public  death  to-morrow. 
J{^.  Death !  doomed  to  die !  condemned  un- 
heard !  unpleaded ! 
BeL  Nay,  cruellest  rocks  and  torments  are  pre- 
paring. 
To  force  confession  from  their  dying  pangs—"— 
Oh !  do  not  look  so  terribly  upon  me ! 
How  your  lips  shake,  and  ail  your  face  disor* 

dered! 
What  means  my  love  ? 
J4^,  Leave  me,  I  charge  thee,  leave  me^— Strong 
temptations 
Wake  in  my  heart. 
BeLForvfhati 
Jaf.  No  more,  but  leave  me. 
BeL  Why? 

J<^.  Oh!  by  Heaven,  I  love  thee  with  that 
fondness, 
I  would  not  have  thee  stay  a  moment  longer 
Near  these  cursed  luuids :  Are  they  not  cold  up- 
on  thee? 

[Pulls  the  dagger  half  out  of  hit  bosom, 
and  puts  itback  again. 
BeL  No ;  everlasting  comfort's  in  thy  arms. 
To  lean  thus  on  thy  breast,  is  softer  ease 


Than  downy  pillows,  dedced  with  leaves  of  rose& 
Jaf.  Alas !  thou  think'st  not  of  the  thorns  'ds 
filied  with : 
Fly,  e'er  fliey  gall  thee.  There's  a  larking  serpent 
Ready  to  leap,  and  sting  thee  to  the  heut 
Art  thou  net  terrified  ? 
BeL  No. 
Jaf.  Cfdl  to  mind 
What  them  hast  done,  and  whhher  thou  hsst 
brought  me; 
BeLHtif 

Jaf.  Where's  my  friend  ?  my  friend,  tboa  ami- 
line  mischief! 
Nay,  shridc  not,  now  'tis  too  late;  thoo  shouldst 

hflhrefled 
When  thy  guilt  first  had  cause ;  for  dire  reveneie 
Is  up/  and  miging  f6r  my  friend.    He  groans ! 
Hark^  how  he  groans !  his  screanss  are  in  my  ears 
Already ;  sec,  they've  fixed  him  on  the  wheel  \ 
And  now  they  tear  him ! — morder !  Perjured  se- 
nate! 
Murder !— Oh !— Hark  th^e^  trakressy  thou  bs^ 

done  this ! 
Thanks  to  thy  tears,  and  fiadse  persoatdbig  love. 
How  her  eyes  speak !  Oh,  thou  bewitdung  crea- 
ture! 
Madness  can't  hurt  thee.  C^me,  ihoa  btxie  trem- 
bler. 
Creep  even  into  tny  heart,  and  there  He  safe ; 
Tis  tny  own  citadel — Ha — ^yet  stand  off  \ 
Heaven  most  have  justice,  and  my  broken  vow»— 
111  wink,  and  then  'tis  done 

BeL  What  means  the  lord 
Of  me,  my  life,  and  love  ?  What's  in  thy  bosom. 
Thou  graspest  at  so?  Nay,  why  am  I  thas  treatcdf 
[Draws  the  doggery  and  offers  to  stab  her. 
What  wilt  thou  do  ?  Ah !  do  not  kill  nse,  Jaffier: 
Pity  these  panting  breasts,  and  trembUng  limbs 
That  used  to  clasp  thee,  when  thy  looks  wci* 

milder. 
That  yet  haiijg  heavy  on  my  unpursed  soul, 
And  plunge  it  not  into  eternal  (HLivness ! 

Jqfi  Know,  Belvidera,  when  we  parted  las^ 
I  gave  this  dagger  with  thee,  as  in  trust. 
To  be  thy  portkin,  if  I  e'er  proved  false. 
On  such  condirion,  was  my  truth  believed ; 
But  now*  'tis  forfeited,  and  must  be  paid  for. 

[Offers  to  simb  her  again. 
BeL  Oh !  Metx^ !  [Kmeeimg. 

Jaf.  Nay,  no  strualing* 
BeL  Now,  then,  kul  me, 

[Leaps  on  hts  neek^  and  kisses  him. 
While  thus  I  cling  about  thy  cruel  neck. 
Kiss  thy  revengeful  lips,  ana  die  in  joys 
Greater  than  aiiy  I  can  guess  hereaimr. 

Jaf.  I  am,  I  am  a  coward,  witness  heaven. 
Witness  it,  earth,  and  exery  being  witness  I 
'TIS  but  one  blow !  yet,  bj  immortal  love, 
I  cannot  longer  bear  a  thought  to  hann  thee. 

[He  throws  away  the  dagger^  cad  «^ 
braces  her. 
The  seal  of  Providence  is  sum  upoa  thee; 
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And  thoa  wert  born  for  yet  unheard-of  Wonders. 
Oil !  tfaoQ  wert  either  bom  to  save  or  damn  me  ! 
Bj  all  the  power,  that's  given  thee  o'er  m^  soul, 
By  thy  resistless  tears  and  conanering  smiles, 
By  the  Tictorious  love,  that  still  waits  on  thee^ 
Fly  to  thy  cruel  father,  save  my  friend, 
Or  all  our  future  quiet's  lost  for  ever ! 
Fall  at  his  feet,  cluig  round  his  reverend  knees, 


Speak  to  him  with  thy  eyes,  and  with  thy  tears. 
Melt  his  hard  heart,  and  wake  dead  nature  in 

him! 
Crush  him  in  thy  arms,  torture  him  with  thy  soft-  < 

ness ; 
Nor,  till  thy  prayers  are  granted,  set  him  free. 
But  conquer  nim,  as  thou  hast  conquered  me ! 

[Exeunt, 


ACT?    V. 


SCENE  I.-— Jn  Apartment  in  Priul^t  Hotue, 

Enter  Priuli  solUs. 

Pri.  Why,  cruel  Heaven,  have  my  Unhappy 
days 
Been  lengthened  to  this  sad  one  ?  Oh !  dishonour 
And  deamless  infamy  is  fallen  upon  me ! 
Was  it  my  fault  ?  Am  I  a  traitor  ?  No. 
But  then,  my  only  child,  my  daughter  wedded; 
There  ray  best  blood  runs  kiuI,  and  a  disease 
Incurable  has  seized  upon  my  memory, 
To  make  it  rot  and  stink  to  aftei^ages ! 
Curst  be  the  fatal  minute,  when  I  got  her ; 
Or  would  tliat  I  had  been  any  thing  but  man, 
Aod  raised  an  issue,  which  would  ne*er  have 

wronged  me. 
The  miserablest  creatures  (man  excepted) 
Are  not  the  less  esteemed,  though  their  posterity 
DegeiK^rate  from  the  virtues  of  their  fathers : 
The  vilest  beasts  arc  happy  in  their  ofispring, 
While  only  man  gets  traitors,  whores,  and  villains ! 
Cursed  be  the  names,  and  some  swift  blow  from 

fate 
Lay  this  head  deep,  where  nune  may  be  forgot- 
ten! 

Enter  Belvideha,  in  a  long  mourning  veil 

BeL  He's  there,  my  father,  my  inhuman  father, 
That  for  three  years  has  left  an  only  child 
Exposed  to  all  the  outrages  of  fate, 
And  cruel  ruin  ! — ^Oh — - — 

PrL  What  child  of  sorrow 
Art  thou,  that  comest  wrapt  in  weeds  of  sadness. 
And  movest,  as  if  thy  steps  were  towards  a  grave? 

BeL  A  wretch,  who,  from  the  very  top  of  hap- 
piness, 
Am  fallen  into  the  depths  of  misery, 
And  want  your  pitying  hand  to  raise  me  up  again. 

Pru  Indeed  tlx>u  talkst  as  thou  liadst  tasted 
sorrows; 
Would  I  could  help  thee  f 

ttei.  TIs  greatly  in  your  power : 
The  world,  too,  speaks  you  charitable ;  and  T, 
Who  ne'er  asked  alms  before,  in  that  dear  hope, 
Am  come  a  begging  to  you,  sir. 

Pri.  For  what? 

Bei,  Oh,  weU  r^ard  me !  is  this  voice  a  strange 
one? 
Consider,  too,  when  begzars  once  pretend 
A  case  like  anoe^  no  lime  will  cotiteiit  tliem. 

Vol.  L 


Pri,  What  wouldst  thou  bw^for  ? 

Bel.  Pity  and  forgiveness. J  J^roaj*  up  Her  veil. 
By  the  kind  tender  names  of  child  and  father. 
Hear  my  complaints,  and  take  Qie  to  your  love ! 

Pri,  My  daughter ! 

BeL  Yes,  your  daughter,  by  a  mother 
Virtuous  and  noble,  faithful  to  your  honour. 
Obedient  to  your  will,  kind  to  your  wishes. 
Dear  to  your  arms :  By  all  the  ioys  she  gave  you, 
When,  in  her  blooming  years,  she  was  your  trea- 
sure, 
Look  kindly  on  me.    tn  my  face  behold 
The  lineaments  of  her's  you  have  kissed  so  often. 
Pleading  the  cause  of  your  poor  cast-off  child. 

Pri.  Thou  art  my  daughter. 

BeL  Yes — and  you  have  often  told  me, 
With  smiles  of  love  and  chaste  paternal  kisses^ 
I  had  much  resemblance  of  my  mother. 

Pri  Oh ! 
Hadst  thou  inherited  her  matchless  virtues, 
I  had  been  too  blessed  ! 

BeL  Nay,  do  not  call  to  memory 
My  disobedience ;  but  let  pity  enter 
Into  your  heart,  and  quite  deface  die  impression. 
For  could  you  tliink  how  mine's  perplexed,  what 

sadness, 
Fears  and  despair  distract  the  peace  within  me. 
Oh !  you  would  take  me  in  your  dear,  dear  arms, 
Hover  with  stroug  compassion  o'er  your  young 

one. 
To  shelter  me,  with  a  protecting  wing. 
From  the  black  gatliered  storm,  that's  just,  just 
breakmg. 

Pri.  Don't  talk  thus. 

Bel.  Yes,  I  must ;  and  you  must  hear  too. 
I  have  a  husband. 

Pri:  Damn  him. 

BeL  Oh  !  do  not  curse  him ; 
He  would  not  speak  so  hard  a  word  towards  you 
On  any  terms,  howe'er  he  deals  with  me. 

Pri.  Ma  !  what  means  ray  child  ? 

Bel.  Oh !  there's  but  this  short  moment 
Twixt  me  and  fate :  yet  send  me  not  with  curses 
Down  to  my  grave ;  afibrd  me  one  kind  blessing 
Before  we  part :  just  take  me  in  your  arms. 
And  recommend  me  with  a  prayer  to  heaven. 
That  I  may  die  in  peace ;  and  when  I  am  dead^- 

PrL  How  ray  soul's  catch'd  I 

BeL  Lay  me,  I  beg  you,  lay  me 
By  the  dear  ashes  of  my  tender  mother. 

id  G 
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She  wouIg^  have  pitied  me,  ha^  fate  yet  spared 
Her. 
Pri  By  Heaven,  my  aching  heart  forebodes 
much  misq^ief ! 
Tell  me  thy  story,  for  Vm  still  thy  father. 
BeL  No;  Fmcontente^' 
PW.  Speak! 
BeL  No  matter. 
PrL  Tell  me : 
By  yon  blessed  Heaven,  my  heart  runs  o*er  with 
fondness ! 
BeL  Oh! 
PrL  Utter  it ! 

.  BeL  Oh !  my  husband,  my  dear  husband^ 
Carries  a  dagger  in  his  oiice  kind  bosom, 
To  pierce  the  heart  of  your  poor  Belvidera ! 
Pri.  KiU  thee ! 

BeL  Yes,  kill  mei    When  he  passed  his  fiiit;^ 
And  covenant  against  your  state  and  senate^ 
He  rave  me  up  a  hostage  for  his  truth : 
Wi£  me  a  dagger  and  a  dire  commission, 
WheneW  he  Sled,  to  plunge  it  through  this  bo- 
som! 
I  learnt  the  danger,  chose  the  hour  of  love 
To  attempt  his  heart,  and  bring  it  back  to  honour. 
Oreat  love  prevailed,  and  blest  me  with  success ! 
He  came,  confessed,  betrayed  his  dearest  friends 
For  promised  mercy.    Now  they  are  doomed  to 

mifficr, 
Galled  with  remembrance  of  what  then  was  sworn, 
If  they  ate  lost,  he  vows  to  appease  the  gods 
With  this  poor  life,  and  make  my  blood  the  atone- 
ment! 
Pri.  Heavens! 

BeL  Think  ydu  saw  what  passed  at  our  last 
parting : 
Think  you  beheld  him,  like  a  raging  lion. 
Pacing  the  earth,  and  tearing  up  his  steps, 
Fate  in  his  eyes,  and  roaring  with  the  pain 
Of  burning  uiry  *.  think  you  saw  his  one  hand 
Hxed  on  my  throat,  whilst  the  extended  other 
Grasped  a  keen  threatening  dagger :  On !  'twas 

thus 
We  last  embraced,  when,  trembling  with  revenge, 
He  dragged  me  to  the  ground,  and  at  my  bosom 
Presented  horrid  death.    Cried  out, '  My  friends ! 
Where  are  my  friends  ?*  swore,  wept^  raged, 

threatened,  loved, 
For  yet  he  loved,  and  that  dear  love  preserved 

me 
To  this  last  trial  of  a  father^s  pity. 
1  fear  not  death ;  but  cannot  Dear  the  thoueht, 
Hiat  tliat  dear  hand  should  do  the  unfriend^  of* 

fice. 
If  I  was  ever  then  your  care,  now  hear  me  i 
Fly  to  the  senate,  save  the  promised  lives 
Ot  his  dear  friends,  ere  mine  be  made  the  sacri«> 
fice. 
PH.  Oh,  my  heart's  comfort ! 
BeL  Will  you  not,  my  father  f 
Weep  not,  but  answer,  me! 
PrL  By  Heaven  I  will. 


Not  one  of  t]iem  W%  whait  shall  be  HomoftaL 
Canst  thou  fordve  m^  all  my  foUies  p^  ? 
Hi  henceforth  M indeed  a  father;  never, 
Never  more  thus  expose,  but  chensh  thee. 
Dear  as  the  vital ^armtl^  that  feeds mvUfe, 
Dear  as  these  eyea^  tbi^  we^  in  fondjosss  avtt 

thee: 
Peace  to  thy  heart!    Farewefl. 

BeL  Go,  and  remember, 
nris  Belvidlera's  life  her  father  pleads  for. 

lEtemU  tetenUfi, 

SCENE  XL— ^  Q^Hen. 

Ettter  Jaffiek. 

Jqf,  Final  destnactioQ  seize  oa  all  the  world! 
Bend  down  ye  heavens^  and,  shutting  round  this 

earth, 
Crush  the  vile  globe  into  its  first  oonfusion; 
Scorch  it  with  elemental  flames  to  one  cuned 

cinder^ 
And  all  us  little  creepers  on  it^  caUed  men. 
Bum,  bum  to  nothing;  but  let  Venice  Bom, 
Hotter  than  all  the  rest :  Here  kindle  bell. 
Ne'er  to  extinguish ;  and  let  souls  beieaAer 
Groan  here,  in  all  those  pains^  which  mine  feels 


now: 


Enter  Belvidexa. 


BeL  My  life — 
Jaf.  My  plague- 


[Meeltng  \im. 
[Tuming/rom  her. 


BeL  Nay,  then  I  see  my  ruin. 
If  I  must  die — 

Jaf.  No,  death's  this  day  too  busy ; 
Thy  fathei^s  ill-timed  mercy  came  too  late. 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  labours  though;  and  him 

too; 
But  all  my  poor,  betrayed,  unhappy  friends, 
Have  summons  to  prepare  for  F«les  black  boor; 
And  yet  I  live. 

BeL  Then  be  the  next  my  doom : 
I  see,  thou  hast  passed  my  sentence  in  thy  hearty 
And  ril  no  longer  weep,  or  plead  against  it. 
But  with  the  humblest,  most  obedieot  patience, 
Meet  thy  dear  hai|ds  and  Ipas  them,  when  Ihej 
wound  me, 

A  ♦ 

Indeed  I  am  willing,  but  I  beg  thee  do  it 
With  some  remorse ;  and  when  thou  g^vcst  UK 

blow. 
View  me  with  eyes  of  a  relenting  love. 
And  shew  me  pity,  for  'twill  8weet(»>  justice, 
Jaf.  Shew  pity  to  thee ! 
AL  Yes ;  and  when  thy  hands, 
Charged  with  my  fate,  come  trembUng  tx>  the 

deed. 
As  thou  liast  done  a  thousand  times 
To  this  poor  breast,  when   kinder  rage  batk 

brouf^t  thee, 
Wh^^our  stuqg  hearts  have  leaped  to  meet  etch 

other, 
And  meltine  kisses  sealed  our  lipa  tosethcr; 
When  joys  oave  left  me  gasping  in  thy  anoD 


BRttlSH  DkAkA; 


Soktm  ieHA  t6lne  mnr;  am!  Ill  not  shrink 
Trab  It, 
Jd,  Naj,  Bel?Wer«y  (k>  not  fear  my  crnelty, 
Norlettiie  tbod^hts  ofdieatli  perplex  tfaj  fancy ; 
ftt  tumtr  nfe  Id  wfiat  I  shall  demand, 
With  a  finn  tenperand  uniAiaken  spirit. 
Bd.  I  win,  imen  I  hare  done  weeping— 

J^,  ¥jy  DO  more  of  it - 

Hoir  IbK  is  i^  snde  that  miserable  day 
W(  wedded  nntr 
MObf  Oh! 

Jrf.  Niy,  keep  in  thy  tears, 
leK  Aer  utttaan  me  too. 

BeL  Heaven  knows  f  canhot : 
TV  words  yoa  otter  soand  so  veiy  sadly, 
Hk  st^e^ns  wOl  follow— 
M,  Come,  PR  kiss  tbeni  dry  tnen, 
BeL  But  was  it  a  miserable  day  ? 
Jtf.  A  coned  one. 

net  I  Ifiioaght  it  dlheiwise ;  and  yon  have  of- 
tA  swora, 
h  the  DSiHpoflinfe  Ihonrt  of  trarmeiit  Idve, 
Wbea  sure  voo^x>l:e  the  troth,  yoa  have  ^trom, 
voa  blessed  it. 
Jrf.  Twas  a  rash  badt, 
BeL  Then  why  ami  not  tuned  too  ? 
J^.  No,  %lvidera;  by  ifke  eternal  trad^ 
I  (Mit  with  too  mncfa  fonodness. 

Bf£  Still  so  kind  ! 
SblldMn  do  yoa  tove  me  ? 

J^.  Natnre,  in  her  woikings, 
iBciiiies  not  with  more  ardoor  to  creation, 
1^  I  do  now  towards  thee :  Mftn  ne'er  was 
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Soot  the  fet  pair  met,  as  Ifnive  been. 

BeL  Tbeti  sore  yon  witt  not  ctine  me  ? 

V-  ^o  ra  talesB  diee. 
lanow,  I  ihmky  three  years  we  have  lived  to- 


Bd,  And  may  no  faod  minote  ever  pait  us, 
TiU,  icfcjcud  grown  for  age  and  love,  we  go 
l^own  to  one  graTC,  as  our  last  bed,  together ; 
That  deep  in  peace,  till  an  eternal  monung. 

Jrf.  Wlhen  will  dmt  be  ?  [Sighing. 

BeL  I  hope,  long  ages  nenoe. 

Jrf.  Hare  I  not  hitherto,  (I  beg  thee  tell  me 
Tkj  vciy  fcars)  ited  thee'widi  tenderest  loire  ? 
IKde'er  my  soal  rise  op  in  wmth  against  thee  ? 
M I  e'er  frown,  when  Belvidera  smiled  f 
(^  b^  the  least  unfriendly  word,  betray 


Abeam  paaaoa}  have  I  ever  wronged  diec ? 
BeL  No. 
J^  ^myhe«t,  or  have  my  eyes,  e'er  wan. 

To  any  other  -woman  f 

BeC  Never,  never — ^I  were  die  worst  of  false 
ones,  stioiild  I  accuse  thee. 
I  OTvn  I  }me  been  too  hupfj,  blessed  above    , 
Xy  sesV  cfaarter. 

J^.  IHdl  not  lay,  I  came  to  bless  diee? 

BtL  YoQ  dkl. 

/^  Then  bestf  me,  boonteoos  Heaven ! 
Foot  doim  TOUT  Uemiogs  on  this  beaateous  head, 


Where  everfastif^  streets  are  always  springing, 
With  a  contmual  givii^  hand,  let  peace, 
Honour,  and  safety,  am-ays  bover  round  her ; 
Feed  b'er  With  plenty ;  let  heif*  eyes  ne'er  see 
A^^ight  of  sorrow,  nor  her  heart*  know  mourning; 
Crown  all  her  da}S  with  JoV,  Ker  nights  with  rest. 
Harmless  as  her  own  thoughts;   and  prop  her 

virtue. 
To  hear  the  loss  of  one^  tf^attoo  much  loved. 
And  comfort  her  with  patience  iii  our  parting ! 

BeL  How !  parting,  parting ! 

Jaf,  Yes,  f6r  >e\  er  paring ; 
t  have  sworn,  Belvidera,  by  yon  heaven, 
Hxaz  best  can  tell  how  mudi  I  lose  to  leave  thee, 
We  port  this  hour  for  ever. 

Bel  O  f  call  back 
Your  cruel  bTesang !  stay  widi  me  and  cuneine! 

Jqf,  No,  'tis  resolved. 

&/.  tlicn  henr  me  too, jiist  heaven! 
Pour  down  your  curses  on  thSs  wretched  head, 
With  nevei'-ccfasirig  vengeance ;  let  despair, 
Danger  and  infamy,  nay  all,  surround  rac ; 
Starve  miB  with  wantings ;  let  my  eyes  ne'er  see 
A  sight  of  comfort,  nor  my  heart  know  peace : 
But'dashmy  days  with  s6rrow^  nights  with  horrors. 
Wild  as  my  own  thoughts  now,  and  lot  loose  fury. 
To  make  me  mad  enough  for  what  I  lose. 
If  X  must  lose  him !  If  1  must  ?  I  will  not. 
Oh !  turn  tind  hear  me ! 

Ja/.  Now,  hold  heart,  or  never. 

BeL  By  hll  the  tender  days  we  have  lived  iii- 
gether. 
Pity  my  sad  condition !  speak,  but  speak ! 

Jfl/0h!0h! 

BeL  By  these  arms,  that  now  ding  round  thy 
neck. 
By  this  dear  kiss,  and  by  ten  thousand  more. 
By  these  poor  streaminu;  eyes 

Jaf,  Murder !  nnhold  me : 
By  the  inimortal  destiny,  that  doomed  me 

[Droits  hU  dagger. 
To  this  cursed  minute,  VW  not  live  one  longer ; 
Resolve  to  let  rne  go,  or  see  me  fall 

BeL  Hold,  sir,  be  patient ! 

Ja/l  Hark,  the  dismal  bell   [Pauing  bell  toils. 
Tolls  out  for  death !  I  must  attend  its  call  too ; 
For  my  poor  friend,  my  dying  Pierre,  expect*- 

me; 
He  sent  a  message  to  require  I  would  sec  him 
Before  he  died,  and  take  his  last  fui-givcness. 
farewell,  for  ever ! 

BeL  Leave  thy  dagger  i^ith  me. 
Bequeath  me  sometliipg — ^Not  one  kiss  at  party- 
ing? 
Oh !  my  poor  heart,  when  wilt  thou  bi*eak  ! 

{Going  ouf,  laoki  back  at  hhn. 

Jqf.  Yet  stay: 
We  nave  a  child,  as  yet  a  tender  infant; 
Be  a  kind  mother  to  him,  when  I  am  gone ; 
Breed  him  in  virtue,  aud  the  paths  of  honoor^ 
But  never  let  him  know  his  father's  story ; 
I  charge  thee,  guard  liim  from  the  wroi^  m\ 
fate 
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May  do  his  future  fortune^  or  his  name. 

Now — ^nearer  yet —       [Approaching  each  other. 

Oh !  that  my  arms  were  nvettcd 

Thus  round  thee  ever !  But  my  friend !  my  oath ! 

This,  and  no  more.  [Kiuef  her. 

Bel.  Another,  sure  another, 
For^that  poor  little  one  you  have  tak^n  such 

care  of! 
I  will  give  it  him  truly. 
Jaf.  So  now,  farewell !    . 
Bel.  For  ever  ? 

Jqf.  Heaven  knows  for  evpr;   all  good  angels 

guard  thee.  [jSxif. 

Bel.  All  ill  ones  sur^  had  charge  of  me  this 

moment. 

Cursed  be  ray  days,  and  doubly  cursed  my  nights, 

Which  I  must  now  mourn  out  with  widowed 

tears; 
Blasted  be  every  herb>  and  fruit,  and  tree ; 
Cursed  be  the  rain,  that  falls  upon  the  earth. 
And  may  the  general  curse  reach  man  and  hensl ! 
Oh  !  give  me  daggers,  fire  or  water ! 
How  I  could  bleed,  how  burn,  how  drown,  the 

waves 
Iluzzing  and  booming  round  my  sinking  head. 
Till  I  descended  to  the  peaceful  bottom ! 
Oh  !  there  all  is  quiet,  here  all  rage  and  fury : 
The  air's  too  thin,  and  pierces  my  weak  brain ; 
I  long  for  thick  substantial  sleep :  Hell !  hell ! 
Burst  from  the  centre,  rage  and  roar  aloud. 
If  thou  art  half  so  ho^so  mad  as  I  am. 

£iiffrPR|VLi,  and  Servants. 

Who's  there?  [They  rake  her. 

Pri.  Run,  seize,  and  bring  her  safely  home; 
Guard  her  as  you  would  life !  Alas,  poor  crea- 
ture ! 
Bel.  What  to  my  husband !  then  conduct  me 
quickly ; 
Are  all  thipgs  ready?  Shall  we  die  most  glori- 
ously? 
f^ay  not  a  word  of  this  to  my  old  father  : 
Murmuring  streams,  soft  Jiadcs,  and  springing 

flowers! 
Lutes,  laurels,  seas  of  milk,  and  fehips  of  amber ! 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  HI. 

Opening,  discovers  a  scaffold,  and  a  wheel  prepa- 
red for  the  execution  of  Pierre  ;  then  enter 
Officer y  Pierre,  and  Ouards^  a  Friar,  Execu- 
ttoner,  and  a  great  rabble. 

Offi.  Room,  room  there-^stand  al|  by,  make 
room  for  the  prisoner. 

l*icr.  My  friend  not  come  yet  ? 
Fri.  Why  are  you  so  obstinate  ? 
Pier.  Why  you  so  troublesome,  that  a  poor 
wretch  can't  die  in  peace, 
But  you,  like  ravenS|  WiU  be  croaking  round 
him — 
Fri.  Yet  Heaven 


Pier,  I  tell  thee,  Heayen  and  I  are  friends: 
I  ne'er  broke  peace  with  it  yet  by  cruel  murden^ 
Rapine,  or  perjury,  or  vile  deceiying ; 
But  lived  in  moral  justice  towards  all  men : 
Nor  am  a  foe  to  tlie  most  strops  believers, 
Howe'er  my  own  short-sighted  &th  ooofine  me, 

Fri.  But  an  all-seeing  Judge 

Pier,  You  say  my  conscience 
Must  be  my  accuser;  I  have  searched  that  con- 
science, 
And  find  no  records  there  of  crimes^,  that  scart 
me. 

Fri.  Tis  strange,  you  should  want  faith. 

Pier.  You  n^-ant  bo  lead 
My  reason  blind-fold,  (ike  a  hampered  lion. 
Checked  of  its  nobler  vigour;  then,  when  baited 
Down  to  obedient  tameness,  make  it  condi. 
And  shew  strange  tricks^  whiph  you  call  ngns  of 

faith: 
Sp  silly  souls  are  gulled,  and  you  get  money. 
Away ;  no  more.    Captain,  I'd  have  hereafter 
This  fellow  write  no  hes  of  my  oonversiopy 
Because  he  has  crept  upon  my  troubled  bours. 

Enter  Jaffisr. 

Jqf.  Hold :  eyes  be  dry; 
Hearty  strengthen  me  to  bear 
This  hideous  sight,  and  humble  me,  to  take 
The  last  forgiveness  of  a  dying  friend. 
Betrayed  by  my  vile  falsemxxi,  to  his  ruin, 
Oh,  Pierre  1 

Pier.  Yet  nearer. 
Jiff.  Crawling  on  my  knees, 
And  prostrate  on  die  earth,  let  me  approach  thee : 
How  shall  I  look  up  to  thy  injured  face. 
That  always  used  to  smile  widi  friendship  on  me  f 
It  darts  an  air  of  so  much  manly  virtue. 
That  I,  methinks,  look  little  in  thy  sight. 
And  stripes  are  fitter  for  me,  tluui  embraces. 
fier.  Dear  to  my  arms^  though  thon  hast 

done  my  fame, 
I  can't  forget  to  love  thee.    Prithee,  Jaffier, 
Forgive  that  filthy  blow  my  passion  dealt  th«e  ; 
I'm  now  preparing  for  the  land  of  peace, 
And  fain  would  have  th^  charitable  wishes 
Of  all  good  men,  like  tliee,  to  bless  my  joumeT. 
Ja/.  Good !  I  am  the  vilest  creature^  wors 

than  e'er 
Suffered  tlie  sliameful  fate,  thou'rt  gotne  to 

of. 

Whv  was  I  sent  for  to  be  used  thus  kindly  2 
Call,  call  me  villain,  as  I  am !  describe 
The  foul  complexion  of  my  hateful  deeds ; 
Lead  me  to  the  rack,  and  stretch  me  in  thy  stead  ! 
I  have  crimes  enoueh  to  give  it  its  full  load. 
And  do  it  credit :  thou  wilt  but  spoil  the  use  of 

it— 
And  honest  men  hereafter  \>eaT  its  figure 
About  them,  as  a  charm  from  treacherous  frieiul- 

ship. 
QffL  The  time  grows  short,  your  friend^  lu^ 

dead  already. 
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Deid! 
'ier.  Yes,  dead,  Jaffier;  they  have  all  died  like 
meiiy  too^ 
Worthy  their  character. 
Jaf.  And  what  must  I  do  ? 
Pier,  Oh,  Jaffier ! 
Jrf,  Speak  loud  thy  burthened  soal. 
And  tell  thy  troubles  to  thy  tortured  friend. 
Pier,  Fnend !  Couldst  thou  yet  be  a  friend,  a 
generous  friend, 
I  might  hope  comfort  from  ^y  noble  sorrows. 
Heaven  knows,  I  want  a  friend. 

Jmf,  And  I  a  kind  one. 
That  would  not  thus  scorn  my  repenting  virtue, 
Or  think,  when  bc*s  to  die,  my  thoughts  are  idle. 
Pier.  No !  live,  I  diarge  thee,  Ja^er. 
Jaf.  Yes,  I  will  Hve : 
But  It  shall  be  to  see  thy  fall  revenged 
At  such  a  rate,  as  Venice  long  shall  groan  for. 
Pier.  Wilt  thou  ? 
Jaf.  I  will,  by  Heaven. 
Pier.  Then  still  thou  art  noble^ 
And  I  foi^give  thee.     Oh! — ^yet — shall  I  trust 
thee? 
Jaf.  No;  I  have  been  false  already. 
Pier.  D<jst  thou  love  me  ? 
Jaf.  Rip  up  my  heart,  and  satisfy  thy  doubtings ! 
Pier.  Curse  on  this  weakness !        [He  weeps. 
Jaf.  Tears!  Amazement!  Tears! 
I  iie\'er  saw  thee  melted  thus  before ; 
And  know  there's  something  labouring  in  thy  bo- 
som, 
That  must  have  vent:  Though  I  am  a  villain,  tell 
me. 
Pier.  See'st  thou  that  engine  ? 

[Pointing  to  the  wheel. 
Jaf.  Whjr? 

Pier.  Is  it  fit  a  soldier,  viho  has  lived  with 
honour. 
Fought  nation's  quarrels^  and  been  crowned  with 

conquest. 
Be  exposed  a  conunon  caxx»se  on  a  wheel  ? 
Ja/T  Ha! 

Pier.  Speak !  is  it  fitting  ? 
Jaf  Fitting! 
Pter.  Yes ;  is  it  fitting  ? 
Jaf.  What's  to  be  done? 
Pier.  I'd  have  thee  undertake 
Somethii^  that's  noble,  to  presc:r\'e  my  memory 
Fmtn  the  disgrace  that's  ready  to  attaint  it. 
Ofi.  The  Stky  grows  late,  sir. 
Pier,  m  make  haste.    Oh,  Jaffier ! 
Though  thou'st  betrayed  me,  do  me  some  way 
justice. 
Jaf.  No  more  of  that :  thy  wishes  shall  be  sa- 
tisfied; 
I  have  a  wife,  and  she  shall  bleed :  my  child,  too. 
Yield  up  his  little  throat,  and  all 

To  ai^icase  thee 

[Going  away,  Pierre  hold*  him* 
Pier.  No — thi^po  more. 

[He  whispers  Jaffier. 


Jaf  Ha !  is  it  then  so? 

Pier.  Most  certainly. 

Jaf.  I'll  do  it.         . 

Pier.  Remember. 

Offi.  Sir ! 

Pier.  Come,  now  I'm  ready, 

[He  and  Jaffier  ascend  the  scaffold. 
Captain,  you  should  be  a  gentleman  of  honour; 
Keep  off  the  rabble,  that  I  may  liave  room 
To  entertain  my  fate,  and  die  with  decency. 
Come, 

[Take*  off  hit  gown,  executioner  pre* 
pares  to  bind  him. 

Fri.  Son. 

Pier.  Hence,  tempter ! 

Offi.  Stand  off^  pnest. 

Pier.  I  thank  you,  sir.  [To  the  Officer. 

You'll  think  on't  f  [To  j(^. 

Jaf.  It  won't  grow  stale  before  to-morrow. 

Pier,  Now,  Jafiier !  now  Tm  going.    Now — 

S  Executioner  having  bimnd  him, 
lee. 
Thou  honest  heart,  then — ^here !  [Stf^hs  lum. 

And  this  is  well  too.  [Stabs  himself. 

Fri,  Damnable  deed ! 
Pier.  Now  thou  hast  indecnl  been  faitliful. 
This  was  done  nobly — We  have  deceived  the  se- 
nate. 
Juf.  Bravely. 

Pier.  Ha,  ha,  ha oh !  oh !  [Dies. 

Jaf.  Now,  ye  cursed  rulers, 
Thus  of  the  blood  ye  have  shed  I  make  a  liba- 
tion, , 
And  sprinkle  it  mingling.    May  it  rest  upon  you. 
And  all  your  race !  Be  henceforth  peace  a  stran- 
ger 
Within  your  walls;  let  plagues  and  famine  waste 
Your  generation — Oh,  poor  Belvidera  I 
Sir,  I  have  a  wife,  bear  this  in  safety  to  her, 
A  token,  that  with  my  dying  breath  1  blessed  her. 
And  tlie  dear  little  infant  left  behind  me. 

I'm  sick I'm  quiet.  [Dies. 

Offu  Bear  this  news  to  the  senate, 
And  guard  their  bodies,  till  there's  further  orders. 
Heaven  grant  I  die  so  well ! 

[Scene  shuts  upon  them. 

SCENE  IV. 

Sqfi  Music. — Enter  Belvidera  distracted,  led 
by  two  of  her  Women,  Priuli  and  Servants. 

Pri.  Strengthen  her  heart  with  paUence,  pity- 
ing Heaven ! 
BeL  Come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  nay, 
come  to  bed. 

Prithee,  my  love !  The  winds ;  hark  how  they 
whistle ; 

And  the  rain  beats:    Oh!   how  the  weather 
shrinks  me ! 

You  are  angry  now,  who  cares  ?  .Pish,  no  indeed, 

Chuse  then;  1  say  you  shall  not  go,  you  shall  not; 

Whip  your  ill-nature ;  get  you  gone  then.    Oh ! 
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Are  yoa  returned  ?  See,  fkther,  bere  he's  come 

aeain: 
Am  I  to  biaine  to  love  him?  O,  thod  dear  one, 
Wh^  do  you  fiy  mk ?  Are  vou  angrr  still  then? 
Jaffier,  where  art  thou  ?  rather,  why  do  you  do 

thus? 
Stand  oS,  6aa\  hide  hini  Mok  me.    He's  here 

somewhere. 
Standoff  I  say:  What, gone?  Remcknheri^^ 

rant: 
I  may  revenge  mysdf  for  this  tridc,  one  day. 
Ill  do't-— 111  (k/t    Renanh^sanasty  felbw; 
Hane  him*  haae  him.  hane  him. 

^.^P^^^-^       ^W^^^-y       «««^^^^       ^^^^^B^       ™^^^^^^  - 

Enter  Ofieer. 

PrL  News^^vhatoews? 

[Ofieer  vAuphrt  PriuU. 

OffL  Most  sad,af; 
JaflSer,  upoo  the  scaflBld^  toj^revent 
A  shamdul  death,  stabbed  fiene,  and  next  him- 

sdf; 
Both  fell  together, 

PrL  Dai^ter! 

Bf A  Hal  look  there! 
Myhii8baodblood!y>aQdhsfHendtoot  Murder!  I 


Who  has  done  this  ?  Speak  to  me,  thou  sud  li- 


sion! 


On  these  poor  tiemblii^  knees  I  beg  it   Va* 


Here  they  went  dowiH^^Oh,  Il&di^  (fig  ^  den 

up! 
You  shan't  delude  me  Dms.  Hoa,  Jaffier,  Jaffier! 
Peep  up,  and  pre  mehnt  a  IckAl  I  Inve  him ! 
rVegot  him,  fatbiur:  C^!  now  ho#  FU  smuggle 

hkn! 
My  love!  my  dear!  myUessing!  hdpme!  help 

me! 
They  have  hold  on  me,>md  drag  me  to  te  bottom. 
Nay — ^now  they  putt  so  hanl-i^fareweU—  [Dies. 

Maid.  She^i  dead; 
Breathless  and  dead. 

PrL  Oh!  guard  me  from  the  ^t  OD*t! 
Lead  me  into  some  place  thatTs  fit  for  nounung: 
Where  the  free  air.  ni^ty  and  the  cheeifiil  son, 
May  never  enter :  hiu^;  it  roiind  widi  bbck : 
Set  up  one  taper,  that  may  last  a  dav, 
As  lon^  as  Fve  to  live ;  and  diere  all  leave  me: 

Sparing  no  ttars,  when  yon  this  tale  relati^ 

But  bid  all  cruel  fathers  dread  my  fate. 

(JSMaalORNO. 


THS 


MOURNING  BRIDE. 


BT 


congheve. 


DaAMATIS  PERSONA 


MSN. 

GoxsALEZ,  kisjimmrite. 

Gaicia,  mm  to  Gontaki. 

PuB3|  empUM  qftkcgmmrdi. 

Aloxzo^  «■  fl^jScer,  cres/nre  lo  (hnuaUt, 

(Xxry,  «  a^ib  pnwmer. 

HcLi,  «  prittmer^ 


WOMEN. 

ALMft&iA,  the  prmceu  of  GrwMda, 

Zara,  a  captive  queen, 

LEoyoftAy  chirf  attendaiU  an  the  prineea. 

Women,  emnueksy  and  mute$  tUtending  Zart^ 


Scenef^-Onmtuhu 


ACT    L 


SCENE  L 


tf  aUte,  The  curtain  rmng^  dowlif  to 
mfk  mmtiCf  diteemen  Alkbhia  in  mournings 
ffy^fBOHA  waiiintL  iMt  wtauninfL 

J^f^er  the  mmtic,  Alhe^fa  risen  from  ktr  chair, 
aud  come$  ^forward. 

Atm.  Maac  has  dianns  to  sooth  a  savage  breast, 
To  aofteo  RH^  or  bend  ft  knotted  ooIk. 
Fve  ready  that  things  inanimate  have  moved, 
.\«id,  as  irith  living  9otds»  have  b^n  informed 
Br  n>apc  nombers  and  persuasive  aoon^* 
^hmt  cbca  am  I  ?  Am  I  more  senseless  grow;i 
Than  titcji  orflirtt?  O,  forc«  ofx»nstaiilt  wop ! 
Tift  ooc  in  harmpny  to  calm  my  griefs* 
Anaefano  sleeps^  and  is  at  peace;  last  nij^ht' 
Thf  silent  tomb  received  tnc  good  old  lung ; 
fit-  and  Ids  sorrows  now  are  anfely  lodged 
W  »thiB  its  cold,  but  hospitably  boaom. 


Why  am  not  I  at  peace  ? 

Leon*  Dear  madaoiy  cease, 
Or  moderate  your  grief;  there  Ss  no 

Abn,  No.  cause.!  Peac^  pieace ;  there  is  eter- 
nal cause. 
And  misery  eternal  will  sucoeecL 
Thoii  canst  not  teU — thou  hast  indeed  no  cause. 

Leon.  Believe  me,  madam,  I  lament  Ansehno^ 
.  And  always  did  oompas^onate  his  fortune; 
Have  oft^n  wept,  to  see  how  cruelly 
Your  fatlier  kept  in  chains  his  felU>w*kin(^ : 
And  oft,  at  night,  when  all  have  been  retired, 
liave  stolen  from  bed,  and  to  Us  prison  crept ; 
Where,  while  lus  gaoler  slept,  I  thro'  the  giate 
Have  softly  whisperei),  and  enquired  his  hqalth ; 
Sent  in  my  uehs  and  prayers  for  his  deliverance ; 
For  sighs  and  prayers  were  aU  that  I  could  ofier. 

Aim.  Indeea  thou  hast  a  soft  and  gentle  mn 
tare; 
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That  thus  could  melt  to  see  a  stranger^s  wrongs. 
Oh,  Leonora !  hadst  thou  known  Anselmo, 
How  would  thy  heart  have  bled  to  see  his  suffer'^ 

ings! 
Thou  hadst  no  cause,  but  general  compassion. 

Leon.  Love  of  mj  royal  mistress  gave  me 
causti; 
My  love  of  you  begot  my  grief  for  him ; 
For  I  had  heard,  mat  wnen  the  chance  of  war 
Had  blessed  Anselmo's  arms  with  victory, 
And  the  rich  spoil  of  all  the  field,  and  you, 
llie  glory  of  the  whole,  were  made  the  prey 
Of  his  success ;  tliat  then,  in  spite  of  hate, 
Revenge,  and  that  hereditary  feud 
Between  Valentia's  and  Granada's  kings, 
He  did  endear  himself  to  your  affection, 
By  all  the  worthy  and  indulgent  ways 
His  most  industrious  goodness  could  invent ; 
Proposing,  by  a  match  between  Alphonso, 
His  son,  the  brave  Valenuan  prince,  and  you, 
To  end  the  long  dissendon,  and  unite 
The  iarring  crowns. 

Am.  Alphonso !  O  Alphonso ! 
Thou  too  art  quiet — long  hast  been  at  peace — 
Both,  both  !  rather  and  son  are  now  no  more. 
Then  why  am  I?  Oh,  when  shall  I  have  rest? 
Why  do  I  live  to  say  you  are  no  more  ? 
Why  are  all  these  tnings  thus  ?  Is  it  of  force? 
Is  there  uecesst^  I  must  be  miserable  ? 
Is  it  of  moment  to  the  peace  of  heaven. 
That  I  should  be  afflicted  thus?  If  not, 
Why  is  it  thus  contrived  ?  Why  are  tilings  laid 
By  some  unseen  hand,  so,  as  of  sure  consequence, 
They  must  to  me  bring  curses,  grief  of  heart, 
Tlic  last  distress  of  life,  and  sure  despair  ? 

Leon.  Alas !  you  search  too. far,  and  think  too 
deeply. 

Aim.  Wliy  was  I  carried  to  Anselmo's  court? 
Or  there,  why  was  I  used  so  tenderly  ? 
Why  not  ill-treated,  like  an  enemy  ? 
For  so  my  father  would  have  used  his  child. 
Oil,  Alphonso,  Alphonso ! 
Devouring  seas  have  waslicd  thee  from  my  sight — 
No  time  shall  raze  thee  from  my  memory ; 
No,  I  will  live  to  be  thy  monument  t 
The  cruel  ocean  is  no  more  thy  tomb, 
But  in  my  heart  thou  art  interred ;  diere,  there, 
Thy  dear  resemblance  is  for  ever  fixfed  ; 
My  love,  my  lord,  my  husband  still,  though  lost 

Leon.  Husband.!  Oh,  Heavens ! 

Aim.  Alas!  what  have  I  said  ? 
My  grief  has  hurryed  me  beyond  all  thought. 
I  would  have  kept  that  secret;  though  I  know 
Thyjove,  add  farth  to  me  deserve  all  confidence. 
But  'tis  the  wretch's  comfort  still  to  have 
Some  small  reserve  of  near  and  inward  woe, 
Some  unsuspected  hoard  of  darling  grief. 
Which  they  unseen  may  wail,  and  weep,  and 

mourn, 
And,  glutton-like,  alone  devour. 

J^on,  Indeed, 
I  knew  not  this.  ' 


Abn.  Oh,  no,  thou  knowestnot  half, 
Knowest  nothing  of  my  sorrows^^f  thoa  didsU- 
If  I  should  tell  thee,  wouldst  thou  pity  me? 
Tell  me ;  I  know  thou  wouldst ;  thou  art  com- 
passionate. 

Leon.  Witness  these 

AUn.  I  thank  thee,  Leonoi 
Indeed  I  do,  for  pxtyii^  thy  sad  mistress: 
For  'tis,  alas !  the  poor  prerogative 
Of  greatness  to  be  wretched,  and  unpitu 
But  I  did  promise  I  would  tell  thee— What! 
My  miseries !  Thou  dost  already  know  them : 
And  when  I  told  thee  thou  didst  nothine  know, 
It  was  because  thou  didst  not  know  Alphonso : 
For  to  have  known  my  lossy  thou  must  have 

known 
His  worth,  his  trutli,  and  tenderness  of  love. 

Leon.  Tlie  memory  of  that  brave  prince  stands 
fair 
In  all  report — 

And  I  have  heard  imperfectly  his  loss ; 
But,  fearful  to  renew  your  troubles  paat, 
I  never  did  presume  to  ask  the  story. 

Aim.  If  tor  my  swelling  heart  I  can,  FU  tdl 
thee. 
I  was  a  welcome  captive  in  Valentia, 
Even  on  the  day  when  Manuel,  my  father,' 
liCd  on  his  conquering  troops  lugh  as  the  gates 
Of  king  Anselmo's  pidace;  whidi,  in  rage, 
And  heat  of  war,  and  dire  revenge,  he  nred. 
The  good  king,  flying  to  aroid  the  Aames, 
Started  amidst  his  foes,  and  made  captirity 
His  fatal  refuge — Would  that  I  had  tallcn 
Amidst  tliose  flmnes — ^but  'twas  not  so  decreed. 
Alphonso,  who  foresaw  my  father's  cruelty. 
Had  borne  the  queen  and  me  on  board  a  ^p« 
Ready  to  sail ;  and,  when  this  news  was  brought, 
We  put  to  sea ;  but  being  betrayfid  by  some 
Who  knew  our  flight,  we  closely  were  pursued 
And  almost  taken ;  when  a  sudden  storm 
Drove  us,  and  those  that  followed,  on  the  ooost 
Of  Afric :  There  our  vessel  struck  the  shore. 
And,  bulging  'gainst  a  rock,  was  dashed  in  pieces; 
But  heaven  spared  me  fof  yet  much  more  afflio 

tion! 
Conducting  them  who  followed  us,  to  shun 
The  shore,  and  save  me  floatini|;  oo  the  waves. 
While  the  good  queen  and  my  Alphonso  perish- 
ed. 

Leon.  Alas !  were  you   tlien  wedded  to  Al- 
phonso ? 

Aim.  Tliat  day,  that  fatal  day,  our  bands  were 
joined. 
For  when  my  lord  beheld  the  ship  pursuing. 
And  saw  her  rate  so  far  exceeding  ours^ 
He  came  to  me,  and  begged  me  by  my  love, 
I  would  consent  the  priest  should  make  us  one; 
lliat,  whether  death  or  victory  ensued, 
I  might  be  his,  beyond  the  power  of  fate ; 
The  queen  too  did  assist  his  suit — ^I  frnuited ; 
And  m  one  day  was  wedded  and  a  widow. 

Leon,  Indeed  'twas  mournful 
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Ahu  This  m  I  here  fold  thee 
For  wttdk  I  nwani,  and  will  for  ever  moum ; 
Nor  wifl  I  change  these  black  and  disnml  robes, 
Or  em  dry  these  swoln  and  watery  ejes, 
Or  erer  tB«e  oootent,  or  peace  of  heart, 
While  I  have  life,  and  thought  of  my  Alphonso. 
LtUL  Look  down,  good  iMven,  with  pity  on 
her  sorrows, 
And  graot  that  time  may  bring  her  some  relief. 
AUl  Oh,  no !  time  gives  increase  to  my  afflic- 
tions. 
Hie  circling  hours,  that  gather  all  the  woes 
WUdi  are  diSbsed  through  the  revolving  year. 
Come  heavy  laden  with  the  oppressing  weight 
To  me ;  with  roe  saocessively,  they  leave 
The  aifjbs,  the  lean,  the  groans,  the  restless 

cares, 
And  all  the  damps  of  grief,  that  did  retard  their 

ffi|;ht: 
Th^  ihake  ibeir  downy  wings,  and  scatter  all 
The  dire  collected  dews  on  my  poor  head  : 
Then  ty  with  joy  and  swiftness  from  me. 

[Sftouti  ai  a  distance, 
I^on,  Hark! 
Utt  dixaat  shoots  proclaim  yoar  father's  triumph. 

0  ijcsse,  for  heaven's  sake,  assuas^e  a  little 
Tto  (orreot  of  your  grief;  for,  this  I  fear, 
*rwiU  arge  his  wroth,  to  sec  yon  drowned  in  tears, 
^^lien  joy  appears  in  every  other  face. 

Aim.  And  |oy  he  brings  to  every  other  heart, 
^  doable,  double  weight  of  woe  to  mine  : 
For  with  him  Garcia  comes — Garcia,  to  whom 

1  most  he  sacr^ced,  and  all  the  vows 

1  save  my  dear  Ah^ionso  basely  broken. 

^'\  it  sfaail  never  be ;  for  I  will  die 

Tint,  die  ten  thooaoid  deaths — Look  down,  look 

down, 
•^Iphooso,  hear  the  aacred  vow  I  make !  [Kneeli, 
^  nnment,  oease  to  gaze  on  perfect  bhss, 
<M  bend  thy  glorious  eyes  to  earth  and  me. 
Aad  chou,  Ansehno,  if  yet  thou  art  arrived, 
^^^'"Mciib  all  fanpcdiiuents  of  purging  fire, 
Tu  that  bright  heaven,  where  my  Alphonso  reigns, 
BtM  thou  dso,  and  attend  my  vow. 
If  ever  I  do  yield,  or  give  consent, 
Bv  anr  action,  word,  or  thought,  to  wed 
^nodkn*  lord,  may  then  jost  heaven  shower  down 
^  oHctfd  cf  corses  oo  me,  greater  far 
'i*  *«di  there  be  m  aogry  heaven's  vengeance) 
Than  aay  1  have  yet  endured !  And  now  [jRuing. 
^T  heart  has  some  relief;  having  so  well 
^hajji^  this  debt,  incumbent  on  my  love, 
^ct,  one  thing  more  I  would  en«£age  from  thee. 

l^m.  My  hearty  my  life,  and  will,  arc  only 
yours. 

A^  I  tfaadk  thee,    lis  but  thist  anon,  wKen 
aO 
^ft  wiauptd  and  boned  m  the  genera!  joy, 
^^  win  withdraw,  and  privately  with  me 
•^^tnl  forth,  ta  visit  good  AnsefoK/s  tomb. 

i^9,  Alas !  I  fear  some  fatal  resolution. 

A!m.  Noy  OO  my  life,  my  faith,  I  mean  no  ill, 


Nor  violence — ^I  feel  myself^  more  li|^t. 
And  more  at  large,  since  I  have  made  this  vow. 
Perhaps  I  would  repeat  it  there  more  solemnly. 
Tis  that,  or  some  such  melancholy  thought; 
Upon  my  word,  no  more, 
Leon.  I  will  attend  you. 

Enter  Alonzo< 

Alon.  The  lord  Gonsalez  comes  to  tell  your 
highness. 
The  king  is  just  arrived. 

Aim,  Conduct  him  in.  [Exit  AUm, 

That's  his  pretence ;  his  errand  is,  I  know, 
To  fill  my  ears  with  Garcia*s  valiant  deeds. 
And  gild  and  magnify  his  son's  exploits. 
But  I  am  armed  with  ice  around  rov  heart, 
Not  to  be  warmed  withVords,  or  idle  eloquence. 

Enter  Gonsalez. 

Chn*  Be  ev'ry  day  of  your  long  life  like  this. 
The  sun,  bright  conquest,  and  your  brighter  eyes, 
Have  all  conspired  to  blaze  promiscuous  light. 
And  bless  this  day  with  most  unequalled  lustre. 
Your  royal  father,  my  victorious  lord, 
Loaden  with  spoils,  and  ever-living  laurel. 
Is  entering  now,  in  martial  pomp,  the  palace. 
Five  hundred  mules  precede  his  solemn  march. 
Which  groan  beneath  the  weight  of   Moorish 

wealth. 
Chariots  of  war,  adorned  with  glittering  gems. 
Succeed ;  and  next,  a  hundred  neighing  steeds. 
White  as  the  fleecy  rain  on  Alpine  hills. 
That  bound  and  foam,  and  champ  the  golden  bit^ 
As  they  disdained  the  victory  they  grace. 
Prisoners  of  war  in  shining  Otters  follow ; 
And  captains  of  the  noblest  blood  of  Afric 
Sweat  by  his  chariot  wheel,  and  lick  and  grind, 
With  gnashing  teetli,  the  dust  his  triumphs  raise. 
The  swarming  populace  spread  every  wall. 
And  cling,  as  it  with  claws  they  did  enforce 
Their  hold ;  through  cliAed  stones  stretching  and 

staring. 
As  if  they  were  all  eyes,  and  every  limb 
Would  feed  its  faculty  of  admiration ; 
While ^ou  alone  retire,  and  ahnn  this  sight; 
This  sight,  which  is  indeed  not   seen  (though 

twice 
The  multitude  should  gaze)  in  absence  of  your 

eyes. 
Aim.  My  lord,  my  eyes  ongratefully  behold 
The  ^Ided  trophies  of  exterior  honours ; 
Nor  will  my  ears  be   charmed  with  sounding 

words. 
Or  pompous  phrase,  the  pageantry  of  fools. 
But  that  my  father  is  returned  in  safety, 
I  bend  to  heaven  with  thanks. 

Gon.  Excellent  princess ! 
But  'tis  ai  task  unfit  for  my  weak  age, 
With  dying  words  to  offer  at  your  praise. 
Garcia,  my  son,  your  beauty's  lowest  slave, 
Has  better  done ;  in  proving  with  his  sword 

Ff 
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The  force  and  influence  of  yoar  matchless  charms. 

Aim.  I  doubt  not  of  the  worth  of  Garcia's  deeds, 

Which  had  been  brave,  though  I  had  ne'er  been 

born. 

Leon,  Madam,  the  king.  [FlourUh, 

Aim.  My  women.  I  would  meet  him. 

[^Attendants  to  Almeria  enter  in  mourning. 

Symphony  of  warlike  music.  Enter  the  King, 
attended  by  Garcia  and  several  officers.  Files 
of  prisoners  in  chainsj  and  guards,  who  are  rang- 
ed  in  order  round  the  stage.  Almeria  meets 
the  Kingy  and  kneels  :  afterwards  Gonsalez 
kneels  and  kisses  the  King*  shandy  while  Garcia 
does  the  same  to  the  princess. 

King.  Almeria,  rise — My  best  Gonsalez,  rise. 
What,  tears  !  my  good  old  friend — 

Gon,  But  tears  of  joy. 
Believe  mc,  sir,  to  see  you  thus,  has  filled 
Mine  eyes  with  more  delight  than  they  can  hold. 
King,  By  heaven,  thou  lovest  me,   and  Tm 
pleased  thou  dost ; 
Take  it  for  thanks,  old  man,  that  I  rejoice 
To  see  thee  weep  on  this  occasion — Some 
Here  are,  who  seem  to  mourn  at  our  success. 
Why  is  it,  Almeria,  that  you  meet  our  eyes. 
Upon  this  solemn  day,  in  these  sad  weeds  ? 
In  opposition  to  my  brizhtness,  you 
And  yours  are  all  (ike  daughters  of  affliction. 

Abn.  Foreive  me,  sir,  if  I  in  this  ofiend. 
Tlie  year,  which  I  have  vowed  to  pay  to  heaven, 
In  mourning  and  strict  life,  for  my  deliverance  * 
From  wreck  and  death,  wants  yet  to  be  expired. 
King,  Your  zeal  to  heaven  is  great,  so  is  your 
debt : 
Yet  something,  too,  is  due  to  mc,  who  gave 
That  life,  which  heaven  preserved.    A  day  be- 
stowed 
In  filial  duty,  had  atoned  and  given 
A  dispensation  to  your  vow — No  more  ! 
'Twas  weBk  and  wilful — and  a  woman's  error. 
Yet,  upon  thought,  it  doubly  wounds  my  sight, 
To  see  that  sable  worn  upon  the  day. 
Succeeding  that,  in  which  our  deadliest  foe, 
Hated  Ans^lmo,  was  interred — By  heaven, 
It  looks  as  thou  didst  mourn  for  him  !  just  so 
Thy  senseless  vow  appeared  to  bear  its  date, 
Not  from  that  hour  wherein  thou  wcrt  preserved. 
But  that  wherein  the  cursed  Alphonso  perished. 
Ha !  What  ?  thou  dost  not  weep  to  think  of  that ! 
Gon,  Have  patience,  royal  sir;  the  princess 
weeps 
To  have  offended  you.    If  fate  decreed. 
One  pointed  hour  should  be  Alphonso  s  loss. 
And  ncr  deliverance,  is  she  to  ulamc  ? 

King.  I  tell  thee  she's  to  blame,  not  to  have 
feasted 
When  my  first  foe  was  laid  in  earth,  such  enmity, 
Such  detestation  bears  iuy  blood  to  his  ; 
My  daughter  should  have  revelled  at  his  deatli, 
She  should  have  made  these  palace  walls  to  shake, 
And  all  this  high  and  ample  roof  to  ring 


With  her  rejoicings.     What,  to  numro  and  weep ! 
Then,  then  to  weep,  and  pray,  and  grieve !  by 

heaven. 
There's  not  a  slave,  a  shackled  sUve  of  nunc, 
But  should  have  smiled  that  hour,  through  ill  his 

carc> 
And  shook  his  chains,  in  transport  and  rude  har- 
mony. 
Gon.  What  she  has  done,  was  in  eicess  of 
goodness ; 
Betrayed  by  too  much  piety,  to  seem 

As  if  she  had  offended. -Sure,  no  more. 

King.  To  seem  is  to  commit,  at  this  conjunr^ 
ture. 
I  would  not  have  a  seeming  sorrow  seen 
To-day, — Retire ;  divest  yourself  with  speed 
Of  that  offensii'e  black :  on  me  be  all 
The  violation  of  your  vow ;  for  you 
It  shall  be  your  excuse,  that  I  command  it 
Gar.  [Kneeling.]  Your  pardon,  sir,  if  I  pre- 
sume so  far. 
As  to  remind  you  of  your  gracious  promise. 
Uliii^.   Rise,    Garcia — I  forgot.      Yet    stay, 

Almeria. 
AUn.  My  bcxling  heart ! — What  is  your  plea- 
sure, sir? 
King.  Draw  near,  and  give  your  hand,  and, 
Garcia,  yours : 
Receive  this  lord,  as  one  whom  I  have  found 
Worthy  to  be  your  husband,  and  my  son. 

Gar.  Thus  let  me  kneel  to  take — O  not  to  take- 
But  to  devote,  mid  yield  myself  for  ever 
The  slave  and  creature  of  my  roya\  mistress! 
Gon,  O  let  me  prostrate  pay  my  worthless 

thanks — 
King.  No  inore ;  ray  promise  long  since  pa&>- 
ed,  thy  ser\ices, 
And  Garcia's  well-tried  valour,  all  oblige  roe. 
This  day  we  triumph ;  but  to-morrow's  sun, 

Garcia,  shall  shine  to  grace  thy  nuptials - 

Aim,  Oh !  [Faiati. 

Gar.  She  faints !  Help  to  sopport  her. 
Gon.  She  recovers. 

King.  A  fit  of  bridal  fear.     How  is*t,  Almeria? 
Aim.  A  sudden  chillneas  seizes  on  my  spirits. 
Your  leave,  sir,  to  retire. 
King.  Garcia,  conduct  her. 
[Garcia  leads  Almeria  to  the  door^  and  returns. 
Tlus  idle  vow  hangs  on  her  woman's  fears ; 
I'll  have  a  priest  shall  preach  her  froiu  her  taith. 
And  make  it  sin,  not  to  renounce  that  vow 
Which  rd  have   broken.      Now,   what   would 
Alonzo? 

Enter  Alonzo. 

Alon,  Your  beauteous  captive,  Zara,  is  arrived, 
And  with  a  train  as  if  she  still  were  wife 
To  Albucacim,  and  the  Moor  had   conquered. 

King.  It  is  our  will  she  should  be  so  attended. 
Bear  hence  these  prisoners.  Garcia,  which  is  ho. 
Of  whose  mule  valour  yoii  relate  such  woudt-ni  f 

[Prftaacri  led  of. 
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Gv.  Osmjn,  who  led  die  Moorish  horse ;  but  he, 
Great  sir,  at  her  request,  attends  on  Zara. 

King.  He  is  your  prisoner ;  as  you  please  dis- 
pose him. 

Gar.  I  would  oblige  liiin,  but  he  shuns  my 
kiodiicss; 
And  with  a  haughl^  mien,  and  stem  civility. 
Dumbly  declines  all  offers.    If  he  speak, 
'fb  scarce  above  a  word ;  as  he  were  born 
Alone  to  do,  and  did  disdain  to  talk ; 
At  least  to  talk  where  he  must  not  command. 

KiMg,  Sudi  sullenness,  and  in  a  man  so  brave, 
Must  have  some  other  cause  than  his  captivity. 
Did  Zara,  then,  reooest  he  might  attend  ner  f 

Gar,  Mv  lord,  sne  did. 

King»  That,  joined  with  his  behaviour,  . 
Begets  a  doubt.    Fd  have  them  watched;  per- 
haps 
Uer  diains  hang  heavier  on  him  than  his  own. 

Eater  Aloxzo,  Zaba,  and  Osmyn  bound,  con- 
ducted ^  Perez  and  a  guard,  and  attended 
by  Selim  and  several  mutes  and  eunuchs  in  a 
train. 

King.  What  welcome,    and   what   honours, 
beauteous  Zara, 
A  king  and  conqueror  can  give,  are  yours. 
A  cooqueror  indeed,  where  you  are  won ; 
Who  with  such  lustre  strike  admiring  eyes. 
That  had  our  pomp  been  with  your  presence 

graced. 
The  expecting  crowd  had  been  deceived ;  and  seen 
The  monarch  enter,  not  triumphant,  but, 
lo  pleasing  triumph  led,  your  beauty's  slave. 
Zara.  If  I  on  any  terms  could  condescend 
To  like  captivity,  or  think  those  honours^ 
Which  conquerors  in  courtesy  bestow. 
Of  equal  value  with  unborrowed  rule 
And  native  right  to  arbitrary  sway, 
I  mig^t  be  pleased,  when  I  beheld  this  train 
With  usual  homage  wait :  but  when  I  feel 
These  bonds,  I  look  with  loathing  on  myself, 
And  scorn  vile  slavery,  though  doubly  hid 
Beneath  mock  praises,  and  dissembled  state. 
King.  Those  bonds !   Twas  my  eommand  you 
should  be  free. 
How  durst  you,  Perez,  disobey  ? 

Per.  Great  sir. 
Your  order  was  she  should  not  wait  your  triumph, 
Bat  at  some  distance  follow,  thus  attended. 
Kin^.  Tis  false ;  'twas  more ;  I  bid  she  should 
be  free ; 
K  not  in  words,  I  bid  it  bv  my  eyes. 
Ucr  eyes  did  more  than  bid — Free  her  and  her's, 
With  speed — yet  stay — my  hands  alone  can  make 
fit  resdtudon  here. ^Thus  I  release  you, 


And,  by  releasing  you,  enslave  myself. 

Zara.  Such  favours,  so  conferred,  though  when 
unsought. 
Deserve  acknowledgment  from  noble  minds. 

Such  thanks,  as  one  hating  to  be  obliged 

Yet  hating  more  ingratitude,  can  pay, 
I  oflfer. 

King.  Rom  to  excel,  and  to  command  ! 
As  by  transcendent  beauty  to  attract 
All  eyes ;  so,  by  pre-eminence  of  soul, 
To  rule  all  hearts ! 
Garcia,  what's  he,  who,  with  contracted  brow, 

[Beholding  Orniyn,  as  they  unbind  him. 
And  sullen  port,  glooms  downwards  with  his  eyes^ 
At  once  regardless  of  his  chains,  or  liberty  ? 

Gar.  That,  sir,  is  he  of  whom  I  spoke ;  that's 
Osmyn. 

King.  He  answers  well  the  diaracter  you  gave 
him. 
Whence  comes  it,  valiant  Osmyn,  that  a  man 
So  great  in  arms,  as  thou  art  said  to  be. 
So  hardly  can  endure  captivity. 
The  common  chance  of  war  ? 

Ovn.  Because  captivity 
Has  robbed  me  of  a  dear  and  just  revenge. 

King.  I  understand  not  that. 

Osm.  I  would  not  have  you. 

Zara.  That  gallant  Moor  in  battle  lost  a  friend, 
Whom  more  than  life  he  loved ;  and  the  regret, . 
Of  not  revenging  on  his  foes  that  loss. 
Has  caused  this  melancholy  and  despair. 

King.  She  does  excuse  him ;  'tb  as  I  suspected. 

[2b  Gon. 

Gon.  That  friend  might  be  herself;  seem  not 
to  heed 
His  arrogant  reply :  she  looks  concerned. 

King.   rU  have  enquiry  made;   perhaps  his 
friend 
Yet  lives,  and  is  a  prisoner.    His  name  ? 

Zara.  Hcli. 

King.  Garcia,  that  search  shall  be  your  care : 
It  shall  be  mine  to  pay  devotion. here ; 
At  this  fair  shrine  to  fay  my  laureb  down. 
And  raise  love's  altar  on  tlie  spoils  of  war. 
Conquest  and  triumph,  now,  are  mine  no  more ; 
Nor  will  I  victory  in  camps  adore : 
For,  lingering  there,  in  long  suspence  she  stands. 
Shifting  the  prize  in  unresolving  hands ; 
Unused  to  wait,  I  broke  through  her  delay* 
Fixed  her  by  force,  and  snatched  the  doubtful, 

day. 
Now  late  I  find  that  war  is  but  her  sport ; 
In  love  the  goddess  keeps  her  awful  court ; 
Fickle  in  fields,  unsteadily  she  flies,, 
But  rulea  with  settled  sway  in  Zara's  eyes. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE  L^Repretenting  the  Auk  of  a  TempU. 

Garcia,  Heli,  Perez. 

Gar.  This  way,  we're  told,  Osmyn  was  teen 
to  walk; 
Chusing  this  lonely  mansion  of  the  dead, 
To  mourn,  brave  Heli,  thy  mistaken  fate. 

Ueli.  Let  Heaven  with  thunder  to  the  centre 
strike  me, 
If  to  arise  in  very  deed  from  death, 
And  to  revisit,  with  my  long-closed  eyes, 
This  living  light,  could  to  my  soul  or  sense 
AfSbrd  a  Uiought,  or  shew  a  glimpse  of  joy, 
In  least  proportion  to  the  vast  delight 
I  feel,  to  hear  of  Osmyn's  name ;  to  hear 
That  Osmyn  lives,  and  I  again  shall  see  him. 

Gar.   I  ve  heard,  with  admiration,  of  ; 
friendship. 

Per.  Yonder,  my  lord,  behold  the  noble  Moor. 

Hel.  Where?  Where? 

Gar.  I  saw  him  not,  nor  any  like  him 

Per,  I  saw  him  when  T  spoke,  thwarting  my  view, 
And  striding  with  distempered  haste ;  his  eyes 
Seemed  flame,  and  flashed  upon  me  with  a  glance ; 
Then  forward  shot  their  Ares  which  he  pursued. 
As  to  some  object  friglitful,  yet  not  feared. 

Gar.  Let's  haste  to  follow  him,  and  know  the 
cause. 

Hel.  -My  lord,  let  me  intreat  you  to  forbear : 
Leave  me  alone,  to  find  and  cure  the  cause. 
I  know  his  melancholy,  and  such  starts 
Are  usual  to  his  temper.    It  might  raise  hint 
To  act  some  violence  upon  himself. 
So  to  be  caught  in  an  unguarded  hour. 
And  when  his  soul  gives  all  her  passion  way, 
Secure  and  loose  in  friendly  solitude. 
I  know  his  noble  heart  would  burst  with  shame, 
To  be  surprised  by  strangers  in  its  frailty. 

Gar.  Go,  generous  Heli,  and  relieve  your  friend. 
Far  be  it  from  me  officiously  to  pry 
Or  press  upon  the  privacies  of  others. 

[Exit  Heli. 
Perez,  the  king  expects,  from  our  return, 
To  have  his  jealousy  confirmed,  or  cleared, 
Of  that  appearing  love  which  2ara  bears 
To  Osmyn ;  hut  some  other  opportunity 
Must  make  tlmt  plain. 

Per.  To  me  'twas  long  since  plain, 
And  every  look  from  him  and  her  confirms  it 

Gar.  If  so,  unhappinebS  attends  their  love, 
And  I  could  pity  them.    I  hear  stmie  coming. 
The  friends,  perhaps,  are  met ;  let  us  avoid  them. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  ALMrRiA  and  Leonora. 

Aim.  It  was  a  fancied  noise,  for  all  is  hushed. 
Leon.  It  bore  the  accent  of  a  human  voice. 
Aim.  It  was  thy  fear,  or  else  some  transient 
wind 


Whistling  through  hollows  of  this  vaulted  aisle. 
We'll  listen 

Leon.  Hark ! 

Aim.  No,  all  is  hushed,  and  still  asdeatb--'tift 
dreadful ! 
How  reverend  is  the  fece  of  this  tall  pile, 
Whose  ancient  pillars  rear  their  roarole  heads, 
To  bear  aloft  its  arched  and  ponderous  roof, 
By  its  pwn  weight  made  stednst  and  immoreabl^ 
Looking  tranquillity.    It  strikes  an  awe 
And  terror  on  my  aching  sight;  the  tombs 
And  monumental  caves  of  death  look  cold, 
And  shoot  a  chillness  to  my  trembling  heart 
Give  me  thy  hand,  and  let  me  hear  thy  voice; 
Nay,  quickly  speak  to  me,  and  let  roe  near 
Thy  voice — my  own  afirighta  me  with  its  edboes. 

Leon.  Let  us  return ;  the  horror  of  this  place, 
And  silence,  will  encrease  your  melancholy. 

Aim.  It  may  my  fears,  but  cannot  add  to  that 
No,  I  will  on ;  shew  me  Anselmo's  tomb^ 
Lead  me  o'er  bones  and  skulls,  and  mooldcriog 

earth. 
Of  human  bodies ;  for  I'll  mix  with  diem. 
Or  wind  me  in  the  shroud  of  some  pale  corpse, 
Yet  green  in  earth,  rather  than  be  ttie  bride 
Of  Garcia's  more  detested  bed  :  that  thought 
Exerts  my  spirita,  and  my  present  fears 
Are  lost  m  dread  of  greater  ill.    TTien  shew  me^ 
Lead  me,  for  I  am  bolder  grown  :  lead  nie 
Where  I  may  kneel,  and  pay  my  vows  aguo. 
To  him,  to  Ileaven,  and  my  Alphonso's  soul. 

Leon.  I  go;  but  Heaven  can  tell  with  what  re- 
gret [Exeunt. 

Enter  Heli. 

Heli  I  wander  through  this  maie  of  mooQ- 
mcnts, 
Yet  cannot  find  him — Hark !  sure  'tis  the  voice 
Of  one  complaining — ^There  it  eounda ! — ^I'Jl  fol* 
low  It  [Exit, 

I SCEN  E  II. — Openings  discorers  a  place  ofTanhs : 
one  Monument, fronting  the  raev,  greater  <*«« 
the  rest. 

Enter  Almeria  and  Leonora. 

Lean.  Behold  the  sacred  vault,  within  whose 
womb 
The  poor  remains  of  good  Aaselmo  rest. 
Yet  fresh  and  unconsnmed  by  time  or  worms. 
What  do  I  sec  ?  Oh,  Heaven!  either  my  eyes 
Are  false,  or  still  the  marble  door  reroaiins 
Unclosed ;  the  iron  gates,  that  lead  to  death 
Bencqth,  are  stilt  wi()e  stretched  upon  their  \\\v^% 
And  staring  on  us  with  unfolded  leaves  ! 

Alfn.  Sure  'tis  tlie  friendly  yawn  of  death  fot 
nie; 
And  tliat  dumb  mouth,  significrant  in  show, 
Invites  me  to  tlie  bed,  where  I  alone 
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Shall  reit;  shews  me  the  grave,  where  natnrey 


And  ioof  oppresed  wkh  woes  and  bending  cares, 
Maf  hj  the  burthen  down,  and  nnk  in  slumbers 
Of  peace  eternal.    Death,  grim  death,  will  fold 
Me  in  his  leaden  arms,  and  press  me  dose 
To  his  cold  cfaiyey  breast :  My  father,  then. 
Will  cease  his  tyranny ;  and  Uarda,  too, 
Will  fly  my  pale  deformity  with  loathing. 
My  soul,  enlaiged  from  its  Tile  bonds,  will  mount. 
And  range  the  starry  orbs,  and  milky  wa;|r8, 
Of  that  refulgent  world,  where  I  shall  swun 
b  liquid  licb^  and  float,  on  seas  of  bliss. 
To  my  Alpnonso's  souL    Oh,  joy  too  great ! 
Oh,  ecstacy  of  thought !  Help  me,  Anselmo ; 
Help  me,  Alnhonso ;  take  me,  reach  thy  hand ; 
To  thee,  to  ttiee  I  call;  to  thee,  Alphonso : 
Oh,  Alphonso! 

OsMTK  ascending  from  the  tomb. 

Om,  Who  calls  that  wretched  thing  that  was 
Alphonso? 

Aim.  Angels,  and  all  the  host  of  hetCren,  sup- 
port me! 

OoL  Whence  is  that  voice,  whose  shrillness, 
from  the  grave. 
And  growing  to  ras  father's  shroud,  roots  up 
Alphonso? 

Aim.  Mercy  !  Providence !  Oh,  speak. 
Speak  to  it  quickly,  quickly ;  speak  to  me; 
CSomfort  me,  help  me,  hold  me,  hide  me,  liide  me, 
Leonora,  in  thy  bosom,  from  the  light. 
And  from  my  eyes ! 

Oiai.  Anuoement  and  illusion  ! 
Rivet  and  nail  me  where  I  stand,  ye  powers, 
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That^  motionless,  1  may  be  stilF  deceived. 
Let  me  not  stir,  nor  brcatlie,  lest  I  dissolve 
That  tender,  lovely  form  of  painted  air. 
So  Eke  Almeria.    lia !  it  sinks,  it  falls ; 
ni  catch  it  ere  it  goes,  and  grasp  her  shade  ! 
nris  life  I  'tis  warm  !  'tis  she,  'tis  she  herself! 
Nor  dead,  nor  shade,  but  breathing  and  alive ! 
It  is  Almeria,  it  is  my  wife  I 

Enter  Ii£{.r. 

Lmn.  Alas !  she  stirs  not  yet,  nor  lifb  her  eyes; 
He,  too,  is  fainting — p-Help  me,  help  me,  stran- 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  and  lend  thy  hand  to  raise 
These  bodies. 

EeL  Ha !  'tis  he  !  and  with— Almeria  ! 
Oh,  miracle  of  happiness  I  Oh,  joy 
Unhoped  for !  Does  Ahneria  live  ? 

Om,  Where  is  she  ? 
Let  me  behold,  and  touch  her,  and  be  sure 
Tis^;  shew  me  her  face,  and  let  me  feel 
Her  lips  with  mine — ^Tis  she,  I  am  not  deceived ; 
1  ta^  her  breath,  I  warm  her  and  am  warm- 
ed. 
I^»k  up,  Ahneria,  bless  me  with  thy  eyes ; 
look  on  thy  love,  thy  lover,  and  thy  husband. 


Abn.  I  have  sworn  TU  not  wed  Grarcia :  why 
do  ye  folroe  me  ? 
Is  this  a  father  ? 
.    Omi.  Look  on  thy  Alphonso. 
Thy  father  is  not  here,  my  love,  nor  Garcia : 
Nor  am  I  what  I  seem,  but  thy  Alphonso. 
Wilt  thou  not  know  me  ?  Hast  thou  then  forgot 

me? 
Hast  thou  thy  eyes,  yet  canst  not  see  Alphonso  ? 
Am  I  so  alterei^  or  art  thou  so  changed. 
That,  seeing  my  disguise,  thou  seest  not  me? 

Aim.  It  is,  it  is  Alphonso !  'tis  his  face, 
His  voice — ^I  know  him  now,  I  know  him  all« 
Oh,  take  me  to  thy  arms,  and  bear  me  hence^ 
Hack  to  the  bottom  of  the  boundless  deep. 
To  seas  beneath,  where  thou  so  long  hast  dwelt 
Oh,  how  hast  thou  returned?  How  hast  thou 

charmed 
The  wildness  of  the  waves  and  rocks  to  this ; 
That,  thus  relenting,  thev  have  given  thee  back 
To  earth,  to  light  and  Hie,  to  love  and  me  ? 

Ofm.  Oh,  I'll  not  ask,  nor  answer,  how  or  why 
We  both  have  badcward  trod  the  paths- of  fate. 
To  meet  again  in  life ;  to  know  I  nave  thee, 
Is  knowing  more  than  any  circumstance, 
Or  means,  by  which  I  have  thee 
To  fold  thee  thus,  to  press  thy  balm^f  lipi^ 
And  gaze  upon  thy  ej«s,  is  so  much  joy, 
I  have  not  leisure  to  reflect,  or  know, 
Or  trifle  time  in  thinking. 

Aim.  Stay  a  while- 
Let  me  look  on  thee  yet  a  little  more. 

Osm.  What  wouldst  thou  ?  thou  dost  put  me 
from  thee. 

Aim.  Yes. 

Oim.  And  why?  What  dost  thou  mean ?  Why 
dost  thou  gaze  so  ? 

Aim.  I  know  not;   'tis  to  see  thy  face,  I 
tiiink-^ 
It  is  too  much !  too  much  to  bear  and  live ! 
To  see  thee  thus  again  is  such  profusion 
Of  joy,  of  bliss — 1  cannot  bear---I  must 
Be  mad — I  cannot  be  transported  thus. 

Osm.  Thou  excellence,  thou  joy,  thou  heaven 
of  love  \ 

Aim.   Where  hast  thou  be^n?  and  how  art 
thou  alive  ? 
How  is  all  this  ?  All-powerful  Heaven,  what  are 

we? 
Oh,  my  strained  heart — let  me  again  behold  thee, 
For  I  weep  to  see  thee — Art  thou  not  paler  ? 
Much,  much ;  how  thou  alt  changed  I 

Osm.  Not  in  my  love. 

Aim.  No,  no !  thy  griefs,  I  know,  have  done  this 
to  thee. 
Thou  hast  wept  much,  Alphonso ;  and,  I  fear. 
Too  much,  too  tenderly,  lamented  me. 

Osm.  Wrong  not  my  love,  to  say  too  tenderly^ 
No  more,  my  life ;  tatik  not  of  tears  or  grief; 
Affliction  is  no  more,  now  thou  art  found. 
Why  dost  thou  weep,  and  hold  thee  from  my 
arms, 
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My  arms  which  ache  to  hold  thee  fast,  and  grow 
To  thee  with  twining  ?  Come,  come  to  my  heart ! 

Aim,  I  will,  for  I  should  never  look  enough. 
They  would  have  married  me;  but  I  had  sworn 
To  Heaven  and   thee,  and  sooner  would  have 
died 

Oim.  Perfection  of  all  faithfulness  and  love  ! 

Aim.  Indeed  I  would — Nay,  I  would  tell  thee 
all. 
If  I  could  speak;    how  I  ha%'e  mourned  and 

prayed : 
For  I  have  prayed  to  thee,  as  to  a  saint ; 
And  thou  hast  heard  my  prayer ;   for  thou  art 

come 
To  my  distress,  to  my  despair,  which  Heaven 
Could  only,  by  restoring  thee,  have  cured. 

Osm,  Grant  me  but  life,  good  Heaven,  but 
length  of  days, 
To  pay  some  part,  some  little  of  this  debt, 
This  countless  sum  of  tenderness  and  love, 
For  which  I  stand  engaged  to  this  all-excellence : 
Then  bear  me  in  a  whirlwind  to  my  fate. 
Snatch  me  from  life,  and  cut  me  sliort  unwarned  : 
Then,  then,  'twill  be  enough — I  shall  be  old, 
I  shall  have  passed  all  aeras  then 
Of  yet  unmeasured  time ;  when  I  have  made 
This  exquisite,  this  most  amazing  goodness, 
Some  recompence  of  love  and  matchless  truth. 

Aim.  Tis  more  than  recompence  to  sec  tliy  face : 
If  heaven  is  greater  joy,  it  iS  no  happiness, 
For  'tis  not  to  be  borne — ^\Vhat  shall  I  say  ? 
I  have  a  thousand  things  to  know  and  ask. 
And  speak — ^That  thou  art  here  beyond  all  hope. 
All  thought ;  that  all  at  once  thou  art  before  me, 
And  with  such  suddenness  hast  hit  my  sights 
Is  such  surprise,  such  mystery,  such  extasy, 
It  hurries  all  my  soul,  and  stuns  my  sense. 
Sure  from  thy  father's  tomb  thou  didst  arise? 

Osm.  I  did ;  and  thou,  my  love,  didst  call  me ; 

tllOtt. 

Aim.  True ;  but  how  cam'st  tliou  there  ?  Wert 
tliou  alone  ? 

0$m.  I  was,  and  lying  on  my  father's  lead, 
When  broken  echoes  of  a  distant  voice 
Disturbed  the  sacred  silence  of  the  vault, 
In  munnurs  round  my  head.    I  rose  and  lis- 
tened. 
And  thought  I  heard  thy  spirit  call  Alphonso ; 
I  thought  I  saw  thee  too ;  but.  Oh,  I  thought  not 
That  I  indeed  should  be  so  blest  to  see  thee 

Aim.  But  still,  how  cam'st  thou  thitlier  ?  How 
thus  ? — Ha ! 
What  is  he,  who,  like  thyself,  is  started  here 
Ere  seen? 

Oftm.  Where  ?  Ha !  Wh4t  do  I  see,  Antonio ! 
I  am  fortunate  ind€cd~*my  fnend,  too,  safe ! 

HelL  Most  happily,  in  finding  you  thus  blessed. 

Aim.  More  miracles !  Antonio  escaped  ! 

Orm.  And  twice  escaped ;  both  from  the  rage 
of  seas 
And  war :  for  in  the  fight  I  saw  him  fall. 

Heli,  But  fell  unhurt,  a  prisoner  as  yourself; 


And  as  yourself  made  free ;  hither  I  oune, 
Impatiently  to  seek  you,  where  I  knew 
Your  grief  would  lead  you  to  lament  Anselmo. 
Omi.  There  are  no  wonders;  or  else  nil  is 

wonder. 
HelL  I  saw  you  on  tlie  ground,  and  raised  yoa 
up,  • 

When  witli  astonishment  I  saw  Alroeria. 
Osm.  I  saw  her  too^  and  therefore  saw  not 

thee. 
Aim.  Nor  I ;  nor  could  I,  for  my  ejres  were 

yours. 
Osm.  What  means  the  bounty  of  alI-gradott« 
Heaven, 
Tliat  persevering  still,  witli  open  hand, 
It  scatters  good,  as  in  a  waste  of  mercy ! 
Where  will  this  end  ?  But  Heaven  is  in&iite 
In  all,  and  can  continue  to  bestow, 
When  scanty  number  shall  be  spent  in  telling. 
Leon.    Or  I  am  deceived,   or  I  beheld  the 
glimpse 
Of  two  in  shinin(^  liabits  cross  the  aisle; 
Who  by  their  pointing,  seem  to  mark  tliis  place. 
Aim.  Sure  I  liave  dreamt,  if  we  must  |jart  m> 

soon. 
Osm.  I  wisli  at  least  our  parting  were  a  dream, 
Or  1KC  could  sleep  'till  we  at^in  were  met. 
HcU.  Zara  and  Selim,  sir,  I  saw  and  know 
them : 
You  must  be  quick,  for  love  will  lend  her  nings. 
Aim.  What  love  ?  Who  is  she  ?  Why  arc  yoo 

alarmed  ? 
Osm.  She*s  the  reverse  of  tliee ;  she's  my  un- 
happiness. 
Harbour  no  thoueht  that  may  disturb  thy  peace; 
But  gently  take  thyself  away,  lest  she 
Should  come,  and  see  the  straining  of  my  eyes 
To  follow  thee. 

Retire,  my  love,  I'll  think  Iiow  we  may  meet 
To  part  no  more ;  my  friend  will  tell  thee  all; 
How  I  escaped,  how  I  am  here,  and  thus ; 
How  I  am  not  called  Alphonso  now,  but  Osmjo ; 
And  he  Heli.    All,  all  he  will  unfold. 
Ere  next  we  meet — r- 
Alm.  Sure  we  shall  meet  agaii>- 


Osm.  We  shall ;  we  part  not  but  to  meet  agaiO' 
Gladness  and  warmth  of  ever-kindling  lo%e 
Dwell  with  thee,  and  revive  thy  heart  in  absence 

[Kreunt  Aim,  Leon,  and  Btli- 
Yet  I  behold  her — ^et — and  now  no  more. 
Turn  your  lights  inward,  eyes,   and  view  my 

tlioughts. 
So  shall  you  stiU  behold  her — 'twill  not  be. 
Oh,  impotence  of  sight !  Mechanic  sense! 
Which  to  exterior  objects  ow'st  thv  (aciilty* 
Not  seeing  of  election,  but  necessity. 
Thus  do  our  eyes,  as  do  all  common  mirrors^ 
Successively  reflect  succeeding  images  : 
Not  what  they  would,  but  must ;  a  star,  or  toad; 
Just  as  the  hand  of  chance  administers. 
Not  M>  the  mind,  whose  undetermined  view 
Resolves,  and  to  the  present  adds  the  pa»t ; 
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Essajing  faitber  to  futunty ; 

But  that  in  vain.    I  have  Almcria  here 

At  ooce,  as  I  before  have  seen  her  often 

Eater  Zara  and  Selim. 

Zara.  See  where  he  stands,  folded  and  fixed  to 
earth, 
SdfiPning  in  thought,  a  statue  among  statues. 
Whj,  cruel  Osmyn,  dost  thou  fly  mc  tiius  ? 
Is  it  well  doue?  is  this  then  the  return 
For  fame,  for  honour,  and  for  empire  lost  ? 
But  what  is  loss  of  honour,  fame,  and  empire  P 
Is  this  the  recompence  reserved  for  love  ? 
Whjr  dost  thou  leave  my  eyes,  and  fly  my  anns, 
To  ind  this  place  of  horror  and  obscurity  ? 
Am  I  more  loathsome  to  thee  than  the  grave, 
That  thou  dost  seek  to  shield  thee  there,  and  shun 
Mj  love?  But  to  the  grave  FU  follow  thee — 
Ue  looks  not,  minds  not,  hears  not!  barbarous  man ! 
Am  I  neglected  thus?  Am  I  despised  ! 
Not  heard !  Ungrateful  Osymn ! 
(hm.  Ha,  *tis  2^ra  ! 

Zara,  Yes,  trutor;  Zara,  lost,  abandoned  Zara, 
Is  a  regardless  suppliant  now,  to  Osmyn. 
The  slave,  the  wretch  that  she  redeemed  from 

death. 
Disdains  to  listen  now,  or  look  on  Zara. 
Oan,  Far  be  the  guilt  of  such  reproaches  from 
me; 
Lost  in  myself,  and  blinded  by  my  thoughts, 
I  saw  you  not  tiU  now. 

Zara.  Now  then  you  see  me — 
Bat  with  such  dumb  and  thankless  eyes  you  look, 
Better  1  was  unseen,  than  seen  thus  coldly. 
Osfli.  What  would  you   from  a  wretch  who 
came  to  mourn, 
And  only  for  his  sorrows  chose  this  solitude  ? 
LDok  round ;  joy  is  not  here,  nor  chearfulness. 
You  have  pursued  misfortune  to  its  dwelling, 
Yet  look  for  gaiety  and  gladness  there. 
Zara.  Inhuman !  Why,  why  dost  thou  rack  me 
tfaos? 
And,  with  perverseness,  from  the  purpose  an- 
swer? 
What  is  it  to  me,  this  house  of  misery  ? 
What  joy  do  I  require  ?  if  thou  dost  mourn, 
I  come  to  mourn  with  thee,  to  share  thy  griefs, 
And  give  thee,  for  them,  in  exchange,  my  love. 
Osm.  Oh,  that's  the  greatest  grief— I  am  so 
poor, 
I  have  not  wherewithal  to  give  again. 
Zara.  Thou  hast  a  heart,  though  it  is  a  savage 
one — 
Give  it  me  as  it  is  ;*  I  ask  no  more 
For  all  IVe  done,  and  all  I  have  endured : 
For  saving  thee,  when  I  beheld  thee  first. 
Driven  by  the  tide  upon  rav  country's  coast, 
rale  and  expiring,  drenched  in  briny  waves, 
Tbou  and  thy  friend,  'till  my  compassion  found 

thee; 
Compassion !  scarce  will  it  own  that  name,  so  (soon, 
So  quickly,  was  it  love ;  for  thou  wert  godlike 


Even  then.    Kneeling  on  earth,!  loosed  my  hair. 
And  with  it  dried  thy  watery  cheeks,  then  chafed 
Thy  temples,  till  reviving  blood  arose. 
And,  like  the  morn,  vermilioned  o'er  thy  face. 
Oh,  heaven  !  how  did  my  heart  rejoice  and  ache, 
When  I  beheld  the  day-break  of  thy  eye«, 
And  felt  the  balm  of  t(iy  respiring  lips  i 

Osm,  Oh,  call  not  to  my  mind  what  you  have 
done ; 
It  sets  a  debt  of  that  account  before  me. 
Which   slicws  me  poor  and  bankrupt  even  in 
hopes. 

Zara.  The  faithful  Selim,  and  my  women,  know 
The  danger  which  I  tempted  to  conceal  you. 
You  know  how  I  abused  the  credulous  king ; 
What  arts  I  used  to  make  you  pass  on  him, 
When  he  received  you  as  the  prince  of  Fez ; 
And,  as  my  kinsman,  honoured  and  advanced  you. 
Oh  !  why  do  I  relate  what  I  have  done? 
What  did  I  not  ?  Was  it  not  for  you  this  war 
Commenced  ?   Not  knowing  who  you  were,  nor 

why 
You  hated  Manuel,  I  urged  my  husband 
To  this  invasion ;  where  he  late  was  lost. 
Where  all  is  lost,  and  I  am  made  a  slave. 
Look  on  me  now,  from  empire  fallen  to  slavery; 
Think  on  my  suflferings  first,  then  look  on  me ; 
Think  on  the  cause  of  all,  then  view  thyself: 
Reflect  on  Osmyn,  and  then  look  on  Zara, 
The  fallen,  the  lost,  and  now  the  captive  Zara, 
And  now  abandoned-i Say,  what  tlien  is  Os- 
myn? 

Osm.  A  fatal  wretcli — A  huge,  stupendous  ruii^ 
That  tumbling  on  its  prop,  crushed  all  beneath. 
And  bore  contiguous  palaces  to  earth. 

Zara.  Yet  thus,  thus  fallen,  levelled  with  the 
vilest, 
If  I  have  gained  thy  love,  !tis  glorious  ruin ; 
Ruin !  'tis  still  to  reign,  and  to  be  more 
A  queen ;  for  what  are  riches,  empire,  power, 
But  larger  means  to  gratify  the  will  ? 
The  steps  on  which  we  tread,  to  rise  and  reach 
Our  wish ;  and  that  obtained,  down  with  the  scaf- 
folding 
Of  sceptres,  crowns,  and  tlirones ;  they've  served 

their  end. 
And  are,  like  lumber^  to  be  left  and  scorned. 

Osm.  Why  was  I  made  the  instrument,  to  throw 
In  bonds  the  frame  of  this  exalted  mind  ? 

Zara,  We  may  be  free ;  the  conqueror  is  mine; 
In  chains  unseen  I  hold  him  by  the  heart, 
And  can  unwind  or  strain  him  as  I  please. 
Give  me  thy  love,  I'll  give  tliee  Uberty. 

Osm.  lu  vain  you  oflfer,  and  in  vain  require. 
What  neither  can  bestow.    Set  free  yourself. 
And  leaVe  a  slave  the  wretch  that  would  be  so. 

Zara.  Thou  canst  not  mean  so  poorly  as  thott 
talkest. 

Osm.  Alas !  You  know  me  not. 

Zara.  Not  who  thou  art : 
But  what  this  last  ingratitude  declares. 
Tills  grov  el  ii  ng  baseness — Thou  sayest  tsutp  I  kaovr 
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Th^  not;  for  iMt  thon  art  yet  wanta  a  mme; 

Bdt  aomttChiag  ao  onworthy  aad  ao  vile. 

That  to  have  loved  thee  makes  me  yet  more  lost 

Than  all  the  malice  of  my  other  fate. 

Traitor,  monster,  cold,  and  perfidious  skive ! 

A  slave  not  damg  to  he  free ;  nor  dares 

To  love  above  him ;  for  'tis  dangerous. 

^Th  that,  I  know ;  for  thou  dost  look^  with  eyes 

Sparkling  desire,  and  trembling  to  possess. 

I  Know  my  ehanos  have  reached  thy  very  soul. 

And  tfarilfed  thee  through  with  darted  fires ;  but 

thou 
Dost  fear  so  much,  thou  darest  not  wish.    The 

king! 
There,  there's  the  dreadful  sound !  the  kmgfs  thy 
rival ! 

8eL  Madam,  the  kin^  is  here,  and  enterinff  now. 

Zwv.  As  I  could  wish ;  by  Heaven  I'll  be  re- 
venged. 

Enter  the  Kino,  Perez,  and  Attendants, 

King.  Why  does  the  fairest  of  her  kind  with- 
draw 
Her  shining  from  the  day,  to  gild  this  scene 
Of  death  and  night  ?  Ha !  what  disorder's  this  ? 
Somewhat  I  hewd  of  king  and  rival  mentioned. 
What^s  he  that  dares  be  rival  to  the  king, 
Or  lift  his  eyes  to  like  where  I  adore  ? 

Zara,  There,  he,  your  prisoner,  and  that  was 

my  slave. 
King,  How?  better  than  my  hopes?  Does 
3ie  accuse  him  ?  ^ Aside. 

Zara,  Am  I  become  so  low  by  my  captivity, 
And  do  your  aims  so  lessen  what  they  conquer,    | 


That  Zara  must  be  made  die  sport  of  ilafes? 
And  shall  the  wretch,  whom  yester  son  beheld 
Waiting  my  nod,  the  creature  of  roy  power, 
Presume  to-day  to  plead  audacious  luve, 
And  build  hdA  hofies  on  my  dejected  &te? 

King,  Better  for  him  to  tempt  the  nge  of 
Heaven, 
And  wrench  the  bolt  red-hissing  from  the  hand 
Of  him  that  thunders,  than  but  to  think  that  is- 

solence. 
Tis  daring  for  a  god.    Hence  to  the  wheel 
With  that  Ixion,  who  aspires  to  hold 
Divinity  embraced;. to  whips  and  prisons 
Drag  him  with  speed,  and  rid  me  of  bis  lace. 

[Guardi  tdxe  Otmyn^  and  exeunt. 

Zara.  Compassion  led  me  to  bemoan  his  sute^ 
Whose  former  faith  had  merited  much  more : 
And,  through  my  hones  in  yon,  I  undertook 
He  should  be  set  at  nu^e !  thence  sprang  b&s  in* 

science. 
And  what  was  chari^,  he  construed  love. 

King.  Enough ;  his  punishment  be  what  pu 
please. 
But  let  roe  lead  you  from  this  place  of  sorrow, 
To  one  where  young  delights  attend,  and  joys, 
Yet  new,  unborn,  and  blooming  in  the  bud, 
Which  wait  to  be  full-blown  at  your  approach, 
And  spread,  like  roses  to  the  morning  sun : 
Where  every  hour  shall  roll  in  circlii^  joys, 
And  love  sraiU  wing  the  ledioaa  wasting  day. 
Life,  without  love,  is  load ;  and  tkne  stmids  still : 
What  we  refuse  to  him,  to  death  we  give ; 
And  then,  then  only,  when  we  kuve,  we  Kve. 

[Ertunt. 


ACT    HI. 


SCENE  L—A  Priion. 


OsMYN  with  a  Paper. 

Otm.  Bnt  now,  and  I  was  closed  within  the 

tomb^ 
That  holds  my  father's'  ashes ;  and  but  now, 
Where  he  was  prisoner,  I  too  am  imprisoned. 
Sure  'tis  the  hand  of  Heaven  that  leads  mc  thus, 
And  for  some  purpose  points  out  these  rcinem- 

brances. 
In  a  dark  comer  of  my  cell  I  found 
This  paper ;  what  it  is  this  light  will  sliew  : 

*  If  my  Alplwnso' Ha !  [Reading. 

*  If  my  Alphonso  live,  restore  him,  Heaven ; 

'  Give  me  more  weight,  crush  my  declining  years 
'  With  bolts,  with  chains,  imprisonment,  and 

want; 
'  But  bless  my  son,  visit  not  him  for  me.' 
It  is  his  hand ;  this  was  his  praver ^yct  more : 

*  Let  every  hair,  which  sorrow  by  the  roots 

[Reading. 

*  Tears  from  my  hoary  and  devoted  Itead, 
'  Be  doubled  in  thy  mercies  to  my  son : 

*  Not  for  myself,  but  him,  hear  me,  all-gracious' —  i 

2  ' 


Tis  wanting  what  should  follow— Heaven  ahodif 

follow, 
But  'tis  torn  ofF— Why  should  that  word  alone 
Be  torn  from  this  petition  ?  Twas  to  Heaven, 
But  Heaven  was  oeaf.  Heaven  hewtl  him  not; 

but  thus, 
Thus  as  the  name  of  Heaven  from  this  is  ton, 
So  did  it  toar  the  ears  of  mercy  from 
His  voice,  shutting  the  gates  of  prayer  against 

him. 
If  piety  be  thus  debarred  access 
On  liigh,  and  of  good  men  the  very  best 
Is  singled  out  to  bleed,  and  bear  the  scom^, 
What  is  reward?  Or  what  is  punishment? 
But  who  shall  dare  to  tax  eternal  justice ! 

Yet  I  may  think 1  may,  [must;  for  thon^t 

Precedes  the  will  to  think,  and  error  lives 
Kre  reason  can  be  bom.    lleaaon,  the  power 
To  guess  at  right  and  wrong,  the  twinkbng  lamp 
Of  wandering  life,  that  winka   and  wakes  by 

toms, 
Fooling  the  follower,  bctv^-ixt  shade  and  shimn<;. 
What  noise!   Who's  there?  Mj  friend?   How 

earnest  thou  hither  ? 
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Enter  Heli. 

SeH  The  time's  too  precious  to  be  spent  in 
telling 
The  opfain,  influenoed  by  Almeria's  power, 
Gave  order  to  the  guards  for  my  admittance* 

OtM.  How  does  Almeria  P  But  I  know  she  is 
As  I  am.    Tell  me,  may  I  hope  to  see  her  f 

**  "  You  may.    Anon,  at  midnight,  when  the 


Is  gone  to  rest,  and  Garcia  is  retired, 
Who  takes  the  privilege  to  visit  late, 
Presomine  on  a  bridegroom's  right,  shell  oome. 
Otm.  Snell  oome ;  'tis  what  I  wish,  yet  what 
I  fear. 
Shell  come;  but  whither,  and  to  whom?  Oh, 

Heaven ! 
To  a  vile  prison,  and  a  Ci4>tived  wretch ; 
To  one,  wnom,  had  she  never  known,  she  had 
Been  happy.    Why,  why  was  that  heavenly  crea- 
ture 
Abandoned  o'er  to  love  what  Heaven  forsakes  ? 
Why  does  she  follow,  with  unwearied  steps, 
One^  who  has  tired  misfortune  with  pursuing  ? 
One  driven  about  the  world,  like  blasted  leaves 
And  chafl^  the  sport  of  adverse  winds ;  'till  late, 
At  length  imprisoned  in  some  cleft  of  ruck. 
On  eanb  it  rests,  and  rots  to  silent  dust  ? 

MelL  Have  hopes,  and  hear  the  voice  of  better 
fate. 
I  have  leanied  there  are  disorders  ripe  for  mutiny 

^^"•^J^^^V^  "»>•  *«»"8»'t  to  share  the 
plunder. 

Which  Manuel  to  bis  own  use  and  avarice 

Converts.     Thb  news  has  reached  Valentia's 

frontiers. 
Where  many  of  your  subjects^  lonj;  oppressed 
With  tyranny,  and  grievous  impositions. 
Are  risen  in  arm%  and  call  for  chiefs  to  head 
And  lead  them,  to  regain  their  rights  and  liberty. 
Osar.  By  Heaven  thou  hast  roused  me  from 

my  lethargy ! 
The  spirit  which  was  deaf  to  my  own  wrongs, 
And  toe  loud  cries  of  my  dead  father's  blood. 
Deaf  to  revenue— nay,  which  refused  to  hear 
Tlie  pierdng  sighs  and  murmurs  of  my  love 
Yet  nneojoyed ;  what  not  Almeria  could 
Revive  or  raise,  my  people's  voice  has  wakened. 
Heii.  Our  posture  of  affiuri,  and  scanty  time, 
My  lord,  require  you  should  compose  yourself. 

Otm,  Oh,  my  Antonio  *  I  am  all  on  fire; 
My  soul  is  up  m  arms,  ready  to  charge 
And  bear  amidst  the  foe  with  conquering  troops. 
I  hear  diem  caD  to  lead  them  on  to  liberty, 
To  victory ;  their  shouts  and  damours  rend 
My  cars,  and  reach  the  heavens.    Where  is  the 

lang? 
Where  is  Alphonso  ?  Ha !  where  ?  where  indeed  ? 
Oh,  I  oookl  tear  and  burst  the  strings  of  life, 
To  break  these  duons.    OS,  oS,  ye  stains  of  roy- 

al^; 
OC^  slavery.    Ob^  curse!  that  I  alone 
Voul. 


Can  beat  and  flutter  in  my  cage,  when  I 
Would  soar  and  stoop  at  victory  beneath. 

Heli.  Abate  this  ardour,  sir,  or  we  are  lost; 
And  think  on  what  we  may  reduce  to  practice. 
Zara,  the  cause  of  your  restraint,  may  be 
The  means  of  liberty  restored.    That  gained. 
Occasion  will  not  fail  to  point  out  ways 
For  your  escape*     Mean  time,  I  have  thought 

already 
With  speed  and  safety  to  convey  myself. 
Where,  not  far  oS,  some  malcontents  hold  coun- 
cil 
Nightly,  who  hate  this  tyrant;  some,  who  love 
Anselmo's  memory,  and  will,  for  certain. 
When  th^  shall  know  you  live,  assist  your  cause. 
Oitn,  My  friend  and  coun8ellor,as  thou  think'st 
fit,* 
80  do.    I  will,  with  patience,  wait  mv  fortune. 
Heli,  When  Zara  comes,  Abate  of  your  aver- 
sion. 
Otm,  I  hate  her  not,  nor  can  dissemble  love : 
But  as  I  may  I'll  do.    I  iiave  a  paper 
Which  I  would  shew  thee,  friend,  but  that  the 

sight 
Would  hold  thee  here,  and  clog  thy  expedition. 
Within  I  found  it,  by  my  father's  Imnd ' 
'Twas  writ ;  a  prayer  for  me,  wherein  appears 
Pateraal  love,  prevailing  o'er  his  sorrows; 
Such  sanctity,  such  tenderness,  so  mixed 
With  grief,  as  would  draw  tears  from   inhu- 
manity. 
Heli»  The  care  of  Providence  sure  left  it  there. 
To  arm  your  mind  witli  hope.    Such  piety 
Was  never  heard  in  vain.    Heaven  has  in  store 
For  you  those  blessings  it  withheld  from  him. 
In  that  assurance  live ;  which  time,  I  hope, 
'  And  our  next  meeting,  will  confirm. 

Otm.  Farewell, 
My  friend;  the  good  thou  dost  deserve,  attend 
thee.  [Exit  Heli. 

I  have  been  to  blame^  and  questioned,  with  im- 
piety. 
The  care  of  Heaven.    Not  so  my  father  bore 
More  anxious  grief.    This  should  have  betteir 

taught  me ; 
This  lesson,  in  some  hour  of  inspiration 
By  him  set  down,  when  his  pure  thoughts  were 

borne, 
like  fumes  of  sacred  incense,  o'er  the  clouds, 
And  wafked  thence,  on  angels'  wings,  through 

ways 
Of  light,  to  the  bright  source  of  all.    For  there 
He  in  the  book  of  prescience  saw  this  day ; 
And,  waking  to  the  world  and  mortal  sense, 
Left  this  example  of  his  re^gnation. 
This  his  last  legacy  to  me :  which,  here, 
III  treasure  as  more  worth  than  diadems, 
Or  all  extended  rule  of  regal  power. 

Enter  Zara,  veiUd. 

Otnu  What  brightness  breaks  upon  me  thus , 
through  shiules^ 

Gg 
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And  promues  a  day  to  this  dark  dwelling? 
Is  it  ray  love  ? 

Zara.  Oh.  that  thy  heart  had  taught 

•'  "^  [Lifting  her  veil. 

Thy  tongue  that  saying ! 

Otm,  Zara !  I  am  betrayed 
By  my  surprise. 

Zara.  What !  does  my  face  displease  thee  ? 
That,  having  seen  it,  thou  dost  turn  thy  eyes 
Away,  as  from  deformity  and  horror  ? 
If  so,  this  sable  curtain  shall  again 
Be  drawn,  and  I  will  stand  before  thee^  seeing, 
And  unseen.     *  Is  it  my  love  ?*  Aik  again 
That  question ;  speak  again  in  that  soft  voice ; 
And  look  again  with  wishes  in  thy  eyes. 
Oh,  no !  tliou  canst  not,  for  thou  seest  me  now. 
As  she,  whose  savage  breast  hath  been  the  cause 
Of  these  thy  wrongs ;  as  she,  whose  barbarous 

Has  loaded  thee  with  chains  and  galling  irons. 
Well  dost  thou  scorn  me,  and  upbraid  my  false- 


ness; 


Could  one  who  loved,  thus  torture  whom  she 

loved  ? 
No,  no,  it  must  be  hatred,  dire  revenge* 
And  detestation,  tlmt  could  use  thee  thus. 
So  dost  thou  t!tiiik ;  then  do  but  tell  me  so ; 
Tell  me,  and  thou  shalt  see  how  111  revenge 
Thee  on  this  false  one,  how  I'll  stab  and  tear 
Tliis  heart  of  flint,  'till  it  shall  bleed ;  and  thou 
Shall  weep  for  mine,  foi^etting  thy  own  miseries. 

Osm.  You  wrong  me,  beauteous  Zara,  to  be- 
lieve 
I  bear  my  fortunes  with  so  low  a  mind, 
As  still  to  meditate  revenge  on  all. 
Whom  chance,  or  fate,  working  by  secret  causes, 
Has  made,  per-force,  subservient  to  that  end 
The  heavenly  powers  allot  me ;  no,  not  you. 
But  destiny,  and  inauspicious  stars, 
Have  cast  me  down  to  this  low  being.    Or, 
Granting  you  had,  from  you  I  have  deserved  it 

Zara.  Canst  thou  forgive  me,  then  ?  wilt  thou 
believe 
So  kindly  of  my  fault,  to  call  it  madness  ? 
Oh,  give  that  madness  yet  a  milder  name, 
And  call  it  passion  !  then,  be  still  more  kldd^ 
And  call  that  passion  love. 

Osm.  Give  it  a  name. 
Or  being,  as  you  please,  such  I  will  think  it. 

Zara.  Oh,  thou  dost  wound  me  more  with  this 
thy  goodness. 
Than  e*er  tliou  couldstwith  bitterest  reprooches; 
lliy  anger  could  not  pierce  thus  to  my  heart. 

Osm»  Yet  I  could  wish 

Zara.  Haste  me  to  know  it ;  what  ? 

Otm.  That  at  this  time  I  had  not  been  this 
thing. 

Zara.  What  thing? 

Osm.  This  slave. 

Zara.  Oh,  Heaven !  my  fears  interpret 
This  thy  alence ;  somewhat  of  hi^  concern. 
Long  fashioning  within  thy  labouring  mind. 
And  now  just  ripe  for  hirtby  my  rage  has  ruined. 


Have  I  done  this  ?  Tell  me,  am  I  so  cursed? 

Osm.  Time  may  have  still  one  fated  boor  to 
come, 
Which,  winged  with  liberty,  might  overtake 
Occasion  pest. 

Zara.  Swift  as  occa»on,  I 
Myself  will  fly;  and  earlier  than  the  mom, 
Wake  thee  to  freedomi    Now  'tis  late;  sad 

yet 
Some  news   few  minutes  past  arrived,  which 

seemed 
To  shake  the  temper  of  the  kin^— Who  knows 
What  racking  cares  disease  a  monardi*s  bed? 
Or  love,  that  late  at  night  still  hghts  his  lamp, 
And  strikes  his  rays  through  dusk  and  folded  lids. 
Forbidding  rest,  may  stretch  his  e^es  awake. 
And  force  their  balls  abroad  at  dus  dead  hour. 
rU  try. 

Osm.  I  have  not  merited  this  grace ; 
Nor,  should  my  secret  purpose  mc  effect, 
Can  I  repay,  as  you  require,  such  benefits. 

Zara.  Thou  canst  not  owe  me  more,  nor  have 
I  more 
To  give,  than  I  have  already  lost    But  now, 
So  does  the  form  of  our  engagements  test, 
Thou  hast  the  wrong  till  I  redeem  thee  hcore; 
That  done,  I  leave  thy  justice  to  return 
My  love.    Adieu.  [£r»^ 

Osm.  This  woman  has  a  soul. 
Of  godlike  mould,  intrepid  and  commanding 
And  challenges,  in  spite  of  me,  my  best 
Esteem ;  to  this,  she  s  fair,  few  more  can  boast 
Of  personal  charms,  or  with  less  vanity' 
Might  hope  to  captivate  the  hearts  of  kinp; 
But  she  has  passions  which  outstrip  the  wind, 
And  tear  her  virtues  up,  as  tempests  root 
llie  sea«    I  fear,  when  she  shall  know  the  truth, 
Some  swift  and  dire  event  of  her  blind  rage 
Will  make  ail  fatal.    But,  behold^  she  comes 
For  whom  I  fear,  to  shield  me  from  my  fean» 
The  cause  and  comfort  of  my  boding  heart. 

Enter  AhuzJiiA. 

My  life,  my  health,  my  liberty,  my  all ! 

How  shall  I  welcome  thee  to  this  sad  place  ? 

How  speak  to  thee  the  words  of  joy  and  trans- 
port? 

How  run  into  thy  arms,  withheld  by  fetters? 

Or  take  thee  into  mine,  while  I  am  thus  mana- 
cled. 

And  pinioned,  like  a  thief  or  murderer? 

Shall  I  not  hurt  and  bruise  thy  tender  body, 

And  stain  thy  bosom  with  the  rust  of  tlie^ 

Rude  irons?  Must  I  meet  thee  thus,  Almeria? 
Aim,  Thus,  thus;  we  parted,  thus  to  meet  a- 
gain. 

Thou  toldst  me  thou  wouldst  think  how  we  migbt 
meet. 

To  part  no  more — Now,  we  will  part  no  more ; 

For  these  thy  chains,  or  death,  shall  join  us  e^er. 
Osm,  Hard  means  to  ratify  that  word !   Ok 
crueltv ! 

That  ever  I  should  diiuk  beholding  th€« 
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A  toitore  f  Yet  sach  is  the  bleeding  anguish 
Of  mj  bart,  to  we  thy  fafering»— Oh,  Heaven ! 
That  I  ooold  almost  tiirn  my  eyes  away, 
Or  wnh  thee  from  my  sighL 

Jkk  Oh,  say  not  so ! 
Though  'ds  beause  thou  lovest  me.    Do  not  say, 
Od  inj  tenns,  that  thoo  dost  ivish  me  from  thee. 
Kof  DOf  'tis  better  thus,  that  we  together 
Feed  on  each  other's  heart,  devour  our  woes 
Widi  matoal  appetite ;  and,  mingling  in 
Ooe  CQ|>  the  common  stream  of  botli  our  eyes, 
Diink  &tter  draoghts,  with  never-slaking  thirst; 
Tbos  better,  than  for  any  cause  to  part 
Whst  dost  thou  think  ?  Look  not  so  tenderly 
£poo  me— speak,  and  take  me  in  thy  arms — 
TlioucBostnot;  thy  poor  arms  are*  bound,  and 

strive. 
In  nin,  with  the  remorseless  chains,  which  gnaw 
And  est  into  thy  flesh,  festering  thy  limbs 
Widi  rankling  rust. 

OBi,.Oh!  O 

Aim,  Give  me  that  sgh. 
Wbr  dost  thou  heave,  and  stifle  in  thy  griefs  ? 
Thj  heart  will  burst,  thy  eves  look  red,  and  start; 
Give  thy  soul  way,  tuid  tell  me  thy  dark  thought. 
0ml  For  this  world's  mle,  I  would  not  wound 
tbv  breast 
Widi  sQcii  a  dagser  as  then  stnck  my  heart. 
AttL  Why?  why  f  To  know  it,  cannot  wound 
me  more 
Una  knowing  thou  hast  felt  it    Tell  it  me, 
TboQ  givest  me  pain  with  too  much  tenderness. 

Om.  And  thy  excessive  love  distracts  my  sense. 
Oh,  w^noklst  thou  be  less  killing,  soft,  or  kind, 
Crief  could  not  double  thus  his  darts  iigainst  me. 
Aim.  Thon  dost  we  wrong,  and  grief;  too,  robs 
my  heart. 
If  diere  he  shoot  not  every  other  shaft; 
Tkj  second  self  should  feel  each  other  wound, 
Aoid  woe  should  be  in  equal  portions  dealt 

luD  thy  wile 

Om.'  Oh,  them  hast  searched  too  deep : 
Vten,  there  I  Meed ;  there  pull  the  cruel  cords, 
Thnt  strain  my  cracking  nerves;   engines  and 

wheels, 
Vmt  piece-meal  grind,  arc  beds  of  down  and 

hafan 
Todttt  sou)-f«cking  ^MHight 

Aim.  TYien  I  am  cursed 
Indeed,  if  that  be  to !  if  I  am  thy  torment. 
Kill  me,  then,  kill  me,  dash  me  with  tliy  chains, 
Tfv»d  on  me  :  What,  am  I  the  bosom-snake 
Tlat  siidLs  thy  warm  life-blood,  and  gnaws  thy 

heart? 
(^  that  thy  words  had  force  to  break  those 

bonds, 
As  they  have  strength  to  tear  this  heart  in  fo»- 

der; 
^dkoakfat  thon  be  at  large  from  all  oppression. 
Am  I,  am  I  of  a]  1  thy  woes  the  worst  ? 

Om.  My  all  of  bbss,  my  everlasting  life, 
^^  of  mi7  sooly  and  end  of  all  my  wishes, 


Why  dost  thon  thus  unman  me  with  thy  words, 
Ana  melt  me  down  to  mingle  with  thy  weepings  ? 
Why  dost  thou  ask  ?   Why  dost  thou  t^lk  thus 

piercingly? 
Thy  sorrows  have  disturbed  thy  peace  of  mind. 
And  thou  dost  speak  of  miseries  impossible. 
Aim,  Didst  not  thou  say,  that  racks  and  wheels 
were  balm. 
And  beds  of  ease,  to  thinking  me  thy  wife  ? 
Osm,  No,  no;   nor  should  the  subtlest  pains 
that  hell, 
Or  hell*bom  malice,  can  invent,  extort 
A  wish,  or  thought,  from  me  to  have  thee  other. 
But  thou  wilt  know  what  harrows  up  my  heart : 
Thou  art  my  wife — nay,  thou  art  yet  my  bridi>^ 
The  sacred  union  of  connubial  love 
Yet  unaccomplished :  his  mysterious  rites 
Delayed ;  nor  has  our  Hymeneal  torch 
Yet  lighted  up  his  last  most  grateful  sacrifice ; 
But  dashed  with  rain  from  eyes,  and  swailed  with 

fflghs, 
Bums  dim,  and  glimmers  with  expiring  light 
Is  this  dark  cell  a  temple  for  that  god  r 
Or  this  vile  earth  an  aitar  for  such  offerings  ? 
This  den  for  slaves,  this  dungeon  damped  with 

woes ; 
Is  this  our  marriage-bed  ?  are  these  our  joys  ? 
Is  this  to  call  tliec  mine  ?  Oh,  hold,  mv  heart  I 
To  call  thee  mine  I  Yes ;  thus,  even  thu^  to  call 
Thee  mine,  were  comfort,  joy,  extremestextasy. 
But,  Oh,  thou  art  not  mine,  nOt  even  in  misery; 
And  'tis  denied  to  me  to  be  so  blessed, 
As  to  be  wretched  with  thee. 

Aim,  No;  not  that 
Tlie  extremest  malice  of  our  fate  can  hinder : 
I1mt  still  is  left  us,  ^d  on  that  we'll  feed, 
As  on  the  leavings  of  calamity. 
There  we  will  feast  and  smile  on  past  distress, 
And  hug,  in  scorn  of  it,  our  mutual  ruin. 

Osm.  Oh,  thou  dost  talk,  my  love,  as  one  re- 
solved. 
Because  not  knowing  danger.    But  look  forward ; 
Think  of  to-morrow,  when  thou  shalt  be  torn 
From  these  weak,  struggling,  unextended  arms? 
Hunk  how  my  heart  will  heave,  and  eyes  will 

strain. 
To  grasp  and  reach  what  is  denied  my  hands : 
Think  how  tlie  blood  will  start,  and  tears  will 

gush. 
To  follow  thee,  my  separating  soul. 
Think  how  I  am,  when  thou  shalt  v;ed  with 

Garcia ! 
Then  will  I  smear  these  walb  witli  blood,  disfi- 
gure 
And  dash  my  face,  and  rive  my  clotted  hair. 
Break  on  the  flinty  floor  my  throbbing  breast 
And  grovel,  with  gashed  hands,  to  scratch  a  grave, 
Stripping  my  nails  to  tear  tliis  pavement  up, 
Ana  Donr  me  alive. 
Aim,  Heart-breaking  horror! 
Om.  Then  Garcia  shall  lie  panting  on  thy  bo- 
som. 
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Luxurious,  revelling  amidst  thy  churms ; 

And  thou,  per>foroey  must  yield,  and  aid  his  tnms- 

port. 
Hell !  iieii !  have  I  not  cause  to  nige  and  rare  ? 
What  are  all  racks,  and  wheels,  and  whips,  lo  thb? 
Are  they  not  soothing  sofbness,  sinking  me. 
And  watting  air,  to  this  ?  Ob,  my  Almeria ! 
What  do  the  damned  endure,  Vut  to  despair, 
But  knowing  heaven,  to  know  it  lost  for  ever  ? 
Aim,  Oh,  I  am  struck ;  thy  words  aie  bolts  of 

ice, 
Which,  shot  into  my  breast^  now  melt  and  dull 

me. 
I  chatter,  shake,  and  fiunt,  with  thrilling  fears. 
No,  hold  me  not !  Oh,  let  us  not  support, 
But  sink  each  other,  deeper  yet,  down,  down. 
Where,  levelled  low,  no  more  we'll  lift  our  eyes, 
But  prone,  and  dumb,  rot  the  firm  fisce  of  eartli 
With  rivers  of  incessant  scalding  rain. 

Enter  Zara,  Perez,  and  Selim. 

2ara.  Somewhat  of  weight  to  me  requires  his 
freedom. 
Dare  you  dispute  the  king's  command  ?  Behold 
The  royal  siguet. 

Per,  I  obey ;  yet  beg 
Your  majesty  one  moment  to  defef 
Your  entering,  till  the  princess  is  returned 
From  visiting  the  noble  prisoner. 

Zara,  Hal 
What  sayest  thou? 

Osm,  We  are  lost !  undone !  discovered  ! 
Retire,  my  life,  with  speed — Alas !  we*  are  seeo : 
Speak  of  compassion,  let  her  hear  you  speak 
Of  interceding  for  me  with  the  king ; 
Say  somewhat  quickly  to  conceal  our  loves^ 
If  possible-^— 

Aim.  I  cannot  speak. 

Oifft,  Let  me 
Conduct  you  forth,  as  not  perceiving  her. 
But  till  she's  gone ;  then  bless  me  thus  again. 

Zara,  Trembling  and  weeping  as  he  louls  her 
forth ! 
Confusion  in  his  face,  and  grief  in  hers ! 
Tis  plain  I  have  been  abused^De^  and  de- 
struction ! 
How  shall  I  search  into  this  mystery? 
The  bluest  blast  of  pestilential  air 
Strike,  damp,  deaden  her  charms,  and  kill  his 

eyes ; 
Perdition  catch  them  both,  and  ruin  part  them. 

Osm,  This  charity  to  one  unknown,  and  thus 
[Aiaud  to  Akmeria  a$  ihe  goes  out. 
Distressed,  Heaven  will  repay;   all  thanks  are 
poor.  [Exit  Almeria, 

Zara.  Damned,  damned  dissembler!  Yet  I 
will  be  calm^ 


Choak  in  my  rage,.aad  know  the  utmost  depdi 
Of  this  deceiver— You  seem  mudi  sorpriaeo. 

Ofm.  At  your  return  so  soon,  and  uneipected! 

Zara.  And  so  jnwisbed,  unwanted  too^  it  seeos. 
Confuson !  Yet  I  will  contain  mvself. 
You  are  grown  a  &vourite  since  last  we  psited; 
Perhaps  I  am  saucy  and  intruding 

Oim.  Madam! 

Zara.  I  did  not  know  the  prinoeair  favoarite. 
Your  pardon,  sir — mistake  me  not ;  you  tfaiiik 
I  am  angry ;  you  are  deceived.    I  came  to  Mt 
You  free ;  but  shall  return  much  better  plessed, 
To  find  you  have  an  interest  superior. 

Ofm.  You  do  not  come  to  mock  my  miseries? 

Zara.  I  do. 

Osm.  I  could  at  this  time  spare  your  mirth. 

Zara.  I  know  thou  oouldst ;  but  I  am  not  often 
pleased. 
And  will  indulge  it  now.    What  miseries? 
Who  would  not  be  thus  happily  confined^ 
To  be  the  care  of  weeping  miyesty ; 
To  have  contending  queens,  at  dead  of  night, 
Forsake  their  down,  to  wake  with  watery  eyes, 
And  watch,  like  tapers,  o'er  your  hours  of  rest! 
Oh,  curse !  I  cannot  hold 

Osm.  Come,  it  is  too  much. 

Zara.  Villain  f 

Osm.  How,  madam ! 

Zara,  Thou  shalt  di^ 

Offfi.  I  thank  you. 

Zara,  Thou  liest,  for  now  I  know  for  whom 
thou  wouldstlive. 

Osm.  Then  you  may  know  for  whom  I  would 
die^ 

Zara.  HeU  !  hell ! 
Yet  I  will  be  ^sdm — ^Dark   and  unknown  be- 
trayer! 
But  now  the  dawn  begins,  and  tlie  slow  hand 
Of  fate  is  stretched  to  draw  the  veil,  and  leave 
Thee  bare,  the  naked  mark  of  public  view. 

Osm.  You  may  ' •^"  -* — --"^    '•^*  *' 


be  still  deceived,  'as  m  07 


powei 


Zara,  Ha !  sayest  thou — ^but  I  will  prevent  it^ 
Who  waits  there  ?  As  you  will  answer  it,  look 
this  slave  [To  the  gusrl 

Attempt  no  means  to  make  himself  away. 
I  have  been  deceived.    The  public  safety  now 
Requires  he  should  be  nMwe  ooafioed,  and  ood^ 
No,  not  the  princess,  suffered  or  to  see 
Or  speak  with  him.    I  will  quit  ycm  to  the  king. 
Vile  and  ingrate !  too  late  thou  shalt  repent 
The  base  injustice  thou  hast  done  my  love : 
Yes,  thou  shalt  know,  spite  of  thr  past  distre«» 
And  all  those  ills  which  thou  so  long  bast  moora* 

fed; 
Heaven  has  no  rage  Uke  love  to  hatred  tnmed, 
Nor  hell  a  fury  like  a  woman  aoomed   [£f<«at 
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SCENE  L-^A  Room  of  State. 

Zara  and  Selim. 

Ztru.  Trov  hast  already  racked  me  with  thy 
stay; 
tlerefore  reqoire  me  not  to  aak  thee  twioe: 
itcjplf  at  oace  to  alL    MHiat  is  concluded  ? 

Set  Yoar  accusation  highly  has  incensed 
Tlie  kin^  and  were  alone  enough  to  urge 
The  fite  of  Oanyn ;  but,  to  that,  fresh  news 
Is  sinoe  arrived,  of  more  revolted  troops. 
Tb  oertun  Heli,  too,  is  fled,  and  with  him 
(Which  breeds  amazement  and  distraction)  some 
Who  boce  high  offices  of  weight  and  trust. 
Both  in  the  state  and  army.    This  confirms 
Ihe  kio^  in  full  belief  of  all  you  told  him 
Conoenuog  Osmyn,  and  his  correspondence 
With  them  who  first  be^m  the  mutiny. 
Wherefore  a  warrant  for  his  death  is  signed; 
And  Older  given  for  public  execution. 

Zara.  Ha!  haste  thee!  fly,  prevent  his  fate 
and  mine; 
Fiod  oat  the  kinfi^  tell  him  I  have  of  weight, 
Uore  than  his  crowii,  to  impart  ere  Osmyn  die. 
Set  It  needs  not,  for  the  king  will  straight  be 

And,  as  to  your  revenge,  not  his  own  interest, 
ftetend  to  sacrifice  tt^  life  of  Osmyn. 

What  shall  I  say,  invent,  contrive,  ad- 
vise? 
.,  to  blind  the  king,  and  save  his  life, 
lo  arhom  I  hve.    Spite  of  my  rage  and  pride, 
I  am  a  woroan,  and  a  lover  still. 
Oh !  'tis  more  grief  but  to  suppose  his  death, 
Thso  sdU  to  meet  the  rigour  of  hu  scorn. 
From  mj  despair  my  anger  had  its  source; 
Wlica  be  is  dead  I  must  despair  for  ever. 

For  ever  I  that^s  demir it  was  distrust 

Before ;  distrust  will  ever  be  in  love. 
And  aoKer  in  distrust ;  both  short-lived  pains. 
But  ia  despair,  and  ever-during  death. 
No  tenn,  no  boaod,  but  infinite  of  woe. 
0^  tonncot,  bat  to  think !  what  then  to  bear  ? 
Not  to  be  borne — Devise  the  means  to  shun  it, 
Qttick;  or,  by  Ueaven,  this  dagger  drinks  thy 
Mood. 

SeL  My  life  is  joursi  nor  wish  I  to  preserve  it, 
Bot  to  serve  you.     I  have  already  thought 

Zaru,  Forgpve  my  rage ;  I  know  thy  love  and 
tnith. 
Bit  say,  wfaa^a  to  be  done,  or  when,  or  how, 
Sball  rnrevent  or  stop  the  approadung  danger? 

SeL  You  must  still  seem  more  resolute,  and 


Oq  OmyD^s  desth ;  too  juick  a  change  of  mercy 
M'dit  breed  toapicion  ot  the  cause.    Advise 
That  execntioo  amy  be  done  in  private. 

Zsra.  Od  what  pretence  ? 

•V/,  Yoar  <*wn  request  is  enooght 


However,  for  a  colour,  tell  him,  you 
Have  cause  to  fear  his  guards  may  be  corruptedi 
And  some  of  them  bou^t  off  to  Osmyn's  interest. 
Who,  at  the  place  of  execution,  will 
Attempt  to  force  his  way  for  an  escape ; 
The  state  of  things  will  countenance  all  suspicions. 
Then  offer  to  the  kin^  to  have  him  strangled 
In  secret,  by  your  mutes;  and  get  an  order, 
That  none  but  mutes  may  have  admittance  to 

him. 
I  can  no  more,  the  king  is  here.    Obtain 
This  grant,  and  Til  acquaint  you  with  the  rest 

Enter  itiNO,  Goksalez,  and  Perez. 

King,  Bear  to  the  dungeon  those  rebellious 
slaves. 
The  ignoble  curs  that  yelp  to  fill  the  cry, 
And  spend  their  mouths  m  barking  tyranny. 
But  for  tlieir  leaders,  Sancho  and  Ramireas, 
Let  them  be  led  away  to  present  death. 
Perez,  see  it  performed. 

Gons,  Mi^ht  I  presume. 
Their  execution  better  were  deferred. 
Till  Osmyn  die.    Mean  time  we  may  leam  more 
Of  this  conspiracy. 

King.  Then  be  it  so. 
Stay,  soldier ;  they  shall  suffer  with  the  Moor. 
Are  none  of  those  returned  who  followed  Heli?  . 

GoHs,  None,  air.     Some  pi^^ers  have  been 
since  discovered 
In  Roderigo's  house,  who  fled.vrith  him, 
Which  seemed  to  intimate,  as  if  Alphonso 
Were  still  alive,  and  arming  in  Valentia : 
Which  wears,  indeed,  this  colour  of  a  truth, 
They  who  are  fled  have  that  way  bent  their 

course. 
Of  the  same  nature  divers  notes  have  been 
Dispersed,  to  arouse  the  people ;  whereupon 
Some,  ready  of  belief,  have  raised  this  rumour : 
That,  being  saved  upon  the  coast  of  Afric, 
He  there  disclosed  himself  to  Albuccacim, 
And,  bv  a  secret  compact  made  with  him. 
Opened  and  urged  the  way  to  this  invasion ; 
While  he  himself,  returning  to  Valentia, 
In  private,  undertook  to  raise  this  tumult 

Zara.  Ha !  hearest  thou  that  ?  Is  Osmyn  then 
Alphonso  ? 
Oh,  Heaven !  a  thousand  things  occur  at  once 
To  my  remembrance  now,  that  make  it  phiin. 
Oh,  certain  death  for  him,  as  sure  despair 

For  me,  if  it  be  known If  not,  what  hope 

Have  I  ?  Yet  'twere  the  lowest  baseness  now. 
To  yield  him  up— No,  I  will  conceal  him. 
And  tiy  the  force  of  yet  more  obii^pitions. 

Gont,  Tis  not  impossible.    Yet  it  may  be, 
That  some  impostor  has  usurped  his  name. 
Your  beauteous  captive  Zara  can  iofomi, 
If  such  a  one,  so  escaping,  was  received* 
At  any  time,  in  Albuccacun's  court 
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King*  Pardon,  fair  excellence,  this  long  ne- 
glect : 
An  unforeseen,  unwelcome  hour  of  business, 
Has  thrust  between  us  and  our  while  of  love ; 
But  wearing,  now,  apace  with  ebbing  sand. 
Will  quickly  waste  and  give  again  the  day, 

Zara.  You*re  too  secure :  the  danger  is  more 
imminent 
Than  your  high  courage  suffers  you  to  see ; 
While  Osm^  lives,  you  are  not  safe. 

King,  His  doom 
Is  passed ;  if  you  revoke  it  not,  he  dies. 

Zara.  HTis  well.    By  what  I  heard  upon  your 
entrance, 
I  find  I  can  unfold  what  yet  concerns 
You  more.    One,  who  did  call  himself  Alphonso, 
Was  cast  upon  my  coast,  as  'ds  reported. 
And  oft  harl  private  conference  with  the  king; 
To  what  effect  I  knew  not  then :  but  he, 
Alphonso,  secretly  departed,  iust 
About  the  time  our  arras  embarked  for  Spain. 
What  I  know  more  is,  that  a  triple  league, 
Of  strictest  friendship,  was  professed  between 
Alphonso,  Heli,  and  the  traitor  Osmyn. 

JCing.  Public  report  is  ratified  in  this. 

Zara,  And  O^iyn's  death  required,  of  strong 
necessity. 

King,  Give  order  strait,  that  all  the  prisoners 
die. 

Zara.  Forbear  a  moment,  somewhat  more  I 
have, 
Worthy  your  private  ear,  and  this  your  mini- 
ster. 

King,  Let  all,  except  Gonsalez,  leave  the  room. 

[Exeunt  Perez,  ^c. 

Zarfi,  I  am  your  captive,  and  youVe  used  me 
nobly ; 
And,  in  return  of  that,  though  otherwise 
Your  enemy,  I  have  discovered  Osmyn, 
His  private  practice,  and  conspiracy, 
Agamst  your  state :  and,  fully  to  discharge 
Myself  of  what  IVe  undertaken,  now 
I  think  it  fit  to  tell  you,  that  your  guards 
Are  tainted ;  some  among  them  have  resolved 
To  rescue  0>smyn  at  the  place  of  death. 

King,  Is  treason,  then,  so  near  us  as  our  guards? 

Zara,  Most  certain ;  though  my  knowledge  is 
not  yet 
So  ripe,  to  point  at  the  particular  men. 

King.  W  hat  is  to  be  done  ? 

Zara,  That,  too,  I  will  advise. 
I  have,  remaining  in  my  train,  some  mutes, 
A  present  once  from  the  sultana  queen. 
In  the  grand  signior's  court    These,  from  their 

infancy, 
Are  practised  in  the  trade  of  death ;  and  shall 
(As  tnere  the  custom  is)  in  private  strangle 
Osmyn. 

Gtmi.  My  lord,  the  queen  advises  well. 

King.  Wnat  offering  or  what  recompence  re- 
mains 
In  me,  that  can  be  worthy  so  great  services  } 


To  cast  beneath  your  feet  the  crown  joo  hare 

saved. 
Though  on  the  head  that  wears  it,  were  too  little. 

Zara.  Of  that]hereafter :  but,  mean  dme,  Us  fit 
You  give  strict  charge  that  none  may  be  admitted 
To  see  the  prisoner,  but  such  mutes  as  I 
Shall  send. 

liCiii^.  Who  wajts  there  ?  * 

Enter  Peeei. 

On  your  life,  take  heed 

That  only  Zara's  mutes,  or  such  who  bring 

Her  warrant,  have  admittance  to  the  Moor. 

Zara,  They,  and  no  other,  not  the  princesa^  self. 

Per,  Your  Majesty  shall  be  obeyed. 

King.  Retire.  [Exit  Verti, 

Gons.  That  interdiction,  so  particular, 
Pronounced  with  vehemence,  against  the  princess 
Should  have  more  meaning  thim  appears  Darefac* 

ed. 
This  king  is  blinded  by  his  lore,  and  heeds 
It  not  [iindf .] — ^Your  majesty,  sure,  might  have 

spared 
The  last  restraint :  vou  hardly  can  suspect 
The  princess  is  confederate  with  the  Moor. 

Zara.  Fve  heard  her  charity  did  once  extend 
So  far,  to  visit  hino^  at  his  request. 

Gons,  Ha! 

King.  How !  She  visit  Osmyn !   Whit,  mj 
daughter? 

SeL  Ma&m,  take  heed;  or  you  hsve  ruined  all. 

Zara,  And  after  did  solicit  you,  on  Ids 
Behalf. 

Xtfi^.  Never.    You  have  been  misinformed. 

Zara.  Indeed !  Then  *twas  a  wlmper,  spread  \j 
som^ 
Who  wished  it  so;  a  common  art  in  oomrts, 
I  will  retire,  and  instantly  prepare 
Instruction  for  my  ministers  of  death. 

[Exeunt  Zara  and  Selist. 

Gon$.  There's  somewhat  yet  of  mysteiy  ifl' 
this; 
Her  words  and  actions  are  obscure  and  dooUe, 
Sometimes  concur,  and  sometimes  disagree : 
I  like  it  not.  [Audi. 

King.  What  dost  thou  think,  Gonsalezr 
Are  we  not  much  indebted  to  this  fair  one  ? 

Gons.  I  am  a  little  slow  of  credit,  sir, 
In  the  sincerity  of  women's  actions. 
Methinks  this  lady^  hatred  to  the  Moor 
Disquiets  her  too  much ;  which  makes  it  seem 
As  if  she\i  rather  that  she  did  not  hate  him. 
I  wish  her  mutes  are  meant  to  be  employed 
As  she  pretends — I  doubt  it  novr — Your  guards 
Corrupted !  How  ?  By  whom  ?  Who  told  her  so? 
In  the  evening  Osmyn  was  to  die ;  at  nudDi^ 
She  begged  the  royal  signet,  to  release  him ; 
In  the  morning  he  must  die  again  ;  ere  noon 
Her  mutes  alone  must  strangle  him,  or  lie^\ 
Escape.   This,  put  together,  suits  not  well. 

King.  Yet  that  there's  truth  in  what  sbQ  has 
discovered 
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Is  iDioifes^  fnmi  every  circumstanoe. 

This  tamaJt,  and  the  lords  who  fled  with  Heli, 

ArecofuEmiation; that  Alphonso  livesy 

Agrees  expressly  too,  with  her  report 
(Tons.  I gnuit it,  Br;  and  douot  not,   but  in 
nge 
Of  jealousy,  she  has  discovered  what 
She  mm  repents.    It  may  be  Vm  deceived. 
Alt  w bv  that  needless  caution  of  the  princess  ? 
What  it  the  bad  leen  Osmyn?  Though  it  were 

strai^e; 
Bttt  if  she  had,  what  was't  to  her,  unless 
3he  feared  her  itronger  diarms  might  cause  the 

Moor's 
AflmioD  to  revolt  ? 

Kiag,  I  thank  thee,  friend. 
There's  reason  in  thjr  doubt,  and  I  am  warned. — 
But  think'st  thou  that   my  daughter  saw  this 
Moor? 
Goat.  If  Oonyn  be,  as  Zara  has  related, 
Alphooso's  friend,  'tis  not  impossible 
Bat  she  might  wish,  on  hb  account,  to  see  him. 
King.  Sa/st  thou?   By  Heaven,  thou  hast 
rOQsed  a  thought, 
l«^  Hke  a  sodden  earthquake,  shakes  my  frame. 
Coofoson !  then  my  daughter's  an  accomplice. 
And  plots  in  private  with  this  hellish  Moor. 
G<mt,  That  were  too  hard  a  thought— ^but 
see,  she  comes — 
Trcre  not  amiss  to  question  her  a  little, 
And  try.  howe'er,  if  IVc  divined  aright* 
It  *  hat  I  fear  be  true,  she'll  be  concerned 
For  Osmyn's  deash,  as  he's  Alphonso's  friend : 
I  rse  that,  to  try  if  she^ll  soliat  for  him. 

Enter  Almeria  and  Leonora. 

^Mf .  Your  coming  has  prevented   me^  Al- 
meria; 
I  had  determined  to  have  sent  for  vou. 
Ut  )oar  attendant  be  dismissed ;  (  have 

[Leonora  retires 
To  talk  with  you.    Come  near ;  why  dost  thou 

shake.' 
''hat  mean  those  swollen  and  red-flecked  eyes, 

that  look 
As  their  had  wept  in  blood,  and  worn  the  night 
In  ^2ling  anguish  ?  Why  this  on  the  day 
^hicfa  was  designed  to  celebrate  thy  nuptials; 
Buf  that  the  beams  of  light  are  to  oe  stained 
^  |th  reeking  gore,  from  traitors  on  the  rack  ? 
^yftexeforc  I  have  deferred  the  marriage-ntes; 
•Vor  shaf/  the  guilty  horrors  of  the  day 
I'l^'phane  that  jubilee. 
J/m.  All  days  to  me 
'^aoeforth  are  eaual :  tfais^  the  day  of  death, 
^'-nKMTow,  and  tJie  ne&t,  and  each  that  follows, 
"  ^  undisth^ished  roll,  and  but  prolong 
On:  bated  line  of  more  extended  woe. 
^«g.  whence  ia  thy  grief?  Give  me  to  know 
f he  cause; 
Aed  took  thou  answer  me  with  truth ;  for  know 
I  am  not  unaoqaainted  with  thy  falahood. 


Why  art  thou  mute  ?  Base  and  degenerate  maid ! 

Uons.  Dear  madam,  speak,  or  you'll  incense 
the  king. 

Abn.  What  is  it  to  speak  ?  Or  wherefore  should 
I  speak? 
What  mean  these  tears  but  grief  unutterable  ? 

King,  They  are  the  dumb  confessions  of  thy 
mind; 
They  mean  thy  guilt,  and  say  thou  wert  confede- 
rate 
With  damned  conspirators,  to  take  my  life. 
Oh,  impious  parricide  !  Now  canst  thou  speak  } 

Abn,  O  earth,  behold,  I  kneel  upon  thy  bosom| 
And  bend  my  flowing  eyes  to  stream  upon 
Thy  face,  imploring  uiee  that  thou  wilt  yield ; 
Open  thy  bowels  of  compassion,  take 
Into  the  womb  the  last  and  most  forlorn 
Of  all  thy  race*  Hear  me,  thou  conmion  parent 

^I  have  no  parent  else — ^be  thou  a  mother. 

And  step  between  me  and  the  curse  of  him. 
Who  was — who  was,  but  is  no  more,  a  father ; 
But  brands  my  innocence  with  horrid  crimes  ; 
And,  for  the  tender  names  of  child  and  daughter. 
Now  calls  me  murderer  and  parricide. 

King,  Rise,  I  command  thee,  rise — and  if  thou 
wouldst 
Acquit  thyself  of  these  detested  names, 
Swear  thou  hast  never  seen  that  foreign  dog, 
Now  doomed  to  die^  that  most  accursed  Osmyn. 

Ainu  Never,  but  as  with  innocence  I  might, 
And  free  of  all  bad  purposes.    So  Heaven^ 
My  witness. 

King,  Vile  eouivocating  wretch ! 
With  innocence!  Oh,  patience!  hear — she  oivns 

it ! 
Confesses  it !  By  heaven,  I'll  have  him  racked, 
Tom,  mangled,  flayed,  impaled — all  pains  and 

tortures 
That  wit  of  man,  or  dire  revenge,  can  think. 
Shall  he,  accumulated,  underbear. 

Aim.  Oh,  I  am  lost There  fate  begins  to 

wound. 

King,  Hear  me,  then;  if  thou  canst  reply; 
know,  traitress, 
I'm  not  to  learn  that  cursed  Alphonso  lives; 
Nor  am  I  ignorant  what  Osmyn  is 

Aim.  Then  all  is  ended,  and  we  both  must  die. 
Since  thou'rt  revealed,  alone  thou  shalt  not  die; 
And  yet  alone  would  I  have  died.  Heaven  knows. 
Repeated  deaths,  rather  than  have  revealed  thee. 
Yes,  all  my  father^s  wounding  wrath,  though  each 
Reproach  cuts  deeper  than  the  keenest  sword. 
And  cleaves  my  heart,  I  would  have  borne  it  all. 
Nay  all  the  pains  that  are  prepared  for  thee ; 
To  the  remorseless  rack  I  would  have  given 
This  weak  and  tender  flesh,  to  have  been  bruised 
And  torn,  rather  than  have  revealed  thy  bqng. 

King.  Hell,  hell !  Do  I  hear  this,  and  yet  en« 
dure! 
What!  darest  thou  to  my  face  avow  thy  guilt? 
Hence,  ere  I  curse — ^fly  my  just  rage  witli  speedy 
Lest  I  forget  us  both,  and  spurn  thee  from  me. 
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Abn.  And  yet  a  father!  Think.  I  am  your 
child! 
Turn  not  your  ejes  away — ^iook  on  me  kneeling; 
Now,  curse  me  if  you  can,  now  spurn  me  off. 
Did  ever  father  curse  his  kneeling  child  ? 
Never :  for  always  blessings  crown  that  posture. 
Nature  inclines,  and  half  way  meets  that  duty. 
Stooping  to  raise  from  earth  the  filial  reverence; 
For  bended  knees  returning  folding  arms, 
With  prayers,  and  blessings,  and  paternal  loVe. 
Oh,  hear  me,  then,  thus  crawling  on  the  earth^- 

King  Be  thou  advised,  and  let  me  go,  while  yet 
The  light  impression  thou  hast  made  remains. 

Aim.  No,  never  will  I  rise,  nor  lose  this  hold, 
Till  ^ou  are  moved,  and  grant  that  he  may  live. 

Ktng.  Ha !  Who  may  uve  ?  Take  heed !  No 
more  of  that; 
For,  on  my  soul,  he  dies,  though  thou  and  I, 
And  all,  snould  follow  to  partake  his  doom. 

Away,  o£^  let  me  go Call  her  attendants. 

[Leonora  and  women  return. 

Aim,  Drae  me ;  and  harrow  the  earth  with  my 
bare  bosom; 
I  will  not  go  'till  you  have  spared  my  husband  ! 

King.  Ha  !    What  sayest  thou  r    Husband ! 
Husband!  damnation! 
What  husband !  which  ?  Who  ? 

Aim.  He,  he  is  my  husband. 

King.  Poison  and  daggers!  Who? 

Aim.  Oh [Faintt. 

Gons,  Help !  support  her. 

Aim.  Let  me  go,  let  me  fall,  sink  deep— I  will 
dig, 
I  will  dig  a  grave,  and  tear  up  dea^ ;  I  will; 
I  will  scrape,  till  I  collect  his  rotten  bones, 
And  cloath  dieir  nakedness  with  mv  own  flesh ; 
Yes,  I  will  strip  off  life,  and  we  will  change : 
I  will  be  deatn !   then^  though  you  kill  my  hus- 
band. 
He  shall  be  mine  still,  and  for  ever  mine. 

King,  What  husband }  whom  dost  thou  mean  ? 

Gon$,  She  raves ! 

Aim,  Oh,  that  I  did.   Osmyn,  he  is  my  husband. 

King.  Osmyn ! 

Aim,  Not  Osmyn,  but  Alphonso,  is  my  dear 
And  wedded  husband — ^Heaven,  and  air,  and  seas, 
Ye  winds  and  waves,  I  call  ye  all  to  witness. 

King,  Wilder  than  winds  or  waves  thyself  dost 
rave. 
Should  I  hear  more,  I  too  should  catch  thy  mad- 
ness. 
Yet  somewhat  she  must  mean  of  dire  import, 
Which  I  will  not  hear,  till  I  am  more  at  peace. 
Watch  her  returning  sense,  and  bring  me  word ; 
And  look  that  she  attempt  not  on  her  life. 

[Exit  King, 

Ainu  Oh,  stay,  yet  stay;  hear  roe,  I  am  not 
mad. 
I  would  to  Heaven  I  were — He  is  gone. 

Gont.  Have  comfort 

Aim.  Cursed  be  that  tongue  that  bids  me  be  of 
comfort; 


Cursed  my  own  tongae,  that  could  not  move  his 

pity; 
Cursed  these  weak  handsy  that  could  not  hold 

him  here! 
For  he  is  gone,  to  doom  Alphonso's  death. 
Gont.  Your  too  excessive  grief  woiks  od  your 

fancy. 
And  deludes  your  sense.    Alphonso,  if  living, 
Is  far  from  hence,  beyond  your  father's  power. 

Aim,  Hence,  thou  detested>  illHimed  flatterer; 
Source  of  my  woes :  thou  and  thy  i;aoe  be  cursed; 
But  doubly  thou,  who  couldst  alone  have  policy 
And  frauQ  to  find  the  fatal  secret  out. 
And  know  that  Osmyn  was  Alphonso. 
Gons.  Ha! 
AUn.  Why  dost  thou  start  .^  What  dost  daou  see 

or  hear? 
Was  it  the  doleful  bell,  tolling  for  death? 
Or  dying  groans  from  my  Alphonso's  breast? 
See,  see,  look  yonder!  where  a  grizzled,  pale. 
And  ghastly  head  glares  by,  Sa  smeared  widi 

blood, 
Gasping  as  it  would  speak ;  and  after,  see, 
Behold,  a  damp^  dead  hand  has  dropped  a  dag- 
ger: 
I  will  catch  it— Hark !  a  voice  cries  murder !  ah ! 
My  father's  voice !  hollow  it  sounds,  and  calls 
Me  from  the  tomb— I  will  follow  it;  for  there 
I  shall  again  behold  my  dear  Alphonso. 

[Exeunt  Abneria  and  Leonora. 
Goitf.  She  is  greatly  grieved ;    nor  am  I  le&9 

surprized. 
Osmyn  Alphonso !  No;  she over^ratcs 
My  policy ;  I  never  suspected  it ; 
Nor  now  had  known  it,  but  from  her  mistake. 
Her  husband  too !  Ha !  where  is  Garcia  then? 
And  where  the  crown  that  should  descend  oa 

him, 
To  grace  the  line  of  my  posterity  ? 
Hold,  let  me  think — if  I  should  tell  the  king^ 
Things  come  to  this  extremity :  lus  daughter 
Wedded  already — what  if  he  should  yield  ? 
Knowing  no  remedy  for  what  is  past. 
And,  urged  by  nature  pleading  for  lus  diild. 
With  which  he  seems  to  be  already  shaken. 
And  though  I  know  he  hates,  beyood  the  grevf) 
Anselmo's  race ;  yet  if — that  If  concludes  mc. 
To  doubt,  when  I  may  be  assured,  is  fdUy. 
But  how  prevent  the  captive  queen,  who  meais 
To  set  him  free  ?  Ay,  now  'tis  plain.     O  well 
Invented*tale !  He  was  Alphonso's  friend. 
This  subtle  woman  will  amuse  the  long. 
If  I  delay — ^'twill  do — or  better  so. 
One  to  my  wish.    Alonzo  thou  art  weloome. 

Enter  Alonzo. 

Alon.  The  king  expects  your  iordaldp. 
Gont.  'Tb  no  matter. 
I  am  not  in  the  way  at  present,  good  Alomo. 
Abn.  If  it  please  your  lordships  I  iviU  return 
and  say 
I  have  not  seen  yon. 
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Gmml  Day  mf  beit  Alonao. 
Ycc  staj,  I  wooM — ^batgo;  anon  will 
Yet  I  aire  tbat  icmiires  thy  speedy  lielpi 
I  think  choQ  wouiast  not  atop  to  do  me  lerrioe. 

ittw.  I  iBi  joar  cretttnre* 

Goas,  Stf  mm  art  my  friend. 
I  hnt  fcoi  thy  wmjud  do  nobie  executioo. 

Man,  M  fbal  it  caOy  your  iordaUp  shail  com* 

6«UL  Thanks;  aitd  I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 
ThoQ  hast  seen. 
Amongst  the  followers  of  the  captive  <)i]een, 
Dsmb  nea,  who  make  their  meaning  known  by 


i^M.  I  hate,  my  lord. 

Goafc  Couldst  fbfin  procurey  with  speed 


And  priyacfft  the  wearing  garb  of  one 

Of  those,  tbough  purchu^  by  h^s  4eath,  I  wouI4 

give 
Thee  sach  reward,  as  sliould  exceed  tliy  wish. 
Akn,  Conclude  it  doi^.    Where  shall  I  wait 

your  lordsliip  ? 
GofM.  At  my  apartment    Use  t1^  utmost  di-r 

ligeace; 
And  say  I  have  not  been  seen — Haste,  good 

Alonzo.  [•^•'^'^  Aionzo, 

So,  tliis  calk  hardly  fail.    Alphonso  slain, 
The  greatest  obstacle  is  then  removed. 
Almeria  widowed,  yet  og^n  may  wed ; 
And  I  vet  fix  the  crovn  qn  Garcia's  head.   * 


ACT    V, 


SC£^^  I.— J  noom  of  State. 


Enter  King,  Pebez,  and  Alonzo. 

Kmg^  Not  to  be  found !   in  an  ill  hour  he  is 

ahsent 

^'ooe,  say  3foa  ?  none!  What,  not  the  favourite 

etnnch? 

Nor  she  herself,  nor  an^  of  her  mutes, 

Hnc  jet  required  admittance  ? 

Per,  None,  my  lord. 

^9g.  IsOsmyn  so  disposed,  as  I  commanded? 

'W;  Fast  bound  in  double  chains,  and  at  full 
*-     -» 

He  fies  sufNbe  on  eurth ;  with  as  much  ease 
She  aii|ht  remore  the  centre  of  this  earth, 
As  loose  the  rivets  <»f  his  bonds. 

Kimg.  It  is  welL 

[A  sntftfiytpears,  and^  aeeing  ike  king,  retirei, 
Hft!  Stop  and  sebe  that  mute;  Alonzo^  follow 

hUB. 

^Bterim^  he  met  mr  eyes,  and,  starting  back, 
f  nibiM,  and  fumbling  one  hand  in  his  bosom, 
As  tooQQoeal  die  importance  of  his  errand. 

[Akm»JoUom9  kim,  and  reiurm  vitk  a  paper, 

Aim,  Ahloodj  proof  of  obstinate  fidelity  .1^ 

Xof.  What  tat  thou  mean? 

Aloa.  Sooaas  I  senedthe  man, 
Uc  Hatched  from  out  hb  bosom  this— and  strove, 
Widi  nth  and  greiedy  haste,  at  once,  to  cram 
The  moTKl  down  his  throat.    I  caught  his  arm, 
Aad  hardly  wienched  his  hand  to  bring  it  from 

hbn; 
^^^kach  dooe^  he  drew  a  poinard  from  his  side, 
Aad,  on  the'insttmt,  plunged  it  in  his  breast 

iVs^.  KeiDore  the  bodv  dience,  ere  Zara  see  it 

Akm,  I  will  be  so  bold  to  borrow  bis  attire; 
Tmii  ^t  ne  of  my  promiae  to  Goosalez. 

[Ande.    Ent. 

Per.  Wbutei'er  it  is^  the  king^s  complexion 


^mg.  How  is  this?  My  mortal  foe  beneath 
my  roof !  [Haifing  remd  the  letter. 

Vol-  I. 


Oh,  give  me  patience,  all  ye  powers !  No,  ratbcr 
Give  me  new  rage,  implacable  revenge, 
And  trebled  fury — Ha !  who's  there? 
Per,  My  lord. 

King,  Hence,  slave  !  how  darest  thou  bide  to 
watch,  and  pry 
Into  how  poor  n  thing  a  king  descends  ? 
How  like  thyself,  when  passion  treads  him  down  ! 
Ha !  stir  not,  on  tliy  life ;  for  thou  wert  6xed, 
And  planted  here,  to  see  me  gorge  this  bait. 
And  lash  against  the  hook — ^by  Heaven,  you  are 

all 
Rank  traitors !  thou  art  with  the  rest  combined : 
Thou  knewest  that  Osmyn  was  Alphonso ;  knewest 
My  daughter  privately  with  him  conferred ; 
And  wert  the  spy  and  pandar  to  their  meeting. 

Per.  By  all  tnat*&  holy,  I  am  amazed 

King.  Thou  liest 
Thou  art  accomplice  too  with  Zara;  here 
Where  she  sets  down — ^  Still  I  will  set  thee  free/ 

[Reading. 
That  sontewhere  is  repeated — ^  I  have  power 
O'er  them  that  are  thy  guards* — Mark  that,  thou 
traitor. 
Per.  It  was  your  majesty's  command  I  should 
Obey  her  order. 

XiRj^.  [Reading^  <  And  still  will  I  set 
Thee  tree,  Alphonso'-^^Hell !  cursed,  cursed,  Al- 
phonso ! 
False  and  perfidious  Zara !  Strumpet  daughter ! 
Away,  bc^nc,  thou  feeble  boy,  food  Love ! 
All  nature,  softness,  pity,  and  oompassion. 
This  hoop  I  throw  ye  o$  and  entertain 
Fell  hate  within  my  breast,  revenge  and  gall. 
By  Heaven,  I  will  meet,  and  counterwork  this 

treachery. 
Hark  thee,  villam,  tmitor — answer  me,  slave ! 
Per.  My  service  has  not  merited  those  titles. 
King^  Darest  thou  reply  ?  Take  that — thy  sei^ 
vice!  thine!  [Strikes him% 

What  b  thy  whole  life,  thy  soul,  thy  aU,  to  my 
One  moment's  case  ?  Hear  my  command :  and  look^ 

Hh 
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That  thoa  obey,  or  horror  on  thy  head  t 
Drench  me  thy  dagger  in  Alphonso's ' 
Why  dost  thou  start  ?  Resolve,  or— 
Per.  Sir,  I  wUI. 

King.  Tis  well — that  when  she  comes  to  set 
him  free. 
His  teeth  may  grin,  and  mock  at  her  remorse. 

[Pertz  going. 
Stay  thee — ^I  have  farther  thought — ^I  will  Sdd  to 

And  give  her  eyes  yet  greater  disappointment  s 
When  thou  hast  ended  nim,  bring  me  his  robe ; 
And  let  the  cell,  where  she  will  expect  to  see  him, 
Be  darkened,  so  as  to  amuse  the  sight 
I  will  be  conducted  thither — mark  me  well — 
There  with  his  turban,  and  hb  robe  arrayed, 
And  laid  along,  as  he  now  lies,  supine, 
I  shall  convict  her,  to  her  face,  or  falsehood. 
When,  for  Alphonso's,  she  shall  take  my  hand, 
And  breathe  her  sighs  upon  my  lips,  for  his ; 
Sudden  I  will  start,  and  dash  her  widi  her  guilt. 
But  see,  she  comes.    I  will  shun  the  encounter; 

thou 
Follow  me,  and  give  heed  to  my  direction. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Zara  and  Selim. 

Zara.  The  mute  not  yet  returned !  ha !  it  was 
the  king, 
The  king  that  parted  hence !  frowning  he  went ; 
His  eyes,  Uke  meteors,  rolled,  then  darted  down 
Their  red  and  angry  beams ;  as  if  his  sight 
Would,  like  the  raging  dog-star,  scorch  Uie  earth , 
And  kindle  ruin  in  its  course ;  Dost  think 
He  saw  me  ? 

Sol.  Yes :  but  then,  as  if  he  thought 
His  eyes  had  erred,  he  hastily  recalled 
The  imperfect  look,  and  sternly  turned  away. 

Zara.  Shun  me  when  seen !  I  fear  thou  bast 
undone  mc. 
Thy  shallow  artifice  begets  suspicion. 
And,  like  a  cobweb  veil,  but  thinly  shades 
The  face  of  thy  design  (  alone  ^disguisiiig 
What  should  have  ue*er  been  seen;   imperfect 

mischief! 
Thou,  like  the  adder,  venomous  and  deaf, 
Hast  stung  the  traveller,  and  after  hearest 
Not  his  pursuing  voice ;  even  when  thou  thinkst 
To  hide,  the  rusUing  leaves  and  bended  grass 
Confess,  and  point  the  path  which  thou  luist  crept 
Oh,  fate  of  fools !  offiaons  in  contriving; 
In  executing,  puzzled,  lame,  and  lost 

Sel.  Aveit  it.  Heaven,  that  you  should  ever  safier 
For  my  defect ;  or  that  the  means  which  1 
Devised  to  serve,  should  ruin  your  design. 
Prescience  is  Heaven's  alone,  not  given  to  map ; 
If  I  have  failed,  in  what,  as  being  man, 
I  needs  must  fail,  impute  not  as  a  crime 
My  natures  want,  but  punish  nature  in  me; 
I  plead  not  for  a  pardon,  and  to  live. 
But  to  be  punished  and  loipven.    Here,  itrik? ; 
I  bare  my  breast^  to  meet  your  juit  revenge. 


Zara,  I  have  not  Wnire  now  to  triM  ao  poor 
A  forfeit  as  lliy  life;  somewhat  of  high, 
And  more  impdrtaot  fate,  requires  lay  tfaongjbt 
When  I  have  coodudod  oii  myself,  if*^! 
Think  fit,  I  will  leave  tfaaamy  ownmMidl  to  die. 
Regard  me  well ;  and  dave  not  to  repky 
To  what  I  give  in  ehai^;  for  I  an  rsmvcd. 
Give  order  that  the  two  wmainiiM  nntes 
Attend  me  instantly,  with  each  a  bowl 
Of  such  ingredients  mbed,  at  will,  with  9fttif 
Benumb  the  living  faculties,  and  give 
Most  easy  and  ineviiable  death. 
Yes,  Oamyn,  yes ;  be  Osmyn  or  Alpbows 
I  will  ^ve  thee  freedom,  if  thoo  darnt  be  free : 
Such  liberty  as  I  embrace  amelf^ 
Thou  shalt  partake.    Since  fines  no  mere  aftid; 
I  can  but  die  with  thee,  to  keep  my  word. 

[EstHMt. 

SCENE  11.— ^^peniff^,  lAora  the  Frinm. 

Enter  Gk>ifSALEZ  dUgvued  Uke  a  Mute^  vitk  § 

dagger. 

Gen.  Nor  oentmel,  nor  guard  I  the  doors  un- 
barred ! 
And  all  as  still,  as  at  the  noon  of  mg^ ! 
Sure  death  already  has  been  busy  beie. 
There  lies  my  way ;  that  door,  too^  is  anhidLcd. 

[Looking  iM. 
Ha !  sure  he  sleeps — all  is  dark  witfam,  save  wbiK 
A  lamp^  that  feebly  lifts  a  sickly  flame, 
By  fits  reveals-~his  feoe  seems  tnmed,  to  ftffour 
The  attempt :  Fll  steal  and  do  it  uopeMeived. 
What  noise  I  somebody  coming !  is  it  AkaaD? 
Nobody.    Sure  hell  wait  withoot      ■  I  woeld 
'Twere  done — VH  crawl,  and  sting  hiBtn  to  tke 

heart, 
Then  cast  my  skin,  and  leave  it  there  to  answer 
it  [Gees  is. 

J5a/er  Garcia  and  AxoNza 

Gar,  Where,  where,  Alonao^  whereas  my  fa- 
ther? where 

The  king  ?  Confusion !  all  is  on  the  rowt ! 

All  is  lost,  all  ruined  by  surprise  and  treacfaoy. 

Where,  where  is  he  ?  Why  dost  tfaoa  mislead  ne? 
Alon^  My  lord,  he  entered  but  «  momenl 
since, 

And  could  not  pass  me  anperoeiv«d<— What  boa! 

My  lord,  my  lord !  What  boa !  nay  lord  Gonar 
Ips! 

EnUer  GoNaAi.zz,  hloo^. 

Gons,  Perdition  choak  your  denHwrs    wheacs 
this  nideneiB? 
Garcia! 

Gar,  Peitlitkin,  slavery,  and  desuhy 
Are  entering  now  our  doors.   Where  is  tliekiotV 
What  means  tins  \iood ;  and  why  this  face  of 
horror  ? 
GoM.  No  matter— ^e  me  first  to  know  the 

OQUS^ 
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Of  time  yoor  fh,  Md  fli  tiiiMii  wfli^wtiims. 
Gar.  Tim  wtttem  naleis  to  the  fiie  betrnjed^ 
Whoy  bat  fiar  hMpt  of  sUio  that  ehotk  iho  pas> 


Had  entered.  Ions  ere  nowy  and  borne  dpwn  all 
Before  dicniy  to  tte  palaos  walls.    Unleao 
Vm  kiqg  m  penon  aaioiate  our  meD» 
OMaadals  kat;  aad^  t»  ocmfirai  thia-feai^ 
Hie  treiior  VeitM,  and  the  captire  Moor, 
Are  dvoush  a  noatern  fled,  and  joined  the  £be. 

GoRiL  WoaldaUnrwefrlaeaithat!  forwhom 
yon  call 
Hie  Moor,  is  ifead.   ThatOnsjBvasAlphDoso; 
In  whose  heartfs  bbod  this  poniafd  yet  is  vrann. 

Gar.  LnpoouUe ;  for  Oaaya  waa^  while  fly- 

Pnvsaneed  akittd  fay  Peres  for  Alphonta 
Gmu,  Eater  that  chamber,  and  oooTince  your 
eyes, 
How  flUKh  report  has  wroaf^  your  easy  faith. 

[QarciafeeMin, 
Abm.  My  lord,  for  certain  tntth,  Perez  is  fled ; 
And  has  declared^  the  cause  of  his  revolt 
Was  to  revenge  a  blow  the  king  had  given  him. 
Gar.  [Reittming.']   Rain  and  horror !    Oh, 

heart-wooodbg  sight ! 
Goat.  What  says  my  son?  What  rain?  Ha! 

what  horror? 
Gsr.  Blasted  nsy  eyas,  and  speechless  be  my 


Rather  than  or  to  see,  or  to  relate 
11iisdeed*<*Ofa,diienbtake!  Oh,  fatal  bbw ! 
The  king 

Gont.  Akm»  The  kmg ! 

Gar.  Dead,  weltering,  droamed  m  blood. 
See;,  see,  attired  like  Oanyn,  wben  be  lies. 

[I%tfv  iaak  in. 
Oh,  whseoe,  or  how,  or  «rfa«refore  was  inis  done  ? 
But  what  iaipocts  the  manner  or  the  causa  ? 
Nodiing  leaains  to  do^  or  to  reqairc, 
Bot  that  we  aH  should  tarn  our  swords  agaiaat 
Ouiselves,  and  espiate^  with  our  own,  his  Mood. 

Goat.  Oh^  wretch  \  Ohycursed)  rash,  deluded 
ioiAi 
On  me,  on  me  ton  your  aren^ng  swords. 
I,  who  hnre  spik  my  royeA  maste/s  blood, 
fibodd  make  aioDcmeat  by  a  death  as  horrid, 
led  foil  beneath  the  hand  of  mine  own  son. 

G4r»  Ha !  what !  atone  this  munler  with  a 


The  honor  of  that  thought  has  damped  my  rage. 
The  earth  abeady  groans  to  bear  this  deed ; 
^pwM  her  not,  nor  think  to  stain  her  foce 
with  moreenaavtural  bfood.    Murder  my  father ! 
Better  with  thb  to  rip  up  mj  own  boweu^ 
And  bathe  it  to  the  hik,  in  for  less  damnable 


Goiu.  Oh,  my  son !  from  the  blind  dotage 
Of  a  fatfaer^s  foodneas  dieae  ills  arose. 
For  thee  Fve  been  ambitious,  base,  and  bloody  t 
For  thee  Fve  plunged  into  this  sea  of  sin ; 
Steaming  the  tide  with  only  one  weak  hand, 


While  the  other  bote  the  ctfowa  (to  wneath  thy 

brow), 
Whose  weight  has  sunk  me,  ere  I  reached  the 
shore. 
Gar.  Fatal  ambition!  Hark!  the  foe  is  enter- 
ed: (Shout. 
The  shrillness  of  that  shout  speaks  them  at  hand. 
We  have  no  time  to  search  into  the  cause 
Of  this  surprising,  and  most  fi^tal  enori 
What's  to  be  done  ?  the  king's  death  known, 

would  strike 
The  few  remaining  soldiers  with  despair. 
And  make  theei  yield  to  mercy  of  the  conqueror^ 
Atom.    My  lord,  iVe  thou^t  how  to  conceal 
the  body^ 
Require  me  not  to  tell  the  nseans,  till  dmie. 
Lest  you  forbid  what  you  may  then  approve. 

tG^oes  m.    Shoutd 
ate'erhe  means 
todo,'    . 
Twere  fit  the  soldiers  were  amused  with  hopes 
And,  in  the  meaa  time,  fed  with  expectation 
To  see  the  kin^  in  pereon  at  their  head* 

Gar.  Were  it  a  truth,  I  fear  it  is  too  late. 
Bat  ru  omit  no  care,  nor  haste,  and  try, 
Or  to  repel  their  force,  or  bravely  dici 

[Exit  Garcia* 

Re-enter  Auovzo. 

Gont.  What  hast  thou  done,  A^nso  ? 

Alan.  Sudiadeed, 
As  but  an  hour  ago  Vd  not  have  done,  • 
Though  for  the  crown  of  universal  empire. 
But  what  ase  kings,  reduced  to  common  clay  ? 
Or  who  can  woimd  the  dead  ?  I  have  from  the 

body 
Severed  the  head,  and  in  an  obscure  comer 
Diapoasd  it,  mufiled  in  the.  mule's  attire, 
Leaving  to  view  of  them  who  enter  Jiex^ 
Alone  the  undistinguisbable  toink ; 
Which  may  be  stiirmistaken  by  the  guardsr 
For  Osmyn,  if,  in  seeking  for  the  kin^ 
They  chance  to  fold  it 

Gon$.  Twas  an  act  of  horror ; 
Audi  of  a  piece  with  this,  day's  dire  misdeeds. 
Bat  'tis  no  time  to  ponder  or  repent. 
Haste  thee,  AJonso,  haste  thee  henoe,  wilh  speedy 
To  aid  my  son;    I'll  follow,  with  the  last 
Beaenre,  to  reinforce  his  arms :  at  least, 
I  shall  make  good,  and  shelter^  his  retreat. 

[Exeunt  teveraUy4 

Ssi^T  ZA9iA,follawed  by  Selim,  and  two  Mutei 
bearing  the  bowls, 

Sara,  ^enoe  and  solitude  are  every  where« 
Throu^  all  the  gloomy  ways,  and  iron  doors^ 
That  hither  lead,  nor  human  face  nor  voice 
Is  seen  or  beard.    A  dreadful  din  was  wont 
To  grate  the  sense,  when  entered  here,  from 

groans, 
AjmI  ^wls  of  slaves  condemned;  from  clink  of 
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And  cnakk  of  rustj  bars  and  creaking  hinges ! 
And  ever  and  anon  the  sight  was  dashed 
With  frightful  faces,  and  the  meagre  looks 
Of  grim  and  ghastly  executioners. 
Yet  more  this  stillness  terrifies  my  soaly 
Than  did  that  scene  of  complicated  horrors. 
It  may  be,  tliat  the  cause  ot  tliis  my  errand 
And  purpose,  being  changed  from  life  to  death. 
Had  also  wrought  this  chilling  change  of  temper. 
Or  does  mv  heart  bode  more  r  What  can  it,  more 
Than  death? 

Let  them  setdown  the  bowls^  and  warn  Alphonso 
lliat  I  am  here — so.    You  return,  and  find 

[Mutei  going  in. 
The  king ;  tell  him,  what  he  required,  1  ve  done, 
And  wait  his  comiitt  to  approve  the  deed. 

[Exit  Selim. 

Enter  Mute$. 

ZtoTfL  What  have  you  seen?  Ha!  wherefore 
stare  you  thus, 
[The  muteM  returuy  and  look  frighted. 

With  hazard  eyes  ?  Why  are  your  arms  across  ? 

Youf  heavy  and  despoodmg  heads  hung  down  ? 

Why  is  it  you  more  than  speak  in  these  sad 
signs? 

Give  me  more  ample  knowledge  of  this  mourn- 
ing. 
[They  go  to  the  $ceney  which  openengf  the 
perceives  the  Mjt. 

Ha!  prostrate!   bloodyl  headless!  Oh*      Fm 
lostk 

Oh,  Osmyn !  Oh,  Alphonso !  Cruel  fate ! 

Cruel,  cruel,  oh,  more  than  killing  object ! 

I  came  prepared  to  die,  and  see  thee  die — 

Nay,  came  prepared  myself  to  give  thee  death — 

But  caimot  bear  to  find  thee  thus,  my  Osmyn — 

Ob,  this  accursed,  this  base,  this  treacherous 
king! 

Enter  S£Lkif* 

SeL  Fve  sought  in  vain,  for  no  where  can  the 
king 
Be  found 

Zara,  Get  thee  to  hell,  and  seek  him  there. 

[Stabi  him. 
His  hellish  rage  had  wanted  means  to  ac^ 
Bur  for  thy  fatal  and  pernicious  counseL 

SeL  You  thought  it  better  then^-but  I  am  re- 
warded. 
The  mute  you  sent,  by  some  mischance  was  seen, 
And  forced  to  yield  your  letter  with  his  life ; 
I  found  the  dead  and  bloody  body  stripped-— 
My  tongue  faultcrs,  and  my  voice  fails — ^I  sink — 
Drink  not  the  poison— for  Alphonso  is     ■  ■  [Dies. 

Zara.  As  thou  art  now — and  I  shall  quickly  be. 
Tis  not  that  he  is  dead :  for  'twas  decreed 
We  both  should  die.    Nor  is  it  that  I  survive ; 
I  have  a  certain  remedy  for  that 
But,  oh,  he  died  unknowing  in  my  heart ! 
He  knew  I  loved,  but  knew  not  to  what  height; 
Nor  that  I  meant  to  fall  before  his  eyes^ 


A  martyr,  and  a  victim  to  ny  vowi. 

Insensible  of  this  last  proof  ne^s  gone ; 

Yet  fate  alone  can  rob  his  mortal  part 

Of  sense :  his  soul  still  sees^  and  knows  esdi  por- 

And  fised  event,  of  my  persisting  faith. 
Then  wherefore  do  I  pause  ?  Gtre  me  the  bowl. 
[A  mule  kneeisy  and  gioee  one  of  the  kw k 
Hover  a  moment,  yet,  thou  gentle  spitit, 
Soul  of  my  love,  and  I  will  waitthy  fli|^ 
This  to  our  mutual  bliss^  when  joined  above. 

[Drinh. 
0)1,  friendly  dreugbt,  already  in  my  heart. 
Cold,  cold ;  mv  veins  are  icicles  and  frost 
111  creep  into  his  bosom,  lay  me  there; 
Cover  us  close— or  I  shall  chill  his  breast, 
And  friidit  him  from  my  aims— See,  see,  \t 

slides 
Still  farther  from  me ;  look,  he  hides  his  face, 
I  cannot  feel  it— quite  beyond  mv  reach^— 

Oh,  now  he's  gone,  and  all  is  dark [Dies. 

[The  mutes  kneel^  and  momm  over  her. 

Enter  Almeria  and  Leonora. 

Aim.  Oh,  let  me  seek  ham  in  tlib  horrid  ocU; 
For  in  the  tomb,  or  prisoi^  I  alone 
Must  hope  to  find  liim. 

Leon.  Heavens !  what  dismal  scene 
Of  death  is  this?  The  eunuch,  Selini,  slain ! 

Abn.  Shew  me,  for  I  am  come  in  search  of 
death; 
But  want  a  guide ;  for  tears  have  H;,«f«^  vrj 
sight 

Leon.  Alas,  a  little  farther,  and  behold 
Zara  all  pale  and  dead  !  two  frightful  men. 
Who  seem  the  murderers,  kneel  weeping  by ; 
Feeling  remorse,  too  late,  for  what  tlieyVe  done. 
But,  00,  forbear^lift  up  your  eyes  no  more; 
But  hfiste  away,  fly  from  this  fatal  plnoe. 
Where  miseries  are  multiplied ;  return. 
Return,  and  look  not  on ;  for  dbere's  m,  daffset 
Ready  to  stab  the  sight,  and  make  your  eyes 
Rain  blood 

Aim.  Oh,  I  foreknow,  foresee  that  object. 
Is  it  at  last  then  so  ?  Is  he  then  dead  ? 
What!  dead  at  last  ?  quite,  quite,  ftir  erver  deadf 
There,  there,  I  see  him;  there  he  lac%  the  blood 
Yet  bubbling  from  his  wounds— Oh,  more  than 

savage! 
Had  they  or  hearts  or  e3res,  that  did  this  deed  ? 
Could  eyes  endure  to  guide  such  cruel  hands? 
Are  not  my  eyes  guilty  alike  with  theirs. 
That  thus  can  gare,  and  vet  not  turn  to  stone? 

^I  do  not  weep  I  Tbe  springa  of  tears  are 

dried; 
And  of  a  sudden  I  am  calm,  as  if 
All  thino  were  well;  and  yet  my  haabnnd*s  mnr- 

oered! 
Yes,  yes,  I  know  to  mourn !  Fll  aluice  this  hear^ 
The  source  of  woe,  and  let  the  torrent  looee. 
—Those  men  have  left  to  weep !  thej  \ofJk  oa 
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I  bopc  they  flMirder  all  oo  whom  they  look. 
BehoU  jne  well ;  joar  bloody  bands  have  erred, 
Aad  w^MHy  hare  dain  those  innocents : 
I  •■  <k  Morifice  deagned  to  bleed, 
Aad  cane  piepared  to  yield  my  throat— They 

ihtce 
Thn  keMls»  in  sigpi  of  grief  and  innocence ! 

[rAey  point  at  the  bowi  on  the  ground, 
had  paiati  what  mean  they  ?  Ha !  a  cup;  Oh, 

well 
I  undentaad  what  medicine  has  been  here. 

Oh,  DoUe  thirst!  yet  sreedy  to  drink  all 

— -4Jh,  for  anotlier  draught  of  death- — What 
mean  they  ?  [They  point  at  the  other  cup. 
Ht!  point  ^ain !  'tis  there,  and  full,  I  hope. 
Thuksto  the  liberal  hand  that  filled  thee  thus ! 

ill  diiak  ny  glad  acknowledanent 

Lm.  Oh,  hold. 

For  wnfs  sake !  Upon  my  knee  I  beg 

Aim.  Widi  thee  the  kneeling  world  shoold  beg 
iavain. 
Secst  tfaott  not  there  ?  Behold  who  prostrate  lies, 
And  pleads  against  thee;  who  shall  then  pro- 
vail? 
Tet  I  wiii  take  a  cold  and  parting  leave 
Tram  his  pale  li^ ;  I'll  kiss  him  ere  1  drink, 
lat  the  ruik  jmoe  shoold  blister  on  my  mouth. 
And  sfiHa  the  ook>ur  of  mr  last  adieu. 
Horror !  a  headless  trunk !  nor  lips  nor  face, 
[Coming  near  the  kedy^  Uartt  and  lett  fall 
the  cup, 
fiotipooting  vemsy  and  mangled  flesh !  Oh,  Oh! 

Etter  Alpbovso,  Heli,  Perez,  with  Garcia 
pritoMcr,    Cruard$  and  Attendants, 

M^  Away,  stand  off  I  Where  is  she  ?  let  me 

c_  fly. 

Save  her  from  death,  and  snatch  her  to  my  heart 

Aiph,  Forbear ;  my  arms  alone  shall  bold  her 

*^ann  her  to  life,  and  wake  her  into  gladness. 

^  let  me  talk,  to  thy  reviving  sense, 

TtK  words  of  joy  and- peace;  warm  thy  cold 

beauties 
\\)th  the  new-flushing  ardour  of  my  cheek ; 


Into  thy  lips  poar  the  soft  trickling  balm 
Of  cordial  sighs ;  and  re4n8pire  thy  bosom 
With  the  breath  of  love.  Shine,  awake,  Aimeria ! 
Give  a  new  birth  to  thy  long-shaded  eyes, 
Then  double  on  the  day  reflected  light. 

Aim,  Where  am  I  ?  Heaven !  what  does  this 
dream  intend  ? 

A^h.  Oh,  may*8t  thou  never  dream  of  less  de- 

^^  .     .      . 

Nor  ever  wake  to  less  substantial  joys ! 

Aim,  Given  me  again  from  death !  Oh,  ail  ye 
powers. 
Confirm  this  miracle !  Can  I  believe 
My  sight  against  ray  si^t  ?  and  shall  I  trust 
That  sense,  which,  m  one  instant,  shews  him  dead 
And  living? — Yes,  I  will;  I've  been  abused 
With  apparitions  and  afinghtine  phantoms : 
This  is  my  lord,  my  life,  my  only  husband ; 
I  have  him  now,  and  we  no  more  will  part. 
My  father,  too,  shall  have  compassion 

Alph,  Oh,  my  heart's  comfort;  'tis  not  given 
to  this 
Frail  life  to  be  entirely  blessed.    Even  now. 
In  this  extremest  joy  my  soul  can  taste. 
Yet  I  am  dashed  to  think  that  tliou  must  weep ; 
Thy  father  fell  where  he  designed  my  death. 
Gonsalez  and  Alonzo,  both  of  wounds 
Expiring,  have,  with  their  last  breath,  ooofessed 
The  just  decree  of  Heaven,  wliich  on  themselves 
Has  turned  their  own  most  bloody  purposes. 
Nay,  I  must  grant,  'tis  fit  you  should  be  thus 

[She  weeps. 
Let  them  remove  the  body  from  her  sight 
Ill-fated  Zara !  Ha !  a  cup !  Alas ! 
Tliy  error  then  is  plain !  but  I  were  flint 
Ntit  to  o'erflow  in  tribute  to  thy  memory. 

Oh,  Garcia ! 

Whose  virtue  has  renounced  thy  father^s  crimes^ 
Seest  thou  huw  just  the  hand  of  Heaven  had 

been? 
Let  us,  who  through  our  innocence  survive. 
Still  in  the  paths  of  honour  persevere. 
And  not  from  past  or  present  ills  despair ; 
For  blessings  ever  wait  on  virtuous  deeds ; 
And,  thougn  a  late,  a  sure  reward  succeeds. 
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•Scene — Tamerlan^t  Cofap,  near  Angorioy  in  Oalatia, 


ACT    L 


SCENE  L^Before  Tamerlan^i  Tent. 


Enter  the  Prince  ^Tanais^  Zaica,  and  Mir- 

VAH. 

Fr,  Hail  to  the  sun !  from  whose  returning 
light 
The  cheerful  sddier^s  arms  new  lustre  take, 
To  deck  the  pomp  of  hattle.    O,  my  friends ! 
Was  ever  such  a  glorious  face  of  war? 
See,  from  this  height,  how  all  Galatia's  plains 
With  nations  numberless,  are  covered  oer; 
Who,  like  a  deluge,  hide  the  face  of  earth. 
And  leave  no  object  in  the  vast  horkony 
But  glittering  arms^  and  skies. 

Zam,  Our  Asian  world, 
From  this  important  day,  expects  a  lord; 
This  day  they  hope  an  end  of  all  their  woesy 
Of  tyranny,  of  bcmdage,  and  oppression. 
From  our  victorious  emperor,  Tamerlane. 

Mir.  Well  has  our  holy  Alia  marked  him  out. 
The  scourge  of  lawless  pride,  and  dire  amlntion. 
The  great  avenger  of  the  groaning  world. 
Well  has  he  worn  tlie  sacred  cause  of  justice 
Upon  his  prosperous  sword.    Approving  Heaven 
Stdl  crowned  the  righteous  warrior  with  success ; 


As  if  It  said,  ^  Go  fortfi,  and  be  my  dlaInpiQ■^ 
Thouy  most  like  me  of  all  my  wotks  below.* 

Pr,  No  lust  of  rule,  the  CQnmion  vice  of  kings» 
No  furious  zeal,  inspired  by  hot^MBined  pnesta^ 
111  hid  beneath  religion's  specious  name. 
E'er  drew  his  temperate  courage  to  tl»e  field : 
But  to  redress  an  mjured  peo^e's  wrong;!. 
To  save  die  weak  one  from  the  strong  oppre»or. 
Is  ail  his  end  of  war.    And,  when  he  draws 
The  sword  to  punish,  like  relenting  Hewen, 
He  seems  unwilling  to  deface  his  kind. 

3ftn  So  rich  his  soul^  in  every  virtuous  craoc^ 
lliat,  had  not  nature  made  him  great  bj  birdi. 
Yet  all  the  brave  had  son^t  him  for  their  friend. 
The  Christian  prince.  Alalia,  nicely  brad 
In  polished  arts  of  European  courts^ 
For  him  forsakes  his  native  Italy, 
And  lives  a  happy  exile  in  his  service. 

Pr,  Pleased  with  the  gentle  mnnimi  of  >K»^ 
prince. 
Our  mighty  lord  is  lavish  of  his  frietKUdp  ; 
Though  Omar  and  the  Tartar  lords  repin^ 
And  loudly  tax  their  monarch  as  too  partiaL 

Zam.  Ere  the  mid-hour  of  night,  S^tn  teat  ta 
tent, 
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VnwnmiM,  tbraugli  the  nMMxmis  bost  he  past, 
Viemn^  with  careful  eye,  each  fleveimi  quuter ; 
Whilst  from  his  looks,  as  from  divimtyy 
The  soUieft  took  prraagfyand  cried,  *.Lead  on. 
Great  Alia,  and  our  emperor;  lead  oa 
To  Tktorr,  and  everlastuig  fame.' 

Mir.  Hear  you  of  Bi^azet } 

Fr.  Late  in  the  evemng 
A  slaif^  of  near  atteadanoe  on  his  peiHm, 
^Scaped  lo  our  oamp.    From  him  we  learned,  the 

tyant. 
With  rage  redoubled,  for  the  iij^ht  prepares ; 
Some  accidental  paasion  fires  his  braast, 
(Love,  as  'tis  thoaghty  for  a  fair  Grecian  captive) 
And  adds  new  horror  to  his  naliTe  f uiy. 
For  fife  retuniiag  sons,  scarce  was  he  seen 
By  Mkjf  the  most  fimMired  of  his  conrt^ 
But  in  lasarious  ease,  among  his  women, 
lived,  from  the  war  retired ;  or  else  alone^ 
In  auUen  mood,  safe  meditating  plagues 
And  ruin  to  the  world ;  till  yester  mom. 
Like  fire,  tluit,  labouring  ofrwards,  rends  the  earth. 
He  bmst  with  fury  from  his  tent,  commanding 
All  should  be  ready  for  the  fi^t  this  day. 

JSbsl  I  know  his  temper  well,  stnoe  in  bis  court, 
Companion  of  the  brave  Alalia's  embassy, 
I  oh  observed  him  proud,  impatient 
Of  aaghfe  superior,  een  of  Heaven,  that  made  him ; 
Foad  of  blse  giory,  of  the  savage  power 
Of  rufiK  without  reason,  of  confounding 
Just  amTonjust,  by  an  unbounded  will ; 
By  whom  relig^,  honour,  all  the  bands 
Tnat  ought  to  hold  the  jainng  world  in  peace,  . 
Were  held  the  tricks  of  state,  mares  of  wise 


To  draw  their  easy  neighbours  to  destruction. 
Ifir.  Thrioe,  by  our  law  and  prophet,  has  he 


Bv  the  world's  lord  and  maker,  lasting  peace, 
w  tth  our  jsreat  master,  and  his  royal  fnend. 
The  Grecian  emperor;  as  oft,  ref^rdless 
Of  piigfrted  faith,  with  most  unkmgly  baseness, 
Has  ta'en  the  advaata^  of  their  absent  arms, 
Witboat «  war  proclaimed,  or  cause  pretended, 
To  waste,  with  sword  and  fire,  their  fruitful  fields ; 
like  some  accursed  fiend,  who,  'scaped  from  hell, 
Poisons  the  balmy  air  through  whtcn  he  fiies, 
He  blasts  the  bevded  com,  and  loaded  branches, 
The  labouring  hind's  best  hopes,  and  marks  his 
way  with  rain. 
Pr.  But  see  his  fiioe !  The  mightr  Tamerlane 
Comes,  like  the  proxy  of  inquiring  Heaven, 
To  jw^pe,  and  to  redress.    [FItmriik  of  trmnpett. 

Enter  Tamerlake,  Guardiy  and  other 
Attendanti, 

Tarn.  Yet,  yet  a  little,  and  destructive  slaughter 
Shall  rage  around,  and  mar  thb  beauteous  pros- 


Pass  hot  an  hour,  which  stands  betwixt  the  lives 
Of  tfaonsanri^  and  eternity*    What  change 
Shall  haaty  death  make  in  yon  glittering  plain  I 


Oh,  thou  fell  monster,  War !  that  in  a  moment 
Layest  waste  the  noblest  part  of  the  creation. 
The  boast  and  masterpiece  of  the  great  Maker, 
That  wears,  in  vain,  the.  impression  of  his  ima^. 
Unprivileged  from  thee. 
Health  to  our  friends,  and  to  our  arms  snocess^ 
[To  tke  Prmcef  ZamOf  and  Mirvatt. 
Such  as  the  cause  for  which  we  ^it  deserves ! 
Pr,  Nor  can  we  ask  beyond  what  Heaven  be- 
stows. 
Preventing  still  our  wishes.    See,  great  sir. 
The  universal  joy  your  soldiers  wear. 
Omen  of  prosperous  battle. 
Impatient  of  the  tedious  night,  in  arms 
Watchful  they  stood,  expec^g  opening  day ; 
And  now  are  hardly  by  their  leaders  held 
From  dardnjs  on  the  foe.    like  a  hot  courser. 
That  bounding  paws  the  mouldering  soil,  dis^ 

Hainimr 

The  rein  that  checks  him,  eager  for  the  race. 
Tarn,  Yes,  prince,  I  mean  to  give  a  loose  to 
war." 
This  mora  Axalla,  with  my  Parthian  horse. 
Arrives  to  ioin  me.    He,  who^  like  a  storm. 
Swept,  with  his  flying  squadrons,  all  the  plain 
Between  Angoria  s  vralls  and  yon  tall  mountains^ 
That  seem  to  reach  the  clouds;  and  now  he 

comes, 
Loaden  with  spoils  and  conquest,  to  my  aid. 

[FhurUk  of  Trumpeti. 
Zam,  These  trumpets  speak  his  presence 

Enter  Axalla,  who  kneeli  to  Tamerlahe. 

Tarn,  Welcome  I  thou  worthy  partner  of  my 
laurels, 
Thou  brother  of  my  choice,  a  band  more  saered 
Than  nature's  brittle  tie.    By  holy  friendships 
Glory  and  fame  stood  still  for  thy  arrival ! 
My  soul  seemed  wanting  in  its  better  half. 
And  lan^shed  for  thy  absence ;  like  a  prophet 
That  waits  the  inspiration  of  his  god. 

Ax.  My  emperor !  My  ever  royal  master  ! 
To  whom  my  secret  soul  more  lowly  bends, 
Than  forms  of  outward  worship  can  express ; 
How  poorly  does  your  soldier  pay  this  goodness. 
Who  wears  his  every  hour  of  life  out  for  you  I 
Yet  'tb  his  all,  and  what  he  has,  he  offers ; 
Nor  now  disdain  to  accept  the  g^t  be  brings, 

Enter  Selima,  Moneses,  Stratocles,  Prison" 
ert;  Guardi,  Mutes,  S^c. 

This  earnest  of  your  fortune.    See,  my  lord, 
Tlie  noblest  prize  that  ever  graced  my  arms  \ 

Approach,  my  fair 

Tom.  This  is  indeed  to  conouer. 
And  well  to  be  rewarded  for  thy  conquest; 
The  bloom  of  opening  flowers,  unsullied  beauty. 
Softness^  and  sweetest  iimocence  she  wears. 
And  looks  like  nature  in  the  world's  first  spring. 
But  say,  Axallft- 


SeL  Most  renowned  in  war. 


[Kneeling  to  Tm. 
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Look  with  compftsdon  on  a  ci4>tive  maid. 
Though  born  or  hostile  blood ;  nor  let  my  birth. 
Derived  from  Ba^jazet,  orevent  that  mercy, 
Which  every  subject  of  your  fortune  finds. 
War  is  the  province  of  ambitious  man, 
Who  tears  the  miserable  world  for  empire; 
Whilst  our  weak  sex,  incapable  of  wron^ 
On  either  side  daims  privilege  of  safety. 

Tom.  [raiiing  herJ]  Rise,  royal  maid  f  the  pride 

of  haugjhty  power 
Pays  homage,  not  receives  it,  from  the  fair. 
Thy  angry  father  fiercely  calls  me  forth, 
And  urges  me,  unwillingly,  to  arms. 
Yet,  though  our  frowning  battles  menace  death. 
And  mortal  conflict,  think  not  that  we  hold 
Iliy  innocence  and  virtue  as  our  foe. 
Here,  till  the  fate  of  Asia  is  decided. 
In  safety  stay.    To-aionx»w  is  your  own. 
Nor  grieve  for  who  may  conquer,  or  who  lose ; 
Fortune  on  either  side  shall  wait  thy  wishes. 
iSdL  Where  ^hall  my  wonder  and  my  praise 

begin? 
From  the  successful  labours  of  thy  arms. 
Or  from  a  theme  more  soft,  and  AiU  of  peace. 
Thy  mercy  and  thy  gentleness  ?  Oh,  Tamerlane  ! 
Wnat  can  I  pay  thee  for  this  noble  usage, 
But  grateful  praise?  So  Heaven  itself  is  pud. 
Give  peace,  ye  powers  above,  peace  to  mankind; 
Nor  let  my  father  wage  unequal  war. 
Against  the  force  of  such  united  virtues ! 

Tarn.  Heaven  hear  thy  pious  wish ! — ^Butanoe 

our  prospect 
Looks  darkly  on  futurity,  till  fate 
Determine  for  qs,  let  thy  beauty's  safety 
Be  my  Axalla's  care ;  in  whose  glad  eyes, 
I  reaa  what  joy  the  pleasing  service  gives  him. 
Is  there  amongst  thy  other  prisopprs  aught 

[To  Ax. 
Worthy  our  knowledge  ? 
Ax.  This  brave  man,  my  lord, 

[Pointing  to  Man. 
With  long  resistance  held  the  combat  doubtful. 
His  party,  prest  with  numbers,  sopn  grew  faint. 
And  would  have  left  their  charge  an  easy  prey ; 
Whilst  he  alone,  undaunted  at  the  odds, 
Though  hopeless  to  escape,  fought  well  and 

firmly; 
Nor  yielded,  till,  o'ermatched  by  many  hands. 
He  seemed  to  shame  our  conquest,  whilst  he 

owned  it. 
Tarn,  lltou  speak'st  him  as  a  soldier  should  a 

soldier. 
Just  to  the  worth  he  finds.    I  would  not  war 

[Th  Man. 
With  aught  that  wears  thy  virtuous  stamp  of 

'  greatness. 
Thy  habit  speaks  thee  Christian— Nay,  yet  moire, 
My  soul  seems  pleased  to  take  acquaintance  with 

thee. 
As  if  allied  to  thine :  perhaps  'tis  sympathy 
Of  honest  ininds ;  like  strings  wound  up  in  music. 
Where,  by  one  touch,  both  utter  the  same  harmony. 

3 


Why  art  thou,  dieo,  ft  finesdl  tb  Bmaiei? 

Mon.  If  human  wisdon 
Could  point  out  every  actioa  of  our  Hfcs^ 
And  say, '  Let  it  be  thus,  in  spite  of  fate 
Or  partial  fortune^'  then  I  had  not  bees 
The  wretch  I  am. 

Tom.  The  brave  meet  eveiy  accident 
With  equal  minds.    Think  nobler  of  thy  foes^ 
Than  to  account  tfary  chance  in  war  an  evil. 

Alon.  Far,  far  from  that :  I  rather  hoM  it 
grievous, 
That  I  was  fofrcad  even  but  to  seem  your  enemy; 
Nor  think  the  baseness  of  a  yanqoished  slave 
Moves  me  to  flatter  for  precarious  life^ 
Or  ill-bought  freedom,  wnen  I  swear,  by  Heaven  I 
Were  I  to  cfause,  from  ail  mankind,  a  master. 
It  should  be  Tamerlane. 

Tarn,  A  noble  freedom 
Dwells  with  the  bimve,  unknown  to  fawning  syco* 

phants, 
And  claims  a  privilege  of  bong  believed. 
I  take  thy  praae  as  earnest  of  thy  friendship. 

Mon.  Still  you  prevent  the  homage  I  shoaU  ofier. 
O,  royal  sir !  let  my  misfortunes  plead. 
And  wipe  away  the  hostile  maik  I  wore. 
I  was,  when,  not  long  anoe,  my  fortooe  liaiied  me, 
Blessed  to  my  wish,  I  was  the  prince  Moneses ; 
Born,  and  bred  up  to  greatness:  witness  die  bloody 
Which,  through  successive  heroes*  veins,  aDied 
To  our  Greek  emperors,  rolled  down  to  me. 
Feeds  the  bright  flame  of  f^ry  in  my  heart. 

Tom.  Even  that,  that  princely  tie  should  bind 
thee  tome. 
If  virtue  were  not  more  than  all  alliaiice. 

Mon.  I  have  a  8ister,«--oh,  severe  remembranoe! 
Our  noble  house's,  nay,  her  sex's  pride ; 
Nor  think  my  tongue  too  lavish,  if  I  speak  her 
Fair  as  the  fame  of  virtue,  and  yet  chaste 
As  its  oold  precepts ;  wise  beyond  her  sex 
And  blooming  youth ;  soft  as  forgiving  mercy. 
Yet  greatly  brave,  and  jealous  for  her  honour : 
Such  as  she  was,  to  say  I  barely  lo%*ed  her. 
Is  poop  to  my  sool^  meaning.   From  our  infancy. 
There  grew  a  mutual  tenderness  between  us. 
Till,  not  long  since,  her  vows  were  kindly  p&ghtcd 
To  a  young  lord,  the  equal  pf  her  birth. 
The  Mppy  day  was  fixed,  and  now  approachii]^ 
When  tiuthless  Bajaset  (upon  whose  nonoiir. 
In  solemn  treaty  given,  the  Greeks  depended,) 
With  sudden  war,  broke  in  upon  the  oountiyp 
Secure  of  peace,  and  for  defence  unready. 

Tfun.  Let  majesty  no  more  be  held  dhrine. 
Since  kings,  who  are  Cfdled  gods,  profane  them- 
selves. 

Mon.  Among  the  wretches,  wbcKn  that  dclost 
swept 
Away  to  slavery,  myself  and  sisier. 
Then  passing  near  the  frontiers  to  the  ooort, 
(Which  waited  for  her  nuptials)  were  smprMd, 
And  made  the  capti%'es  or  the  ^t«ii^s  ^am^r^ 
Soon  as  we  reached  his  court,  wefossnd  oarusaev 
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Beyond  what  we  otpeotcd,  fair  aod  noUe ; 
Tvns  then  the  atorm  of  ywtr  victorious  anos 
Looked  black,  aod  seemed  to  throatea,  when  he 

praatnie 
(By  oft  repeating  instances)  to  draw 
My  sword  for  him :  But  when  he  found  my  soul 
Disdained  his  purpose,  he  more  lieroely  told  me, 
That  mv  Arpasia,  my  lored  sistei^s  fiite, 
Depended  on  my  courage  shewn  fos  him. 
I  had  long  learnt  to  bold  myself  at  aothinti; ; 
Bui  for  her  sake,  to  ward  the  blow  from  her, 
I  bound  my  sen'ice  to  the  man  I  hated. 
Sis  days  ara  past,  sanoe,  by  the  sultan's  order, 
1  left  the  pledge  of  my  return  behind. 
And  went  to  guard  this  princess  to  his  camp : 
The  rest  the  brave  Axalla's  fortune  tells  you. 
Tetm.   Wisely  the  tyrant  strove  to  prop  bis 


By  leaguing  with  thy  virtue ;  but  just  Heaven 
l(as  torn  thee  from  his  side,  and  left  him  naked 
To  the  avenging  bolt,  that  drives  upon  him. 
Forget  the  name  of  captive,  and  I  wish 
I  cttild  as  well  restore  that  Aur  one*s  fpeedom, 
Whose  loss  hangs  heavy  on  thee :  yet  ere  night, 
Pcrhapa,  we  may  deaenre  thy  friendship  nobler ; 
The  approaching  storm  nuy  cast  the  shipwrecked 

wealth 
Back  to  thy  asms  i  till  that  be  past,  since  war 
(Though  in  the  justest  cause)  is  ever  doubtful, 
I  will  not  ask  thy  sword  to  aid  my  victoiy, 
Lest  it  should  hurt  that  hostage  of  thy  valour, 
Our  oommo^  foe  detains.' 

Afoa.  Let  Bajazet 
Bend  to  his  yoke  repining  slaves  by  force ; 
Yon,  sir,  have  fooad  a  nobler  way  to  empire. 
Lord  of  the  willing  world. 

Dm.  Ob,  my  Alalia  \ 
Thou  hast  a  tender  soul,  ant  for  oompassion. 
And  art  thvself  a  lover  and  a  friend. 
Docs  not  tail  prince's  fortune  move  thy  temper? 

Jbr,  Yes,  sir,  I  mourn  the  brave  Moneses^  iiite, 
The  naerit  of  his  virtue  hardly  matched 
With  disadireotiiroQs  chance :  yet,  prince,  allow 

me. 
Allow  me,  from  the  experience  of  a  lover. 
To  say.  one  pmw,  whom  your  story  mentioned, 
(If  he  survive)  is  far  beyond  you  wretched : 
You  named  the  bridegroom  of  your  beauteous 


3iiMs.  I  did    Oh,  most  accurft ! 

At.  Think  what  he  feels, 
Dashed  in  the  fieiceoess  of  his  eipectatioti : 
Then,  when  the  approaehing  minute  of  possesiion 
Ilad  wound  iniao;ination  to  the  heigh^-- 
Tbink,if  helivesi 

Mam,  He  lives !  he  does :  'tis  true 
He  bnes!  But  how P  To  be  a  dog,  and  dead. 
Were  Ruadise  to  such  a  state  at  his : 
He  holds  down  life,  as  children  do  a  potion, 
With  strong  minctsnoe  and  ooavahive    strug- 

Vol.  L 


Tarn.  Spare  the  r«membntfice  ;  'tis  an  useless 

And  ados  to  the  misfortune  bv  repeating. 

The  revolution  of  a  da^  may  bring 

Such  turns,  as  Heaven  itself  could  scarce  have 

promised, 
Far,  far  beyond  thy  wish :  let  that  hope  cheer 

thee. 
Haste,  my  Axalla,  to  dispose  with  safety 
Thy  beauteous  charce,  and  on  the  foe  revenge 
The  pain  which  absence  gives ;  thy  other  care. 
Honour  and  armS|  now  summon  thy  attendance. 
Now  do  thy  office  well,  my  soul !  Remember 
Thy  cause,    the  cause  of  Heaven  and  injured 

earth. 
O  thou  Supreme  !  if  thy  G^rcat  spirit  warms 
My  glowing  breast,  and  fires  my  soul  to  arms, 
Grant  that  my  sword,  assisted  by  thy  power. 
This  day  may  peace  and  happiness  restore, 
That  war  and  lawless  rage  may  vex  the  world  no 
more. 
[£j-eua/    Tamer hnef  MoneseSf   StratocUi^ 
Prince  of  Tanaisy    Zama,  Mirvanf  and 
Attendantt. 
Ax,  The  battle  calls,  and  bids  me  haste  to  leave 
thee; 
Oh,  Selima ! — but  let  destruction  wait. 
Are  there  not  hours  enough  for  blood  and  slaugh- 
ter ? 
This  moment  shall  be  lovers,  and  T  will  waste  it 
In  soft  complainings,  for  thy  sighs  and  coldness, 
For  thy  forgetful  coldness ;  even  at  Birza, 
When  in  thy  father's  court  my  eyes  first  owned 

thee. 
Fairer  than  light,  the  joy  of  their  beliolding, 
Even  then  thou  wert  not  thus. 
SeL  Art  not  thou  changed. 
Christian  Axalla  ?  Art  tliou  still  the  same  ? 
Those  were  the  gentle  hours  of  peace,  and  thou 
The  world's  good  angel,  that  didst  kindly  join 
Its  mighty  masters  in  harmonious  friendship : 
But  since  thosd  joys  that  once  were  ours  are  lost^ 
Forbear  to  mention  them,  and  talk  of  war ; 
Talk  of  thy  conoucsts  and  my  chains,  Axalla, 

Ax.  Yet  I  will  listen,  fair,  unkind  upbraidcr ! 
Yet  I  will  listen  to  thy  charming  accents, 
Although  they  make  ine  curse  my  fame  and  for- 
tune. 
My  laurel  wreaths,  and  all  the  glorious  trophies, 

For  which  the  valiant  bleed--<)h,  thou  unjust 
f 


one 


Dost  thou  then  envy  me  this  small  return 
My  niggard  fate  has  made,  for  all  the  mournings^ 
For  alTthe  pains,  for  all  the  sleepless  nights, 
That  cruel  absence  brings? 

SeL  Away,  deceiver ! 
I  will  not  hear  thy  soothing.    Is  it  thus 
That  Christian  lovers  prove  the  faith  they  swear? 
Are  war  and  slavery  the  soft  endearments, 
With  which  they  court  the  beauties  they  ad- 
mire? 
Twas  well  my  heart  wns  cauttous  of  believiog 

li 
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Thy  vows,  and  thy  protesting.    Enow,  my  con- 
queror, 
Thy  sword  has  vanauished  but  the  half  of  Selima; 
Her  soul  disdains  tny  victory. 

^.  Hear,  sweet  heaven  ! 
Hear  the  fair  tyrant,  how  she  wrests  love's  laws, 
As  she  had  vowed  my  ruin !  What  is  conquest  ? 
What  jov  have  I  from  that,  but  to  behold  thee, 
To  kneel  before  thee,  and,  with  lifted  eyes, 
To  view  thee,  as  devotion  does  a  saint. 
With  awful,  treroblin|r  pleasure ;  then  to  swear 
Thou  art  the  queen  ana  mistress  of  my  soul  i 
Has  not  even  Tamerlane  (whose  word,   taext 

Heaven's, 
Makes  fate  at  second-hand)  bid  thee  disclaim 
Thy  fears  ?  And  dost  thou  call  thyself  a  slave, 
Only  to  try  how  far  the  sad  impression 
Can  sink  mto  Axalla  ? 

SfL  Oh,  Axalla ! 
Ought  I  to  hear  you  ? 

Ax,  Come  back,  ye  hours, 
And  tell  my  Selima  what  she  has  done ! 
Bring  back  the, time,  when  to  her  iiither's  court 
I  came,  ambassador  of  peace  from  Tamerlane ; 
When,  hid  by  conscious  darkness  and  disguise, 
I  past  the  dangers  of  the  watchful  guards, 
Bold  as  the  youth  who  nightly  swam  the  Helles- 
pont ! 
Tlien,  then  she  was  not  sworn  the  foe  of  love ; 
When,  as  my  soul  confest  its  flame,  and  sued 
In  moving  sounds  for  pity,  she  frowned  rarely. 
But,  blushing,  heard  me  tell  the  gentle  tale ; 
Nay,  even  confest,  and  told  me,  softly  sighing, 
She  thought  there  was  no  guilt  in  love  like  mine. 

SeL  Young,  and  unskilful  in  the  world's  false 
arts, 
I  suffered  love  to  steal  upon  my  softness, 
And  warm  roe  with  a  lambent  guiltless  flame : 
Yes,  I  have  heard  thee  swear  a  thousand  times, 
And  call  tiie  conscious  powers  of  heaven  to  wit- 
ness 
The  tenderest,  truest,  everlasting  passion, 
but,  oh !  'tis  past ;  and  I  will  charge  remem- 
brance 
To  banish  the  fond  image  from  my  soul. 
Since  thou  art  sworn  the  foe  of  royal  Bajazet, 
I  have  resolved  to  hate  thee. 

Ax,  Is  it  possible  ! 
Ilate  is  not  m  thy  nature ;  diy  whole  frame 
is  haimony,  without  one  jamiig  atom. 
Why  dost  thou  force  thy  eyes  to  wear  this  cold- 
ness? 
It  damps  the  springs  of  lifei    Oh !  bid  me  die, 
Mudi  rather  bjd  me  die,  if  it  be  true 
That  thou  hast  'sworn  to  hate  me !  ■ 

SeL  Let  life  and  death 
Wait  the  decision  of  the  bloody  field ; 
Nor  can  thy  fate,  my  conqueror,  depend 
Upon  a  woman's  hate.    Yet,  since  you  ui^e 
A  power,  which  once  perhaps  I  Iiadf,  there  is 
But  one  request  that  I  can  make  with  honour. 

Ax,  Oh,  name  it !  say ! 


SeL  Forego  your  riglit  of  war, 
And  render  me  this  instant  to  my  father. 

Ax.  Impossible !— The  tumult  of  the  battle. 
That  hastes  to  join,  cuts  off  all  means  of  com- 
merce 
Betwixt  the  armies. 

SeL  Swear  then  to  perform  it, 
Which  way  soe'er  the  chance  of  war  detenosinesy 
On  my  first  instance. 

Ax,  By  the  sacred  maiesty 
Of  heaven,  to  whom  we  kneel,  I  will  obey  diee ! 
Yes,  I  will  give  thee  this  severest  proof 
Of  my  sours  vowed  devotion;  I  will  part  with 

thee, 
(Thou  cruel,  to  command  it !)  I  will  put  with 

thee, 
As  wretches,  that  are  doubtful  of  bereftfiber, 
Part  with  their  lives,  unwilling,  loth,  and  fearful, 
And  trembling  at  futurity.    But  b  there  nothing 
No  small  retom  that  honour  can  afibrd. 
For  all  this  waste  of  love  ? 

SeL  The  gifts  of  captives 
Wear  somewhat  of  constraint;  and   generous 

minds 
Disdain  to  give,  where  freedom  of  the  cboioe 
Does  but  seem  wanting. 

Ax,  What !  not  one  kind  look  ? 
Then  thou  art  changed  indeed.  [ZVim^eft.]  Haik, 

I  am  summoned. 
And  thou  wilt  send  me  forth  like  one  mublessed, 
VVhom  fortune  has  forsaken,  and  ill  imte 
Marked  for  destruction,     lliy  surpriaiDg  cold- 
ness 
Hangs  on  my  soul,  and  weight  my  courage  down; 
And  the  first  feeble  blow  I  meet  shall  raie  me 
From  all  remembrance:  nor  is  life  or  fame 
Worthy  my  care,  nnce  I  am  lost  to  thee.  [Giting, 

SeL  Ha !  goest  thou  to  the  fight? 

Ax.  1  do.  Farewell  !— 

SeL  What !  and  no  more !  A  «g^  heaves  b 
my  breast, 
And  stops  tlie  struggling  accents  on  my  tongue, 
Elsef  sure,  I  shouldnave  added  something  more, 
And  made  our  parting  softer. 

Ax.  Give  it  way. 
The  niggard  honour,  that  aifiDrds  not  lore. 
Forbids  not  pity        — 

SeL  Fate  perhaps  has  set 
This  day,  the  period  of  thy  life  and  conquests ; 
And  I  snail  s^e  thee,  borne  at  evening  back, 
A  breathless  corse.-^— Oh  !  can  I  think  on  that. 
And  hide  my  sorrows  ?— -No-«they  will  have  way, 
Aiid  all  the  vital  air,  that  life  draws  in. 
Is  rendered  back  in  sighs. 

Ax.  The  murmuring  gale  revives  the  droofnng 
flame. 
That  at  thy  coldness  languished  in  my  breast : 
So  breathe  the  gentle  zephyrs  on  the  spring. 
And  waken  every  plant,  and  odorous  flower. 
Which  winter  frost  had  blasted.  Do  new  life. 

SeL  To  see  thee  for  this  moment^  and  no 
more— 
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Oh !  beip  me  to  ttaoUe  against  this  tenderness, 
Thtt  chums  my  fierce  resentments^  and  presents 

thee, 
Not  as  cbou  aity  mine  and  m j  father's  foe, 
Alt  as  diDo  wert^  when  first  thj  moving  accents 
Hon  me  to  hear;  when,  as  I  hstened  to  thee. 
The  happy  hoars  past  by  us  unperceived, 
&  was  my  soul  fixed  to  the  sofl  enchantment 

^.  Let  me  be  still  the  same !  I  am,  I  must  he. 
If  it  were  possible  my  heart  could  stray, 
(Me  look  from  thee  would  call  it  back  agdin, 
Afid  fii  the  wanderer  for  ever  thine. 
SeL  Where  is  my  boasted  resolution  now  ? 

[Sinking  into  hit  arms. 
Oh,  yes !  thou  art  the  same ;  my  heart  joins  with 

dice. 
And,  to  betray  me,  will  believe  thee  still : 
It  dances  to  the  sounds  that  moved  it  first, 
And  owns  at  once  the  weakness  of  my  soul. 
&N  when  some  skilful  artist  strikes  the  strings, 
The  magic  nnmbers  rouse  our  sleeping  passions, 
And  force  us  to  confess  our  grief  and  pleasure. 
Alas !  Axalla,  say-^^-dost  thou  not  pity 
My  artless  innocence,  and  easy  fondness  ? 
Oh  I  turn  thee  from  me,  or  I  die  with  blushing. 

Ax.  No^  let  me  rather  gaac,  for  ever  gaze. 
And  bless  the  new-bom  gu>ries  that  adorn  thee  ! 
From  every  blush,  that  kindles  in  thy  cheeks, 
Ten  thoQsand  little  lo^cs  and  graces  spring, 
To  revel  in  the  roaes — ^it  will  not  be, 

[TVumpett. 
Tka  eavioos  tmmpet  calls,  and  tears  me  trom  | 
thee—  I 


SeL  My  fears  increase,  and  donbly  press  me 
now : 
I  charge  thee,  if  thy  sword  conges  cross  my  fa- 
ther, 
Stop  for  a  moment,  and  remember  me. 

Ax,  Oh,  doubt  not  but  his  life  shall  be  my  care; 
Even  dearer  than  my  qwn— — 

SeL  Guard  that  for  me  too. 

Ax,  O,  Selima !  thou  host  restored  my  quiet. 
The  noble  ardour  of  the  war,  with  love 
Qetuming,  brightly  burns  within  my  breast, 
And  bids  me  be  secure  of  all  hereafter. 
So  cheers  some  pious  saint  a  dying  sinner 
(Who  trembled  at  the  thou),^ht  of  pains  to  come) 
With  Heaven's  forgiveness,  and  the  hopes  of 

mercy: 
At  length,  the  tumult  of  his  soul  appeased. 
And  every  doubt  and  anxious  scruple  eased. 
Boldly  he  proves  the  dark,  uncertain  road ; 
The  peace,  his  holy  comforter  bestowed, 
Guides,  and  protects  him  like  a  guardian  god. 

[Exit. 

SeL  In  vain  all  arts  a  love-sick  virgin  tnes, 
Affects  to  frown,  and  seem  severely  wibe, 
In  hopes  to  cheat  the  wary  lover's  eyes. 
If  the  dear  youth  her  pity  strives  to  move. 
And  pleads  with  tenderness,  the  cause  of  love, 
Xature  asserts  her  empire  in  her  heart. 
And  kindly  takes  the  taithikil  loverS  part 
By  love  herself,  and  nature,  thus  betrayed. 
No  more  she  trusts  in  pride's  fantastic'aid. 
But  bids  her  eyes  confess  the  yielding  maid. 

[Ki'i^  Selimof  Guards  foUowing. 


ACT    U. 


BCESE  l,r-^Tamerlan^$  Camp, 

Enter  Momeses. 
J/m.  The  dreadful  busmess  of  the  vrar  is 


over: 


And  Slaughter,  that,  from  yester  mom  'till  even, 
Hith  putt  stepi,  past  stridinc  o'er  the  field, 
Bc^auored  and  horrid  with  the  blood  of  nations, 
Now  wcaiT,  site  among  the  mangled  heaps, 
And  durabers  o*er  her  prey;  while  from  this 


The  chearftil  aminds  of  victory  and  Tamerlane 
Ikat  the  high  arch  of  heaven.    Deciding  Fate, 
That  civwna  htm  with  the  spoiUt  of  such  a  day, 
flat  giveo  it  as  an  earnest  of  the  world, 
Ihat  ahortlr  shall  be  his. 


Enter  Stratocles. 


Hy 


.Meat  h^ipily  returned,  might  I  believe 
Tkoa  bnaf^st  me  any  joy  f 

^rn.  With  my  best  diligence. 
This  oiglit  I  bave  enquired  of  what  concerns  you. 
^^■^srce  was  the  sod,  who  shone  upon  the  horror 
IX  the  past  day,  sunk  to  the  western  oceaO| 


When,  by  permission  from  the  prince  Axalla, 
I  mixt  among  the  tumult  of  the  warriors 
Returning  from  the  battle :  here,  a  troop 
Of  hardy  Parthians,  red  with  honest  wounds, 
Confest  the  conquest  they  had  well  deserved : 
There,  a  dejected  crew  of  wretched  captives^ 
Sore  with  unprofitable  hurts,  and  £nroaning 
Under  new  bondage,  followed  sadly  after 
The  haughty  victor's  heels.    But  tlwt,  which  fiilly 
Crowned  the  success  of  Tamerlane,  was  Bajazet, 
Fallen,    like  the  proud    archangel,   from   tha 

height 
>Vhere  once  (even  next  to  majestv  divine) 
Enthroned  he  sat,  down  to  the  vile  descent 
And  lownesB  of  a  slave :  but,  oh !  to  speak 
The  rage,  the  fierceness,  and  the  indignation  !—- 
It  bars  all  words,  and  cuts  description  short. 
Mon,  Then  he  is  fallen !  that  comet  which  on 

high 
Portended  ruin ;  he  has  spent  his  blaze. 
And  shall  distract  the  world  with  fears  no  more. 
Sure  it  must  bode  me  well ;  for  oft  my  soul 
lias  started  into  tumult  at  his  name, 
As  if  my  guardian  angel  took  the  alarm. 
At  the  approach  of  somewhat  monal  to  me. 
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But  say,  roj  friend,  what  hcar'st  tliou  of  Arpana? 
Tor  there  my  th(»ught9,  my  every  care  is  cen- 
tered. 
Stra,  Though  on  tliat  purpose  still  I  bent  my 

search, 
Yet  notliing  certain  could  I  gain^  but  this ; 
Tlmt  ill  the  pillage  of  the  sultan's  tent 
Some  women  were  made  prisoners,   who  this 

morning 
Were  to  be  ode  red  to  the  emperor's,  view : 
Their  naincs  and  qualities,  though  oft  enquiring 
I  could  not  tearn. 

A I  OH.  liien  must  my  soul  still  labour 
Beneath  uncertainty  and  amiious  doubt. 
The  mind's  worst  state.    The  tyrant's  ruin  ^vts 

me 
But  a  balf  ease. 

Stra,  Twas  said,  not  far  frQm  hence 
The  captives  wei^.  to  wait  the  emperor's  passage. 
Mon.  Haste  we  to  find  the  place.    Oh,  my 

Arpasia ! 
Shall  we  not  meet?  Why  hangs  my  heart  thus 

heavy, 
like  death,  witbiji  my  bosom  ?  Oh  !  'tis  %veH, 
The  joy  of  meeting  pays  the  pangs  of  absence, 
Else  who  could  bear  it  ? 

When  th)r  loved  sight  shall  bless  ray  eyes  ^igten. 
Then  I  will  own  I  ought  not  to  complain, 
Since  that  swe<^  hour  is  worth  whole  yeare  of 

pain.      [Ejteunt  Monetcs  and  Stratoclet, 

SCENE  II.— TAc  insklt  of  a  magnificent  Tent. 
Siftnphonjf  of  Warlike  Mu$ic. 

Enter  Tamerlane,  Ax  all  a,  Prince  of  Ta- 
na is,  Zama,  Mirvan,  Soldiert,  and  other  •At- 
tendants, 

Ax,  From  this  auspicious  day  the  Partfaita 
name 
Shall  date  its  birth  of  empire,  and  extend 
Even  from  the  dawning  east  to  utmost  Thule, 
llie  limits  of  its  sway. 

Pr.  Nations  unknown, 
Where  yet  tijc  Roman  eagle  never  flew, 
Shall  pay  their  homage  to  victorious  Tamerlane ; 
Bend  to  his  valour  and  superior  virtue^ 
And  own,  that  conquest  is  not  given  by  chance, 
But,  bound  by  fatal  and  resistless  merit. 
Waits  on  his  arms. 

Tam.  It  is  too  much ;  you  dress  me 
Like  an  usurper,  in  the  borrowed  attributes 
Of  injured  I  leaven.    Can  wc  call  conquest  Dors? 
Shall  man,  this  ^Hgmy»  with  a  giant's  pride. 
Vaunt  of  himself,  and  say,  '  Thus  have  I  done 

this?' 
Oh,  \-ain  pretence  to  greatness  !  Like  Che  moon. 
We  borrow  all  the  brightness  wliicb  we  boast, 
Dark  in  ourselves,  and  useless,    li  tlmt  Imnd, 
That  rules  the  fate  of  battles,  strike  fur  its 
Crown  us  with  ffune,  and  gild  our  clay  with  ho- 
nour, 
Twcre  most  ungmteTul  to  disown  the  benefit. 


And  arfof^le  a  nrai^  wbkfh  is  not  tmrs. 

Ax.  With  svoi  uftsfanken  teto|ier  of  die  sod 
To  bear  the  s^velling  tide  of  prosperous  fortime, 
Is  to  de^r^e  that  mttme :  in  adver»ty 
The  mind  grows  tough  by  bofietting  the  temput, 
Which,  in  success  c&aolving,  sinks  to  ease^ 
And  loses  iM  her  ftrmness. 

Tanu  Oh,  AxaUa ! 
Could  {  foifi^t  I  am  a  man  as  tbou  art. 
Would  not  die  winter's  ooM,  or  sommers  facat. 
Sicklies^  or  thirsty  and  banger,  ail  the  train 
Of  nature's  clamonms  appetstes,  asseititog 
An  equal  fight  in  kines  aad  conmon  men, 
.Reprove  me  daily  ?•— No— If  I  boast  of  aught, 
Be  it  to  have  been  Heaven's  bappy  natronf at, 
The  means  of  good  to  all  my  feliow-crestures : 
This  is  a  kin|^s1>est  praise. 

JSn/erOMAR. 

Our.  Honour  and  fame  [fiov^g  to  TamerloMt. 
For  ever  wait  the  emperor !  Biohr  ow  firophet 
Give  him  t^  thousand  thouaasd'days  of  bfe. 
And  every  day  like  this !  The  captive  aoltak^ 
Fierce  in  his  bonds,  and  at  hb  me  upiiHii|> 
Attends  your  sacred  will. 

Tam,  Let  him  approadL 

Enter  Bajazet,  and  other  Turkish  Prisoners  in 
chains,  with  a  guard  ofSMiert, 

When  I  survey  the  ruin^  of  this  Md, 
The  wild  destruction  which  thy  fierce  ambitkm 
Has  dealt  among  raankhid  (so  many  widows 
And  helpless  orphans  has  thy  battle  made, 
lliat  half  our  eastern  world  this  day  are  mourn- 
ers), 
Weil  may  I,  in  behalf  of  heaven  and  earth. 
Demand  from  thee  atonement  for  this  wrong. 
Baj,  Make  Ihy  dctamid  to  tfcotetlnt  own  diy 

r)wer! 
am  still  beyond  it;  and  thoitrii  Fortune 
(Cttrse  on  that  changeling  deity  of  fools !) 
Has  stript  me  of  the  train  anil  pomp  of  great- 
ness^ 
That  outside  of  a  king,  yet  still  my  amily 
Fixt  liigli,  tiiid  on  kself  alofie  dependeiit* 
Is  ever  free  and  royal,  and  even  now. 
As  at  the  head  of  battle,  does  defy  thee: 
I  know  what  power  the  chance  of  war  has  given. 
And  dare  thee  to  the  ase  on't.  Tins  vile  afwcch- 

This  mftei^f^ame  of  words,  is  what  mo«t  irics  me ; 
Spare  that,  and  for  the  vest  'tis  eqaal*ait  ^ 
Be  it  as  it  may. 

Tam,  Well  was  it  for  the  world. 
When  on  their   borders  neighbouiing    princes 

met. 
Frequent  in  firlendly  pmle,  by  oool  dehates 
Preventing  wasteful  war :  sncfa  thmihl  ^pur  meet* 

Have  been,  hadst  thou  tnit  held  in  jaat  Mgard 
The  mncd^  of  leagoes  so  often  iwom  to. 
Canst  tbott  believe  diy  prophet,  or,  ^hm^  morty 
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That  power  flvpnae^  which  nwle  ikfe  lOKi-tfay 

W4  tritib  infNinitjy  let  pass  that  breach 
Of  nofd  Ml  ghi!en  toihe  royal  Groek? 

Bq;.  TboQ  pedant  talker  !  ha !  art  thou  a  kins;, 
Pooest  of  sacred  power,  Heavien's  darling  attri- 

swe. 
And  dost  tlNm  |imte  of  leagoes,  and  oaths,  and 

pra|Aiet8 ! 
I  hate  the  Greek  (perdition  on  iiis  name  !) 
As  I  do  tfaeev  ^'oA  ^oM  have  net  you  both, 
M  death  does  homaa  nature,  for  destructien. 

TmL  faaseteis  to  hate,  is  iiot  of  human  kind : 
The  Uf9g6  brute,  that  haunts  in  woods  remote 
And  desKtwikla,  tears  nat  the  fearful  travetter^ 
If  hanger,  ar  aomc  ii^ury,  provoke  not 
£9.  Can  a  king  want  a  cause,  when  empire 
bids 
Oo  on  ?   What  is  he  bam  for,  but  ambition  ? 
his  his  kuager, 'tis  hb  call  af  natures 
The  ooble  appetite  which  will  be  satisfied, 
ifldt  Ske  the  Ibod  of  gads,  makes  him  immtntal. 
Toa.  Henceforth  I  will  not  wonder  we  were 
Ibci^ 
^noe  souIS)  that  ^fht  sa,  br  nature  hate, 
Aod  strong  antipathy  forbids  their  union. 
B9.  ibenone  fire,  that  warms  me,  does  in- 
deed 
Tmsoead  thy  coMneaa.    I  am  plaased  we  difier, 
XgrihbkaiAe. 

7*1.  No^OT  I  tbiak  like  man; 
TbBa,lihe  anonsivr,  from  whose  baneful  pie- 


Nilve  starts  hack^'snd  thoi^  she  fiied  her 

^diynia^iBaniaiKimacked  thee  for  laan, 

^9%xmmmm  of  her  eivor,  she  disclaims  tbee^ 

Aj  fmmed  for  iiei  'deHiuction.«— *- 

Ta  tnie,  I  aaa  a  )eai§,  as  thon  hast  been : 

lioQoor  and  glofy,  too,  have  been  my  aim; 

Bat,  though  1  dm  fooe  ileath,  and  all  tl^'dmi- 

^l^hich  Moos  srar  woars  m  its  bloody  front, 
let  woukl  I  chose  to  fix  my  name  by  peace, 
%  justioe,  add  by  mercy,  and  to  raise 
^/trophies  an 'Che  blemigs  of  mankind ; 
Nor  would  I  buy  the  empire  of  the  world 
^^  raia  of  the  people  whom  I  sway, 
^  fcrkit  of  my  honour. 

B9.  iVophetylifaankthee^ 

l^MMUiQa  WOooMst  thoo  rob  me  of  my  glory, 
Todbeas  notfaas^iaae  king,  this  preachmgder- 


^'nftt  for^iar,lliiNi«hoUklM  haire  lived  secure 
'n  laij  peace,  and,  with  debating  senates, 
'^ovd  a  pi  etntiooa  •sceptre,  sat  tamely  still, 
Aad  let  boUihciioiis  canton  out  thy  power, 
Aad  wraogle  lortlieipoila  they  robbed  thee  of; 
^  tntflt  I  (cnrae  on  the  *p0wer'Chat  stops  my  ar- 

dsv?) 
WoaU,  l&e  a  tempest,  rush  amidst  the  nations, 
f^  pt0*y«miile,«id  deal,  like  ilUa, 


My  angrv  thunder  6n  the  ftiriited  work!. 

Tarn.  The  world ! — ^'twould  be  too  little  for  thy 
pride: 

Thou  wouldst  scale  heaven 

Baj,  I  would :— Away !  my  soul 
Disdains  thy  conference. 

Tanu  Thou  vain,  rash  tfain^ 
Tliat,  widi  gigantic  insolence,  hast  dared 
To  lift  thy  wretched  self  above  the  sfcacs, 
And  mate  witli  power  Aliaight^ — thon  art  fallen ! 
Baj.  Tis  folse !  I  am  not  Adlen  from  aaght  I 
have  been ; 
At  least  my  soul  resolves  to  keep  her  state. 
And  scorns  to  take  acquaintance  withiil-foitMie. 
Tarn,  Almost  beneath  mv  pi^  art  thou  faUen ; 
Since,  while  the  aveng^ig  haad  of  Heaven  is  on 

thee, 
And  nresses  to  the  dost  thy  swelling  soul, 
Fool-nardy,  with  the  stronger  thoucontendest. 
To  iK^tatvast  heights  had  thy  tumultuous  temper 
Been  hanied,  if  success  had  crowned  thy  wishes! 
Say,  what  had  I  to  expect,  if  tliou  hadst  coit* 
quered? 
Baj,  Oh,  glorious  thoa|^t !  By  Heaven  I  will 
enjoy  it. 
Though  but  in  fancy;  imagination  shall 
Make  room  to  entertain  the  vast  idea. 
Oh !  had  I  been  the  master  but  of  yesterday. 
The  world,  the  world  had  felt  me ;  and  for  thee, 
I  had  used  thee,  «$  thou  art  to  me— ^  dog^ 
The  obiect  of  my  scorn  and  mortal  hatred : 
I  would  have  taught  thy  neck  toksMwniy  wei^t^ 
And  mounted  from  that  footstool  to  my  saddwB : 
Then,  when  thy  daily  servile  task  was  done, 
I  would'  have  caged  thee,  for  the  so^m  of  slaves, 
Till  thon  hadst  b^ged  to  die;  and  «wen  diat 

mercy 
I  had  denied -thee.    Now  thon  know'jt  my  mind^ 
And  question  me  no  farther. 

Tarn,  Well  dost  thou  teach  me. 
What  justice  should  exact  from  thee.    Mankind, 
With  one  consent,  ciy  out  for  vengeance  on  thee; 
Loudly  they  call,  to  cut  off  this  leagua-baeaker, 
This  wild  destroyer,  from  the  face  of  earth. 

Baj.  Do  it,  and  rid  thy  shaking  saul  at  enoa 
Of  its  worst  fear. 

Dam.  Why  slept  the  thunder. 
That  should  have  armed  the  idol  deity, 
And  given  thee  power,  ere  yester  sun  was  set^ 
To  shake  the  soul  of  Tamerlane?  Uadst  thou  an 

arm 
Ta  make  thee  foored,  thou  shonklst  have  proved 

it  on  me, 
Amidst  the  sweat  and  blood  of  yonder  ^ield. 
When,  through  the  tamnlt  of  the  war,  I  song|it 

thee. 
Fenced  in  with  nations. 

Baf.  Curse  upon  the  stars. 
That  fated  us  to  difliercnt  scenes  of  slaughter ! 
Oh !  could  my  sword  have  met  thee  8  ■ 

Thai.  Thou  hadst  then. 
As  now,  been  in  my  power,  and  held  thy  life 
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Dependent  on  my  gift — Yes  Bajazet, 

I  bid  thee — ^live  f    So  much  my  soul  disdains 

That  thou  shouldst  think  I  can  fear  aught  but 

Heaven : 
Nay,  more ;  cbuldst  thou  forget  thy  brutal  fierce- 
ness. 
And  form  thyself  to  manhood,  I  would  bid  thee 
Live,  anU  be  still  a  king,  that  thou  mayest  learn 
What  man  should  be  to  man,  in  war  remembering 
The  common  tie  and  brotherhood  of  kind. 
This  royal  tent,  with  such  of  thy  domestics 
As  can  be  found,  shall  wait  upon  thy  service ; 
Nor  will  I  use  npiy  fortune  to  demand 
Hard  terms  fifpeace,  but  such  as  thou  mayst  offer 
With  honour,  1  mith  honour  may  receive. 

[2'amerlane  signs  to  an  Officer^  who  un- 
binds Bajazct. 
Boj,  Ha !  sayst  thou — ^no^-K>ur  prophet^s  ven- 
geance blast  me. 
If  thou  shalt  buy  my  friendship  with  thy  empire. 
Damnation  on  thee,  thou  smooth  fawning  talker ! 
Give  me  again  my  chains,  that  I  may  curse  thee, 
And  gratify  my  race :  or,  if  thou  wilt 
Be  a  vain  fool,  and  play  with  thy  perdition. 
Remember  Tm  thy  foe,  and  hate  thee  deadly. 
Thy  folly  on  thy  head ! 

Tom,  Be  stiil  my  foe. 
Great  minds,  like  Heaven,  are  pleased  in  doing 

good, 
Though  the  ungrateful  subjects  of  their  favours 
Arc  barren  in  return :  thy  stubborn  pride, 
That  spurns  the  gentle  ofnce  of  humanity, 
Shall  in  my  honour  own,  and  thy  despite, 
I  have  done  as  I  ought.    Virtue  still  does 
With  scorn  the  mercenary  world  regard. 
Where  abject  souk  do  good,  and  hope  reward : 
Above  the  worthless  trophies  men  can  raise, 
She'  seeks  not  honours,  wealth,  nor  airy  praise, 
But  with  herself,  herself  the  goddess  pays. 

[Exeunt  Tamerlane^  Axalloy  Prince  ofTor 
naisy  Mirvany  Zama,  and  Attendants. 
Baj,  Come,  lead  me  to  my  dungeon  1  plunge 
me  down. 
Deep  from  the  hated  si^ht  of  man  and  day. 
Where,  under  covert  of  the  friendly  darkness. 
My  soul  may  brood,  at  leisure,  o'er  its  anguish ! 

Om,  Our  royal  master  would,  with  noble  usage, 
Make  your  misfortunes  light :  he  bids  you  hope — 
Bqj.  I  tell  thee,  slave,  I  have  shook  hands 
with  hope. 
And  all  my  thoughts  are  rage,  despair,  and  horror ! 
Ha  !  wherefore  aim  I  thus  ?— -Perdition  seize  roe ! 
But  my  cold  blood  runs  shivering  to  ray  heart, 
As  at  some  phantom,  that  in  dead  of  night. 
With  dreadful  action,  stalks  around  our  beds. 
The  rage  and  fiercer  passions  of  my  breast 
Are  lost  in  new  confusion. 

•  •     £ii^efHALY. 
Arpasia ! — ^Haly ! 

Ha,  Oh,  emperor!  for  whose  hard  fate  our 
'  pro|^^ 


And  all  the  heroes  of  tfaj  sacred  race, 
Are  sad  in  paradise,  thy  faithful  Haly, 
The  slave  of  all  thy  pleaanres,  in  this  rain, 
This  universal  shipwreck  of  thy  fortunes, 

Enter  Arpasia. 

Has  gathered  up  this  treasure  for  thy  anus : 

Nor  even  the  victor,  haughty  Tamenane 

(By  whose  command  once  more  thy  slave  heholds 

thee), 
Denies  this  blessing  to  thee,  but,  with  hoooor, 
Renders  thee  back  thy  queen,  thy  beauteoos  bnde. 
Baj  Oh  I  had  her  eyes,  with  pt^,  seen  nj  sor- 
rows. 
Had  she  the  softness  of  a  tender  bride. 
Heaven  could  not  have  bestowed  a  greater  bless- 
ing. 
And  love  had  made  amends  for  loss  of  empire. 
But  see,  what  fury  dwells  upon  her  danns ! 
What  lightning  flubes  from  her  angry  eyes! 
With  a  malignant  joy  she  views  my  ruin : 
Even  beauteous  in  her  hatred,  still  she  chiniis 

roe, 
And  awes  my  fierce  tumultuous  soul  to  love 
Arp,  And  daiest  then  hope,  tkoo  tyrant  I  nn 
visher! 
That  Heaven  has  any  joy  in  store  for  thee? 
Look  back  upon  the  sum  of  thy  past  life^ 
Where  tyranny,  oppression,  and  mjustace. 
Perjury,  murders,  swell  the  black  aocount; 
Where  lost  Arpasia's  wrongs  stand  bleefing  fresh. 
Thy  last  recorded  crime.  Qui  Heaven  has  found 

thee; 
At  length  the  tardy  venfeanoe  has  o*erta'en  dice. 
My  weary  soul  shall  bear  a  little  longer 
The  pain  of  life,  to  call  for  justice  on  thee ; 
That  once  complete,  sink  to  the  penoeful  grave. 
And  lose  the  memory  of  my  wrongs  and  tbee. 
Bqj-  Thou  railest !   I  thank  thee  for  it-— Be 
perverse. 
And  muster  all  the  woman  in  thy  sool : 
Goad  me  with  curses,  be  a  very  wife. 
That  I  may  fling  off  this  tame  love,  and  hate  thee. 

Enter  MoiiESES.  [Bajazct  starting* 

Ha !  Keep  thy  temper,  heart !  nor  take  alarm 
At  a  slave's  presence  ! 

Mon.  It  is  Arpasia! — ^Leave  me,  tfaon  coU 
fear! 
Sweet  as  the  rosy  mom  she  breaks  upon  me. 
And  sorrow,  like  the  night's  unwholeaome  shade. 
Gives  yray  before  the  golden  dawn  ahe  bcinn. 

Baj,  [jidvancing  towards  Ami.]    Ha!   Chris* 
tian !  Is  it  wdl  tbst  We  meet  thos? 
Is  this  thv  faith  \ 

Afott.  Whjr  does  thy  frowning  brow 
Put  on  this  form  of  fury  ?  Is  it  strange 
We  should  meet  here,  companions  in  miafortnne, 
The  captives  in  one  conunon  chance  of  war  ? 
Nor  shouldst  thou  wonder  that  my  swocd  has 

failed 
Before  the  fortune  of  yictonoiu  Tuneilan^ 
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When  dioii,  with  nations  like  the  sanded  shore, 
With  half  die  warring  world  upon  thy  side, 
Cooidst  not  stand  up  against  his  dreadful  battle, 
Hiat  crushed  thee  with  its  shock.    Thy  men  can 

witness. 
Those  cowards  that  forsook  me  in  the  combat, 
My  sword  was  not  inactive. 

Baj.  No,  it  is  false; 
Where  is  my  daughter,  thou  vile  Greek  ?  Thou 

hast 
Betrayed  her  to  the  Tartar ;  or,  even  worse, 
Fale  widi  thy  fear,  didst  lose  her  like  a  coward ; 
And,  like  a  coward  now,  would  cast  the  blame 
On  fortune  and  ill  stars. 

Man,  Ha !  saidst  thou  like  a  coward  ? 
What  sanctity,  what  majesty  divine 
Hast  thou  put  on,  to  guard  thee  from  my  rage, 
That  thus  thou  darest  to  wrong  me  ? 

Baf%  Out,  thou  slave, 
And  know  me  for  thy  lord 

Mom.  I  tell  thee,  tyrant. 
When  in  the  pride  of  power  thou  sat'st  on  high. 
When  like  an  idol  thou  wert  vainly  worshipped. 
By  pn>strate  wretches,  bom  with  slavish  souls : 
£ven  when  thou  wert  a  king,  thou  wert  no  more, 
Nor  ereater  than  Moneses ;  bom  of  a  race 
RoyaJ,  and  great  as  thine.    What  art  thou  now, 

then? 
The  (ate  of  war  has  set  thee  with  the  lowest; 
And  captives  (like  the  subjects  of  the  grave), 
Losing  distinction,  serve  one  common  lord. 

Be;.  Braved  by  this  dog !  Now  give  a  loose  to 


And  curse  thyself!  curse  thy  false  cheadng  pro- 
phet! 

Ha!  yet  there  is  some  revenge.    Hear  me,  thou 
Christian ! 

Thoa  lefbt  that  sister  with  me :  Thou  impostor ! 

Thou  boaster  of  thy  honesty !  Thou  liar  ! 

But  take  her  to  thee  back. 

Now  to  explore  my  prison — ^if  it  holds 

Another  plague  like  this,  the  restless  damned 

(If  muftis  lie  not)  wander  thus  in  hell; 

From  scorching  flames  to  chilling  frosts  they  ran, 

Then  from  their  frosts  to  fires  return  agiun. 

And  only  prove  variety  of  pain. 

[EjKuni  Bt^awet  and  Hafy. 
Arp.    Stay,    Bajazet,  I  charge  thee  by  my 
wrongs ! 

Stay  and  unmld  a  talc  of  so  much  horror 

As  only  iits  thy  telling.    Oh,  Moneses ! 
Mom.  Why  dost  thou  weep  ?   Why  this  tem- 
pestuous passion. 

That  stops  thy  faultering  tongue  short  on  my 
name? 

Oh,  speak !  onval  this  mystery  of  sorrow, 

Antt  draw  the  dismal  scene  at  once  to  sight ! 
Arp.  Thoa  art  undone,  los^  ruined,  and  un- 
done! 
Mom.  I  will  not  think  it  b  soy  while  I  have 
thee; 

Whiie  thus  it  is  ^ven  to  hold  thee  in  my  anns; 


For  while  I  sigh  upon  thV  panting  bosom, 
The  sad  remembrance  of  past  woes  is  lost. 
Arp,  Forbear  to  sooth  thy  soul  with  flattering 

thoughts. 
Of  evils  overpast,  and  joys  to  come : 
Our  woes  are  like  the  genuine  shade  beneath. 
Where  fate  cuts  off  the  very  hopes  of  day. 
And  everlasting  night  and  horror  reign. 

JIfofti  By  all  the  tenderness  and  chaste  endear^ 

ments 
Of  our  past  love,  I  charge  thee,  my  Arpasia, 
To  ease  mv  soul  of  doubts  1  Give  me  to  know. 
At  once,  the  utmost  malice  of  my  fate  ! 
Arp*  Take  tl)en  thy  wretched  share  in  all  I 

suffer, 
Still  partner  of  my  heart !  Scarce  hadst  thou  left 
The  sultan's  camp,  when  the  imperious  tyrant^ 
Softening  the  pride  and  Herceness  of  his  temper. 
With  gentle  speech,  made  oflKer  of  his  love. 
Amazed,  as  at  the  thought  of  sudden  death, 
I  started  into  tears,  and  often  urged 
(Though  still  in  vain)  the  difference  of  our  faiths. 
At  last,  as  flying  to  the  utmost  refuge. 
With  lifted  hai^  and  streaming  eyes,  I  owned 
The  fraud ;  which  when  we  fint  were  made  his 

prisoners, 
Conscious  of  my  unhappy  form,  and  fearing 
For  thy  dear  life,  I  forced  thee  to  put  on 
Thy  borrowed  name  of  brother,  mine  of  sister ; 
Hiding  beneath  that  veil  the  nearer  tie 
Our  mutual  vows  had  made  before  the  priesL 


Kindling  to  rage  at  hearing  of  my  story, 
'  Then,  be  it  so/  he  cried:  *  Thinkest 


thou  thy 


vows. 


Given  to  a  4ave,  shall  bar  me  from  thy  beauties?? 
Then  bade  the  priest  pronounce  the  marriage- 
rites, 
Which  he  performed ;  whilst,  shrieking  with  dc»» 

pair, 
I  called,  in  vain,  the  powers  of  Heaven  to  aid  me. 

Mon.  Villain !  Imperial  villain !  Oh,  the  coward ! 
Awed  by  his  guilt,  though  backed  by  force  and 

power. 
He  durst  not,  to  my  face,  avow  his  purpose ; 
But,  in  my  absence,  like  a  lurking  thief, 
Stole  on  my  treasure,  and  at  once  undid  me. 

Arp.  Had  they  not  kept  me  from  the  means 
of  death. 
Forgetting  all  the  rules  of  Christian  suffering, 
I  had  done  a  desperate  murder  on  my  soul. 
Ere  the  rude  slaves,  that  waited  on  his  will,  . 
Had  forced  me  to  his 

Mon.  Stop  thee  there,  Arpasia, 
And  bar  my  fancy  from  the  guilty  scene ! 
Let  not  thought  enter,  lest  the  busy  mind 
Should  muster  such  a  train  of  monstrous  imagp!^ 
As  would  distract  me.    Oh !  I  cannot  bear  it. 
Thou  lovely  hoard  of  sweets,  where  all  my  joys 
Were  treasured  up,  to  have  thee  rifled  thus  1 
Thus  torn  untasted  from  my  eager  wishes! 
But  I  will  have  thee  from  him.    Tamerlane 
(  The  sovereign  judge  of  equity  on  earth) 
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Shall  do  me  iostiea  on  thii  mig|btj  robber, 
And  render  bacb  thy  beanties  to  Moneses. 
ArjK  And  who*  atuil  render  beck  my  peace^  my 

honour, 
The  spotless  whiteness  of  my  virgin  sooi  ? 
Ah !  no^  Moneses^-Think  notl  will  ever 
Bring  a  polluted  love  to  thy  chaste  arms : 
I  am  the  tyrant's  wifew — Oti,  fatal  title  \ 
Aatd,  in  the  sight  of  all  die  saints,  have  sworn. 
By  honour,  womanhood,  and  blushing  shamei 
To  know  no  seeond  bride-bed  but  my  grave. 
Man.  I  swear  it  must  not  be,  smce  still  my 

eye 
Fmds  thee  as  heavenly  whites,  as  angel  pure, 
As  in  the  earliest  hours  of  life  tliou  wert : 
Nor  art  tkoo  his,  but  mine;    thy  first  vpw  is 

mine, 
Thy  soul  is  mine. 

Arp.  O !  think  not,  that  the  power 
Of  most  persuasive  eloquence  can  make  me 
Forget  I  have  been  another's,  been  his  wife. 
Now,  by  my  blushes,  by  the  strong  confusion 
And  anguiso  of  my  heart,  spare  me,  Moneses, 
Nor  urge  my  trembling  virtue  to  the  precipice. 
Shortly,  oh  f  veiy  shoray,  if  my  sorrows 
Divine  aright,  and  Heaven  be  gracious  to  me. 
Death  shall  dissolve  the  faital  obligation. 
And  give  me  up  to  peace,  to  that  blest  place, 
Whero  the  good  rest  from  care  and  anxious  life. 
Mon,  Oh,  teach  me,  thou  fair  saint,  like  thee 

to  snffisr ! 
Teach  me,  with  hardy  piety,  to  combat 
llie  present  ills :  instruct  my  eyes  to  pass 
The  narrow  bounds  of  life,  this  land  of  sorrow, 
And,  with  bold  hopes>  to  view  the  realms  beyond, 


Those  ctistant  heautaes  of  the  future  state. 
Tell  me,  Arpasia— my,  what  joys  aro  those 
That  wait  to  cra^vn  the  wrotch  who  sufiershcre? 
Oh !  tell  me,  and  sustain  my  failing  faidL 

Arp,  Imagine  somewhat  exquisitely  fine, 
Whicn  fancy  cannot  painty  which  the  pleaaed 

mind 
Can  barely  know,  unable  to  describe  it; 
Imagine  it  is  a  tract  of  endless  joys, 
Without  satiety  or  interruption; 
Ima£!:ine  it  is  to  mect^  and  part  no  more. 

Men,  Grant,  gentle  lieaven,  that  soch  may  he 
our  lot ! 
Let  us  be  blest  together.    Oh,  my  vwl ! 
Build  on  that  hope,  and  let  it  arm  thy  couniga^ 
To  straggle  with  the  storm  that  parts  os  new. 

Arp.  Yes,  my  Moneses  I  now  the  surges  rise, 
The  swelling  sea  breaks  in  between  our  barks, 
And  drives  us  to  our  fate  on  difieront  rocks. 
Farewell !  My  soul  lives  with  thee. 

Mon,  Death  is  parting, 
ft  is  the  last  sad  adieu  'twixt  sonl  and  body. 
But  this  is  somewhat  worse«  ■    my  joy,  my  com* 

fort, 
All  that  was  left  in  life,  fleets  after  thee ; 
My  aching  sight  hai^s  on  thy  parting  besMities, 
Thy  lovely  eyes,  all  drowned  in  floods  of  sorrow. 
So  sinks  the  setting  sun  beneath  the  waves, 
And  leaves  the  traveller,  in  pathless  woods, 
Benighted  and  forlorn — ^Thus,  with  sad  eyes, 
Westward  lie  turns,  to  nuvk  the  light's  decay. 
Till,  having  lost  the  last  faint  glimpse  of  day, 
Cheerless,  in  darkness,  he  pursues  his  way. 

[ JSjreun^  Monae$  and  Arpa$iay  teveralijh 


ACT   m. 


SCENE  l.—The  imide  of  the  Royal  Tent. 

Enter  Axalla,  Selima,  and  Women  Attendants, 

Ax,  Can  thero  be  aught  in  love  beyond  this 
proof. 
This  wondrous  proof,  I  give  thee  of  my  faith  ? 
To  tear  thee  from  my  bleeding  bosom  thus ! 
To  rend  the  strings  of  life,  to  set  thee  free. 
And  yield  thee  to  a  croel  father's  power ! 
Foe  10  my  hopes!   What  canst  tbou  pay  me 

What  but  tibyself,  thou  angel !  for  thit  fondness? 

SeL  Thou  dost  upbraid  me,  beggar  as  I  am, 
And  urge  me  with  my  poverty  of  love. 
Perhaps  thoo  think'st,  'tis  nothing  for  a  maid 
To  strt^cle  through  lAne  niceness  of  her  sex. 
The  blushes  and  uie  fears,  and  own  she  loves. 
Thou  think'tt  'tis  notfuBg  for  my  artkas  heart 
To  own  my  weakness,  and  con&ss  titiy  trimaph. 

At,  Oh  I  yes  I  own  it ;  my  charmed  ears  ne'er 
knew 
A  sowid  of  so  much  rapture,  so  mnch  joy. 


Not  voices,  instroments,  not  warbling  birda. 
Not  winds,  not  murmuring  waters  joined  vbl 

cert. 
Not  tuneful  nature,  not  the  according 
Utter  snch  harmony,  as  when  my  Selmoii, 
With  dowxxast  looks    and   flushes,    said — I 

love. 
SeL  And  yet  tfaou  sa/s^  I  am  a  niggard  u> 

thee! 
I  swear  the  balance  shall  be  held  between  us* 
And  love  be  jndge,  if,  after  all  the  tendense&a^ 
Tears  and  cdnfusicto  of  my  virgin  soul. 
Thou  ihouldst  coihpliia  cv  au^t,  unjust  Axalla ! 
Ar.  Why  ^'as  I  ever  blest  !-^Wbj  is   i^nkemH 

brance 
Rich  with  a  thousand  pleaung  imatos 
Of  past  enjoyments,  sioce  'tk  but^aaift  to  «ne  9 
When  thou  art  miae  no  more,  what  wmic  «aie  m^ 
To  think  of  all  the  golden  miantiespasit. 
To  think  that  thoo  wert  kind,  and  I  w«a  hain>^  t 
Bat  lb  an  ao^el  fallen  from  Uim,  ta  ouraa 
My  present  state,  and  mourn  the  hea»«a  Fve  lo^ 
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SeL  Uops»better.fo^  ns  hoih;  nor  Jet  >  thy 
feai% 
Like  ao  uabicby  .omav  croat*  my  >  way.  < 
My  father,  foughrmid  atarmy  in- Jua  iiatura,r/ 
TomeivaaafaaajB'geaitle^.aMymcbfoiidiieis  • 
Pktennd»<eaer.  vet  me  with  .a  bfettin^. 
Oft,  whoi  ofienoe  had  atiiraiilnni  to  audh  imiY^ 
That  not  grare  ooanseUora*  for  witdovfiinied^  * 
Nor  hardv  caplauns,  that  had  fixi^'htB  battlefl* 
Presomed  to  apeak;  bM;  atmek  with  awful  dread, 
WarothwAf rl  aa  totti;  yethasbeai^ed^nine, 
Sxsnd  me^  and  bade  me  utter  all  my  purpose. 
Till,  with-nj  idfe.^raMke,  I  had  aoothed  hun^ 
Aad  woo  faiba  -iroBB  his  anger* 

^  Oh!  I  know 
Thoa  hast  a  tongue  to  charm  the  wildest  tem- 
pers. 
Herds  would  forget  to  ^raze^  itod  aivage  beasts 
Staad  still  and  loan  tbetr  fierceness^  but  to  hear 

thee. 
As  if  they  had  reflection,  and  by  reasbn 
Forsook  a  less  enjoyment  fdr  a  greater.  < 

«it»  ch  I  when  I  revdhre  each  circikmstaace, . . 
y  Christian  faith,  my  service  closal^jF  bound 
To  Tiunerlaoe,  my  masle^  land  aay  friend. 
Tell  M^  my  dmnaer,  if  my  fears  are  vaia?    . 
Hunk  what  remains  for  me,  if  the  fierce  sultan 
Should  doom  thy  beauties  Jba  another  a  bed  \ 
SeL  Tisa  snd  thou^:  but  to  appease. thy 
donUs^. 
Here,-  in  the  awful  sight  of  liearen,  I  row 
No  power  shall  e^er  dividefttie  from  thy  love, 
£veo  daty  shall  mrt  force  me  to  be  fai^. 
My  cruet  stars  may  tear  thee  from  my  arm% 
But  never  from  my  heart;  and  when  the  maids  < 
Shall  jfeaily'coaie  with  garlands  of  fresh  ftowers, 
To  moom  with  pious  office  o'er  my  grare, 
Thej  shall  sit  siuily  down,  and  weeping  tell 
How  well  I  loved,  how  much'  I  saf&red  far-tbee : 
And  while  they  grieve  my  fate,  iftiall  praise  my 


At.  Bot'see,  the  saltan  comes  1 ^My  beat- 
ing heart 
Boaads  with  exulting  motiaitrhope  and  fear 
right  wifli aHstaCaoonqortt  in  my  breast. 
Oh!  can  I  give  her  from  meh  YiM  her.up  ? 
Now  moom,    thou  god  of  love,    since  honour 
triumphs, 
crowns  nis  cruel  ahars  with  thy  spoils.  ' 

EiUer  BAj.AaET. 
£9.  To  have  a  nauseous  courtesy  forocd  on 


Spite'tff  my  ■'will,  by  an  insulting  foe  1 

Ha!  th^  would  break  the  fierceness  of  my  tem- 

P«9  *   '        '  ■     • 
And  nake  me  anp^foc  their  slavish  purpose.. 
Cone  on  tlicir  Pawning  arts  !*  From  Heaven  it- 
self ' 
t  wooU  nBl,'On>anditeh»f'recQive  a  benefit 
Bat  spam-  it  bacic  vpon  die  over's  1iaad« 
\Selma  coma  forvswrd^  and  kneeU  to  Bajazet. 
Vol.  I. 


SeL  My  lord !  my  royal  fadier ! 

Bo^.  Ha !  what  art  thou  ? 
What  heavenly  innocence !  that  in  a  form. 
So  known,  so  loved,  hast  left  thy  paradise^ 
For  joyless  prison,  for  this  place  of  woe ! 
Art  thou  my  Selima  ^ 

^L  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 
Alaa^  my  pio^  is  then  in  vain ! 
Your  Selima,  your  daughter  whom  you  loved^ 
The  fondling  once  of  her  dear  father^s  arms, 
Is  ooqie  to  daim  ber  share  in  his  misfortunes ; 
To  wait  and  tend  him  with  obsequious  duty ; 
To  sit,  aqd  weep  for  every, care  he  feels; 
To  belpto  wear  the  tedious  minutes  out, 
To^fben  bondage,  and  tho  loss  of  empire. 

Baj,  Now,  by  our  prophet,  if  my  wounded  mind 
Could  know  a  thought  of  peace,  it  would  be  now  I 
Even  from  thy  prating  infancy  thou  wert 
My  joy,  my  little  ^el ;  smihng  comfort 
Cam^  ;with  thee^  still  to  glad  me.     Now  I'm 

cursed 
Eveil  n  thee  too.    Reproach  and  infamy 
iU(«nd  the  Christian  dog,  to  whom  thou  wert 

trusted! 
To  see  thee  here — 'twere  better  see  thee  dead  ! 
'   Ax,  .Thus  Tamerlane,  to  royal  Bajazet, 
With  kingly  greeting  sends;  smce  with  the  brave 
(The  bloody  business  of  the  fight  once  ended) 
St^m  hate  and  opposition  ou^t  to  cease ; 
Thy  ^ueen  already  to  thy  arms  restored, 
lUoeive  this  second  gifV,  thy  beauteous  daughter; 
And  if  there  be  aught  farther,  in  thy  wish. 
Demand  with  honour,  and  obtain  it  freely. 
.    Bqf.  Bear  back  thy  fulsome  greeting  to  thy 

master; 
Tell  him,  Til  none  of  it.    Had  he  been  a  god,    . 
Ail  his  omnipoC^noe  could  not  restore 
My  fame  diminished,  loss  of  sacred  honour. 
The  radiancy  of  majesty  eclipsed : 
For  aught  besides^  it  is  not  worth  my  care ; 
The  giver  and  bk  gifts  are  both  beneath  me. 

As.  Enough  of  war  the  wounded  earth  has 
known; 
Weary  at  lengthy  and  wasted  with  destruction. 
Sadly  she  rears  her  ruined  bead,  to  shew 
Uer  cities  humbl^y  aod  her  countries  t»poiled^ 
Amd  to  her  mighl^y  masters  sues  for  peace. 
Oh,  sultan  !  by  the  Power  divine  I  swear. 
With  joy  I  would  jreei^p  the  savage  trophies 
In  blood  andtbattle  gained,  could  I  atone 
The  fatal  breach  'twixt  thee  and  Tamerlane ; 
And  thidc  a  soldier's  glory  well  bestowed 
To  buy  mankind  a  peace. 

Baj.  And  what  drt  thou,    . 
That  dost  presume  to  mediate  'twixt  the  rage 
Of  an^kidgs? 

Ax,  A  prince,  bom  of  the  noblest, 
And  of  a  soul  that  answers  to  that  birth, 
That  darea  not  but  do  well,  .  Thou  dost  put  on 
A  forced  forgetfulness,  thus  not  to  know  me, 
A  guest  so  lately  to  t^  court^  1I10&  meetiiig 
On  gentler  tenns^** 
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SeL  Coald  aon^t  eflbte  tfa^  tnerit 
Of  brave  Axaila^  namey  yet  when  your  daughter 
Shall  tell  how  well,  how  nobly  she  was  used. 
How  light  this  g^diant  prince  made  all  her  bond- 

Moflt  sure  the  royal  Bajaaet  will  own 
That  honour  stands  indebted  to  such  goodness, 
Nor  can  a  monarcd's  friendship  dx>re  than  pay  it 
Bt^,  Ha !  know'st  thou  that,  fond  girl  f-^o 

: — ^'tis  not  well. 
And  when  thou  couldst  desccdid  to  take  a  benefit 
From  a  vile  Christian,  and  thy  father's  foe, 
Thou  didst  an  act  dishonest  to  thy  race : 
Henceforth,  unless  thou  meanest  to  cancel  all 
M^  share  in  thee,  and  write  thyself  a  bastard, 
Die,  starve,  know  any  evil,  ahy  pain, 
Rather  than  taste  a  merqr  from  these  dogs« 
SeL  Alas !  Aialla ! 
Ax.  Weep  not,  lovely  maid ! 
I  swear^  one  pearly  drop  from  those  fair  eyes 
Would  over-pay  the  service  of  my  life  I 
One  sigh  from  thee  has  made  a  large  amends 
For  all  thy  angry  father^s  frowns  aiul  fierceness. 
Bqf,  Oh,  my  curst  fortune  ! — ^Am  I  ^en  thus 

low! 
Dishonoured  to  my  face !  Thou  earth-bom  thing ! 
Tlioti  clod !  how  hast  thou  dared  to  lift  thy  eyes 
Up  to  the  sacred  race  of  mighty  Ottoman, 
Whom  kings>  whom  even  our  propbet^s  holy  of^ 

spring 
At  distance  have  beheld  ?  And  what  art  thoU  f 
What  glorious  titles  blazon  out  thy  birth  f 
Thou  vile  obscurity !  ha ! — say — thou  base  one. 
Axi  Thus  challenged)  virtue^  modest  as  she  is, 
Stands  up  to  do  herself  a  common  justice ; 
To  answer,  and  nsaert  that  inbotn  merit. 
That  worth,  which  conscious  to  herself  she  feels. 
Were  honour  to  be  scanned  by  long  descent^ 
From  ancestors  illustrious,  I  could  vaunt 
A  lineage  of  the  greatest,  and  recount, 
Among  my  fathers,  names  of  ancient  story^ 
Heroes  and  god-like  patriots^  who  subdued 
The  world  by  arms  and  virtue,  and,  being  Romans, 
Scorned  to  hie  kings;  but  that  be  their  own  praise : 
Nor  will  I  borrow  merit  from  the  dead, 
Myself  an  undeser^^n    T  could  prove 
My  friendship  such,  as  thou  mightest  deign  to 

accept 
With  honour,  when  it  comes  with  friendly  office. 
To  render  back  thy  crown,  and  former  greatness ; 
And  yet  even  this,  ei*en  all  is  poor,  when  Selima, 
With  matchless  worth,  weighs  down  the  adverse 

scale. 
Baj.  To  give  me  back  what  yestenlay  took 

from  me. 
Would  be  to  give  like  Heaven,  when  having  finish* 

ed 
This  world  (the  goodly  work  of  his  creation), 
He  bid  his  favourite  man  be  lord  of  all* 
But  this- 

Ax»  Nor  is  this  p(t  beyond  my  power4 
Oft  has  the  mighty  master  of  my  .arms 


Urged  me,  fnUi  large  amUtiott,  to  d 
Crowns  and  dominions  from  his  boonteaos  power: 
lis  true,  I  waved  the  profier,  and  have  held  it 
The  worther  choice  to  wait  upon  hit  virtues. 
To  be  the  friend  and  partner  of  his  wars, 
Than  to  be  Asia's  lord.    Nor  wooder  then. 
If,  in  thfe  confidence  of  such  a  friendship^ 
Ipromisfe  boldly  for  the  royal  giver, 
Thy  crown  and  empire. 

Bo;.  For  our  daughter  thus 
Meanest  thou  to  barter?  Ha !  I  teilthec^  Chris- 
tian, 
There  is  but  one,  one  dowry  thou  canst  give, 
And  I  can  ask,  worthy  my  daughter's  love. 

Ax.  Oh !  name  the  mighty  ransom;  task  my 
power; 
Let  there  be  dai^r,  difficulty,  death. 
To  enhance  the  price. 

Baj.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 
Bring  me  the  Tartar's  head. 

Ax.  Ha ! 

Baj.  Tamerlane's! 
WdMA,  that  de«liy  iioi«>o,  to  my  gbiy. 

Ax.  Prodigious !  Horrid  ! 

SeL  Lost !  for  ever  lost ! 

Baj.  And  couldst  thou  hope  to  bribe  me  with 
aught  else  ? 
With  a  vite  peace,'^ patched  up  on  slavish  terms  f 
With  tributary  kinf^ip  ?— No  l^-To  merit 
A  recompence  from  me,  sate  my  revenge. 
The  Tartar  is  my  bane,  I  cannot  bear  ham : 
One  heaven  and  earth  can  never  hold  us  both ; 
Still  shall  we  hate,  and  with  defiance  deadly 
Keep  rage  alive,  till  one  be  lost  for  ever ; 
As  if  two  suns  should  meet  in  the  meridian. 
And  strive,  in  fiery  combat,  for  the  passage. 
Weep'st  thou,  fond  girl  ?    Now,  as  thy  kmg,  and 

father, 
I  charge  thee,  drive  this  slave  from  thy  remem- 
brance! 
Hate  shall  be  pious  in  thee.    Come,  and  join 

[Li^ng  koU  cm  ker  A«jid 
To  curse  thy  father's  roes. 

StL  Undone  for  ever ! 
Now,  tyrant  duty,  art  thou  yet  obeyed  }    ^ 
There  is  no  more  to  give  thee^    On,  Axalla ! 

[Bajaxet  Umdt  mU  \Seima,  tkt  iookim^ 
back  on  AxaUa. 

Axi.  ^was  what  I  fieared ;  fool  that  I  vni»  to 
obey! 
The  cowaitl.  Love,  that  could  not  bear  her  fro«iii« 
Has  wrought  his  own  nndoing.  Perhapa  e'en  now 
The  tyrant^s  rage  prevails  upon  her  fears : 
Fiercely  he  storms :  she  weeps,  and  agbs,  and 

tremblesy 
But  swears  at  leneth  to  think  on  me  no  more. 
He  bade  me  take  her.  But,  oh,  graciouft  bonoor ! 
Upon  what  terms  ?    My  soul  ret  shudders  at  it. 
And  stands  but  half  recovered  of  her  frisht. 
The  head  of  Tamerlane !  monstrous  impiety ! 
Bleed,  bleed  to  death,  my  hearty  be  vi^caeVlna^ 
tyr. 
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Oh,  cnperor!  I  own  I  ought  to  rive  thee 
Some  ooUer  murk,  than  dyinsy  of  my  faith. 
fhea  let  tbe  paint  I  feel  my  tnendship  prove ; 
l^s  ema  far  to  die,  than  cease  to  love. 

[ExU  AxaUa. 

SCENB  TL^T^tmerUn^t  Camp. 

Enter  tevendbf  MoneseSi  and  Prince  cf 
Tanais. 

Moil  Uluat  mteaa  untimely  on  hit  leisure, 
Ym  woold  much  bind  a  stranger  to  jfour  tervice, 
To  live  me  meant  of  audience  from  the  emperor. 

Pr,  Most  willingly;  though,  for  the  present 
moment, 
We  myst  intreatyour  stay ;  he  holdt  him  private. 

HiM.  His  counsel,  I  presume  ? 

iV.  No^  the  affiur 
h  ooc  of  eartht  but  heaven — A  holy  man, 
(One  whom  our  prophet't  law  calls  such)  a  der- 

Seem  him  in  conference. 

Mm.  Houn  of  religion, 
^Kcially  of  princes,  claim  a  reverence, 
Nor  will  be  intemipted. 

i'^  What  his  bntinets 
^poiu,  we  know  not ;  but,  with  earnest  suit. 
This  190m,  he  begged  admittance.    Oar  great 


(rbts  whom  none  bows  more  lowly  to  high  Hea- 
ven) 
Id  vemcnd  regard  holds  all  that  bear 
'^'^ioa  to  lel^sion,  and,  on  notice  ' 
^  his  reooest,  received  him  on  the  instant 
Mem.  We  will  attend  his  pleasure,     [Exeunt, 

JSa/erfAKCRLAKE  aaJfi  Dervise, 

Te^  Tboo  briuftt  me  thy  credentiaU  from 
dlehighes^ 
From  Alia,  and  oar  prophet.  Speak  thy  message ; 
h  maet  import  the  beat  and  noblest  ends, 

I^.  Imia  speaka  our  holy  Mahomet,  who  has 
pventtee 
To  mpk  and  €30oqQet  i  ill  doet  thon  repay  . 
The  boontiot  of  hia  hand,  unmindful  ot 
The  fountain  wheooe  thy  ttieamt  of  greatness 

low. 
TW  hast  foneot  hig^  Heaven,  hast  beaten  down 
Aad  trampled  00  rdigion's  aanctity. 

Tern.  Now,  as  I  am  a  aoldier  and  a  king 
rrhc  greateat  namea  of  honour),  do  but  i|uke 
Tby  inpttCacioo  out,  and  Tamerlane 
°faaU  do  thee  ample  juatice  on  himaelf. 
S  much  the  aacrad  name  of  Heaven  awqa  mf, 
C  ottid  I  suapect  mj  aool  of  harixmrinij  aoght 
To  tt  dJAnoour,  I  would  aearch  it  atnctly, 
'Aad  drive  tbe  oflfeoding  thought  wtdi  fury  forth. 

I^.  Yca^  thou  baat  hurt  our  holy  prophet's 


noooiir, 

^fostering  the  pemicioua  Christian  sect 
Thoae,  wlimn  his  swofd  ponnecL  with  ; 


his  swon(  ponnec^  with  fell  de- 


Thou  takest  into  thj  boaom,  to  thy  ooundU  I 
They  are  thy  only  mends.    The  true*  believers 
Mourn  to  behold  thee  favour  this  Axalla. 

Tarn,  I  fear  me,  thou  outgoest  the  prophet's 

order. 
And  briiig'st  his  venerable  name  to  shelter 
A  rudeness,  ill-becomjng  thee  to  use, 
Or  me  to  suffer.     When  thou  namest  my  friend^ 
Thou  namest  a  man  beyond  a  monk*s  discerniug. 
Virtuous  and  great,  a  warrior  and  a  prince. 
Der,  He  is  a  Christian ;  there  our  law  con- 
demns him, 
Although  he  were  even  all  thou  speakest,  an4 

more. 
Tarn,  n!*is  false ;  no  law  divine  condemns  tlie 

virtuous. 
For  differing  from  the  rules  your  schools  devise. 
Look  round,  how  Providence  bestows  alike 
Sunshine  and  rain,  to  bless  the  fruitful  year. 
On  difierent  ualioas,  all  of  different  faiths ; 
And  (though  by  several  names  and  titles  wor- 

sliipped; 
Heaven  takes  the  various  tribute  of  tlicir  pitiisr ; 
Since  ml  agree  to  own,  at  le^st  to  mciin, 
One  l^est,  Qnc  g^reatest,  only  Ixird  of  all. 
Tims,  when  he  viewed  tlie  many  forms  of  nature. 
He  found  that  all  wa^  good,  and  ble!»t  the  fair  va-* 

riety. 
Der.  Most  impious  and  profane ! — Kay,  frowij 

not,  prince ! 
Full  of  the  prophet,  I  despise  the  danger 
Thy  angry  power  may  threaten.  I  command  thee 
To  hear,  and  to  obey ;  since  tlius  says  ]\Iahomet : 
Why  have  I  made  thee  dreadful  to  the  nations  ? 
VVhy  have  I  given  thee  conquest,  but  to  spread 
My  sacred  law  even  to  the  utmost  earth. 
And  make  my  holy  Mecca  the  world's  worship  ? 
Go  on,  and  whercsoe'er  thy  arms  shall  prosner, 
Plant  there  the  prophet^s  name;  with  sword  i^nrl 

fire 
Drive  out  all  other  faiths,  and  let  t))c  world 
Confess  him  only. 

Tarn,  Had  he  but  commanded 
My  sword  to  conquer  all,  to  make  the  world 
Know  but  one  loid,  thfs  task  were  not  so  hard ; 
'Twere  but  to  do  what  has  b^n  done  already ; 
And  Philip's  son,  and  Ctesar,  did  as  much ; 
But  to  subdue  the  unconquerable  mind, 
To  make  onef  reason  have  the  same  effect 
Upon  all  apprehensions;  to  force  this 
Or  this  man,  just  po  thiuk  as  thou  and  I  do ;   - 
Impossible !  Unless  souls  were  alike 
In  all,  wliich  differ  now  like  human  faces, 

Der.  Well  might  the  holy  cause  be  carried  on^ 
If  Musselmen  did  not  make  war  on  Miikselmen. 
Why  boldest  thou  captive  a  believing  monarch  ? 
Now,  at  thou  hopest   to  'scape  the  prophet^F 

curse, 
Release  the  ro^l  Bajaze^  and  join, 
Widi  force  united,  to  destroy  the  Christians. 
3'ajff,  'Tiswell I've  fovi^d  the  cau^  i\m 

moves  thv  zeal. 
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What  shallow  politician  set  thee  on, 

lu  hopes  to  fright  me  this  way  to  oompliance  ? 

Der,  Our  prophet  only 

Tan.  NcH— thoo  dost  belie  him, 
Thou  maker  of  new  faiths!  that  darest  to  build 
Thy  fond  inventions  on  religion's  name. 
Religion's  lustre  is,  by  native  innocence, 
Divinely  pure,  and  simple  from  all  arts ; 
You  daub  and  dress  her  like  a  common  mistress, 
The  harlot  of  your  fancies;  and,  by  adding 
False  beauties,  which  she  wants  not,  make  the 

world 
Suspect  her  angel's  face  is  foul  beneath, 
And  would  not  bear  all  lights.    Hence !  I  have 

found  thee. 
Der.  I  have  but  one  resort    Now  aid  me, 

prophet !  [Aside, 

Yet  I  have  somewhat  further  to  unfold ; 
Our  prophet  speaks  to  thee  in  thunder—lhu*— 

[The  Dervite  draws  a  concealed  dagger, 
and  offers  to  stab  Tamerlane. 
Tarn.  No,  villain,  Heaven  is  watchful  o'er  its 

worshippers, 

[Wrestittg  the  dagger  from  him. 
And  blasts  the  murderer's  purpose.    Think,  thou 

wretch! 
Think  on  the  pains  that  wait  thy  crime,  and 

tremble 
When  I  shall  doom  thee— 

Der.  Tis  but  death  at  last ; 
And  I  will  suffer  greatly  for  the  cause, 
That  urged  me  first  to  the  bold  deed. 

Tarn.  Oh,  impious ! 
Enthusiasm  thus  makes  villains  martyrs. 
[Pausing.]  It  shall  be  so — ^To  die !  'twere  a  re- 
ward- 
Now,  learn  the  difference  'twixt  thy  faith  and 

mine : 
Tliinc  bids  thee  lift  thy  dagger  to  my  throat ; 
Mine  can  forgive  the  wrong,  and  bid  thee  live. 
Keep  thy  own  wicked  secret,  and  be  safe  1 
If  thou  repentest,  I  have  gained  one  to  virtue,    • 
And  am,  in  that,  rewarded  for  my  mercy; 
If  thou  continuest  still  to  be  the  same, 
Tis  punishment  enOugh  to  be  a  villain. 
Hence!  from  my  sight — It  shocks  my  sool  to 

think,  ' 

That  there  is  such  a  monster  in  my  kind. 

tBxit  Dervise. 
Whither  will  man's  impiety  extend  ? 
Oh,  gracious  Heaven  f  dost  thou  withhold  thy 

thunder. 
When  bold  assassins  take  thy  name  npon  them, 
And  swear  they  are  the  champions  of  tfayca!use  ? 

Enter  Mjoheses. 

Mon.  Oh,  emperor !  before  whose  awftil  tlntme 
Tlic  afflicted  never  kneel  in  vain  for  justice ; 

[Knee&ng  to  lltw. 
Undone,  and  ruined,  blasted  in  my  hopes, 
ticre  let  me  fall  before  yoor  sacred  feet. 
And  groan  out  my  misfortunes,  till  yoor  pity 


(The  last  support  aad  refiig^  thtt  is  3tft  me) 
Shall  raise  me  from, the.  grmmd, and  bid  ne  live! 

Tam.  Rise,  paince,  aor  ktoiBttdkaBtip^i 
worth,  .  . 

And  tdd  bow  boldly  that  might  bid  thee  uk, 
'Lest  I  diouid  make  a  merit  of  my  justice^ 
The  common  debt  1  am  to  thee,  to  aU, 
Even  to  the  meanest  of  mankind,  the  charter 
By  which  I  daim  my  crown,  and  UeaveB*sino- 

tection. 
Speak,  then,  as  to  a  kin^  the  mcred  name 
Where  power  is  kidged,  for  ri^teonteMbalaDC. 

Mon.  One  only  joy,  one  bieaun^  my  ho4  besrt 
•  Had  fixed  its  wbhes  on,,  and  that  i»  loil; 
That  sister,  for  whose  safety  my  sad  soul 
Endured  a  thousand  fear» 

Tarn.  I  well  remember. 
When,  ere  the  battle  joined,  I  saw  tbee  firsts 
With  grief  anoommon  to  a  brodier'a  love, 
Thon  told'sta  movii^  tale  of  her  auBforCaae% 
Such  as  bespoke  my  pity.    Is  there  augfit 
Thou  canst  demand  tram  friendship  }    Ask,  ani 
have  it. 

Afon.   First,  oh !  let  me  entreat  your  rogftl 
goodness. 
Forgive  the  folly  of  a  lover^s  caatioDf 
That  forged  a  tale  of  folly  l»  deceive  you. 
Said  I,  she  was  my  sister  r*-Oh !  'ds  false ; 
She  holds  a  dearer  interest  in  nay  sool, 
Such  as  the  closest  ties  of  bbod  iie«r  knew ; 
An  interest,  such  as  power,  wealth,  and  boooor, 
Cannot  buy,  but  love,  love  only,  can  beMow: 
She  was  the  mistress  of  my  vows,  my  tfaiide, 
By  contnct  mine;  and  long  ere  this  the  priest 
Had  tied  the' knot  for  ever,  had  not  Bajam— — 

Tam.  Ha !  Baiazet ! — If  yet  his  power  iRnlhholdi 
The  cause  of  all  thy  sorrows,  ail  thy  fears, 
E^en  gratitude  for  once*ahail  gain  upon  him. 
Spite  of  his  sava^  temper,  to  jgsKjse  her. 
This  mom  a  soldier  bnvaght  a  oa|AJ^  beanly, 
Sad,  though  she  seemed,  jetof  «^araiiaottnic» 
By  much  the  noUe^  spaA'ofjdk  dio  Iseld ; 
E^en  Scipio,  or  a  victor  yet  more  cold. 
Might  have  forgot  his  virtue  at  her'tai^t. 
Struck  with  a  fieaaiag  wondte*,  J  bekeJd  bcr, 
Till,  by  a  stav^^hatwaittdnesrher  penon, 
I  learned  she  was  the  captive  siiltan's  wife : 
Straight'  I  ibrbid  ra^  eyes  the  dtuigieraiia  joy 
Of  gaziug  iongif'flfeid  sent'her'feo  harilord. 

Mon.  Tfaew  was  Mouesar lost  f    Too  sare  my 
•heart 
(From  the  first  mention  of  her^Pondronacbanas) 
Presaged  iteoiild  be  onhjray' Ai , 

.IW. '  Arpana  J.  riidiit'thiKi  say' 

Mon, '  Yin,'  ay  Afi  Wik 

Torn.  Sm^  h  mistake,  or  fakt  X  yionid  mistake 
«hee: 
I  named theqoceii of  Bsjaast^  his^ wife. 

Mon.  His  queen  !  his  wife !  he  hrin^  that  ho- 
ly tide, 
70  WRfnish  o'er^  monitraaa  wronga  ha  has  don^ 
me. 
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2kN.  Alas!  I  fearnc^  pnnQe»vthj  grieft  are 
just; 
llioa  art,  indeedf  oohappy 

Mom.  Can  jo«  pily  ine, 
And  not  redress?    Oh,  royal  Tameriane ! 

'  [Kneeling, 
Thou  suooour^tke  wretched,, reach  tor  mercy 
To  save  me  from  the  grave,  and  from  oolivioo ! 
Be  nadoiis  to  tbe  hopes>d»t  wait  my  youth. 
Ob  flee  not  sonow  buui  me^  lest  I  wither, 
And  fan  in  TUe  diahoooar !    Lettby  jusdoa 
Restore  me^jr-Ar^asift;  give  her..faack, 
fiack  to  my  wishes,  to  my  transports  give  ber^ 
To  myfoDcly  nstkesa,  bleeding,  dying  bosom !  • 
Oh  f  give  her  to  me  yet  while  I  hsve^life 
To  biessctfaee  for  the  bounty !    Oh,  Arpaaia  ! 

Ike.  Unhappy,  voval  youtb,  why  dost  thou  ask 
What  honour  most  oeny  ?    Ha.!  is  she  not 
His  wife,  whom  he  has  wedded,  whom  epjoyed  ? 
And  woaldst  (hou  have  my  partial  friendship 

. break 
Tint  holy  knot,  which,  tied  onoe,  all  mankind  - 
A^ree  to  hold  aacred  and  undissolveable  i 
The  brutal  violence  would  stain  my  justice, 
And  brand  me  with  a  tynmt^a  hatoi4iame 
To  late  |Hiaterity. 

Ifoa.  Ave  then  the  vows, 
Tile  boiy  vows  we  legistered  in  heaven, 
Bot  common  air  ? 

Toai.  Could  thy  fond  love  forget 
The  viokution  of  a  first  enjoyment  ?— — 
But  sorrow  has  disturbed  and  hurt  thy  mind. 
*  Mon,  Parliapa  it  has,  and,  like  an  idle  mad- 


That  wanders  mth  ai  train  of  booting  boys, 
I  do  a.tbo«9Biid  things  to  shame  my  reason. 
Then  let  me  fly,  and  heap  toy  follies  w^  me, 
Far,  far.firpm  the  werhlV  sight    Honour  and 


Arms^  and  the  eloriovs  war  shaU  be  forgotten ; 
Na  ApUe  eouM  of  gyoatnassy  or^ambition, 


'Shall  wake  my-drowsy  soul  from  her 'dead  sleep, 
Till  the  last  trump  da  summon. 

Xam*  Let  »thy  virtue 
Stand  up  and  answer  to  these  warring  passions, 
.That  vex  tbrmanlv  tamper.  ..From  £c  moment 
When  first  I  saw  thee,  something  wondrous  noble 
Shone  through  thy  form,  and  won  my  friendship 

for  thee, 
Withoot  the  tedious  form  of  long  acquaintance ; 
Nor  will  I  .lose  thee  poorly  for  «  woman. 
Come;  droop  no  more  1  thoo.shalt  with  me  pursue 
IVue  greatness,,  till  we  rise  to  immortality. 
Thou  shalt  forget  these  lesser  cares,  Moneses ; 
Thou  shalt,  aim  help  me  to  reform  the  world. 
Mon,   So  the  goodgemus  warns  his  mortal 
ehaige 

To  fly  the  evil  fate  that  still  pursues  him. 
Till  tt  haxre  wrought  his  ntm»    Saored  Tamer- 
lane, 
Thy'Wovds  are  «s  the  breath  of  angels  to  me. 
But,  oh  1  too  deep  the  wounding  §^ef  b  fixt^ 
For  any  hand  to  neaL 

Tam.  This  dull  despair 
Is  the«soiiF4  laainessLr  •  Roiise  to  tbe<»mbat. 
And  thou  art  sure  to  conquer*    War  shaU  re- 
store tllee ; 
The  soimd  of  armf  shall  wake  thy  mardal  ardoory 
And  cure  this  amoiDtts^stckness  of  thy  sod. 
Begun  by  sloth,  and  nursed  by  too  much  ease. 
The  idle  god  of  love  supinely  dreams. 
Amidst  inglorious  shades  and  jpurling  streams ; 
In  rosy  fetters  and  fantastic  cnains. 
He  binds- deluded  maids  aittd  simple  swains ; 
With  soft  enjoyments  wooes  them  to  foiget 
The  hardy  toils  and  labours  of  the  mat 
But,  if  the  warlike  <i<ampel^s  loudtuarms 
To  virtuous  acts  excite,  and  manly  aitnsy 
The  coward  boy  avows  bis-  abject  fear. 
On  silken  wings  sublime  be-CQts  the  air, 
Scared  at  the  noble  noise  end  thunder  of  the 
•  war.  [Exeunt 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  l^^Bqfageft  Tent 


Eutjor  .Halt,  an4  the  Dervite, 

Hafy,  To  'scape  with  life  from  an  attempt  like  ^ 
•   this. 
Demands  my  wonder  justly. 

DetK  True,  it  may ; 
But  'tis  a  pnBNaple  of  his  new  faith ; 
%  what  bis  CbristiBii  favourites  have  -inspired, 
Who  fondly  nmke  a  merit  of  forgiveness, 
And.give  their  foes  a  second  opppituuity. 
If  ihe  first  l>low  sbooldmissi,    fasUng  to  serve 
The  sultan  to  mywishyaod  even  despairing 
Of  6irdier4aeaM<  ti^  eflfect  Ilia  liberty, 
A  lucky  accident  retrieved  my  hopes. 
•  Hm.  The  prophet  and  our  master  will' reward 
Thy  zeal  itt  thetr -behalf;)  batspea^  diy^pwrpose. 


Ver,  Just  entering  here,  I  met  the  Tartar  ge- 
neral, 
FieToe>Omar.  ' 

Ha,  He  oomoumds,  if  I  mistake  not, 
This'quarter  of  tbe^army,  and  our  guards. 

Der,  The  same.  .  By  Ais  st^n  aspect,  and  the 
•  •fires 
That  kindled  in  his  eyes,  I  guessed  the  tumult 
Some  wrong  had  raised  in  Ins  tempestuous  soul ; 
A  friendship  of  old  .date  had  dven  me  privilege 
To  ask'  of  his  concerns.    In  short,  I  learned, 
That,  burning  for  the  subpn^s  beauteous  daughter. 
He  had  begged  her,  as  a  captive  of  the  war. 
From  Tamerlane;  but  meeting  with  denial 
Of  what  he  thou^t  hi»  services  might  claim, 
Loudly  he  stotmsy  and  curses  the  Italian, 
As  cause  of  thf»  afiront;    I  jmned  hb  rage^ 
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And  added  to  his  injuries,  the  wrongs 
Our  prophet  daily  meets  with  from  Anlla. 
But  see,  he  comes.    Improve  what  I  shall  tell. 
And  all  we  wish  is  ours. 

[They  »eem  to  talk  together  atide. 

Enter  Omar. 

Om,  No  —  if  I  for^ve  it, 
Dishonour  blast  my  name !  Was  it  for  this 
That  I  directed  his  first  steps  to  greatness, 
Taught  him  to  dimb,  and  made  him  what  he  is? 
When  our  great  Cham  first  bent  his  eyes  towards 

him, 
(Then  petty  prince  of  Parthia)  and,  by  me 
persuaded,  raised  him  to  his  daughter  s  bed, 
Called  him  his  son,  and  successor  of  the  empire ; 
Was  it  for  this,  that  like  a  rode  I  stood. 
And  stemmed  a  torrent  of  our  Tartar  lords, 
Who  scorned  his  upstart  sway  ?  When  Calibes, 
In  bold  rebellion,  drew  e'eta  half  the  provinces 
To  own  his  cause,  I,  like  his  better  angel. 
Stood  by  his  shaking  throne,  and  fixed  it  fast : 
And  am  I  now  so  lost  to  his  remembrance. 
That,  when  I  ask  a  captive,  he  shall  tell  me, 
She  is  Axalla's  right,  nis  Christian  minion  ? 

Der.  Allow  me,  valiant  Ou^,  to  demand. 
Since  injured  thus,  why  right  you  not  you^lf  ? 
The  prize  you  ask  is  in  your  power. 

Om.  It  18, 
And  I-  will  seize  it  in  despite  of  Tamerlane, 
And  that  Italian  dog. 

HtL  What  need  of  force. 
When  every  thing  concurs  to  meet  your  wishes  ? 
Our  migh^  master  would  pot  wish  a  son 
Nobler  than  Omar.    Ff-om  a  father's  hand 
Beceive  that  daughter,  ivhich  ungrateful  Tapier- 

lane 
Has  to  your  w(mh  denied. 

Om,  Now,  by  my  arms, 
It  will  be  great  revenger    What  will  your  sultan 
Give  to  the  man  that  shall  restore  his  liberty. 
His  crown,  and  giye  him  power  to  wreak  his  ha- 
tred 
Upon  his  greatest  To^  ? 

Ha,  All  he  can  ask. 
And  far  beypo^  hjs  wish. 

Om,  These  trumpets  speak 
The  emperor's  approach ;  he  comes  once  more 
To  oflfier  terrps  m  peace,    Retire  witliin. 
I  will  k|ibw  fafther — he  grows  deadly  to  me; 
And  cursf  me,  prophet,  if  I  qot  repay 

Hi^  hftte  with  retribution  full  as  mortal.  [Exeunt, 

♦  •  ....       *•.... 

SCENE  II, 

J)rawt,  and  discovert  Arpasia  lying  on  a  couch, 

SONG. 

To  thee,  0  gentle  Sleeps  alone 

It  otcing  all  our  peace. 
By  thee  ourjoyt  are  heightened  ihovn, 

By  thee  our  torrom$  ceaie,. 


[Trumpets, 


The  nymph  whose  hand,  by  fraud  orfortey 

Some  tyrant  haspossestedf 
By  thee,  obtaining  a  divorce. 

In  her  oam  choice  is  bietsed, 
Oh^  sttty  !  Arpasia  bids  thee  stay  ; 

2^  sadly  weeping  fair 
Conjures  thee,  not  to  lose  m  day 

the  object  cf  her  care, 
Tbjpras/y  whoee  pleasing/arm  sheseu^t. 

That  motion  chased  ier  sloep ; 
7%iif  by  oursehes  are  off  nest  ssnmgfd 

The  griefsj/or  whidk  we  weep, 

Arp.  Oh,  death !  thou  gentle  end  of  hmmn 
sorrows, 
Still'must  my  weary  eye-lids  vainly  srake 
In  tedious  expectation  of  thy  pewoe  ? 
Why  stand  thy  thousan^l  thousand  doors  sdtt 

open. 
To  take  the  wretohed  in,  if  stem  feligioa 
Guard  eveiy  passage,  and  forbid  my  entrance  I 
Ludrece  conld  ble^  and  Portia  swallow  fire. 
When  urged  with  griefs  beyond  a  mortal  sofier^ 

ance; 
But  here  it  must  not  be.    Think  then,  Aipaas, 
Think  on  the  sacred  dictates  of  thy  iaith, 
And  let  that  arm  thy  virtue  to  perform 
What  Cato's  daughter  durst  not!— live,  Ar- 
pasia, 
And  dare  to  be  unhappy. 

Enter  Tamerlane. 

Tom,  When  fortune  smiles  upoo  the  «A&ei\ 
arms. 
And  adds  even  beauty  to  adorn  his  cooqnest, 
Yet  she  ordains  the  fair  should  know  no  fesss, 
No  sorrows  to  pollute  their  lovely  pypa, 
But  should  be  used  even  noUy,  ^s  iierself, 
The  queen  and  goddess  of  the  wsurior's  vows. 
Such  welcome  as  a  camp  can  ^ve,  fair  suitanrsB, 
We  hope  you  have  received ;  it  shall  be  biger, 
And  better  as  it  may. 

Arp,  Since  I  have  borne 
That  miserable  mark  of  fatal  greatness^ 
I  have  foi^t  all  difierence  of  oooditkms; 
Sceptres  and  fetters  are  grqwn  eqvial  to  me, 
Ana  the  best  change  my  fate  cjui  bring  is  death. 

Tarn.  When  sottow  dwdls  m  sndh  an  angel 

fortn> 
Well  may  we  guess  that  those  above  are  monni- 

ers; 
Virtue  is  wronged,  and  bleeding  innooeDQe 
Suflfers  some  wdndrous  violatioD  faere» 
To  mak^  the  saints  look  sad.     Oh!  teach  my 

power 
To  cure  those  ills  which  you  unitiatly  stifier. 
Lest  Heaven  should  wceat  it  from  my  idle  hand, 
If  I  look  on,  and  see  you  weep  in  vain. 
Arp,  Not  that  my  soul  ^*«*«Mfc*»«  the  generotis 

aid 
Thy  royid  goodness  proflRers ;  but,  oh»  emperor ! 
It  IS  not  in  ray  Into  to  be  made  imppy ; 
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Nor  will  I  lialeD  to  the  cozener,  Hope, 
But  stand  resolved  to  bear  the  beating  storm 
That  roars  around  me ;  safe  in  this  alone, 
That  I  am  not  immortal    Though  'tis  hard, 
Tis  wondrous  hard,  when  I  remember  thee. 
Dear  native    Greece!    and  you,   ye  weeping 


That  were  companions  of  mj  vii^n  youth ! 
My  ntfble  parents !  Oh,  the  gnef  of  heart. 
The  pangs,  that,  for  unhappy  me,  bring  down 
Tbttr  reverend  ages  to  the  grave  with  sorrow. 
And  yet  there  is  a  woe  surpassing  ail-. 
Ye  saints  and  angels,  give  me  of  your  constancy, 
If  you  expect  I  shall  endure  it  long ! 

runt.  Why  is  my  pity  all  that  I  can  give 
To  tears  like  yours?  And  yet  I  fear  'tis  all ; 
Nor  dare  1  ask,  what  mighty  loss  you  mourn, 
Lest  honour  should  forbid  to  give  it  back. 

Arp,  No»  Tamerlane,  nor  did  I  mean  thou 
shouldst: 
But  know,  (though  to  the  weakness  of  my  sex 
lyield  these  tears)  my  soul  is  more  than  man. 
Think,  I  am  born  a  ureek,  nor  doubt  ray  virtue ; 
A  Greek !  from  whose  famed  ancestors  of  old 
Rome  drew  the  patterns  of  her  boasted  heroes. 
They  must  be  mighty  evils  that  can  vanquish 
A  Spartan  courage,  and  a  Christian  faith. 

Enter  Bajazet. 

Btjj.  To  know  no  thought  of  rest !  to  have  the 
mind 
Sdil  ministering  fresh  plagues,  as  in  a  circle. 
Where  one  disnonour  treads  upon  another ; 
What  know  the  fiends  beyond  it }  Ha  1  by  hell, 

\Seeing  Arp,  and  I'am, 
There  wanted  only  this  to  make  me  mad. 
Comes  be  to  triumph  here  ?  to  rob  my  love. 
And  violate  the  last  retreat  of  happiness  ? 

Tmm.  But  that  I  read  upon  thy  frowninv  brow, 
That  war  yet  lives,  and  rages  in  thy  breast, 
Once  more  (in  pity  to  the  suffering  world) 
I  meant  to  otiRer  peace. 

B4i^,  And  meanest  thou  too 
To  treat  it  with  our  empress  ?  and  to  barter 
The  spoib,  which  fortune  gave  thee,  for  her  fa- 
vours? 

Jrp.  What  would  the  tyrant?  ,    [Aiide. 

B^.  Seekest  thou  thus  our  friendship  ? 
Is  this  the  royal  usage  thou  didst  boast  r 

Tom.  The  boiling  passion,  that  disturbs  thy  soul, 
Spreads  clouds  around,  and  makes  thy  purpose 

dark-- 
Unriddle  what  thy  mystic  fury  aims  at 

Bmf.  Is  it  a  riddle  f  Read  it  there  exphuned; 
There,  in  my  shame.    Now  judge  me  tliou,  O 

prophet. 
And  equal  Heaven,  if  this  demand  not  rage ! 
The  peasant-hind,  begot  and  bom  to  slavery, 
Yet  iarea  assert  a  husband's  sacred  right, 
And  guards  his  homely  couch  from  violation ; 
And  shall  a  monarch  tamely  bear  the  wron 
Without  complaining  ? 


T\smi  If  I  csoiild  have  wronged  thee, 
If  conscious  virtue,  and  all-judging  Heaven, 
Stood  not  between  to  bar  ungoveroed  appetite. 
What  hindered,  but  in  spite  of  thee,  my  captive^ 
I  might  have  usied  a  victor's  boundless  power, 
And  sated  every  wish  my  soul  could  form  f 
But  to  secure  thy  fears,  know,  Bajazet, 
This  is  among  the  thing*  I  dare  not  do» 

Bo;.  By  hell,  it  is  fidse !   else  wherefore  art 
thou  present? 
What  cam'st  thou  for,  but  to  undo  my  honour? 
I  found  thee  holding  amorous  parly  with  her, 
(dazing  and  glutting  on  her  wanton  eyes, 
And  bargaimng  for  pleasures  yet  to  come : 
My  life,  I  know,  is  the  devoted  price — 
Bat  take  it !  I  am  weary  of  the  paiik 

Tarn,  Yet  ere  thou  rashly  ui^e  my  rage  too  far, 
I  warn  thee  to  take  heed :  i  am  a  man. 
And  have  the  frailties  common  to  man's  nature : 
The  fiery  seeds  of  wratli  are  in  my  temper, 
And  may  be  blown  up  to  so  fierce  a  blase. 
As  wisdom  cannot  rule.    Know,  thou  hast  touch- 
ed me 
Even  in  the  nicest,  tenderest  part,  my  honour; 
My  honour ;   which,  like  power,  disdains  being 

questioned ; 
Thy  breath  has  blasted  my  fair  virtue's  fame. 
And  marked  me  for  a  villain,  and  a  tyrant 
Arp.  And  stand  I  here  an  idle  lookexMin, 
To  see  my  innocence  murdered  and  mangled 
By  barbarous  hands,  nor  can  revenge  the  wrong? 
Art  thou  a  man,  and  dar'st  thou  use  mc  thus  ? 

[To  Bajazet, 
Hast  thou  not  torn  me  from  my  native  country, 
From  the  dear  arms  of  my  lamenting  friends, 
From  my  soul's  peace,  and  from  my  injured  lovef 
Hast  thou  not  ruined,  blotted  me  for  ever, 
And  driven  me  to  the  brink  of  black  despoir  ? 
And  is  it  in  thy  malice  yet  to  add 
A  wound  more  deep,  to  sully  my  white  name^ 
My  virtue  ? 

Buj,  Yes,  thou  hast  thy  sex's  virtues, 
Tlieir  affectation,  pride,  ill-nature,  noise, 
Proneness  to  change,  even  from  the  joy  that* 

pleased  them : 
So  gracious  is  your  idol,  dear  variety. 
That  for  another  love  you  would  forego 
An  angel's  form,  to  nungle  with  a  devil's ; 
Through  every  state  and  rank  of  men  you  wander. 
Till  even  your  large  experience  takes  in  all 
The  different  nations  of  the  peopled  earth. 
Arp,  Why  soughtst  thou  not  from  thy  own  ini> 
pious  tribe 
A  wife  like  one  of  these  ?  For  such  thy  race 
(If  human  nature  brings  forth  such)  affords. 
Greece,  for  chaste  virgins  famed,  and  pious  ma- 
trons. 
Teems  not  with  monsters  like  your  Turkish  wives, 
Whom  guardian  eunuchs,  ha^q^ard  and  deformed* 
Whom  walls  and  bars  make  honest  by  constraint. 
Know,  I  detest,  like  hell,  the  crime  thou  men- 
tionest : 
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Not  that  I  fear,  or  reverenoe  tbee^  -thou  tyrant ! 
But  that -my  soul,  oonsctoiis  of  whence  it  ^ning. 
Sits  onpollutftd  in  its  sacred  temple^ 
j^nd  sooms  to  mingle  with  a  thought  sd  ineaa. 
Tarn*  Oh,  pi^  !  tliat  a  greatnesB  so  divine 
Should  meet  a  fate  so  wretched,  so  mteqnal^ 
Thouy  blind  and  wilful  to  the  good  that  courts 

thee,  [lb  BajateL 

With  open4ianded. bounty  Heaven  pursnea  thee, 
And  bids  thee,  (undeservmg  as  thou  arty 
And  monstrouK  in  thy  crimes)  be  happy  yet; 
Wlulst  thou,  in  fnry,  dost  avert  the  biessm^ 
And  art  an  evil  genius  to  thyself, 

Bqf.  No— *Thou  1  thou  art  my  greatest  corse 

on  earth ! 
Thou,  who  hast  robbed  me  of  my  crown  and 

And  now  puvsaest  me  to  the  v^rge  of  life, 

To  ^loil  me  of  my  honour^    Thou !  thou  hyp<^ 

crite  J 
That  wearest  a  pageant  dutside  shew  of  virtue^ 
To  cover  the  hot  thoughts  that  glow  within ! 
Thou  rank  adulterer ! 

Thm.  Ob,  that  thou  wert 
The  lord  of  all  those  thousands,  that  lie  breads 

less, 
On  yonder  field  of  blood,  that  I  again 
Might  bunt  thee,  in  the  face  of  death  and  dan- 

•  ger> 

Through  the  tumultuous  battle,  and  there  force 

thee, 
Vanquished  and  sinking  underneath  my  arm. 
To  own  thou  hast  traduced  me  like  a  villain ! 
Baj.  Ha !  Does  it  gall  thee,  Tartar  ^  By  re^ 
venge, 
It  joys  me  much  to  find  thou  feel'st  my  fhry. 
Yes,  I  will  echo  to  thee,  thou  adulterer ! 
Tliou  dost  prophane  the  name-  of  king  and  sol- 
dier. 
And  like  a  ruffian  bravo,  cam'st  with  force 
To  violate  the  holy  marriage-bed. 

Tarn,  Wert  thou  not  sheltered  by  thy  abject 
state. 
The  captive  of  my  sword,  by  my  lust  anger, 
My  breath,  like  thunder,  should  confound  thy 

pride. 
And  doom  thee  dead,  this  instant,  with  a  word. 
Baj,  It  is  false!   my  fate's  above  thee,  and 

thou  darest  not. 
Tarn,  Ha!  dare  not!  Thou  hast  raised  my 
ponderous  rage. 
And  now  it  falls,  to  crush  thee  at  a  blow. 
A  guard  there !  Seize  and  drag  him  to  his  fate  ! 
[Enter  a  gttani,  they  Hite  Bt^xet, 
Tyrant,  I  will  do  a  double  justice  on  thee ; 
At  once  revenge  myself,  and  all  mankind.- 

Baf.  Well  dost  tnou,  ere  thy  violence  and  lust 
Inva^  my  bed,  thus  to  begin  with  mufder : 
Drown  all  diy  fears  in  blood,  and  sin  securely. 
Tarn.  Away! 

Jr^.  [Kneeling.]  Ob^  stay!  Ichaige  thee^  by 
leoown; 


By  diat  bri^t  glory  ^  greal  eoal  porsQes^ 
Call  back  the  doom  of  death  I 

Tom.  Fair  injared  excelience. 
Why.  dost  thou  kneel,  and  waste  sodi  predDos 

prayers, 
As  might  even  bribe  the  saints  to  partisl  jiufeo^ 
For  one  to  goodness  lost ;  ^who  first,  midid  thee, 
Who  still  pursues  and  i^pmvaites  the  wrong? 

Baj^  By  Alia  I  no,  i  will  not  wear  a  fifii 
Bou|^t  with  such  vile  dishonour. .  Death  sfaaQ 

free  me      •         • 
At  once  from  infamy,  and  dme,  tiun  tnutrtsi ! 

Arjh  No  matter,  though  the  wtustliBg  winds 
grow  loud) 
And  the  rude  tempest  roars,  'tis  idle  ni|e« 
Oh  !  mark  it  not;  but  let  thy  steady  virtne 
Be  constant  to  its  temper.    Save  his  lifey 
And  save  Arnasia  from  the  sport  of  talkers. 
Thinly,  bow  tne  busy,  meddling- world  «rUl  losi 
Thy  mighty  name  about,  in  scurril  mirth; 
Shall  brand  thy  vei^seaace,  as  a  fool  design, 
And  make  sudi  monstroas  lej^eodsof  our  Iwes, 
As  late  posterity  shall  blush  m  readhig. 

Hun.  Oh,  matchless  virtue !  Yes,  1  will  obey; 
Though  laggard  in  the  race,  admiring  yt^ 
I  will  pursue  the  shinii^;  path  thou  trod'st 
Sultan,  be  safe  I  Reason  resumes  her  empire, 

[The  guards  release  B^Zft^ 
And  I  am  cool  again. — ^Hcre  break  we  off. 
Lest  farther  speech  should  minister  new  rage. 
Wisely  from  dangerous  passsons  I  retreat. 
To  keep  a  conquest  which  was  hard  to  get: 
And,  oh !  'tis  time  I  should  for  fiight  nrepare^ 
A  war  more  fatal  seems  to  threaten  there^' 
And  aU  my  rebel-4>lood  assists  the  fsur : 
One  moment  mure,  and  I  too  late  sbali  find. 
That  love's  the  strongest  power  that  lords  it  o*er 
the  mind. 

(Exit  Tamerlane^foUawtdby  the  guards, 
^o  what  new  shame,  what  plague  am  1 

reserved  I 
Why  did  my  stars  refuse  me  to  die  warm. 
While  yet  my  regal  state  stood  ununpeached. 
Nor  knew  the  curse  of  having  one  abose  me? 
Hien  too  (although  by  force  I  grasped  the  ioy) 
My  love  was  safe,  nor  felt  the  rack  of  doubt. 
Why  hast  thou  forced  this  nauseoas  Hfe  apeo  me! 
Is  it  to  triumph  o'er  me^ — ^But  I  will, 
I  will  be  free;  I  will  forget  thee  all ; 
The  bitter  and  the  sweety  the  joy  aiMl  pain. 
Death  shall  expunge  at  once,  ancl  ease  my  sooL 
Prophet,  take  notice,  I  disclaim  thy  Fatad'tse, 
Thy  fragrant  bowers,  and  everlastiw  shades ; 
Thou  h^t  phased  womaa  there,  aod  all  thy  jon 

are  tainted.  [£sral  B^uL 

An,  A  little  longer  yet,  be  strong  ny  heart; 
A  little  toller  let  the  busy  sphrioi 
Keep  on  their  cheerful  ronnd^It  will  not  be! 
Love,  sorrow,  aad  the  sting  of  vile  reproach, 
Succeeding  one  another  in  their  ooorae. 
Like  drops  of  eating  ^water  on  the  marble. 
At  length  have  worn  my  boasted  oonmcga  down : 
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I  will  indolge  the  woman  in  my  soal^ 
And  t^ve  a  loose  to  tears  and  to  impatienoe ; 
Death  is  at  last  my  due,  and  I  will  nave  il 
And  see,  the  poor  Moneses  comes,  to  take 
One  sad  adieu,  and  then  we  part  for  ever. 

Enter  Moneses. 

Mon.  Already  am  I  onward  of  my  way. 
Thy  tuneful  voice  comes  like  a  hollow  sound 
At  distance,  to  my  ears.    My  eyes  grow  heavy, 
And  all  the  glorious  lights  ot  Heaven  look  dim; 
Tb  the  last  office  they  shall  ever  do  me, 
To  view  thee  once,  and  then  to  close  and  die. 
Arp.  Alaa !  how  happy  have  we  been,  Mo- 
neses! 
Ye  zjtniie  days,  that  once  were  ours,  what  joys 
Did  every  cheerful  morning  bring  along ! 
No  fears,  no  jealousies,  no  angry  parents. 
That  for  unequal  births,  or  fortunes  frowned ; 
But  love,  that  kindly  joined  our  hearts,  to  bless 

us, 
Made  us  a  blessing  too  to  all  besides. 

Mom.  Oh,  cast  not  thy  remembrance  back, 
Arpasia! 
*Tis    rief  unutterable,  'ds  distraction  I 
But  let  this  last  of  hours  be  peaceful  sorrow  ! 
Here  let  me  kneel,  and  pay  my  latest  vows. 
Be  witness,  all  ye  saints,  thou  Heaven  and  Na- 
ture, 
Be  wllBoss  of  my  truth,  for  you  have  known  it ! 
Be  witness,  that!  never  knew  a  pleasure. 
In  all  the  world  could  oSer,  like  Arpasia ! 
Be  witness,  diat  I  lived  but  in  Arpasia  ! 
And,  oh,  be  witness,  that  her  loss  has  killed  me  ! 
Arp.  While  thou  art  speaking,  life  begins  to 
fail. 
And  every  tender  accent  chills  like  death. 
Oh !  let  me  haste  then,  yet,  ere  day  declines 
And  the  long  night  prevail,  once  more  to  toll 

thee 
What,  and  how  dear,  Moneses  has  been  to  me. 
What  has  he  not  been  ? — ^AU  the  names  of  love. 
Brothers,  or  (atfaers,  husbands,  all  are  poor : 
Moneses  is  myself;  in  my  fond  heart. 
Even  in  my  vital  blood,  he  lives  and  reigns: 
The  last  dear  object  of  my  parting  soul 
Will  be  Moneses ;  the  hut  breath  that  lingers 
Within  my  panting  breast,  shall  sigh  Moneses. 

Man.  It  IS  enoi^ !  Now  to  thy  rest,  my  soul ! 
The  world  and  thou  have  made  an  end  at  once. 
Arp.  Fain  would  I  still  detain  thee,  hold  thee 

still: 

Nor  bonoor  can  forbid,  that  we  together 
Should  share  the  few  poor  minutes  that  remun. 
I  swear,  methinks  this  sad  society 
Has  somewhat   pleasing   in  it — ^Death's  dark 

shades 
Seem,  as  we  journey  on,  to  lose  their  horror ; 
At  near  approach  the  monsters,  formed  by  fear. 
Are  vanished  all,  and  leave  the  prospect  clear ; 
Anudst  the  gloomy  vale,  a  pleasmg  scene, 
With  flowers  adorned,  and  never-fading  green, 
Vol.  I. 


Inviting  stands,  to  take  the  wretched  in : 
No  wars,  no  wrongs^  no  tyrants,  no  despair, 
Disturb  the  quiet  of  a  place  so  fair, 
But  injured  lovers  find  Elysium  there.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bajazet,  Ohar,  Haly,  and  the  Deroise, 

Baj.  Now,  by  the  glorious  tomb  that  shrines 
our  propnet. 
By  Mecca's  sacred  temple,  here  I  swear. 
Our  daughter  is  thy  bride !  and  to  that  gift 
Such  wealth,  such  power,  such  honours  will  I  add. 
That  monarchs  shall  with  envy  view  thy  state, 
And  own  thou  art  a  demi-god  to  them. 
Thou  hast  given  me  what  I  wished,  power  of  re- 
venge. 
And  when  a  king  rewards,  'tis  ample  retribudon. 

OiR.  Twelve  Tartar  lords,  each  potent  in  his 
tribe. 
Have  sworn  to  own  my  cause,  and  draw  thdr 

thousands, 
To-morrow,  from  the  ungrateful  Parthian's  side: 
The  day  declining  seems  to  yield  to  night, 
E(C  little  more  than  half  her  course  be  ended. 
In  an  auspicious  hour  prepare  for  flight ; 
The  leaders  of  the  troops,  through  which  we  pass. 
Raised  by  my  power,  devoted  to  my  service. 
Shall  make  our  passage  secret  and  secure. 

Der.  Already,  mighty  sultan,  art  thou  safe^ 
Since,  by  yon  passing  torches'  light,  I  guess, 
To  his  pavilion  Tamerlane  retires. 
Attended  by  a  train  of  waiting  cburders. 
All  who  remain  within  these  tents  are  thine, 
And  hail  thee  as  their  lord. 
Ha !  the  Italian  prioce. 
With  sad  Moneses,  are  not  yet  gone  forth. 

Baj.  Ha !  with  our  queen  and  daughter !    ' 

Om.  They  are  ours : 
I  marked  the  slaves,  who  waited  on  Axalla ; 
They,  when  the  emperor  past  out,  prest  on. 
And  mingled  with  the  crowd,  nor  nusaed  their 

lonl : 
He  is  your  prisoner,  sir :  I  go  this  moment. 
To  seize,  and  bring  him  to  receive  his  doom. 

[Exit  Omart 

Baj.  Haste,  Haly,    follow,   and  secure  the 
Greek: 
Him  too  I  wish  to  keep  within  my  power. 

[Exit  Haly. 

Der.  If  my  dread  lord  permit  his  slave  to 
speak, 
I  would  advise  to  spare  Axalla's  life, 
Till  we  are  safe  beyond  the  Parthian's  power : 
Him,  as  our  pledge  of  safety,  may  we  hold ; 
And,  could  you  gain  him  to  assist  your  flight. 
It  might  import  you  much. 

Ba}.  Thou  counsellest  well ; 
And  though  I  hate  him  (for  he  is  a  Christian, 
And  to  my  mortal  enemy  devoted). 
Yet,  to  secure  my  liberty  and  vengeance, 
I  wish  he  now  were  ours. 

Der.  And  see,  they  come ! 
Fortune  repents ;  again  she  courts  your  side^ 
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And,  with  this  first  fair  ofierin^of  snocess. 
She  wooes  you  to  forget  her  crime  of  yesterday. 

Enter  Omar,  with  Ax  all  a  Prisonery  Selima 
followingy  weeping. 

Ax,  I  will  not  call  thee  villain ;  'tis  a  name 
I'oo  holy  for  thy  crime :  to  break  thy  feiith/ 
And  turn  a  rebel  to  so  good  a  master, 
Is  an  ingratitade  unmatched  on  earth. 
The  first  revolting  angel's  pride  could  only 
Do  more  than  thou  hast  done.    Thou  copiest 

well, 
And  keepest  the  black  original  in  view. 

Om,  Do  rage,  and  vainly  call  upon  thy  master 
To  save  his  minion.     My  revenge  has  caught 

thee, 
And  I  will  nmke  thee  curse  that  fond  presump- 
tion, 
That  set  thee  on  to  rival  me  in  aught 

Baj,  Christian,  I  hold  thy  fate  at  my  disposal ! 
One  only  way  remains  to  mercy  open; 
Be  partner  of  my  flight  and  my  revenge, 
And  thou  art  sate.    Thy  other  choice  is  death. 

Om,  What  means  the  sultan  ? 

Der,  I  conjure  you,  bold 
Your  rival  is  devoted  to  destruction : 

titide  to  Omar, 
is  fate. 
But  for  our  conunon  safety. — ^listen  further. 

[Whispers, 

Ax.  Then  briefly  thus.    Death  is  the  choice  I 
make ; 
Since,  next  to  Heaven,  ray  master  and  my  friend 
Has  interest  m  my  life,  and  still  shall  claim  it. 

Baj,  Then  take  thy  wish-^^all  in  our  mutes ! 

Set,  My  father, 
If  yet  you  have  not  sworn  to  cast  me  off, 
And  turn  me  out  to  wander  in  misfortune^ 
If  yet  my  voice  be  gracious  in  your  ears; 
If  yet  my  duty  and  my  love  offend  not, 
Oh,  call  your  sentence  back,  and  save  Axalla ! 

Baj.  Rise,  Selima !  The  slave  deserves  to  die, 
Wh»)  durst,  with  sullen  pride,  refuse  my  mercy : 
Yet,  for  thy  sake,  once  more  I  offer  life. 

SeL  Some  angel  whisper  to  my  anxious  soul. 
What  I  shall  do  to  save  him.— Oh,  Axalla ! 
Is  it  so  easy  to  thee  to  forsake  me } 
Canst  thou  resolve,  with  all  this  cold  indifference. 
Never  to  see  me  more?  To  leave  me  here 
The  ipiserabic  mourner  of  thy  fate. 
Condemned  to  waste  my  widowed  virgin  youth, 
My  tedious  days  and  nights,  in  lonely  weeping 
And  never  know  the  voice  of  comfort  more  ? 

Ax,  Search  not  too  deep  the  sorrows  of  my 
breast: 
Thou  sa/st  I  am  indifferent  and  cold; 


Oh !  is  it  possible  my  eyes  skmikl  teil 
So  little  of  the  fighting  storm  within  ? 
Oh !  turn  thee  from  me,  save  me  from  thy  beau- 
ties! 
Falsehood  and  ruin  all  look  lovely  there. 
Oh !  let  my  labouring  soul  yet  struggle  through — 
I  will — I  would  resolve  to  die,  analeave  thee. 

Baj,  Then  let  him  die ! — He  trifles  with  my 
favour. 
I  have  too  long  attended  his  resolves^ 

SeL  Oh  I  stay  a  minute,  yet  a  minute  longer ! 

[ToBeguul. 
A  minute  is  a  little  space  tn  life. 
There  is  a  kind  consenting  in  his  eyes^ 
And  I  shall  win  him  to  your  royal  wilL 
Oh,  my  Axalla !  seem  but  to  consent. — 

[7b  Ax*  aside. 
Unkind  and  cruel,  will  you  then  do  nothing  ? 
I  find  I  am  not  worth  thy  least  of  cares. 

Ax,  Oh !  labour  not  to  hang  dishooour  on  me ! 
I  could  bear  sickness,  pain  and  poverty. 
Those  mortal  evils  worse  than  death,  for  thee. 
But  this — It  has  the  force  of  fate  against  us» 
And  cannot  be. 

SeL  See,  see,  sir,  he  relents!        [To  Btgaxet, 
Already  he  inclines  to  own  your  cause. 
A  little  longer,  and  he  is  all  yours. 

Bqf*  Then  mark  how  far  a  father^s  fondnea 
yields. 
^11  midnight  I  defer  the  death  he  merksy 
And  give  him  up  'till  then  to  thy  persuasion. 
If  by  that  time  he  meets  my  will,  ne  lives ; 
If  not,  thyself  shalt  own  he  dies  with  justice. 

Ax,  Tis  but  to  lengthen  life  upon  the  mdk, 
I  am  resolved  already. 

SeL  Oh !  be  still, 
Nor  rashly  urge  a  ruin  on  us  both ! 
*Ti8  but  a  moment  more  I  haVe  to  save  thee. 
Be  kind,  auspicious  Alia,  to  my  prayer ! 
More  for  my  love,  tlian  for  myself,  I  fear ; 
Neglect  niankind  awhile,  and  make  him  all  thy 


care 


[Exeunt  Axalla  and  SeHma. 

Baf.  Monese»— is  that  dog  secured? 

Om,  He  is. 

Baf.  Tis  well— -My  soul  perceives  returning 
greatness. 
As  nature  feels  die  spring.    Lightly  she  bounds* 
And  shakes  dishonour,  like  a  burden,  from  her ; 
Once  more  imperial^wful,  and  herself. 
So,  when  of  old,  Jove  from  die  Titans  fled, 
Ammon's  rude  front  his  radiant  face  beliec^ 
And  all  the  majesty  of  Heaven  lay  hid. 
At  length,  by  fate,  to  power  divine  restored. 
His  thunder  taught  the  warld  to  know  its  LoyxI, 
The  Dod  grew  terrible  again^  aod  was  agnin 
adored.  [Esgeunt. 
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ACT    V. 


SCENE  l^Bi^ttsel^i  Tent. 


Arpatia. 

Sure  'tis  a  honnor,  more  ihan  darl&ness  bringSy 
That  sits  upon  the  night  I  Fate  is  ohruad ; 
Some  mling  fiend  liongs  in  the  dusky  air, 
And  scatters  imot  death,  and  wild  distraction, 
O'er  all  the  wretched  race  of  man  below. 
Not  long  agO|  a  tcoop  of  ghastly  slaves 
Rushed  iii,  and  forced  Moneses  frma  fn;f  sight; 
Death  hung  so  heavy  on  his  drooping  spirits^ 
Thai  scarcely  could  he  say-^Fareweil— >fur  ever ! 
And  yety  methinks,  some  gentle  spirit  whispers, 
Thy  peace  draws  near,  Arpasia,  sigh  no  more ! 
And  see!  the  king  f^  terrors  is  at  hand; 
His  minister  appears. 

Enter  Bajazbt  and  Halt. 

Baf.  [Aside  to  Haljf.]  Tiie  rest  I  leave 
To  thy  dispatch.    ¥or,  oh !  ray  faithful  Haly, 
Another  care  has  taken  up  thy  master. 
Spite  of  the  high-wrought  tempest  in  my  soiily 
Spite  of  the  pangs  which  jealousy  has  cost  me, 
Inis  hau^ty  woman  feigAs  within  my  breast ; 
In  vain  I  strive  to  put  her  from  my  thoughts, 
To  drive  her  out  with  empire,  and  revenge. 
Still  she  comes  back,  like  a  retiring  tide, 
That  ebbs  awhile,  but  strait  returns  again, 
And  swells  above  the  beach. 

Ho.  Why  wears  my  lord 
An  anxious  thought  for  what  his  power  comaiands? 
When,  in  a  happy  hour,  you  shall,  ere  long, 
Have  borne  the  empress  from  amidst  your  foes. 
She  must  be  yoors,  be  only  and  all  yours. 

Baf.  On  that  depends  my  fear.    Yes,  I  must 

have  her ; 
I  own,  I  will  not,  cannot,  go  without  her. 
But  soch  is  the  condition  of  our  ftight, 
That  should  she  not  consent,  'twould  hazard  all 
To  bear  her  hence  by  force.    Thus  I  resolve 

then. 
By  threats  and  prayers,  by  every  way,  to  move 

her; 
If  all  prevul  not,  force  is  left  at  last ; 
And  I  will  set  hfe,  empire,  <mthe  venture. 
To  keep  her  mine — Be  near  to  wait  my  will. 

[Exit  HiUjf. 
When  last  we  parted,  'twas  an  angry  terms } 
Let  the  rememorance  die,  or  kindly  think 
That  jealous  rage  is  but  a  hasty  flame. 
That  blazes  out,  when  love  loo  fiercely  bumSk 
Arp.  For  thee  to  wrong  me,  and  for  me  to 

suffer, 
Is  the  hard  lesson  that  my  soul  has  learnt. 
And  DOW  I  sttfKi  preparcNi  for  all  to  come ; 
Nor  is  it  wtirtb  my  leisure  to  distinguish 
If  love  or  jealoosy  commit  the  violence. 
Each  have  ahke  been  fatal  to  my  peace, 
Cobfinoiag  tarn  a  wsieicK  aid  tfaeeja  tynul. 


Baj.  Still  to  deform  lliy  gientle  brow  wiUi 
frowosy 
And  still  to  be  perverse,  it  is  a  manner 
Abhorrent  from  the  softness  of  thy  sex : 
Women,  like  summer  storms*  awhile  are  cloudy, 
Burst  out  in  thunder,  and  impetuous  showers^ 
But  strain  the  sun  of  beauty  dawns  abroad* 
And  all  the  fair  horizon  is  serene. 

Arp.  Then,  to  retrieve  the  hoaour  of  my  sex. 
Here  I  disclaim  that  changing  and  inconstancy : 
To  thee  I  will  be  ever  as  I  ain. 

.fio;.  Thou  sayest  I  am  a  tyrant ;  think  so  stiU> 
And  let  it  warn  thy  prudence  to  lay  hold 
On  the  good  boor  of  peace,  tliat  courts  thee  now. 
Souls,  fotmad  like  nunc,  brook  bcmg  scorned  but 

ill. 
Be  well  advised,  and  profit  by  my  patience ; 
It  is  a  short-lived  virtue* 

Arp.  Turn  thine  eyes 
Back  on  the  story  of  my  woes,  barbarian ! 
Thou  that  hast  violated  all  respects 
Due  to  my  sex,  and  honour  of  my  birth. 
Thou  brutal  ravisher !  that  bast  undone  me. 
Ruined  my  love !  Can  I  have  peace  with  thee  ? 
Impossible !  First  heaven  and  bell  shall  juiu ; 
They  only  difier  more. 

Baj.  I  sec,  'tis  vain 
To  court  thy  stubborn  temper  with  endearments. 
Resolve,  this  moment*  to  return  my  love, 
And  be  the  willing  partner  of  my  flight, 
Or,  by  the  prophet's  holy  law,  thou  diest ! 

Arp.  And  dost  thou  hope  to  fright  me  with  the 
phantom. 
Death  ?  Tis  the  greatest  merc^  thou  canst  give ; 
So  frequent  are  the  murders  of  thy  reign. 
One  day  scarce  passing  by  unmarked  with  blood. 
That  children,  by  long  use,  have  learnt  to  scorn 

it 
Know,  I  disdain  to  aid  thy  treacherous  purpose, 
And^shouldst  thou  dare  to  force  me^  with  my  cries 
I  will  call  Heaven  and  earth  to  my  assistance. 

Baj.  Confusion!   dost  thou   brave   me?  But 
my  wrath 
Shall  find  a  passage  to  thy  swelling  hear^ 
And  rack  thee  worse  tluin  ail  the  pahis  of  death. 
That  Grecian  dog,  the  minion  of  thy  wishes* 
Shall  be  dragged  forth,  and  butchered  in  thy  sight; 
Thou  shall    behold  him   when   his  pangs  are 

terrible, 
Then,  when  he  stares,  and  gasps,  and  struggles 

strongly. 
Even  in  the  bitterest  agony  of  dying ; 
^iU  thou  shall  rend  thy  hair,  tear  out  thy  eyes. 
And  curse  thy  pride ;  while  I  applaud  ray  ven- 
geance. 

Arp.  Oh,  fatal  image !  All  my  powers  give  way. 
And  resohKion  sickens  at  the  thought*; 
A  flood  of  passion  rises  in  my  breast,     . 
And.  labours  fiercely  upward  to  ii\y  cyey 
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Come,  all  je  great  examples  of  my  sex. 
Chaste  virgins,  tender  wives,  and  pious  matrons! 
Ye  holy  martyrs,  who,  with  wondrous  faith 
And  constancy  unshaken,  have  sustained 
The  rage  of  cruel  men,  and  fiery  persecution. 
Come  to  my  aid,  and  teach  me  to  defy 
The  malice  of  this  fiend  !  I  feel,  I  feel 
Your  sacred  spirit  arm  me  to  resistance. 
Yes,  tyrant,  I  will  stand  this  shock  of  fate ; 
Will  hve  to  triumph  o'er  thee,  for  a  moment. 
Then  die  well  pleased,  and  follow  my  Moneses. 
Baj.  Thou  talkest  it  well.    But  talking  is  thy 
privilege ; 
Tis  all  the  b(Misted  courage  of  thy  sex ; 
Though,  for  thy  soul,  thou  darest  not  meet  the 
danger. 
Arp.  By  all  my  hopes  of  happiness,  I  dare  ! — 
My  soul  is  come  withm  her  ken  of  heaven ; 
Charmed  with  the  joys  and  beauties  of  that  place| 
Her  thoughts  and  alf  her  cares  she  fixes  there, 
And  'tis  in  vain  for  thee  to  rage  below : 
Thus  stars  shine  bright,  and  keep  their  place 

above. 
Though  ruffling  winds  deform  this  lower  world. 
Baj.  This  moment  is  the  trial. 
Arp,  Let  it  come ! 
This  moment  then  shall  diew  I  am  a  Greek, 
And  speak  my  country's  courage  in  my  suffering. 
Baj.  Here,  mercy,  I  disclaim  thee !  Mark  me, 
traitress! 
My  love  prepares  a  victim  to  thy  pride, 
And  when  it  greets  thee  next,  'twill  be  in  blood. 

[Exit  Bt^azet, 
Arp,  My  heart  beats  higher,  and  my  nimble 
spirits 
Ride  swiftly  through  tlicir  purple  channels  round. 
Tis  the  last  blaze  of  life.    Nature  revives. 
Like  a  dim  winking  lamp,  that  flashes  bristly 
With  parting  light,  and  straij^t  is  dark  for  ever. 
And  see,  my  last  of  sorrows  is  at  hand ;  • 

Death  and  Moneses  come  together  to  me ; 
As  if  my  stars,  that  had  so  long  been  cruel. 
Grew  kind  at  last,  and  gave  me  all  I  wish. 

Enter  Moneses,  guarded btf  tome  Mutet ;  othert 
attending  with  a  cup  of  poison,  and  a  6ou^- 
string. 

Mon.  I  charge  ye,  O  ye  ministers  of  fate ! 
Be  swift  to  execute  your  master's  will ; 
Bear  me  to  my  Arpasia ;  let  me  tell  her, 
The  tyrai)t  is  grown  kind.    He  bids  me  go, 
And  die  beneath  her  feet    A  joy  shoots  through 
My  drooping  breast ;  as  often,  wfien  the  trumpet 
Has  odled  my  youthful  ardour  forth  to  battle. 
High  in  my  hopes,  and  ravished  with  the  sound, 
I  have  rushed  eager  on,  amidst  the  foremost, 
To  purchase  victory,  or  glorious  death. 

Arp,  If  it  be  happiness,  alas !  to  die. 
To  lie  forgotten  in  tne  silent  grave. 
To  love  and  glory  lost,  and  from  among 
'J'he  great  Creator's  works  expunged  and  blotted, 
llien,  very  shortly,  shall  yre  both  be  happy. 


Man.  There  is  no  room  for  doubt;  'tiscertiin 
bliss. 
The  tyrant's  cruel  violence,  diy  loss. 
Already  seem  moro  light ;  nor  has  my  sool 
One  unrepented  guilt  upon  remembrsace, 
To  make  me  dread  the  justice  of  hereafter; 
But  standing  now  on  tlie  last  vei^  of  life, 
Boldly  I  view  the  last  abyss,  eternity, 
Eager  to  plunge,  and  leave  my  woes  behind  me. 

Arp.  By  all  the  truth  of  our  past  lofta,  I  row, 
To  die  appears  a  venr  nothing  to  me. 
But,  oh,  Moneses !  should  I  not  allow 
Somewhat  to  love,  and  to  my  sex's  tenderness? 
This  very  now  I  could  put  on  my  being 

Without  a  groan ;  but  to  behold  thee  & ! 

Nature  shrinks  in  me  at  the  dreadful  though 
Nor  can  my  constancy  sustain  this  blow. 

Mon,  Since  thou  art  anned  for  all  thiagtsfbr 
death. 
Why  should  the  pomp  andpreparation  of  it 
Be  frightful  to  thy  eyes  ?  There's  not  a  pain. 
Which  age  or  sickness  brings,  the  least  disorder 
That  vexes  any  part  of  this  fine  frame, 
But  is  full  as  gnevous.    All  that  the  mind  fceb 
Is  mudi,  much  more.    And  see^  I  go  to  prove  it 

Enter  a  Mute;  he  iigns  to  the  restymhoprafir 
a  bow-rstring  to  M<me»e$. 

Arp,  Think,  ere  we  part ! 
Mon,  Of  what? 
Ant,  Of  something  soft. 
Tender  and  kind,  of  somediiog  wondrous  smL 
Oh,  my  full  soul ! 

Mon.  My  tongue  is  at  a  loss ; 
Thoughts  crowd  so  fast,  thy  name  is  all  I  hsfs 

lefi, 
My  kindest,  truest,  dearest,  best  Arpasia ! 

[The  Mutes  struggle  wiXk  Ua. 
Arp,  I  have  a  thousand,  thounod  things  to 
utter, 
A  thousand  more  to  hear  yet.    Barbaioiis  vil- 
lains! 
Give  me  a  minute.    Speak  to  mc,  Moneses ! 
Mon.  Speak  to  thee  ?  Tis  the  business  of  m; 
Ufe, 
Tis  all  the  use  I  have  for  vital  air. 
Stand  off,  ye  slaves !  To  tell  thcie  that  my  besit 
Is  full  of  thee;  that,  even  at  this  drnd  mo- 
ment. 
My  fond  eyes  gaze  with  joy  and  rapture  on  thee ; 
Angels,  and  light  itself,  are  not  so  fair. 

Enter  Bajazet,  Haly,  and  Attendants. 

Baj.  Ha !  wherefore  lives  this  dog?  Be  qtnck, 
ye  slaves! 
And  rid  me  of  my  pain. 
iHqn.  For  only  aeath. 
And  the  hist  nig^t,  can  shut  out  woj  Arpasia. 

[The  Mutes  sirmngie  Moneseu 
Arp.  Oh,  dismal !  'tis  not  to  be  borne !  Vt 
moralists ! 
Ye  talkers !  what  are  all  your  preorpts  iwv  ^ 
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Pkdence!  distncdoaf  Blast  the  tyrant,  blast 


Aream  lightnings!    Snatch  him  hence,   ye 

Love !  Desth !  Moneses !  Nature  can  no  more ; 
Alio  is  00  her,  and  she  sinks  at  once. 

[She  sinks  dawn, 
JB9.  Help,  Haly !  raise  her  up,  and  bear  her 

OQt! 

Ho.  Alas!  She  faints. 
An.  No^  tyrant,  'tis  in  rain. 
Oh !  1  sm  now  beyond  thy  cruel  power; 
llie  peaoefiil  slumber  of  the  grave  is  on  me : 
£^e/)  nil  the  tedious  days  of  lite  I  have  wandered. 
Bewildered  with  misfortunes : 
At  leng^  'ds  night,  and  I  have  reached  my  home. 
Forgctdne  ail  tSt  toils  and  troubles  past, 

Wcsrj  ru  by  me  down,  and  sleepy  till Oh ! 

[She  dies, 
Btj.  Fly,  ye  shives ! 
And  fetch  me  cordials.    No,  she  shall  not  die ! 
Spite  of  her  sullen  pride,  ril  hold  in  life, 
And  force  her  to  be  blest  against  her  will. 

Ho.  Already  'tis  beyond  the  power  of  art ; 
For,  see,  a  deadly  cold  has  froze  the  blood, 
Ihe  pliut  ihnbs  grow  stiff,  and  lose  their  tise, 
•And  all  the  animating  fire  is  quenched : 
&ea  beauty  too  is  dead ;  an  ashy  pale 
Grows  o'er  the  roses;  the  red  lips  have  lost 
1^  fn«;nuit  hue,  for  want  of   that  sweet 

breath, 
1^  West  than  with  its  odours  as  it  past 

Bn,  Can  it  be  po6«ble  ?  Can  rage  and  grief. 
Cm  bve  and  indignation  be  so  fierce, 
Sonortidin  a  woman's  heart?  Confusion ! 
I*  she  escaped  then  ?  What  is  royalty, 
^  tbose,  that  are  my  slaves,  and  should  live  for 

me, 
Cio  die,  and  bid  defiance  to  my  power  ? 

Enter  the  Dervise, 
Ber.  The  yaliant  Omar  sends,  to  tell  thy 


The  hour  of  flight  is  oome,  and  un^s  haste ; 
^*u>ce  he  descries,  near  Tamerlane's  pavilion, 
Bngbt  troops  of  crowding  torches,  who   from 

thence. 
On  either  hand,  stretch  far  into  the  night, 
And  seem  Co  form  a  shining  front  of  battle. 
Behold,  even  from  this  place  thou  mayst  discern 

them.  [Lookin{f  out, 

Bttf.  By  Alia,  yes !  thcrcast  a  day  around  them. 

And  the  plain  aeenks  thick-set   with  stars,  as 

heaven. 
Ha !  or  Dty  eyes  are  false,  they  move  this  way ; 
Tis  certain  so.     Fly,  Haly,  to  our  daughter. 

[Exit  Hafy, 
I^t  nme  secure  the  Christian  prince,  Axalla; 
^^  will  begone  this  minute. 

Enter  Omar. 
Om,  Loit!  un«lone! 


Baj.  What  meanest  thou  ? 

Om,  All  our  hopes  of  flight  are  lost 
Mirvan  and  Zama,  with  the  Parthian  horse. 
Inclose  us  round ;  they  hold  us  in  a  toiL 

Bo;.  Ha!   whence  this  unexpected  curse  of 
chance? 

Om,  Too  late  I  leamt,  that  early  in  the  night 
A  slave  was  sufiered,  by  the  princess'  order. 
To  pass  the  guard.    I  clove  the  villain  down. 
Who  yielded  to  his  flight ;  but  that's  poor  ven- 
geance! 
That  fugitive  has  raised  the  camp  upon  us, 
And  unperceived,  by  favour  of  tne  night. 
In  silence  they  have  marched  to  intercept  us. 

Bqj,  My  daughter !  Oh,  the  traitress ! 

Der,  Yet  we  have 
Axalla  in  our  power,  and  angry  Tamerlane 
Will  buy  his  favourite's  life,  on  any  terms. 

Om.  With  those  few  friends  I  have,  I  for  a 
while 
Can  face  their  force :  if  they  refuse  us  peace, 
Reyenge  shall  sweeten  ruin,  and  'twill  joy  me. 
To  drag  my  foe  down  with  me^  in  my  fall. 

[Exit  Omar, 

Enter  Haly,  with  Selima,  weeping, 

Baj.  See  where  she  comes^  with  well-dissenk- 
bled  innocence ; 
With  truth  and  faith  so  lovely  in  her  face. 

As  if  she  durst  even  disavow  the  falsehood. 

Hop'st  thou  to  make  amends  with  trifling  tears, 
For  my  lost  crown,  and  disappointed  vengeance  ? 
Ungrateful  Selima !  thy  father's  curse ! 
Brii^  forth  the  minion  of  her  foolish  heart ! 
He  dies  this  moment—- 

Ha.  Would  I  could  not  speak 
The  crime  of  fatal  love !  The  slave  who  fled. 
By  whom  we  are  undone,  was  that  Axalla. 

Baj,  Ha !  sayest  thou  ? 

Ha,  Hid  beneath  that  vile  appearance. 
The  princess  found  a  means  for  nis  escape. 

Set,  1  am  undone !  even  nature  luis  disclaim- 
ed me! 
My  father !  have  I  lost  yon  all }  My  father ! 

Baj.  Talk'st  thou  of  nature,  who  hast  broke 
her  bands ! 
Thou  art  my  bane,  thou  witch !  thou  infant  par- 
ricide! 
But  I  will  study  to  be  strangely  cruel; 
I  will  forget  the  folly  of  my  fondness ; 
Drive  all  the  father  from  my  breast;  now  snatch 

thee. 
Tear  thee  to  pieces,  drink  thy  treacherous  blood, 
And  n^ake  thee  answer  all  my  great  revenge ! 
Now,  now,  thou  traitress !       [Offers  to  kill  her, 

SeL  Plunge  the  poignard  deep! 

[She  embraces  hinu 
The  life  my  father  gave  shall  hear  his  summons, 

And  issue  at  the  wound ! Start  not  to  feel 

My  heart's  warm  blood  gush  out  upon  your  hands ; 
Since  from  your  spring  I  drew  the  purple  streanv 
And  I  must  pay  it  bade,  if  you  demand  it. 
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Baj.  Hence,  from  my  thoughts,  thou  soft  re- 
lentijQg  weakness ! 
Has  thou  not  given  me  up  a  prey  ?  betrayed  me ! 

SeL  Ohy  not  for  worlds !  not  evenYor  ail  the 
joys, 
Love,  or  the  prophet's  paradise  can  pve  ! 
Amidst  the  fears  and  sorrows  of  my  soul. 
Amidst  the  thousand  pains  of  anxious  tendecness, 
I  made  the  gentle,  kind  Axalla  swear, 
Your  life,  your  crown,  and  honour,  should  be  safe. 

Baj,  Away  !  my  soul  disdains  the  vile  depend- 


ence 


r 


No,  let  me  rather  die,  die  like  a  king ! 
Shall  I  fall  down  at  the  proud  Tartar's  foot, 
And  say,. have  mercy  on  me  ?  Hark !  they  come ! 

[Shout. 
Disgrace  will  overtake  my  lingering  hand ; 
Die  then !  Thy  father's  shame,  imd  thine,  die 
with  thee  !  [Offers  to  kiU  her. 

SeL  For  Heaven,  for  pil^s  ^e  ! 
Baj>  No  more,  diou  trider ! 

[She  catches  hold  of  kit  arm. 
Ha !  darest  thou  bar  my  will?  Tear  otf  her  hold ! 
SeL  What,  not  for  lite !  Should  I  not  plead  for 
life? 
When  nature  teaches  even  the  brute  creation 
To  hold  fast  that,  her  best,  her  noblest  gift. 
Look  on  my  eyes,  which  yon  so  oft  have  kissed, 
And  swore  they  were  your  best-loved  queen's, 

my  mother's ; 
Behold  them  now  streaming  for  mercy,  mercy  ! 
Look  on  me,  and  deny  me,  if  you  can ! 
nris  but  for  life  I  beg !     Is  that  a  boon 
So  hard  for  me  to  obtain,  or  you  to  grant  ? 
Oh,  spare  me  !  Spare  your  Selima,  my  father ! 

Baj.  A  lazy  sloth  banes  on  my  resolution : 
It  is  my  Selima  !-^Ha !  What,  my  child ! 
And  can  I  murder  her  ? — Drradful  imagination ! 
Again  they  come !  I  leave  her  to  my  foes ! 

[Shouts. 
And  shall  they  triumph  o'er  the  race  of  Bajazet ! 
Die,  Selima !  Is  that  a  father's  voice  ? 
Rouse,  rouse,  my  fiuy !  Yes,  she  dies  the  victim 
To  my  lost  hopes !  Out,  oUt,  thou  foolish  nature! 
Sase  her,  ye  slaves !  and  strangle  her  this  mo- 
ment !  [To  the  Mutes. 
SeL  Oh,  let  me  die  b?  you !  Behold  my  breast ! 
I  would  not  shrink !  Oh,  save  me  but  from  tliese  ! 
Baj.  Dispatch !               [The  Mutes  seize  her. 
Set.  But  for  a  moment,  while  I  pray 
That  Heaven  may  guard  my  royal  father. 
Baj.  Dogs! 
Set.  That  you  may  only  bless  me,  ere  I  die. 

[Shoui. 

Baj.  Ye  tedious  villains !  then  the  work  is  mine ! 

[As  Bajazet  runs  at  Seiimoy  with  his  sword, 

enter  Tamerlane,  Axalloy  Sfc.    Axalla 

^ets  between  Bajazet  and  Selima,  whilst 

Tamerlaitf;  and  the  rest  drive  Bajazet 

and  the  Mutes  of  the  Stage. 

Ax.  And  am  I  oome  to  save  trce  ?  Oh,  my 


Be  this  the  whitest  hour  of  all  ray  life ! 
This  one  success  is  more  than  all  my 
The  noblest,  dearest  glory  of  my  sword. 

SeL  Alas,  Axalla!  Death  has  been  around  me; 
My  coward  soul  still  trembles  at  the  fright. 
And  seems  but  half  secure,  even  in  thy  arras. 

Ax.  Retire,  my  fair,  and  let  me  guard  thee 
forth: 
Blood  and  tumultuous  slaughter  are  about  us, 
And  danger,  in  her  ugUest  format  is  here ; 
Nor  will  the  pleasure  of  my  heart  be  ful^ 
Till  all  my  fears  are  ended  in  thy  safety. 

[ExeuTtt  Asalia 


Enter  Tamerlane,  the  Prince  ^  Tan  a  is,  Za- 
MA,  MiRVAN,  and  Soldiers;  with  Bajazet, 
Omar,  and  the  Demise,  prisoners. 

Tarn,  Mercy  at  length  gives  up  her  peaceful 

sceptre. 
And  justice  sternly  takes  her  tum  to  govern ; 
Tis  a  rank  world,  and  asks  her  keenest  aword^ 
To  cut  up  villainy  of  monstrous  growth. 
Zama,  taLe  care,  that  with  the  earliest  dawn, 
Tliose  traitors  meet  the  fate  their  treason  merits! 
[Pointing  to  Omar  and  the  Utrvise. 
For  thee,  thou  tyi^nt !  [To  Bo;.]  whose  oppres- 
sive violence 
Has  ruined  those  thou  shouldst  protect  at  home; 
Whose  wM^  whote  riaughten,  whose  .mmhi- 

tions, 
(That  basest  thirst  of  blood !  that  sin  of  odwards!) 
Whose  faith,  so  often  given,  and  always  violalecl. 
Have  been  the  offence  of  Heaven^  and  plague  of 

earth - 

What  punishment  is  equal  to  thy  crimes  ? 
The  doom,  thy  rage  designed  for  me,  be  thine : 
Closed  in  a  cage,  like  some  destructive  beast, 
ni  have  thee  borne  about,  in  public  view, 
A  great  example  of  that  righteous  vengeano^ 
That  waits  on  cruelty,  and  pride,  like  thine. 

Bqj.  It  is  beneath'  me  to  decline  my  fate  ; 
I  stand  prepared  to  meet  thy  utmost  hate : 
Yet  think  not  I  will  long  ^y  triumph  see : 
None  want  the  means^  when  the  soul  dares  be 

free, 
ni  curse  thee  with  my  last,  my  parting  breatlv 
And  keep  the  courage  of  my  bfe,  in  death  ; 
Then  boldly  venture  on  that  world  unknovrn  : 
It  cannot  use  me  wor^  than  this  has  done. 

[Exit  Bt^aiei,  gsusrdeA. 
Tam.  Behold  the  vun  effiscts  of  eartb-boro 

pride. 
That  scorned  Heaven's  laws,  and  all  its  pofwcr 

defied ! 
That  could  the  hand^  which  fanned  it  firaCy  for 

get. 
And  fondly  say,  I  made  myself  be  great ! 
But  justly  those  above  assert  their  sway. 
And  teach  even  kings  what  homage  they  aKo^l^j 

Who  then  rule  best,  when  mindful  to  obey. 

[Eseustt  «c 
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MEt^. 

^OLtOy  •  nMeman  of  Genoa, 

AiUMOUT,  a  young  iordy  in  love  with  Calista. 

HoBATio,  kii  friend. 

LoTRAftiOy  a  young  lord,  and  enemy  to  AUamont. 

BoiiAXOy  kiM  friend. 


WOMEN. 

Calista,  daughter  to  Sciolto* 

Lavinia,  mter  to  AUamont ,  and  wife  to  Horatio, 

Luc  ILL  A,  confident  to  Calista* 


Scene^ — Seioito's  palace  and  garden,  with  tome  part  ttf  the  street  near  it,  in  Genoa, 


ACT  L 


J//.  Lrr  this  au^icious  day  he  ever  sacred, 
No  inoumiois,  no  roisfortuiies  happen  on  it : 
Lrt  it  be  marked  for  triumphs  aiid  rejoicings; 
Idrt  happy  lovers  ever  make  it  holy, 
Chase  it  to  bless  their  hopes^  aiid  crown  their 

wishes, 
ThU  bafny  <laf,  that  gives  me  my  Calista  ! 

Hf>r.  Vesy  Altamont ;  to-day  thy  better  stars 
A  re  joined  to  shed  their  kindest  iniiaenoe  on  thee; 
^  Ju>*s  noble  haod,  that  raised  thee  first, 
H  lit  dead  and  drooping  o'er  thy  father's  grave, 
(  I  np/eces  it^s  bounty,  and  restores  thr  name 
To  that  hi^  rank  and  lustre  which  it  boasted, 
Betofe  aoffratefal  Genoa  had  forgot 
Tnp  merit  of  thy  i^od-like  father':)  arms; 
Bi  fiice  that  country,  which  he  long  had  servdd, 
li  «4t' h/uJ  councils,  and  in  winter-cam|is, 
Hfttl  caat  off  his  wliite  ag^  to  want  and  wretch- 


And  made  their  oourl  to  faction  by  his  ruin. 
Ait,  Oh,    ereat    Sciolto  f  Oh,  my  more  than 
father! 
I>r*  nc  ooc  live,  bat  at  thy  very  name, 
Mv  eacer  heart  apringjB  up^  and  leaps  with  joy. 
VV  hdD  I  forget  cbe  %-ast,  vMt  daht  I  owe 


Forget !  (but  'tis  impossible)  then  let  me 

Forget  the  use  and  privilege  of  reason. 

Be  driven  from  the  commerce  of  mankind, 

To  wander  in  the  desert  among  brutes. 

To  bear  the  various  fury  of  the  seasons, 

The  night^s  unwholsome  dew,   and   noonrda/s 

heat,     , 
To  be  the  scorn  of  earth  and  curse  of  heaven  ! 

Hot.  So  open,  so  unbounded  was  his  goodness. 
It  reached  even  me,  because  I  was  thy  friend. 
When  that  great  man  I  loved,  thy  noble  father. 
Bequeathed  thy  gentle  sister  to  mv  arms, 
His  last  dear  pledge  and  legacy  of  friendship, 
That  happy  tie  made  me  Sciolto*s  son ; 
He  called  us  his,  and,  with  a  parent's  fondness, 
Indulged  us  in  his  wealth,  blessed  us  with  plen^, 
Healed  all  our  cares,  and  sweetened  love  itself. 

Ait.  By  Heaven,  he  found  my  fortunes  so 
abandoned. 
That  tiothing  but  a  miracle  could  nuse  them : 
My  father's  bounty,  and  the  state's  ingratitude. 
Had  stripped  him  bare,  not  left  him  even  a  gravi;. 
Undone  myself  and  sinking  with  his  ruin, 
I  had  no  wealth  to  bno^  nothing  to  succour  him. 
But  fruitless  tears. 
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Hor.  Yet  what  thou  couldest,  thou  didst, 
And  didst  it  like  a  son ;  when  )us  hard  creditors, 
Urged  and  assisted  by  Lothario's  father, 
(Foe  to  tliy  house,  and  rival  of  their  greatness) 
By  sentence  of  the  cruel  law  forbid 
His  venerable  corpse  to  rest  in  earth, 
Thou  gav'st  thyself  a  ransom  for  his  bones ; 
With  piety  uncommon  didst  give  up 
Thy  hopeful  youth  to  slaves,  who  ne'er  knew 

mercy. 
Sour,  unrelenting,  money-loving  villains, 
Who  laugh  at  human  nature  and  forgiveness, 
And  are,  like  fiends,  the  factors  of  destruction. 
Heaven,  who  beheld  the  pious  act,  approved  it, 
And  bade  Sciolto's  bounty  be  its  proxy, 
To  bless  thy  filial  virtue  with  abundance. 

Alt.  But  see,  he  comes,  the  author  of  my  hap- 
piness. 
The  man  who  saved  my  life  from  deadly  sorrow, 
Who  bids  my  days  be  blest  with  peace  and  plenty. 
And  satisfies  my  soul  with  love  and  beauty! 

Enter  Sciolto;  he  runs  to  Altamont,  and  fm- 

braees  him, 

Sci  Jo^  to  thee,  Altamont !  Joy  to  myself ! 
Joy  to  this  happy  mom  that  makes  thee  mine  ; 
Thai  kindly  grants  what  nature  hod  denied  me. 
And  makes  me  father  of  a  son  hke  thee! 

Alt,  My  father !  Oh,  let  me  unlade  my  breast, 
Pour  out  the  fulness  of  my  soul  before  you ; 
Shew  every  tender,  every  grateful  thought. 
This  wondrous  goodness  stirs.    But  it  is  impo»- 

sible, 
And  utterance  all  is  vile ;  since  I  can  only 
Swear  you  reign  here,  but  never  tell  how  much. 

ScL  It  is  enough ;  I  know  thee,  thou  art  ho- 
nest ; 
Goodness  innate,  and  worth  hereditary, 
Are  in  thy  mind ;  thy  noble  father's  virtues 
Spring  freshly  forth,  and  blossom  in  thy  youth. 

Alt,  Thus  Heaven  from  nothing  raised  his 
.    faint  creation. 
And  then,  with  wondrous  joy,  beheld  its  beauty, 
Well  pleased  to  see  the  excellence  he  gave. 

Sci,  O,  noble  youth !  I  swear,  since  first  I  knew 
thee. 
Even  from  that  day  of  sorrows  when  I  saw  thee, 
Adorned  and  lovely  in  thy  filial  tears. 
The  mourner  and  redeemer  of  thy  father, 
I  set  thee  down,  and  sealed  thee  for  my  own : 
Thou  art  my  son,  even  near  me  as  Calista. 
Horatio  and  Lavinia  too  are  mine ; 

i  Embraces  Horatio, 
^    .  ,  share  my  heart. 

But  wherefore  waste  we  thus  this  happy  day  ? 
The  laughing  minutes  summon  thee  to  joy. 
And  with  new  pleasures  court  thee  as  they  pass; 
Thy  waiting  bnde  even  chides  thee  for  delaying. 
And  swears  thou  com'st  not  with  a  bridegroom's 
haste. 
Alt,  Oh !  could  I  hope  there  was  one  thought 
of  Altamont, 


One  kind  remembrance  in  Calista*s  breast, 
The  winds,  with  all  their  wings»  would  be  tooaloit 
To  bear  me  to  her  feeL    For  oh,  my  father ! 
Amidst  the  stream  of  joy  that  bears  me  on, 
Blest  as  I  am,  and  honoured  in  your  (rieodsbi^ 
There  is  one  pain  that  hangs  upon  my  heart 

Sci.  Whatmeansmy son? 

Alt.  When  at  your  mtercession, 
Last  night,  Calista  yielded  to  my  happiness, 
Just  ere  we  parted,  as  I  sealed  my  vows 
With  rapture  on  her  lips,  I  founa  her  cold. 
As  a  dead  lover's  statue  on  his  tomb ; 
A  risingVorm  of  passion  shook  her  breast, 
Her  eyes  a  piteous  ^ower  of  tears  let  fall. 
And  then  she  sighed,  as  if  her  heart  were  break- 

ing. 
With  all  the  tcnderest  eloquence  of  love, 
I  begged  to  be  a  sharer  in  her  grief: 
But^e,  with  looks  averse,  and  eyes  that  fnne 

me, 
Sadly  replied,  her  sorrows  were  her  own. 
Nor  in  a  father's  power  to  dispose  of. 

Sci,  Away !  it  is  the  cozenage  of  their  sex ; 
Oue  of  the  conunon  arts  they  practise  on  us: 
To  sigh  and  weep  tlien  when  their  hearts  best 

high 
With  expectation  of  the  coming  joy. 
Thou  hast  in  camps  and  fighting  fields  been  hred. 
Unknowing  in  the  subtleties  of  women. 
The  virgin  bride,  who  swoons  with  deadly  fear, 
To  see  the  end  of  all  her  wishes  near. 
When  blushing,  from  the  light  a»d  public  eyes, 
To  the  kind  covert  of  the  night  she  flies. 
With  equal  fires  to  meet  the  bridegroom  mores, 
Melts  in  his  arms,  and  with  a  loose  bhe  loves. 

[EltUDl. 

Enter  Lothario  and  Rossavo. 

Loth.  The  father,  and  the  husband  ! 

Ros,  Let  them  pass. 
They  saw  us  not. 

£oth,  I  care  not  if  they  did ; 
Ere  lone  I  mean  to  meet  them  face  to  face. 
And  gall  them  with  my  triumph  o'er  Calista. 

Ros,  You  lov'd  her  once. 

Loth,  I  liked  her,  would  have  manied  Her, 
But  tliat  it  pleased  her  father  to  refuse  roe, 
To  make  this  honourable  fool  her  husband : 
For  which,  if  I  forget  him,  mn^  the  shame 
I  mean  to  brand  his  name  with,  stick  on  mine ! 

Ros,  She,  gentle  soul,  was  kmder  than  bet  fa- 
ther? 

Loth,  She  was,  and  oft  in  private  gave  me 
hearing; 
Till,  by  long  listening  to  the  soothing  tale. 
At  length  her  easy  heart  was  wholly  imne. 

Ros.  I  have  heard  yon  oft  describe  her,  han^ 
ty,  insolent. 
And  fierce  witli  high  disdain  :  it  moves  my  woo' 

der. 
That  rirtue,  thas  defended,  should  be  jiekM 
A  prey  to  loose  desirei. 
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lid  Heir  lliea,  I  will  teU  thee ! 
Onoe  io  t  kneaiid  tecret  lioor  of  niglit^ 
WbnefCTfefewM  dosed,  mod  the  peleoiooii 
Aod  fltofs  iloM  Aooe  oootdous  of  the  theft, 
Hoc  frith  tbe  Tosoui  gnqpe,  end  high  in  Uood^ 
Jboff  f  itole  unheeded  to  her  diamber. 
JIM.  Ihtt  nnnatesiire  wee  lucky. 
Liei  Oh,  it  fves  greet ! 
I/omd  the  fond,  hcfieving,  love-sick  mtidy 
LtKNe,  onettired,  wwni,  teoder,  full  of  wishes ; 
FwrcsoeM  sod  pride,  the  gnerdians  of  her  ho- 


Woechsraied  to  rest,  and  love  alone  was  waking. 
Hldttn  her  rising  bosom  all  was  calm, 
As  pesoefid  seas  that  know  no  storms,  and  only 
Are  pndy  lifted  up  and  down  by  tides. 
I  aaieM  the  ^lonoos  golden  opportmiity. 
And  lidi  prevailing  yonthliil  ardoor  pressed  her, 
Till  widi  ibort  sighs,  and  mnrmiaring  reluctance, 
The  yielding  fior  one  g^e  me  perfect  haopiness. 
Eveasli  the  hve-kmg  night  we  passed  in  Uiss, 
^  ecaades  too  fierce  to  last  forever; 
Atlengditheaiom  and  cold  indiflbreocecame; 
^l^nttn,  {ally  sated  widi  the  luscious  banquet 
^  hasttlv  look  leave,  and  left  the  nymph 
To  thiiik  on  what  was  past,  and  sigh«k>ne. 
Km.  Yoq  saw  her  soon  again? 
Loik,  Too  soon  I  saw  hert 
For,  Oh!  that  meeting  was  not  like  ihe  former: 
I  hand  my  heart  beat  high  no  more  with  trans- 
port, 
No  moreTii^ied,  and  languished  for  enjoyment; 
Twu  puty  atad  reaaon  took  her  torn  to  reign, 
^^^^  every  weakness  fell  before  her  thiooew 
Am.  What  of  the  hidy  ? 
lalL  With  nneasy  fondness 
She  hungopon  me,  wept,  and  sighed,  and  swore 
^  WIS  undone ;   talked  of  a  priest^  and  mar- 


OT flying  with  me  from  her  father's  power; 
CsUed  eveiy  saint,  and  blessed  angel  down, 
To  witness  for  bcr  that  she  was  my  wife. 
I  «aited  at  Uiat  name. 

RoL  What  answer  made  you  ? 

LoiL  None ;  but  pretendmg  sudden  pain  and 
iUnei^ 
£sospcd  the  persecution.    Two  nights  suice, 
Bt  oMwage  tir^ged  and  frequent  importunity* 
Apia  I  saw  her.    Straight  with  tears  and  sighs, 
^ah  swelling  breasts,  with  swooning  with  dis- 


Wjth  mU  the  subtleties  and  powerful  arts 
Of  wilfal  wocoan,  labouring  for  her  purpose^ 
Aeun  she  told  the  same  dull  nauseous  tale, 
t'omoved,  r  begged  her  spare  the  ungrateful  sub- 

Sisrc  1  resolved,  that  love  and  peace  of  mind 
^fuhc  flourish  long  inviolate  betwixt  us, 
Never  to  load  it  with  the  marriage  chain ; 
Thse  f  would  still  retain  her  in  my  heart, 
M«  ever  gentle  mistress  and  nay  friend ! 
Bot  for  those  odier  names  of  wife  and  basband, 
Voh.  I. 


Th^  only  meant  iU-natore^  caies,  and  quarrels. 

iuM.  How  bore  she  this  reply  ? 

XiO^A.  Even  as  the  earth, 
When,  winds  pent  up»  or  eating  fires  beneath. 
Shaking  the  mass^  she  labours  with  destruction. 
At  first  her  rage  was  dumb^  and  wanted  words  i 
But  when  the  storm  found  way,  it  was  wild  and 

loud. 
Mad  as  the  priestess  of  the  Delphic  god, 
Enthunastic  pasnon  swelled  her  bresMt, 
Bnlaroed  her  voioe^  and  ruffled  all  her  form. 
Proo(£,and  disdainful  of  the  love  I  profiered. 
She  called  me  villain !  monster  I  base  betrayer  I 
At  last,  in  very  bitterness  of  soul. 
With  deadly  imprecations  on  herself. 
She  vowed  severely  never  to  see  me  more; 
Then  bid  me  fly  that  minute :  I  obeyed. 
And,  bowing,  left  her  to  erow  cool  at  leisure. 

Jtoi:  She  has  relented  since,  else  wl^  this 
messam 
To  meet  the  keeper  of  her  secrets  here 
Hiis  morning  ? 

Loth,  See  the  person  wbom  you  named ! 

Enter  Lucilla. 

Well,  my  ambassadress,  what  mult  we  treat  of? 
Come  you  to  menace  war,  and  proud  defiance, 
Or  does  the  peaceful  olive  grace  your  messaee? 
Is  your  fair  mistress  cahner  1  Does  she  soften? 
And  most  we  love  again  ?  Perhaps  she  means 
To  treat  in  juncture  with  her  new  ally, 
And  make  her  husband  party  to  the  agreement 

Lac.  Is  this  well  done,  my  *lord !   Have  yon 
put  off 
All  sense  of  human  nature  ?  Keep  a  litde, 
A  little  pity,  to  distinguish  manhood, 
Lest  other  men,  thoi^  cniel,  should  disclaim 

you, 
And  judge  you  to  be  numbered  *with  the  brutes. 

Loth.  I  see  thou  hast  learned  to  rail. 

Luc.  I  have  learned  to  weep  t 
That  lesson  my  sad  mistress  often  pves  me : 
By  day  she  seeks  some  melancholy  shade^ 
To  hide  her  sorrows  from  the  prying  world ; 
At  ni|^t  she  watches  all  the  long,  long  hours^ 
And  listens  to  the  winds  and  halting  rain. 
With  sighs  as  loud,  and  tears  that  fall  as  fa.  t; 
Then,  ever  and  anon,  she  wrings  her  handa^ 
And  cries,  false,  false  Lothario ! 

Lotk  Oh,  no  more  I 
I  swear  thou  wilt  spoil  thy  pretty  face  with  cry- 
ing, 
And  thou  hast  beauty  that  roav  make  diy  fortune: 
Some  keepini^  cardinal  shall  doat  upon  thee^ 
And  barter  his  church  treasure  for  thy  freshness. 

Luc.  Whatl  shall  I  sell  my  innocence  and 
youth, 
For  wealth  or  titles,  to  perfidious  man ! 
To  man,  who  makes  his  mirth  of  our  undoing ! 
The  base,  profest  betrayer  of  our  sex ! 
Let  ine  grow  old  in  all  misfortunes  else. 
Rather  Sum  know  the  sorrows  of  Cahsta-I 

Mm 
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Loth,  Does  she  send  thee  to  chide  in  her  be- 
half? 
I  swear  thou  dost  it  with  so  good  a  g;race^ 
That  I  could  ahnost  love  thee  for  thy  frowning. 
Luc  Read  there,  my  lord^  there,  in  her  own 
sad  lines,  [Gwijig  a  letter. 

Which  best  can  tell  the  story  of  ner  woes, 
That  grief  of  heart  which  your  uiikindness  gives 
her. 
[Loth,  reada] — *  Your  cruelty — Obedience  to 
my  father — Oive  my  hand  to  Altamont.* 
Bt  Heaven  it  is  well !  such  ever  be  the  gifts. 
With  which  I  greet  the  man  whom  my  soul  hates. 

[Aude. 
But  to  go  on ! 

*  With — heart — hoaour-^toofaithleu — 
WeakncM^-'to^morrom — Uut    trouble'-4ott    Ca^ 

liita: 
Women,  I  see,  can  change  as  well  as  men. 
She  writes  me  here,  forsaken  as  I  am. 
That  I  should  bind  my  brows  with  mournful  wil- 


lo 


w. 


For  she  has  ^ven  her  hand  to  Altamont : 

Yet,  tell  the  fair  inconstant 

Luc.  How,  my  lord ! 

Loth.  Nay,  no  more  angry  words :  say  to  Ca- 
lista. 
The  humblest  of  her  slaves  shall  wait  her  plear 

sure; 
If  she  can  leave  her  happ3r  husband's  anns, 
To  think  upon  so  lost  a  tmng  as  I  am. 

Luc.  Alas !  for  pity,  come  with  gentler  looks ; 
Wound  not  her  heart  with  this  unmanly  triumph : 
And,  though  you  love  her  not,  yet  swear  you 

do, 
So  shall  dissc^mhling  once  be  virtuous  in  you« 
Loth,  Ha !  who  comes  here  ? 
Luc.  Tlie  bridegroom's  friend,  Horatio. 
He  must  not  see  tne  here.    Tonnorrow  early 
Be  at  Uie  garden  gate. 

Loth.  Bear  to  my  love 
My  kindest  thoughts,  and  swear  I  will  not  ful 
her. 

[Lothario  putting  up  the  letter  hoMtifyf 
dropi  it  at  he  goes  out. 
[Exeunt  Lothario  and  Rottano  one  way^  and 
Lucilla  another. 

Enter  Horatio. 

Hot.  Sure  it  is  the  very  error  of  my  eyes ; 
Waking  I  dream,  or  I  beheld  Lothario ; 
He  seemed  conferring  with  Calista's  woman : 
At  my  approach  thev  started,  and  retired. 
What  busmess  could  he  have  here,  and  with  her? 
I  know  he  bears  the  noble  Altamont 
Profest  and  deadly  hate — What  paper^s  this? 

[Taking  up  the  letter. 
Ha !  To  Lothario !— 's  death !  CalistWs  name  ! 

^  [Opening  it. 

Confusion  and  misfortunes !  (Readi  it. 

*  Your  cruel^  has  at  length  determined  me, 
'  and  I  have  fewlved  this  monuDglo  yield  a  per- 


fect obedience  to  my  father,  and  tb  ffve  my 
hand  to  Altamont,  in  spite  of  my  weakness  for 
the  false  Lothario.  I  could  ahnost  wish  I  had 
that  heart,  and  that  honour  to  bestow  with  t(, 
which  you  have  robbed  me  of: 
Damnation !  to  the  rest——  [Beadi  igsim. 

Bu^Oh!  I  fear,  could  I  retrieve  mem,  I  sfaoold 
again  be  undone  by  the  too  faithless,  yet  too 
lovely  Lothario.  This  is  the  last  wesuiess  of 
my  pen,  and  to-morrow  shall  be  the  Itst  ia 
whioi  I  will  indulge  my  eyes.  Ludlla  shall 
conduct  you,  if  you  are  kind  enough  to  let  me 
see  you ;  it  shall  be  the  last  troubw  yoo  shall 
meet  ^idi  from 

'  The  lost  Causta. 
The  lost,  indeed !  for  thou  art  gone  as  far 
As  there  can  be  perdition.    Fire  and  sulphur  \ 
Hell  is  the  sole  avenger  of  such  crimes. 
Oh,  that  the  ruin  were  but  all  thy  own ! 
Thou  wilt  even  make  thy  father  corse  lus  age ; 
At  sight  of  this  black  scroll,  the  gentle  Altamont 
(For,  Oh !  I  know  his  heart  is  set  upon  thee) 
Shall  droop,  and  hang  his  discontented  head, 
Like  merit  scorned  by  insolent  authority, 
And  never  grace  the  public  with  his  virtues. 
Perhaps  even  now  he  nzes  fondly  on  her. 
And,  thinking  soul  and  body  both  alike. 
Blesses  the  perfect  workmanship  of  Heaven! 
Then  sighing  to  his  every  care  speaks  peace, 
And  bi£  his  heart  be  satisfied  with  happiness. 
Oh,  wretched  husband !  while  she  hangs  shoot 

thee 
With  idle  blandishments^  and  plays  the  food  one, 
Even  then  her  hot  imagination  wanders. 
Contriving  riot,  and  loose  'scapes  of  love; 
And  whilst  she  clasps  thee  dose,  makes  thee  t 

monster! 
What  if  I  give  this  fnper  to  her  father  ? 
It  follows,  that  his  justice  dooms  her  dead. 
And  breaks  his  heart  with  sorrow  !  luud  retora 
For  all  the  good  his  hand  has  heaped  on  us ! 
Hold,  let  me  take  a  moments  thov^h^— 

« Enter  Lavinia. 

X419.  My  lord ! 
Trust  me,  it  joys  my  heart  that  I  have  found  you. 
Enouiring  wherefore  you  had  left  the  company, 
Before  my  brother's  nuptial  rites  were  ended. 
They  tola  me  you  had  telt  some  sudden  iUness. 
Where  are  you  sick?  Is  it  your  head?  your  heart? 
Tell  me,  my  love,  and  ease  my  anaious  tfaou^t^ 
That  I  may  take  you  gently  in  my  aims, 
Soothe  you  to  rest^  and  soften  all  your  pains. 

Hor.  It  were  unjust—No;^  let  me  sppie  my 
friend. 
Lode  un  the  fatal  secret  in  my  bresot. 
Nor  tell  him  that  which  will  undo  hts  quiet. 

Lav.  What  means  my  lord  ? 

Hor.  Ha !  saidst  thou,  my  Lavinia? 

Lav.  Alas !  you  know  not  what  you  make  lae 
sufier. 
Why  are  you  pale?  Why  did  you  start  and  trembl^^ 
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Whence  n  diit  e^h  ?  and  wherefore  are  jour  eyes 
Severely  nised  to  Heaven!  The  nek  man  thus, 
Aobiimiedgjiig  the  sonuiKnis  of  his  fate, 
lifb  op  his  feeble  hands  and  eyes  for  mercy, 
Ad4  with  ooofiison,  thinks  upon  his  exit. 
Hot.  Oh,  no !  thou  hast  mistook  my  sickness 
qaice; 
Tliesepsi^areof  thesouL    Would  I  had  met 
Sbarpest  oonruhions,  spotted  pestilence, 
Or  any  odier  deadly  foe  to  Kfe, 
JZsCher  Chan  heave  beneath  this  load  of  bought ! 
Ln,  Alas !  what  is  it?    Wherefore  turn  you 
frooime) 
\yhw  did  yoQ  falsely  call  me  your  Lavinia, 
m  swear  I  wss  Horatio's  better  lialf^ 
•^toce  009  you  mourn  unkindly  by  yourself, 
Aod  rob,me  of  my  partnership  of  sadness  ? 
Witnew,  ye  holy  powers,  who  know  my  truth, 
^%0e  cunot  be  a  chance  in  life  so  miserahle, 
Nothing  so  very  hard,  but  I  could  bear  it, 
Much  nther  tlum  my  love  should  treat  me  coldly, 
^^  use  me  like  a  stranger  to  his  heart, 
flor.  Seek  not  to  know  what  I  would  hide  from 

Alt  most  from  thee.    I  never  knew  a  pleasure, 
^)Qgbt  diat  was  j<^ul,  fortunate,  or  good. 
Bat  scnigfat  I  ran  to  bless  thee  with  the  tidings, 
And  laid  QB  all  mj  happiness  with  thee : 
Bnt  whenfore,  wherefore  should  1  give  thee  pain  ? 
Then  tpne  me^  I  conjure  thee ;  ask  no  further; 
AUow  my  mehuacholy  thoughts  this  privilege, 
And  let  them  brood  m  secret  o'er  their  sorrows. 
Ln,  It  is  enough;  dude  not,  and  all  is  well ! 
FoTfiTt  me  if  I  saw  you  ^ad,  Horatio, 

^MJ  ask  to  weep  out  part  of  your  misfortunes: 

I  would  not  prf?s8  to  know  what  you  forbid  mc. 

Yet,  my  loved  lord,  yet  you  must  grant  me  this, 

^oijget  yoar  oares  for  this  one  happy  day ; 

l)evote  thb  d^  to  mirth,  and  to  your  AJtaroont; 

For  hb  dear  saLe,  let  peace  be  in  your  looks. 

£*€a  now  the  jocund  bridegroom  waits  your 


He  thinks  the  priest  has  but  half  blessed  his  mar*. 

riage. 
Till  his  friend  hails  him  with  the  sound  of  joy. 

Ifor.  Oh,  never,  never,  never !  Thou  art  inno-; 
cent : 
Simplicity  from  ill^  pure  native  truth, 
AncI  candour  of  the  mind,  adorn  thee  ever; 
But  there  are  such,  such  false  ones,  in  the  world, 
Twould  fill  thy  gentle  soul  with  wild  amazement, 
To  hear  their  story  told. 

Lav,  False  ones,  my  lord ! 

Hor,  Fatally  fair  they  are,  and  in  their  smilea 
The  graces,  little  loves,  and  yaung  desires,  in- 
habit ; 
But  all  that  gaze  upon  them  are  undone ; 
For  they  are  false,  luxurious  in  their  appetites, 
And  all  the  Heaven  they  hope  for,  is  variety ;. 
One  lover  to  another  still  succeeds, 
Another,  and  another  after  that. 
And  the  last  fool  is  welcome  as  the  former ; 
Till,  having  loved  his  hour  out,  he  gives  place. 
And  mingles  with  the  herd  that  went  before  him. 

Lav.  Can  there  be  such,  apd  have  they  peace 
of  mind  ? 
Have  they,  in  all  the  series  of  their  changing^ 
One  happy  hour?  If  women  are  such  thine;s, 
How  viras  I  formed  so  difierent  from  my  sex  ? 
My  little  heart  is  satisfied  with  you ; 
You  take  up  all  her  room,  as  in  a  cottage 
Which  harbours  some  benighted  princely  stranger. 
Where  the  good  man,  proud  of  nis  hospitality. 
Yields  all  his  homely  owelling  to  his  guests. 
And  hardly  keeps  a  comer  for  himself. 

Ifor.  Oh !  were  they  all  like  thee,  men  would 
adore  them, 
And  all  the  business  of  their  lives  be  loving ; 
The  nuptial  band  should  be  the  pledge  of  peace, 
And  all  domestic  cares  and  quarrels  cease ; 
Tlie  world  should  learn  to  love  by  virtuous  rules, 
And  marriage  be  no  more  the  jest  of  fools. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  I.— if  HalL 

Enier  C  alista  and  Lvcilla. 

CmL  Bs  dnmb  for  ever,  silent  as  the  grave, 
Nor  Jet  tfay  fond  offidons  love  disturb 
My  soiemn  sadnega  with  the  sound  of  joy ! 
if  thou  wilt  soothe  me,  tell  me  some  dianal  tale 
^^'pimng  cfiaoootent^  and  bladL  despair ; 
fv,  oh !  IVe  |;0ne  around  through  all  my  thoughts, 
^  all  are  indigDAtion,  love,  or  shame, 
^  my  dear  peace  of  mind  is  lost  for  ever ! 

lar.  Why  do  you  follow  still  that  wandering 
fire, 
flat  has  foifticd  y«Mir  weaiy  steps,  and  leaves  you 
iMidMed  in  a  wildeniess  of  woe, 
7f«*f  /alia  I/Mfaario?  Tom  from  the  deceiver; 


Turn,  and  behold  where  gentle  Altamont, 
Kind  as  the  softest  virgin  of  our  sex. 
And  faithful  as  the  simple  village  swain. 
That  never  knew  the  courtly  vice  of  changing. 
Sighs  at  your  feet,  and  wooes  you  to  be  happy, 

CaL  Away  !  I  think  not  of  him.    My  sad  soul 
Has  formed  a  dismal  melancholy  scf  ne. 
Such  a  retreat  as  I  would  wish  to  find ; 
An  unfrequented  vale,  o*ergrown  with  trees. 
Mossy  and  old,  within  whose  lonesome  shade 
Ravens,  and  birds  ill-omened,  only  dwell  { 
No  sound  to  break  the  silence,  but  a  brook 
That,  bubbling,  winds  among  the  weeds:  no  mark 
Of  any  human  shape  that  had  been  there. 
Unless  a  skeleton  of  some  poor  wretch. 
Who  had  long  since,  hke  me,  by  love  undone^ 
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Soaght  dut  sad  place  oat,  to  despair  and  die  in ! 

Luc.  Alas,  for  pity ! 

CaL  There  I  lain  would  bide  me 
From  the  base  world,  from  malice,  and  from 

shame! 
For  'tis  the  solemn  ooansel  of  my  sonl 
Never  to  live  with  public  loss  ot  honour : 
Tis  filed  to  die,  rather  than  bear  the  insolence 
Of  each  afected  she  that  tells  my  storfv 
And  blesses  her  good  stars  that  she  is  virtuous. 
To  be  a  tale  for  fools !  Scorned  by  the  women, 
And  pitied  by  the  men !  Oh,  insupportable! 

Luc  Can  you  perceive  the  manifest  destruc- 
tion. 
The  gaping  gulf  that  opens  just  before  you. 
And  yet  nuh  on,  thougn  conscious  of  the  duiger  ? 
Ob,  hear  me,  hear  your  ever  faithful  creature ! 
By  all  the  cood  I  wish,  by  all  the  iU 
My  trembling  heart  foreliodes,  let  me  intreat  you, 
Never  to  see  this  faithless  man  again ; 
Let  me  forbid  his  coming. 

CaL  On  thy  life 
I  charge  thee  no :  my  genius  drives  me  on ; 
I  must,  I  will  behold  him  once  again : 
PcrhaiM  it  is  the  crisis  of  ray  fate. 
And  tnis  one  interview  shall  end  my  cares. 
My  labouring  heart,  that  swells  with  indignation. 
Heaves  to  discharge  the  burden ;  that  ooee  done, 
Tfie  busy  thing  shall  rest  within  its  cell, 
And  never  be^  again. 

Lue,  Trust  not  to  that : 
Rage  is  the  shortest  passion  of  our  souls  ? 
like  narrow  brooks,  tnac  rise  with  sudden  showens 
It  swells  in  baste,  and  falls  again  as  soon ; 
Still,  as  it  ebbs,  the  softer  thoughts  flow  in. 
And  the  deceiver  Love  supplies  its  place. 

CaL  I  have  been  wronged  enoupi  to  arm  my 
temper 
Against  the  smooth  delusion ;  but  alas ! 
(Chide  not  my  weakness,  gentle  nndd,  but  pity 

me) 
A  woman's  softness  hangs  about  me  still : 
Then  let  me  blush,  and  tell  thee  all  my  foUy. 
I  b^vcar  I  could  not  see  the  dear  betrayer 
Kneel  at  my  feet,  and  sigh  to  be  foigiven, 
But  my  relenting  heart  would  pardon  all. 
And  quite  forget  'twas  he  that  bad  undone  me. 

Luc.  Yc  sacred  powers,  whose  gradoua  provi- 
dence 
Is  watchful  for  our  good,  guard  roe  from  men. 
From  their  deceitfiu  tongues,  their  vows,  ^and 

flatteries! 
Still  let  me  pass  neglected  by  their  eyes, 
Let  my  bloom  wither,  and  my  form  decay, 
That  none  m^  think  it  wortn  his  while  to  ruin 

me,  • 

And  fatal  love  may  never  be  my  bane !     [£et7. 

CaL  Ha,  Altamont !  Calista,  nOw  be  wary. 
And  guard  thy  soul's  accesses  with  disseinbling  : 
Xor  let  this  hostile  husband's  eyes  explore 
The  warring  passions,  and  tomultuous  thoughts, 
That  rage  witnin  thee,  and  defonn  thy  reason. 


Enter  Altamoitt. 


Alt,  Begone,  nnrcaresi  I  give  yoQ  to  the  wtndi^ 
Far  to  be  borne,  far  from  tiK  huipy  Altamont; 
For  from  this  sacred  sera  of  my  lofe^ 
A  better  order  of  succeeding  imys 
Comes  smiling  forward,  white  and  Uickj  alL 
Calista  is  the  mistress  of  the  year; 
She  crowns  the  season  with  anspicinoa  beanlyt 
And  bids  even  all  my  hours  be  good  and  joytuL 

CaL  If  Iwere  evermistre^iNsachhippuies^ 
Oh!  wherefore  did  I  play  the  untfarifky  tool. 
And,  wasting  all  on  ouiers^  leave  mjaof 
Without  one  draught  of  joy  to  give  me  oomfbit ! 

Alt.  Oh^  mighty  Love .'  Shall  timt  ftir  face 
profane 
This  thy  great  festival  widi  fiowns  and  sadness ! 
I  swear  it  shall  not  be,  for  I  will  woo  tiiee 
With  sighs  so  moving  with  m  warn  a  tianspor^ 
lliat  thou  sbalt  catcK  the  gcaule  flaase  from  me, 
And  kindle  into  joy* 

CaL  1  tell  thee,  Altamont, 
Such  hearts  as  ours  were  never  paired  aboive: 
Illrsuited  to  each  other ;  joined,  not  matched ; 
Some  sullen  .influence,  a  foe  to  both^ 
Has  wrought  this  fatal  maniage  to  mdo  us. 
Mark  but  the  fnune  and  teimper  of  oor  nnnd^ 
How  very  much  we  differ.    Even  this  dajf^ 
That  fills  thee  with  such  ecstacy  and  tnnipoft. 
To  me  hnap  nothing  that  should  make  me 

bless  It, 
Qr  think  it  better  than  tho  day  before^ 
Owany  other  in  the  course  of  time, 
Tlmt  duly  took  its  turn,  and  was  fovgotteo. 
'  Alt.  If  to  behold  dH»  as  my  pledge  of  happt- 


To  know  none  fair,  none  eioellent  bat  thee : 
If  still  to  love  thee  with  unwearied  cosntaoGj, 
Through  every  season,  every  chance  of  fife. 
Through  wfinUed  age,  throo^  siqniei  and  nisF 

fortune! 
Be  worth  the  least  return  of  grateful  love^ 
Oh,  then  let  my  Calista  Uess  this  day, 
And  set  it  down  for  hi4>py. 

Cal.  Tis  the  day 
In  which  my  father  gave  my  hand  to  Altasaapl ; 
As  fucl^  I  will  remember  it  for  ever. 

Enter  Sciolto^  Hokatio,  and  Lavixt a. 
Scio.  Let  mirth  go  on,  let  pleasure  know  ny 

But  fill  up  every  minute  of  this  day  1 

Tis  yours,  my  children,  sacred  to  your  loves  ; 

The  glorious  sun  himself  for  you  looks  g^y  ; 

He  shines  for  Altamont  and  for  CaHstat. 

Let  there  be  music;  let  the  master  Umm^ 

The  sprightly  etring,  and  softly-breatiiiiig  fiute, 

^Tili  harmony  rouse  every  gentle  passion^ 

Tpach  the  cold  maid  to  loose  her  fears  ass  love. 

And  the  fierce  youth  to  languish  at  her  fieet* 

Begin :  even  age  itself  is  eheared  wicK  smsiiL  * 

It  wakes  a  glad  remembrance  of  our  yovth. 
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CWb  bMk  put  joys^  aad  warns  m  ioto  tnui»- 
port.    '  [Micitc. 

SONG. 

Akftt§j/!ak^  tnm  I  fthy  whither  wmtldyaujly, 

Tm  ckanmng9  too  rekntletg  maid  9 
Ifiihm^ not  4o  eonqttert  hut  i6  die; 

¥m  iftkeJearM  are  ^rmd. 
hvein  I  eeU ; /or  $he,  lAsJUetimg  mr, 

WhMfrt$tediy  tame  tempetttumi  wimd^ 
FHa  ufifierfrom  the  voice  u^mjf  ' 

Air  cot  I  (me  pitying  look  ' 


ScL  Tike  ove  mj  gttet  be  opto,  bid  all  mtl- 


AH  who  nejoioe  widi  me  tonlay  are  friends : 
Ui  eao^  indolge  his  geaiasy  tieh  be  gUd, 
Jocimd  and  hSt^  am)  swell  the  feaat  with  mirth; 
Tbeifii^y  bowl  shall  chcarfuUj  eo  round, 
NoK dnU  be  grave^  nor  too  sevoe^  wise; 
I^MKi  sad  dis^ipointmenti^  cares  and  poverty, 
'Jhe  rich  flmn's  msolenoe,  a^  great  maa^s  seom» 
Is  wine  ihall  be  forgotneq  all.    To^norrow 
Will  be  too  aooo  to  think,  and  to  be  wretched. 
Oh,  pinCy  ye  powers^  that  I  may  see  these  happy, 

[Poimtinf  to  Alt,  and  CaL 
(^tmpleie^  Uest,  and  I  have  life  enough ; 
And  knve  the  rest  indifierently  to  fate.  [Exeunt. 
Bar.  What  if,  while  all  are  here  intent  on  re- 

l^pnvitely  went  forth,  and  sooriit  Lothario  f 
Asii  letter  may  be  foifed;  perhaps  the  wanton- 


Of  las  Tiin  youth,  to  stain  a  lady's  fame; 
IVrbsps  bis  maBoe  to  disturb  my  friend. 
Ob,  no !  my  heart  forebodes  it  roust  be  true. 
Vethoaght,  0f«B  now,  I  maiked  the  starts  of 

Xbit  shook  her  aoul;  thoogh  damned  disaimular 

tion 
Screened  her  dark  thoughts^  and  set  to  public 


face  of  innocence  and  beauty. 

!   What  is  all  our  sore- 


A 

Ob, 


Our  boasted  power?  When  thej  oppose  their  arts, 
S^  they  pterail,  and  we  are  found  their  fools. 
Widi  such  smooth  looks,  and  many  a  gentle 

word. 
The  first  fair  she  beguiled  her  easy  lord; 
Too  bfiad  with  lose  and  beauty  to  beware^ 
Ik  fell  unthinking  in  the  fatal  snare ; 
Nor  ooald  believe  that  such  a  hnvenly  face 
Had  baignmed  with  the  devil,  to  damn  her 

vrratdied  race.  [Erit. 

SCBn  IL — ne  tirtet  near  Seiolt<^i  FtUaee. 

Emier  LoTHAnio  aad  Rossamo. 

Lath.  To  teO  thee  then  the  purport  of  my 
dMNifdita; 
The  lo»  of  tiiia  Ib^d  paper  would  not  fprt  me 

S 


A  moment  of  disquiet,  were  it  not 
My  instrument  of  vengeance  on  this  Altamont ; 
Therefore  I  mean  to  wait  some  opportunity 
Of  speakinij  with  the  maid  we  saw  thi^  rooming. 
luM.  I  wish  you,  sir,  to  think  upon  Ihe  danger 
Of  beina  seen;   to^y  their  friends  are  roimd. 

tnem; 
And  any  eye  that  lights  by  chance  on  you, 
Shall  put  your  life  imd  safety  to  the  hazard. 

[They  confer  oiide. 

Enter  Horatio. 

Hot,  Still  I  must  doubt  some  mystery  of  mie* 
diief. 
Some  artifioe  beneath.    Lothario's  father ! 
I  knew  him  well ;  he  was  sagacious,  cunning, 
Fluent  in  words,  and  bold  in  peaceful  counsel^ 
But  of  a  cold,  inactive  hand  m  war; 
Yet,  with  these  coward's  virtues,  he  undid 
M^  unsuspecting,  valiant,  honest  friend. 
This  son,  if  fame  mistakes  not,  is  more  hot, 
More  open  and  unartful — ^Ua !  he  is  here ! 

[Seeing  him^ 
Loth.  Damnation !    He  again !   This  second 
dme 
To-day  he  has  crossed  me,  like  my  evil  genius. 
Hot,  I  sought  you,  sir. 
Loth.  Tis  welC  then,  I  am  found. 
Hot.  Tis  veil  you  are.   The  man,  who  wronga 
my  friend. 
To  the  earth's  utmost  verge  I  would  pursue. 
No  place,  though  e'er  so  holy,  should  protect 

him; 
No  shape,  that  artful  fear  e'er  formed,  should 

bide  him, 
nil  he  fair  answer  made,  and  did  roe  justice. 
Loth.  Ha !  dost  thou  know  me,  that  I  am  Lo« 
thario? 
As  great  a  name  as  this  proud  city  boasts  of? 
Who  is  this  mighty  man,  then,  this  Horatio, 
That  I  should  basely  hide  me  from  his  axif^er. 
Lest  he  should  chide  me  for  lus  friend*s  displea- 
sure? 
Hor.  The  brave,  it  is  true,  do  never  shun  the 
light; 
Just  are  their  thoughts^  and  open  are  their  tem* 

Freely  without -disguise  they  love  and  hate, 
Still  are  they  found  in  the  fair  face  of  day. 
And  Heaven  and  men  are  judges  of  their  actions. 
Loth,  Such  let  them  be  of  mine ;  there  is  not 
a  purpose. 
Which  my  soul  ever  framed,  or  mv  hand  acted, 
But  I  could  well  have  bid  the  world  look  on. 
And  what  I  onoe  durst  do^  have  dared  to  jus- 
tify. 
Hot.  Where  was  this  open  boldness,  this  free 
spirit, 
When  but  this  veiy  morning  I  surprised  thee, 
In  base,  dishonest  privacy,  oonsultmg 
And  brihing  a  poor  mercenary  wretch. 
To  sell  her  lady's  secrets,  stain  Iter  honour. 
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And,  with  a  forced  oontrivance,  bhist  her  Tirttte? 
At  sight  of  me  ttiou  fied'st. 

Loth,  Ha !  fled  from  thee  ? 

Jlor.  Thou  fled'sty  and  guilt  was  on  the^  Uke 
a  thief, 
A  pilferer,  descried  in  some  dark  comer. 
Who  there  had  lodged^  with  miiichievoos  intent, 
To  rob  and  ravish  at  the  hour  of  rest. 
And  do  a  midnight  murder  on  the  sleepers ! 

Loth.  Slave !  villain ! 

[Offen  to  draw,  Rotsano  hoids  hkn. 

Rot,  Hold,  my  lord !  think  where  you  are. 
Think  how  unsafe  and  hurtful  to  your  honour 
It  were  to  urge  a  quarrel  in  this  place. 
And  shock  the  peaceful  city  with  a  broil. 

Loth,  Then,  since  thou  dost  provoke  my  ven- 
geance, know, 
I  would  not,  for  this  city's  wealth,  for  all 
Wliich  the  sea  wafb  to  our  ligurian  shore. 
But  that  the  joys  I  reaped  with  that  fond  wanton, 
The  wife  of  Altamont,  should  be  as  public 
As  is  the  noon-day  sun,  air,  earth,  or  water. 
Or  any  common  benefit  of  nature. 
Think  St  thou  I  meant  the  shame  should  be  ooo- 

ccaled  ? 
Oh,  no  \  by  hell  and  vengeance,  all  I  wanted 
Was  some  fit  messenger  to  bear  the  news 
To  the  di41  doating  husband :  now  I  have  found 

him, 
And  thou  art;  he. 

Hor.  I  hold  thee  base  enough 
To  break  through  law,  and  spurn  at  sacred  order, 
And  do  a  brutiu  injury  Uke  tliis; 
Yet  mark  me  well,  young  lord ;  I  think  Calista 
Too  nice,  too  noble,  and  too  great  a  soul. 
To  be  the  prey  of  such  a  thing  as  thou  art 
Twas  base  and  poor,  unworthy  of  a  man, 
To  forge  a  scroll  so  villainous  and  loose. 
And  mark  it  with  a  noble  lady's  name : 
These  are  the  mean  dishonest  arts  of  cowards^ 
Strangers  to  manhood,  and  to  glorious  dangers ; 
Who,  bred  at  home  in  idleness  and  riot. 
Ransack  for  mistresses  the  unwholesome  stews, 
And  never  know  the  worth  of  virtuous  love. 

Loth.  Think'st  thou  I  forged  the  letter  ?  Think 
so  still. 
Till  the  broad  shame  come  staring  in  thy  face, 
And  boys  shall  hoot  the  cuckold  as  he  passes. 

Hot.  Away !  no  woman  could  descend  so  low : 
A  skippinir,  dancing,  worthless  tribe  you  are ; 
Fit  only  for  yourselves,  you  herd  together ; 
And  when  the  circling  glass  wvms  your  vain 

hearts. 
You  talk  of  beauties  that  you  never  saw. 
And  fbncy  raptures  that  you  never  knew. 
Legends  of  samts,  who  never  yet  had  being. 
Or,  being,  ne'er  were  saints,  are  not  so  false 
As  the  fond  tales  which  you  recount  of  love. 

Loth.  But  that  I  do  not  hold  it  worth  my  lei- 
sure, 
I  could  produce  such  damning  proof 

if  or.  Tb  false ! 


Yoa  blame  the  ftur  with  Kes,  because  they  icon 

you,     ^ 
Hate  you  like  age,  like  ugliness  and  impotrace: 
Rather  than  mSke  you  bfest,  they  woold  die  vir- 
gins, 
And  stop  the  propagation  of  mankind. 

Loth.  It  is  the  carse  of  fools  to  be  secure^ 
And  that  be  thine  and  Altamoot'&    Dreim  on; 
Nor  think  upon  my  vengeance  tiU  thoo  fccPsi  it 

Hot.  Hold,  sir !  aoouier  word,  and  then  fare- 
well:    • 
lliough  I  think  greatly  of  Calisfta's  virtue, 
And  hold  it  far  beyond  thy  power  to  hurt; 
Yet,  as  she  sliares  the  honour  of  roy  AltsmoiH^ 
That  treasure  of  a  soldier,  bought  with  bloody 
And  kept  at  Hfe's  expence,  I  mnst  not  have 
(Mark  me,  young  wr)  her  very  name  profiuied. 
Learn  to  restrain  the  hcence  of  your  speech; 
Tis  held  yon  are  too  lavish.    When  yoo  ireme^ 
Among  your  set  of  fools,  talk  of  your  dress. 
Of  dice,  of  whores,  of  horses^  and  yourselves; 
Tis  safer,  and  becomes  your  iuMlerstanfbBg& 

Loth,  What  if  we  pass  beycmd  this  sofcmin  or* 
der. 
And,  in  defiance  of  the  stem  Horatio^ 
Indvdge  oar  gayer  thoughts,  let  laughter  loose, 
And  use  Ym  sacred  friendship  for  oar  mirths 

Hot.  Tis  well,  sir,  you  ape  f^cannt— 

Loth,  By  the  joys 
Which  my  soul  yet  has  nncootroaled  panned, 
I  would  not  turn  aside  from  my  least  pleasure, 
Though  all  thy  fovce  waic  armed  to  bar  my  way; 
But,  like  the  birds,  great  Nature's  happy  coof 

nonera^ 
That  haunt  in  woods,  in  meada^  auad  flowery  pi* 

dens, 
Rifle  the  viveets,  and  taste  the  c^ioiccst  femtt. 
Yet  scorn  to  ask  the  lordly  owner's  Icacvc. 

Hot,  What  liberty  has  vain  pfasomptaoas  yoath^ 
That  thon  shouldst  dare  provoke  me  unchastised  f 
But  henceforth,  boy,  I  warn  thee,  shun  my  walks! 
If,  in  the  bounds  of  yon  forbidden  plae^ 
Again  thon  art  found,  expect  a  panishnical^ 
Such  as  great  souls,  impatient  of  aua  mjary, 
Exact  from  those  who  wrong  thena  ninch ;  even 

death, 
Or  something  worse :  an  injaraii  lMiabflODd*s  vcn* 

f^eance 
Shall  pnnt  a  thousand  wonnds,  tear  thy  fair  fana^ 
And  scatter  thee  to  all  the  winds  of  Heaven ! 

Loth,  Is,  then,  my  way  in  Genoa  prescribed 
By  a  dependent  on  the  wretched  Akai»oae, 
A  talkie^  sir,  that  brawls  for  has  nr  tMYtas, 
And  vouches  for  his  valour^s  reputation? 

Hor,  Away!  thy  speech  is  ftmler  tfaaa  thy 
manners. 

Loth,  Or,  if  there  be  a  name  Biore  irile,  has  pa> 
rasit^; 
A  beggar's  parasite ! 

Hor.  Npw,  learn  humanity, 

[Offeri  to  itrike  Ami,  Romamo  imierpooti 
Since  brutes  and  boys  areoaiy  taia^t  widvbkM«6 
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iMk  Dammtioii !  [They  draax 

Bm.  Holdy  ihis  goes  no  further  here. 
Horatioi  'tis  too  much ;  already  see 
The  crowd  are  gathering  to  us. 

Loth.  Oh»  RoBsano ! 
Or  jnve  me  wavy  or  thou  art  no  more  my  friend. 

JCoa  Sdolto  s  8enranta»  too^  have  ta'en  the 
alarm; 
Toull  be  oppressed  by  numbers^    Be  advised. 
Or  I  must  force  you  hence.  Take  it  on  my  word^ 
You  shall  have  iustice  done  you  on  Horatjo. 
Put  up.  my  l6rd. 

LotL  This  will  not  brook  delay; 
West  of  the  town  a  mile,  among  the  rocks, 
Two  hours  ere  noon,  to-morrow,  I  expect  thee, 
Thy  single  hand  to  mine. 

bor,  I'll  ooeet  thee  there. 

hotL  To-morrow,  oh,  my  better  stars !  to-mor- 
row 
Exect  your  influence :  shine  strongly  for  me ; 
Ijs  not  a  common  conquest  I  would  gain^ 


Since  iove,  as  well  as  arms,  must  grace  my  tri- 
umph.     [Exeunt  Lothario  and  Rostano, 
Hor,  Two  hours  ere  noon  to-morrow !  ha !  ere 
that 

He  sees  Calista !  Oh,  unthinking  fool 

What  if  1  urged  her  with  the  crime  and  danger? 
If  any  spark  from  Heaven  remain  unquenched 
Withm  her  breast,  my  breath,  perhaps,  may  wake 

it. 
Could  I  but  prosper  there,  I  would  not  doubt 
My  combat  with  that  loud  vain-glorious  boaster. 
Were  you,  ye  fair,  but  cautious  wliom  ye  trust, 
Did  you  but  think  how  seldom  fools  are  just. 
So  many  of  your  set  would  not,  in  vain. 
Of  broken  vows,  and  faithless  men,  complain : 
Of  all  the  various  wretches  love  has  made. 
How  few  have  been  by  men  of  sense  betrayed ! 
Convinced  by  reason,  they  your  power  confess, 
Pleased  to  be  happy,  as  youVe  pleased  to  bless. 
And,  conscious  of  your  wortii,  oui  never  love  you 
less.  [Exit. 


ACT  ra. 


SCEME  I.— il»  apartment  in  Seioltf/a  palace. 

Enter  Sciolto  and  Calista. 

ScL  Now,  by  my  life,  my  honour,  'tis  too%iuch ! 
Have  I  not  marked  thee,  wavward  as  thou  art. 
Perverse  and  sullen  all  this  day  of  joy  ? 
W*hen  every  heurt  was  cheered,  and  mirth  went 

rounid. 
Sorrow,  displeasure,  and  repinii^  anguish, 
Sat  oa  thy  brow,  like  aome  maligpiant  planet. 
Foe  to  the  harvest  and  the  heal^fiy  year. 
Who  soowb  adverse,  and  lours  upon  the  world ; 
When  all  the  other  stars,  with  gentle  aspect, 
Propitioas  shine,  and  meaning  good  to  man. 

CaL  Is  thai  the  task  of  duty  half  performed  ? 
Has  not  your  daughter  given  herself  to  Altamont, 
Yielded  the  native  freedom  of  her  will 
To  an  imperious  husband's  lordly  rule. 
To  gratify  a  father's  stem  command? 

8cL  D>ost  thou  complain } 

CaL  For  pity  do  not  frown  then. 
If,  in  despite  of  all  my  vowed  obedience, 
A  s^  breaks  out,  or  a  tear  falls  by  chance : 
For,  oh !  that  sorrow,  which  has  drawn  your  an- 
ger, 
Is  the  sad  native  of  Calisu's  breast : 
And  once  possessed,  will  never  quit  its  dwelling. 
Till  life,  the  prop  of  all,  shall  leave  the  building, 
To  tumble  down,  and  moulder  into  ruin. 

ScL  Now  by  the  sacred  dust  of  that  dear  saint 
That  was  thy  mother;  by  her  wondrous  goodness. 
Her  soft,  her  tender,  most  complying  sweetness, 
I  swear,  some  sullen  tliought,  tnat  shuns  the  lights 
Lurks  underneath  that  wdness  in  thy  visage. 
But  mark  me  well !  tliough,  by  yon  Heaven,  I  love 

thee 
As  much,  I  think,  as  a  fond  parent  can ; 


Yet  shouldst  thou,  (which  the  powers  above  for- 
bid) 
F/er  stain  the  honour  of  thy  name  with  infamy, 
I'll  cast  thee  off,  as  one  whose  impious  hands 
Had  rent  asunder  nature's  dearest  ties. 
Which,  once  divided,  never  join  aeain. 
To-day  I've  made  a  noble  youth  my  husband ! 
Consider  well  his  worth ;  reward  his  love ; 
Be  willing  to  be  happy,  and  thou  art  so. 

[Exit  Sciolto. 
CaL  How  hard  is  the  condition  of  our  sex, 
Through  every  state  of  life  the  slaves  of  man ! 
In  all  the  dear  delightful  days  of  youth 
A  rigid  father  dictates  tot>ur  wills, 
And  deals  out  pleasure  with  a  scanty  hand. 
To  his,  the  tyrant  husband's  reign  succeeds; 
Proud  with  opinion  of  superior  reason, 
He  holds  domestic  business  and  devotion 
All  we  are  capable  to  know,  and  shuts  us. 
Like  cloistered  ideots,  from  the  world's  acquaint- 
ance, 
And  all  the  Joys  of  freedom.    Wherefore  are  we 
Born  with  high  souls,  but  to  assert  ourselves^ 
Shake  off  this  vile  obedience  they  exact. 
And  claim  an  equal  empire  o'er  the  world  ? 

Enter  Horatio. 

Hor.  She's  here !  yet,  oh !  my  tongue  is  at  a 

loss. 
Teach  me,  some  power,  that  happy  art  of  speech. 
To  dress  my  purpose  up  in  gracious  words; 
Such  as  may  softly  stctu  upon  her  soul. 
And  never  waken  the  tempestuous  passions. 
By  Heaven  she  weeps !— Forgive  me,  fair 

Calista, 
If  I  presume  on  privilege  of  friendship, 
To  join  my  grief  to  yoiirs^  and  mourn  the  evils 
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bat  hurt  your  peace,  and  quench  those  tjea  in 

tears. 
CaL  To  steal,  unlooked  for,  on  my  priTate  sor- 


Speaks  not  the  man  of  honour,  nor  the  friend. 
But  rather  means  the  spy. 

Hor,  Unkindly  said  f 
For,  oh !  as  sure  as  you  accuse  me  fislsely, 
I  come  to  prove  myself  Calista's  friend. 

Cal,  You  are  my  husband's  friend,  the  friend 
of  Altamont 

Hor.  Are  you  not  one?  Are  you  not  joined  by 
Heaven, 
Each  interwoven  with  the  otber*s  fate  ? 
Are  you  not  mixt,  like  streams  of  meeting  rivers, 
Whose  blended  waters  are  no  more  distinguished, 
But  roll  into  the  sea,  one  common  flood  ^ 
Then  who  can  nve  his  friendship  but  to  one  ? 
Who  can  be  Altamont^s  and  not  Galista's  ? 

CaL  Force^  and  the  wills  of  our  imperious 
rulers,  . 
May  bind  two  bodies  in  one  wretched  chain; 
But  minds  will  still  look  back  to  their  own  chiuce. 
So  the  poor  captive  in  a  foreign  realm. 
Stands  on  the  shore,  and  sencu  his  wishes  back 
To  the  dear  native  land  from  whence  he  came. 

Hor,  When  soul^  that  should  agree  towill  the 
same. 
To  have  one  common  object  for  their  vrishcs, 
LooKMifierent  ways,  regardless  of  eadi  other, 
Hiink  what  a  train  of  vrrctehedness  ensues : 
Love  thail  be  banished  from  the  genial  bed^ 
The  night  shall  all  be  lonely  and  unquiet. 
And  evenr  day  shall  be  a  miy  of  cares. 

CaL  Then  all  the  boasted  office  of  thy  friend^ 
ship, 
Was  but  to  tell  Calista  what  a  wretch  she  is. 
Aks!  what  needed  that?' 

Hor,  Oh !  rather  say, 
I  came  to  tell  her  how  she  might  be  happy ; 
To  soothe  the  secret  anguish  of  her  soul ; 
To  comfort  that  fair  mourner,  that  forlom  one. 
And  teach  her  steps  to  know  the  paths  of  peace. 

CaL  Say  thou,  to  whom  this  paradise  is  known, 
Where  lies  die  blissful  region?  Mark  my  way 

to  it, 
For,  oh !  'tis  sure  I  long  to  be  at  rest 

£R>r.  Then^-Ho  be  good  is  to  be  happy-r-An- 
gcls 
Are  happier  than  mankind,  because  the/re  beir 

ter. 
Guilt  is  the  source  of  sorrow !  'tb  the  fiend. 
The  avenging  fiend,  that  follows  us  behind, 
With  whips  and  stings.    The  blest  know  none  of 

this, 
But  rest  in  everlasting  peace  of  mind. 
And  find  the  height  of  all  their  heaven  is  good- 
ness. 

CaL  And  what  bold  parasite's  officious  tongue 
Shall  dare  to  tax  Calista's  name  with  guilt  ? 

Hor.  None  should;  but  'tis  a  busy,  tsllung 
world, 


That,  wkblkentioaB  braatfa,  blowi,  like  the  wiad^ 
As  freely  on  the  pdace  as  the  cottage. 

CaL  What  myitie  riddle  hvks  benMh  d^ 
words^ 
Whidi  thou  would'st  seem  toiwiUing  to  eipfSSB^ 
As  if  it  meant  dishooonr  to  my  viitoe? 
Away  with  this  ambignoos  shuffling  phrase^ 
And  let  thy  oracle  be  understood^ 

Hor.  Lothario  I 

CaL  Ha !  what  wouhPst  thoa  mean  by  lum? 

Hor.  LoAario  and  CalistE !  thus  they  join 
Two  names,  which  Heaven  decreed  shonld  never 

meet 
Hence  have  the  talkers  of  this  populous  city 
A  shamefol  tale  to  tell,  for  public  sporty 
Of  an  unhappy  beauty,  a  frlse  foir  one^ 
Who  plighted  to  a  noble  youth  her  frud^ 
When  she  had  ^en  her  honour  to  a  wretch. 

CaL  Deadi  toad  confusion !  Have  I  lived  to  this? 
Thus  to  be  treated  with  unmanly  moknoe ! 
To  be  the  sport  of  a  loose  ruffian's  tongue ! 
Thus  to  be  used !  thus !  like  the  vilest  creataic, 
That  ever  was  a  slave  to  vice  and  infamy ! 

Hor.  By  honour  and  fair  trudi,  yon  wrong  me 
much; 
For  on  my  soul,  nothing  but  strong  neoeanty 
Could  urgc^  my  tongue  to  this  ungrateful  office. 
I  came  with  strong  reluctance,  as  if  death 
Had  stood  across  my  way,  to  save  your  honour, 
Your*s  and  Sciolto^s^  yooi^s  and  Alouaont's ; 
Like  one  who  ventures  through  a  burning  ah^ 
To  save  his  tender  wifi^  with  all  her  bnm 
Of  little  fondlings,  fran  the  dreadful  ruin. 

CaL  Is  this  the  hmoos  fi^iend  of  Altamont, 
For  noUe  worth  and  deeds  of  arms  renowned? 
Is  this  the  tale-bearing  offidous  fellow, 
Hiat  watches  for  inteUkenoe  from  eyes; 
This  wretched  Argus  ofa  iealous  husband, 
That  fills  his  easy  ears  with  monstroua  tales* 
And  makes  him  toss,  and  rave,  and  wreaik  ai 

length 
Bloody  revenge  on  his  defenceless  wife^ 
Who  guiltless  dies,  because  her  fool  ran  mad  ? 

Hor.  Alas !  this  rage  is  vun;  for  if  yoor  frnme 
Or  peace  be  with  your  care,  you  must  be 
And  listen  to  the  means  are  left  to  save 
Tis  now  the  kicky  minute  of  your  fote. 
By  me  your  genius  speaks,  by*  me  it  wai 
Never  to  see  that  curst  Lothario  more ; 
Unless  you  mean  to  be  despised,  be  shoisned 
By  all  our  virtuous  maids  and  noble  roecn 
Unless  you  have  devoted  this  rare  beaaty 
To  infamy,  diseases,  prostitution- 


CaL  Dishonour  blast  thee,  base, 
slare ! 

That  darest  forget  my  birth,  and  si 

And  shock  me  with  the  .rude,  unhaUow^tl 
Hor,  Here  kneel,  and  in  the  awfiil 
Heaven 

Breathe  out  a  solemn  tow,  never  to  see^ 
Nor  think,  if  possible,  on  him  that  niin««i  tliee  * 
Or,  by  my  Altwmont's  dear  lih,  I  swe^r^  * 
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This  pttper;  naj^  yott  must  not  flj— This  fAper, 

[Holding  her. 
This  coilty  paper  shall  divalge  your  shame 

Cat  What  meanest  thou  by  that  paper?  What 
contrivance 
Hast  thou  been  foi^jing  to  deceire  my  father ; 
To  turn  his  heart  against  his'  wretched  daughter, 
That  Altamont  and  thou  may  share  his  wealth  f 
A  wrong  like  this  will  make  me  even  forget 

The  weakness  of  my  sex. Oh,  for  a  sword, 

To  urge  my  vengeance  on  the  villain's  hand. 
That  forged  the  scroll ! 

Hor,  Behold  !  Can  this  be  forged  ? 

See  where  Calista's  name 

[Shewing  the  letter  near, 

CaL  To  atoms  thus,  [Tearing  it. 

Thus  let  me  tear  the  vile,  detested  falsehood, 
The  wicked,  lying  evidence  of  sliame. 

Hor.  Confusion ! 

CaL  Henceforth,  thou  officious  fool. 
Meddle  no  more,  nor  dare,  even  on  thy  life, 
To  breathe  an  accent  that  may  touch  my  virtue. 
I  am  myself  the  guardian  of  my  honour. 
And  wiU  not  bear  so  insolent  a  monitor. 

Enter  Altamont. 

Alt,  Where  is  my  life,  my  love,  my  charming 
bride, 
Joy  of  my  heart,  and  pleasure  of  my  eyes. 
The  wish,  and  care,  and  business  of  my  youth  ? 
Oil,  let  me  find  her,  snatch  her  to  my  breast, 
And  tell  her  she  delays  my  bliss  too  long. 
Till  my  soft  soul  even  sickens  with  desire. 
Disordered  ! — and  in  tears  I — ^Horatio  too  ! 
My  friend  is  in  amaze — What  can  it  mean  ? 
Tell  me,  Calista,  who  has  douc  thee  wrong. 
That  my  swift  sword  may  find  out  the  oflfeuder, 
And  do  thee  ample  justice. 

CaL  Turn  to  him. 

Alt.  Horatio ! 

CaL  To  that  insolent 

Alt.  My  friend ! 
Could  be  ao  this?  He,  who  was  half  myself? 
One  faith  has  ever  bound  us,  and  one  reason 
Guided  ont  wills.    Have  I  not  found  him  just, 
Honest  as  truth  itself?  And  could  he  break 
The  sanctity  of  friendship  ?  Could  he  wound 
The  heart  of  Altamont  in  his  Calista  ? 

CaL  I  thought  what  justice  I  should  find  from 
thee! 
Go  fawn  i^xm  him,  listen  to  his  tale, 
Applaud  his  malice,  that  would  blast  my  fame. 
And  treat  me  like  a  common  prostitute. 
Thou  art  perhaps  confederate  in  his  mischief. 
And  wilt  believe  the  legend,  if  he  tells  it. 

Alt,  Oh,  impious !  what  presumptuous  wretch 
shall  dare 
To  ofier  at  an  injury  like  that  ? 
Priesthood,  nor  age,  nor  cowardice  itself. 
Shall  save  him  from  the  fury  of  my  vengeance. 

CaL  The  man  who  dared  to  do  it  was  Horatio; 
Thy  darling  friend ;  'twas  AllamoDt's  Horatio. 

Vol..  I, 


But  mark  me  well ;  while  thy  divided  heart 
Doats  on  a  villain  that  has  wronged  me  thus, 
No  force  shall  drag  me  to  thy  hated  bed. 
Nor  can  my  cruel  father's  power  do  more 
Than  shut  me  in  a  cloister :  there,  well  pleased, 
Ileligious  hardships  will  T  learn  to  bear, 
To  fast  and  freeze  at  midnight  hours  of  prayer : 
Nor  think  it  hard,  within  a  lonely  cell, 
VVith  melancholy,  speechless  saints  to  dwell ; 
But  bless  the  day  I  to  that  refuge  ran. 
Free  from  the  marriage  chain,  and  from  that  ty- 
rant man.  [Exit  Calitta. 
Alt  She's  gone;  and,  as  she  went,  ten  thousand 
fires 
Shot  from  her  angry  eyes ;  as  if  she  meant 
Too  well  to  keep  the  cruel  vow  she  made. 
Now,  as  thou  art  a  man,  Horatio,  tell  me, 
What  means  this  wild  confusion  in  thy  looks, 
As  if  thou  wert  at  variance  with  thyself. 
Madness  and  reason  combating  within  thee. 
And  thou  wert  doubtful  which  should  get  the 
better  ? 
Hor.  I  would  be  dumb  for  ever ;  but  thy  fate 
Has  otherwise  decreed  it.    Thou  hast  seen 
That  idol  of  thy  soul,  that  fair  Calista ; 
Thou  hast  beheld  her  tears. 

Alti  I  have  seeu  her  weep ; 
I  have  seen  that  lovely  one,  that  dear  Calista, 
Complaining,  in  the  bitterness  of  sorrow. 
That  thou,  my  friend,  Horatio,  thou  hast  wronged 
her. 
Hor,  That  T  hove  wronged  her !  had  her  eyes 
been  fed 
From  that  rich  stream  which  warms  her  heart, 

and  numbered 
For  every  falling  tear  a  drop  of  blood, 
It  had  not  been  too  much ;  for  she  has  ruined 

thee. 
Even  thee,  my  Altamont.    She  has  undone  thee. 
Alt.  Dost  thou  join  ruin  with  Calista's  name  ? 
What  is  so  fair,  so  exquisitely  good? 
Is  she  not  more  than  painting  can  express. 
Or  youthful  poets  fancy  when  they  love  ? 
Does  she  not  come,  like  wisdom,  or  good  fortune. 
Replete  with  blessings,  givins  wealth  and  honour? 
The  dowry  which  she  brings  is  peace  and  plea- 
sure, 
And  everlasting  joys  are  in  her  arms. 

Hor.  It  had  been  better  thou  had'st  lived  a 
beggar, 
And  fed  on  scraps  at  great  men's  surly  doors. 
Than  to  have  matched  with  one  so  false,  so  fa- 
tal^ 
Alt*  It  is  too  much  for  friendship  to  alk)w  thee* 
Because  I  tamely  bore  tlie  wrong  thou  didst  lier, 
Thou  dost  avow  the  barbarous,  brutal  part, 
And  urge  the  injury  even  to  my  face  ! 

Hor,  I  see  she  has  got  possession  of  thy  heart; 
She  has  charmed  thee,  like  a  syren,  to  her  bed, 
With  looks  of  love,  and  with  enchanting  sounds : 
Too  late  the  rocks  and  quicksands  will  appear. 
When  thou  art  wrecked  upon  the  faithless  shore, 
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Then  vainly  wish  thou  had'st  not  left  thy  friend^ 
To  follow  her  delu&ion. 

Ait,  If  thy  friencUhip 
Do  churliflhly  deny  my  love  a  room. 
It  is  not  woith  my  keeping ;  I  disclaim  it. 

Hor.  Canst  thou  so  soon  forget  what  IVe  been 
to  thee? 
I  slmred  the  task  of  nature  with  thy  father. 
And  formed  with  care  thy  inexperienced  youth 
To  virtue  and  to  arms. 
Thy  noble  father,  oh,  thou  light  young  man ! 
Would  he  have  used  me  thus?  One  fortune  fed  us; 
For  his  was  ever  mine,  mine  his,  and  both 
Together  flourished,  and  together  fell, 
lie  called  me  friend,  like  ttiee :  would  be  have 

left  me 
Thus,  for  a  woman,  and  a  vile  one,  too  ? 

AU,  Thou  canst  not,  dar'st  not  mean  it !  Speak 
again! 
Say,  who  is  vile ;  but  dare  not  name  Calista. 

Hor.  I  had  not  spoke  at  first,  unless  compelled, 
And  forced  to  clear  myself;  but  since  thus  ui^ged, 
I  must  avow,  I  do  not  know  a  viler. 

Alt.  Thou  wert  my  father^s  friend ;  he  loved 
thee  well ; 
A  kind  of  venerable  mark  of  him 
Hangs  round  thee,  and  protects  thee  from  my 

vengeance. 
I  cannot,  dare  not,  lift  my  sword  against  thee^ 
But  henceforth  never  let  me  see  thee  more. 

[Going  out. 

Hot.  I  love  thee  still,  ungrateful  as  thou  art. 
And  must  and  will  preserve  thee  from  dishonour. 
Even  in  despite  of  thee.  [Heidi  him, 

Alt.  Let  go  my  arm  ! 

Hor.  If  honour  be  thy  care,  if  thou  would'st 
live 
Without  the  name  of  credulous^  wittol  husband. 
Avoid  thy  bride,  shun  her  detested  bed» 
llie  joys  it  yields  are  dashed  with  poiso] 

Ah.  Off.r 
To  urge  me  but  a  minute  more  is  fatal. 

Hitr.  She  is  polluted,  stained 

Alt.  Madness  and  ruling ! 
But  hence — 

Hor.  Dishonoured  by  the  man  you 

Alt.  1  prithee  loose  me  yet,  for  thy  own  sake, 
If  life  be  worth  the  keeping 

Hor.  By  Lothario. 

Alf.  Perdition  take  thee,  villain,  for  the  false- 
hood !  [Strikes  hinu 
Now,  nothing  but  thy  life  can  make  atonement 

Hor.  A  blow  !  thou  hast  used  me  well 

[Draws, 

Aft.  Tliis  to  thy  heart 

Hot.  Yet  hold — By  Heaven,  his  father^s  in  his 
face ! 
Spite  of  my  wrongs,  my  heart  runs  o'er  with  ten- 
derness 
And  I  could  rather  die  myself  than  hurt  him. 

Alt,  Defend  thyself;  for,  by  my  much  wronged 
love, 


I  swear,  the  poor  evaaioii  shall  not  save  thee. 
Hor.  Yet  hold — thou  know'st  I  dare— think 
how  we've  lived' 
[Theyjight ;  AUamomt  presta  m  Horatio, 
who  retires. 
Nay  then,  'tu  brutal  violence;  and  thus, 
Thus  Nature  bida  me  guard  the  life  she  pite. 

Lavinia  enters^  and  runs  between  their  trords. 

Lav.  My  brother,  my  Horatio !  Is  it  pooibkl 
Oh,  turn  your  cruel  stvords  upon  Lorinia ! 
If  you  must  quench  your  impious  rage  in  blood, 
Betiold,  my  heart  shall  give  you  all  her  store, 
To  save  tnose  dever  streams  that  flow  from 
yours. 

Alt.  Tis  well  thou  hast  found  a  safogiianl; 
none  but  thisy 
No  power  on  earth  could  save  tliee  fromnyfluy. 

Lav.  O  fatal,  deadly  sound ! 

Hor.  Safety  from  thee  I 
Away,  vain  boy !  Hast  thou  forgot  the  reveRnce 
Due  to  my  arm,  thy  first,  thy  great  example, 
Which  pomted  out  thy  way  to  noble  daring, 
And  shewed  thee  what  it  was  to  be  a  man? 

Lav,  What  busy,  meddling  fiend,  what  foe  to 
goodness, 
Could  kindle  such  a  discord  ?  Oh,  lay  by 
Those  most  ungentle  looks,  and  angry  weapons^ 
Unless  you  mean  my  griefs  and  kiluog  fears 
Should  stretch  me  out  at  your  relentless  feet, 
A  wretched  corse,  the  victim  of  your  furv. 

Hor,  Ask'st  thou  what  made  us  foes)  T^a^ 
base  ingratitude, 
Twas  such  a  sin  to  friendship,  as  Heaven's  mern*. 
That  strives  witli  man's  untoward,   mouses 

wickedness, 
Unwearied  with  forgiving,  scarce  co«ildpankn. 
He,  who  was  all  to  me,  child,  brotlxsr,  friend. 
With  barbarous,  bloody  malice,  sought  my  life. 

AU,  Thou  art  my  sister,  and  I  would  not  make 
thee 
The  lonely  mourner  of  a  widowed  bed ; 
Therefore^  thy  husband's  life  is  safe !  but  wm 

him,  * 

No  more  to  know  this  hospitable  roof. 
He  has  but  ill  repaid  Sciolto's  bounty. 
We  must  not  meet ;  ^tis  dangerous. '  Farewell. 
[He  is  going  on/,  Latoima  holds  Vm. 

Lav.  Stay,  Altamont,  my  brother,  stay;  if  ever 
Nature,  or  what  is  nearer  much  than  naUve, 
The  kind  consent  of  our  agreeing  noinds, 
Have  made  us  dear  to  one  anocher,  stay. 
And  speak  one  gentle  word  to  your  Uoratin ! 
Behold,  his  anger  melts,  he  longs  to  love  ^ou, 
To  call  you  friend,  then  press  yiMi  hard,  with  all 
The  tender,  speechless  ioy  of  reconcilement. 

Alt.  It  cannot,  shall  not  be — you  must  imH 
hold  me. 

Laiv.  Look  kindly,  then. 

Alt.  Each  minute  that  I  stay. 
Is  a  new  injuiy  to  fair  CalistiL 
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From tbyfiriKfriendship  to  harmtnaTiVfij; 
llBCyif  in  ttiTiiaiBe  of  lore  I  rest, 
BreMthku  with  hUas,  upon  her  panting  breast, 
Jo brokoDyiaeknip; accents,  I  will  swear, 
Uiooehrtk  to  trast  mv  heart  with  none  bother; 
Tlieo  amtf  the  jojv- which  on  her  charms  attend, 
Have-niore  than  paid  ne  for  my  faithless  friend. 
[AUmtoiU  breakijrom  l4tviniay  and  exU, 
Bar.  Oh,  raise  thee,  my  Lavinia,  from  the 
earth! 
It  is  too  much;  this  tide  of  flowing  grief, 
Tlu  wondnMu  waate  of  tears,  too  much  to  pre 
To  an  nifprateful  friend,  and  cniel  brother. 
imL  is  tbore  not  eanse  for  weeping  ?  Oh,  Ho- 
ratio! 
A  hratfaer  and  a  hasband  were  my  treasure; 
Twss  all  the  little  weahh  that  poor  LAviuia 
Saved  from  the  shipwreck  of  her  father's  for^ 


One  half  is  lost  already.    If  thou  leav'st  mc ; 
Iftfaoushoiiki'st  prove  unkind  to  me,  as  Alta- 

moot. 
Whom  shall  I  ^md  to  pity  my-distress, 
To  haye  compassion  on  a  helpless  wanderer. 
Ami  fjare  herwhete  to  lay  her  wretched  head  ? 
Hir,  Why  dost  thou  wound  mc  with  thy  sof^ 
oamplainin^? 
ThoofKh  Altamont  be  fake,  and  use  me  hardly, 
Yet  thiak  not  1  impute  his  crimes  to  thee. 
Talk  not  of  bong  imaken ;  for  Til  keep  thee 
Xeit  to  my  haul,  vay  certain  pledge  of  happi- 


Jfetreo  ibrmad  dice  gentle,  fair,  and  full  o{ 
goodness. 


And  made  thae  all  my  pordon  here  on  earth: 
It  gave  thee  to  me,  as  a  large  amends 
For  fortune,  friends,  and  all  the  world  beside. 
Lav.  Then  you  mUl  iove  me  still,  cherish  me 

ever; 
And  hide  me  from  misfortune  in  your  bosom  ? 
Here  end  my  cares,  nor  will  I  lose  one  tluiught. 
How  we  shall  live,  or  purchase  food  and  raiment. 
The  holy  Power,    wno  cloathes  the  senseless 

earth 
With  woods,  with  fruits,  with  flowers,  and  verdant 

Whose  bounteous  hand  feeds  the  whole  brute 

creation. 
Knows  all  our  wants,  and  has  enough   to  give 

US; 

Hot.  From  Genoa,  from  falsehood  and  incon- 
stancy. 
To  some  more  honest,  distant  clime  we'll  go. 
Nor  will  I  be  beholden  to  my  country. 
For  aught  but  thee,  the  partner  pf  my  flis^ht. 

XaTP.  Yes,  I  will  follow  thee;  forsake,  for  thee. 
My  country,  brother,  friends,  even  all  I  have. 
Though  mine's  a  little  all*  yet  were  it  more. 
And  better  far,  it  should  be  left  for  thee, 
And  all  that  I  would  keep,  should  be  Horatio. 
So,  when  a  merchant  sees  his  vessel  lost, 
Though  richly  freighted  from  a  foreipi  coast. 
Gladly,  for  life,  the  treasure  he  would  give. 
And  only  wishes  to  escape,  and  live : 
Gold,  and  his  gains,  tio  more  employ  his  mind ; 
But,  driving  o'er  the  billows  with  the  wind, 
Cleaves  to  one  faithful  plank,  and  leaves  the  rest 
behind,  [Ejeeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I.— il  Garden, 

Enter  Altamont. 

JA.  With  what  mieqnal  tempers  are  we  form- 
ed? 
^^  di^  tiie  soul,  supine  with  ease  and  fulness^ 
Bcveh  secure,  sind  fondly  tells*  herself 
The  hour  of  cril  can  return  no  more ; 
The  next,  the  opirita,  palled  and  sick  of  riot, 
Tom  all  to  discord,  and  we  bote  our  beings, 
Cone  tbe  p«at  jciy,  and  think  it  folly  all. 
And  faitteraeia  aiid  anguish.    Oh,  last  night ! 
^Imt  has  mifci  aimfiil  Ittauw  paid  me  back, 
f^  ail  the  mass  of  friendsnip  which  I  squander- 
ed? 
Cokbeai^  sreraion,  tears,  and  sullen  sorrow, 
DasJied  all  mj  bliss,  and  damped  my  bridal  bed. 
Soon  as  iliewKmuiig  dawned,  she  vanished  from  me, 
Rekadem  to  the  gentle  call  of  love. 
I've  loat «  Irieody  and  I  have  eained^-^-a  wife ! 
Torn  DOC  tt»  thought,  my  brain:  but  let  me  find 
Sntne  unfirequmtied  shade ;  there  lay  me  down. 
And  let  foi^ecful  dolnew  steal  upon  me, 
Tu  sofieii  mad  wtaiitge  tbb  pain  ot  thiokiug.  [Exit. 


LoTHABio  and  Calista  discavered. 


Loth.  Weep  not,  my  fair;  but  let  the  God  of 
Love 
Laugh  in  thy  eyes,  and  revel  in  thy  heart, 
Kindle  again  his  torch,  and  hold  it  high. 
To  li^ht  us  to  new  joys.    Nor  let  a  thought 
Of  discord,  or  disquiet  past,  molest  thee ; 
But  to  a  long  oblivion  ^ve  thy  cares. 
And  let  us  melt  the  present  hour  in  bliss. 

CaL  Seek  not  to  soothe  me  with  thy  false  endear- 
ments. 
To  charm  me  with  thy  softness :  'tis  in  vain : 
Thou  can^t  no  more  betray,  nor  I  be  ruined. 
The  hours  of  folly,  and  of  fotid  delight. 
Are  wasted  all,  and  fled ;  those  that  remain 
Are  doomed  to  weeping,  anguish,  and  repentance. 
I  come  to  charge  thee  with  a  long  account, 
Of  all  the  sorrows  I  have  known  already. 
And  all  I  have  to  come :  thou  hast  uncione  roe. 

Loth,  Unjust  Calista  I  dost  thou  call  it  ruin. 
To  love  as  we  have  done ;  to  melt,  to  languish, 
To  wish  for  somewhat  exquisitely  happy, 
And  then  be  blest  trtn  to  that  wisli^s  height? 
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To  die  with  joy,  and  straight  to  live  again; 
Speechless  to  gaze,  and  with  tumultuous  trans- 
port— 
CaL  Oh,  let  me  hear  no  more !  I  cannot  bear 

Tis  deadly  to  remembrance.    Let  that  night, 
That  guilty  ni^t,  be  blotted  from  the  year ! 
I^t  not  the  voice  of  mirth  or  music  know  it ! 
Let  it  be  dark  and  desolate ;  no  stars 
To  glitter  o*er  it !  let  it  wish  for  light. 
Yet  want  it  still,  and  vainly  wait  the  dawn ! 
For  'twas  the  night  that  gave  me  up  to  shame, 
To  sorrow,  to  the  false  l^thario. 

Loth,  Hear  this,  ye  powers !  mark,  how  the 

fair  deceiver 
Sadly  complains  of  violated  truth ; 
She  calls  me  false,  even  she,  the  ^thless  she, 
Whom  day  and  night,  whom  heaven  and  earth 

have  heard 
Sighing  to  vow,  and  tenderly  protest, 
Ten  thousand  times,  she  would  be  only  mine ; 
And  yet,  behold,  she  has  given  herself  away, 
Fled  from  my  arms,  and  wedded  to  another. 
Even  to  the  man  whom  most  I  hate  on  earth. — 
CaL  Art  thou  so  base  to  upbraid  me  with  a 

crime. 
Which  nothing  but  thy  cruelty  could  cause  ? 
If  indignation,  raging  in  my  soul. 
For  thy  unmanly  insolence  and  scorn. 
Urged  me  to  a  deed  of  desperation. 
And  wound  myself  to  be  revenged  on  thee, 
lliink  whom  I  should  devote  to  death  and  hell, 
Whom  curse  as  my  undocr,  but  Lothario ! 
liadst  thou  been  just,  not  all  Sciolto's  power. 
Not  all  the  vows  and  prayers  of  sighing  Altamont, 
Could  have  prevailed,  or  won  me  to  forsake  thee. 
Loih.  How  Imv^  1  failed  injustice,  or  in  love? 
Bums  not  my  flame  as  brightly  as  at  first  ? 
Even  now  my  heart  beats  lugh,  J  languish  for 

tliee, 
My  transports  are  as  fierce,  as  strong  my  wishes, 
As  if  tliou  ne*cr  hadst  blest  me  with  thy  beauW. 
CaL  How !  didst  thou  dare  to  think  that  I  would 

live 
A  slave  to  base  desires,  and  brutal  pleasures, 
To  be  a  wretched  wanton  for  thy  leisure. 
To  toy,  and  waste  an  hour  of  idle  time  with  ? 
My  soul  disdains  thee  for  so  mean  a  thought. 
Lotk.  The  driving  storm  of  passion  will  have 

way, 
And  I  must  yield  before  it.    Wert  thou  calm. 
Love,  the  poor  criminal,  whom  thou  hast  doomed, 
Has  yet  a  thousand  tender  things  to  plead, 
To  dwrm  tliy  rage,  and  mitigate  his  fate. 

Enter  behind  them  Altauo^'T* 

Alt,  I  have  lost  my  peace— Ha !  do  I  live  and 

wake? 
CaL  Hadst  tliou  been  true,  how  happy  had  I 
been! 
^ot  Altamont,  but  thou,  hadst  been  my  lord. 
^ut  wherefore  named  I  happiness  with  thee  I 


It  is  for  thee,  for  tfaee^  that  I  am  oarst; 

For  thee  my  secret  soul  each  hour  amugni 

me, 
Calls  me  to  answer  for  my  virtiie  stuned. 
My  honour  lost  to  thee :  for  thee  it  hannts  me, 
With  stem  Sciolto  vowing  vengeance  on  me. 
With  Altamont  complaimng  for  his  wrongs 
Alt,  Behold  him  here !         [ComtHsforvard, 
CaL  Ah !   .  [SterHng. 

Alt.  The  wretch,  whom  thou  hast  made ! 
Curses  and  sorrows  hast  thou  heaped  upon  him, 
And  vengeance  is  the  only  good  tnat^s  left. 

[Draming. 

Loth.  Thou  hast  taken  die  somewhat  unawares 
'tis  tme : 
But  love  and  war  take  turns,  like  day  and  night, 
And  little  preparation  serves  my  turn, 
Equal  to  bpth,  and  armed  for  either  field 
We've  long  been  foes,  this  moment  ends  oar  <{uir* 

rel; 
Earth,  Heaven,  and  fair  Calista  judge  the  oomr 
bat! 
CaL  Distraction !  Fury !  Sorrow !  Shame !  and 

deatli ! 
Alt.  Thou  hast  talked  too  much,  thy  breadi  is 
poison  to  me ; 
It  taints  the  ambient  air ;  this  for  my  father— 
Thb  for  Sciolto--and  this  last  for  Altamont. 

[Theyjight ;  Lothario  u  wounded  <mce 
or  twictj  and  thenjiilh. 
Loth.  Oh,  Altamont!  thy  genius  is  the  strong! 
Thou  hast  prevailed ! — ^My  fierce  ambitxRis  soul 
Declining  droops,  and  all  ner  fires  K*^^  p^^c* 
Yet  let  not  this  advanta^  swell  thy  pride ; 
I  conquered  in  my  turn,  m  love  I  triumphed. 
Tliose  joys  are  lodged  beyond  the  reach  of  fate ; 
That  sweet  revenge  comes  smiling  to  my  thoughts, 
Adorns  my  fall,  and  cheers  my  heart  in  dyin^. 

[Dies. 

CaL  And  what  remains  for  me,  beset  with 
shame. 
Encompassed  round  with  wretchedness  ?  There  is 
But  tliis  one  way  to  break  the  toil,  and  'scape. 
[She  catchei  up  Lotharuis  mtord,  9»' 
offers  to  kill  herself;  Aliomont  nnt 
to  her^  and  wrests  it  from  her. 
Alt.  What  means  thy  frantic  rage  ? 
CaL  Off!  let  me  go. 

Alt.  Oh !  thou  hast  more  than  murdered  me ; 
yet  sull. 
Still  art  thou  here !  and  my  soul  starts  with  bor^ 

ror, 
At  thoug})t  of  any  thing  that  may  reach  thee. 
CaL  Think'st  thou  I  mean  to  live  to  be  for- 
given ? 
Oh,  thou  hast  known  but  little  of  Calista ! 
If  thou  hadst  never  heard  my  sluune,  if  only 
The  midnight  moon  and  silent  stars  had  seen  it, 
I  would  not  bear  to  l)e  reproached  by  them. 
But  dig  down  deep  to  find  a  grave  beneaxh, 
And  hide  me  from  tlieir  beams. 
Sciolto  within.  What,  ho !  mj  son ! 
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Alt.  It  is  SdoUo  calls ;  oome  near  and  find  me; 
The  wretdiedest  thing  of  all  my  kind  on  earth. 

Co/L  Is  it  the  voice  of  thunder,  or  my  father ! 
Madness  1  Confusion !  let  the  storm  come  on. 
Let  the  tumultuous  roar  drive  all  upon  me ; 
Dash  my  devoted  bark,  ye  surges,  break  it ! 
Tis  for  my  ruin  that  the  tempest  rises. 
'^^^len  I  am  lost,  sunk  to  the  oottom  low, 
Peace  shall  return,  and  ail  be  calm  agun. 

Enter  SciOLTa 

jici.  Even  now  Rossano  leaped  the  garden 

ijrall 

Ha !  Death  has  been  among  you — Oh,  my  fears ! 
Jiast  night  thou  bad'st  a  difference  with  thy  friend; 
The  cause  thou  gavest  me  was  a  damned  one. 
Pidst  thou  not  wrong  the  man  who  told  thee 

truth? 
Answer  me  quick 

Alt.  Oh !  press  me  not  to  speak ; 
JBven  now  my  heart  is  breaking,  and  the  mention 
Will  lay  me  dead  before  thee.    See  that  body, 
And  guess  my  shame,  my  ruin !  Oh,  Calista ! 

Sci,  It  is  enough  \  but  I  am  slow  to  execute, 
And  justice  lingers  in  my  lazy  hand ; 
Thus  let  me  wipe  dishonour  from  my  name, 
And  cut  thee  from  the  earth,  thou  stain  to  good- 


[Offers  to  kill  Calista,  AUamont  holdt  him. 
Alt.  Stay  thee,  Sciolto !  thou  rash  father,  stay ! 
Or  turn  the  point  on  me,  and  through  my  breast 
Cut  out  the  bloody  passage  to  Calista ! 
So  shall  my  love  be  perfect,  while  for  her 
I  die,  for  whom  I  wished  to  live. 

Col.  No,  Altamont;  my  heart,  that  scorned  thy 
love. 
Shall  never  be  indebted  to  thy  pity. 
Thus  torn,  defaced,  and  wretched  as  I  seem, 
Still  I  have  something  of  Sciolto*s  virtue. 
Yes,  yes,  my  father,  I  applaud  thy  justice ; 
Strike  home,  and  I  will  oless  thee  for  the  blow  ! 
Be  merciful,  and  free  me  from  mv  pain ; 
Tis  sharp,  'tis  terrible,  and  I  coufd  curse 
The  cheerful  day,  men,  earth,  and  Iieavcn,  and 

thee. 
Even  thee,  thou  venerable  good  old  man, 
For  being  author  of  a  wretch  like  me. 

AU.  listen  not  to  the  wildness  of  her  raving ; 
Remember  nature !   Should  thy  daughter's  mur- 
der 
Defile  that  hand,  so  just,  so  great  in  arms. 
Her  blood  would  rest  upon  thee  to  posterity, 
Pollute  thy  name,  and  sully  all  thy  wars. 

Cal.  Have  I  not  wronged  his  gentle  nature 
much  ? 
And  yet  behold  him  pleading  for  my  life ! 
Lost  as  thou  art  to  virtue,  oh,  Calista ! 
I  think  thou  can'st  not  bear  to  be  outdone ; 
Then  haste  to  die,  and  be  obliged  no  more. 

Set.  Thy  pious  care  has  given  me  time  to  think. 
And  saved  me  from  a  crime ;  then  rest,  my  sword: 
To  honour  l^ve  I  kept  the^  ever  sacred. 


Nor  will  I  stain  thee  with  a  rash  revenge. 
But  mark  me  well !  I  will  have  justice  done ; 
Hope  not  to  bear  away  thy  crimes  unpunished : 
I  will  see  justice  executed  on  thee, 
Even  to  a  Roman  strictness ;  and  thou,  Nature^ 
Or  whatsoe'er  thou  art,  that  plead'st  within  me, 
Be  still ;  thy  tender  slrugglings  are  in  vain. 
CaL  Then  am  I  doomed  to  live,  and  bear  your 
triumph  ? 
To  groan  beneath  your  scorn  and  fierce  upbraid- 
ing, 
Daily  to  be  reproached,  and  have  my  misery 
At  mom,  at  noon,  at  night,  told  over  to  me. 
Lest  my  remembrance  might  erow  pitiful, 
And  grant  a  moment's  intervsu  of  peace  ! 
Is  this,  is  this  the  mercy  of  a  father? 
I  only  b^  to  die,  and  he  denies  me. 

Sd.  Hence,  from  my  sight !  thy  father  cannot 
bear  thee; 
Fly  with  thy  infamy  to  some  dark  cell. 
Where,  on  the  connncs  of  eternal  night. 
Mourning,  misfortune,  cares,  and  amruish  dwell ; 
Where  ugly  shame  hides  her  opprobrious  head. 
And  death  and  hell  detested  rule  maintain ; 
There  howl  out  the  remainder  of  thy  life. 
And  wish  thy  name  may  be  no  more  remember- 
en  • 
Cal.  Yes,  I  will  fly  to  some  such  dismal  place, 
And  be  more  cursed  than  you  can  wish  I  were ; 
This  fatal  form,  that  drew  on  my  undoing. 
Fasting,  and  tears,  and  hardships  shall  destroy ; 
Nor  light,  nor  food,  nor  comfort  will  I  know. 
Nor  ought  that  may  continue  hated  life. 
Then,  when  you  see  me  meagre,  wan,  and  changed, 
Stretched  at  my  length,  and  dying  in  my  cave. 
On  that  cold  earth  I  mean  shall  be  my  grave. 
Perhaps  you  may  relent,  and  sighing  say, 
At  length  her  tears  have  washed  her  stains  away; 
At  length  'tis  time  her  punishment  should  cease; 
Die,  thou  poor  suffering  wretch,  and  be  at  peace, 

[Exit  Calista. 
Sei.  Who  of  my  servants  wait  there? 

Enter  two  or  three  Servants. 

Raise  that  body,  and  bear  it  in.  On  your  lives 
Take  care  my  doors  be  guarded  well,  that  none 
Pass  out,  or  enter,  but  by  my  appointment. 

Exeunt  Servants,  with  Lothario^s  bo<fy. 

Alt.  There  is  a  fatal  fury  in  your  visage  ; 
It  blazes  fierce,  and  menaces  destruction. 
My  father,  I  am  sick  of  many  sorrows. 
Even  now  my  easy  heart  is  breaking  with  them ; 
Yet,  above  all,  one  fear  distracts  me  most; 
I  tremble  at  the  vengeance  which  you  meditate 
On  the  poor,  faithless,  lovely,  dear  Calista. 

Sri.  Hast  thou  not  read  what  brave  VirginiuA 
did? 
With  his  own  hand  he  slew  his  only  daughter. 
To  save  her  from  the  fierce  Decemvir's  lust. 
He  slew  her,  vet  unspotted,  to  prevent 
The  shame  which  she  might  know.    Then  wha| 
should  I  do  ? 
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But  thou  hast  tied  mv  hand. — ^I  will  not  kill  her; 
Yety  by  the  ruin  she  has  brought  upon  vs, 
The  common  infamy  that  brands  us  bothy 
She  shall  not  'scape. 

Alt.  You  mean  that^be  shall  die. then? 

ScL  Ask  me  not  what,  .nor  how,  I  have  re- 
solved, 
J'or  all  within  .is  anarchy  and  uproar! 
Oh,  Altamont !  What  a  vast  scncme  of  joy 
Has  this  one  day- destroyed  ?  Well  did  I  hope 
This  daughter  would  have  blest  my  latter  days ; 
That  I  sliould  live  to  see  you  tlie  world's  wonder. 
So  happy,  great,  and  good,  timt  none  were  like 

you. 
White  I,  from  busy  life  and  care  set  free, 
Had  spent  the  evening  of  my  ajge  at  home, 
Among  a  little  prattling  race  of  yours ! 
There,  like  an  old  man,  talked  awhile,  and  then 
Lain  down  and  slept  in  peace.    Instead  of  this, 
Sorrow  and  shame  must  bring  me  to  my  grave — 
Oh,  damn  her !  damn  her ! 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Arm  yourself,  my  lord : 
Rossano,  wlio  but  now  escaped  tlic  garden. 
Has  gatliered  in  the  street  a  band  of  rioters. 
Who  threaten  you,  and  all  your  friends,  with 

ruin. 
Unless  Lothario  be  returned  in  safety.       [Exit. 

Sci.  By  Heaven,  their  fury  rises  to  my  wish, 
Nor  shall  misfortune  know  my  house  alone. 
But  thou,  Lothario,  and  thy  race,  shall  pay  me 
For  all  the  sorrows  which  my  age  is  cursed  with ! 
I  think  my  name  as  great,  my  friends  as  po- 
tent. 
As  any  in  the  state ;  all  shall  be  summoned ; 
I  kn-)w  that  all  will  join  their  hands  to  ours, 
And  vindicate  thy  vengeance.    When  our  force 
Is  full,  and  armed,  we  shall  expect  thy  sword 

To  join  with  us,  and  sacrifice  to  justice. 

[Exit  Sciolto. 

Alt.  There  is  a  stupid  weight  upon  my  senses ; 
A  dismal  sullen  stillness,  that  succeeds 
The  storm  of  rage  and  grief,  like  silent  death. 
After  the  tumult  and  the  noise  of  life. 
Would  it  were  death,  as  sure  'tis  wondrous  like  it, 
For  I  am  sick  of  living ;  my  soul's  palled. 
She  kindles  not  with  anger  and  revenge : 
Love  was  the  informing,  active  fire  within  : 
Now  that  is  quenched,  the  mass  forgets  to  move, 
And  longs  to  mingle  with  its  kindred  earth. 

[A   tunmltuoui  noUe,   with  claihing  of 
iwords,  at  at  a  little  distance. 

Enter  Lavinia,  vith  two  Servants,  their  swords 

drawn. 

Lav.  riy,  swiftly  fly,  to  my  Horatio's  aid. 
Nor  lose  your  vain  ofiidous  cares  on  me  ! 
Bring  me  my  lord,  my  husband,  to  my  arms ! 
He  is  Lanuia's  life !  bring  him  me  safe. 
And  1  shall  be  at  case?  be  well,  and  happy. 

[Elxeunt  Servants. 


Alt.  Art  thou  Laania?  Oh!  wfaatbarbsroas 
hand 
Could  wrongitKy  poor  defenoelessinQQoanoe, 
And  leave  suoh.raaikB  of  more  than  sartgeAny? 

Lav.  My  bpotber  I  .Oh !  my  heart  as  M  of 
fears; 
Perhaps  even  now  my  dear  Horotio  blesclsi— 
Nor  far  from  benoe,  as  passiiig  to.the.port, 
By  a  mad  muUitode  we  were  sanoaniled, 
Who  ran  upon  us  with  uplifted  8Word% 
And  cried  aloud  for  vengeance,  and  Lothario. 
My  lord,  with  ready  boldnese,  stood 'the  shock, 
To  shelter  roe  from  danger;  but  in -vain, 
Had  not  a  party  from  Sciolto's  palace 
Hushed  out,  and  snatched  me  fromamidstliiefrij. 

Ait.  What  of  my  friend  ? 

Lav.  Ha !  by  my  joys,  'tis 'he !   [Lookiaf  oat. 
He  lives,  he  comes  to  bless  me !  he  is -safe  7 

Enter  Hobatio,  with  two  or  three  Serrsats, 
their  swords  drawn. 

Ut  Ser.  Twere  at  the  otmost  haisrd  of  jwt 
life 
To  venture  forth  ittain,  till  we  are  stronger : 
Their  number  trebks  oars. 

Hor.  No  matter ;  let  it : 
Death  is  not  Iwif  so  ahockin^  as  that  tnkor. 
My  honest  soul  is  mad  with  indignation^ 
To  think  her  plainness  could  be  so  abased, 
As  to  mistake  that  wretch,  and  call  himXsend; 
I  cannot  bear  the  sight ! 

Alt.  Open,  .thou  earth. 
Gape  wide,  and  take  me  down  to  thy  daik  boKNa, 
To  hide  me  from  Horatio ! 

Hor.  Oh,  Lavinia ! 
Believe  not  but  I  joy  to  see  thee  safe : 
Would  our  ill-fortune  had  not 'drove  us  hither: 
I  coiild  even  wish  we  rather  had  been  wvedwd 
On  any  other  shore,  than  saved  on  this. 

Lav.  Oh !  let  us  bless  the  mercy  that  pteserved 
us. 
That  gracious  power  that  saved  us  for  each  ether : 
And,  to  adorn  the  sacrifice  of  praise» 
Offer  foi^givenese  too ;  be  thoa  like  Heaiven, 
And  put  away  the  offences  of  thy  frieiid. 
Far,  tar  from  thy  remembrance. 

Alt.  I  have  marked  him. 
To  see  if  one  forgiving  glance  stole  httber; 
If  any  spark  of  friendship  were  alive. 
That  would,  by  sympathy,  at  meeting  glow. 
And  strive  to  kindle  up  the  flame  a-ofsw ; 
Tis  lost,  'tis  gone ;  his  soul  is  <|iiM  estrnifed. 
And  knows  me  for  its  counterpart  no  more ! 

Hor.  Thou  know'st  diy  nile^  thy  empire  in  Qo« 
ratio; 
Nor  canst  thou  ask  in  vain,  oommsMMi  in  vain, 
Where  nature,  reason,  nay,  where  lore  is  yoAgt ; 
But  when  you  ui^  ray  tempc^r  to  cookply 
With  what  it  most  abhors,  I  cannot  do  ic 

Lav.  Where  didst  thou  get  tins  «a)ien  gVoomj 
hate? 
It  was  not  in  thy  nature  lo.b«  thus  ; 
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Come,  put  it  oS,  and  let  thy  heart  be  cheerful ! 
fie  gay  again,  and  know  the  joys  of  friendships 
The  Crust,  security,  and  mutual  tenderness, 
The  double  joya^  where  each  is  glad  for  both ; 
Friendship,  the  wealth,  the  last    retreat   and 

strength. 
Secure  against  ill-fortune,  and  the  world. 

Hot.  I  am  not  apt  to  take  a  light  ofience, 
But  patient  of  the  tailings  of  my  friends, 
And  willing  to  for^ve ;  but  when  an  injury 
Stabs  to  the  heart,  and  routes  my  resentment, 
(Perhaps  it  is  the  faolt  of  my  rude  nature) 
I  own  I  cannot  easily  forgpve  it. 

Aii.  Thou  hast  forgot  me ! 

Har,  Na 

Aii.  Why  are  thy  eyes 
Impatient  of  me  then,  scornful,  and  fierce  ? 

Hor.  Because  they  speak  the  meaning  of  my 
heart; 
Because  they  arc  honest,  and  disdain  a  villain ! 

Alt.  Fve  wronged  thee  much,  Horatio. 

H^r.  True,  thou  hast 
Whea  I  forget  it,  may  1  be  a  wretch, 
Vile  as  thyself,  a  false  perfidious  fellow. 
An  infamous,  bclierine,  British  husband. 

Ait.  IVe  wronged  Uiee  much,  and  Heaven  has 
well  avenged  it. 
I  have  not,  since  we  parted,  been  at  peace, 
Nor  known  one  joy  sincere ;  our  broken  friend- 
ship 
Pursued  me  to  the  last  retreat  of  love, 
Stoad  glaring  like  a  ghost,  and  made  me  cold  with 

horror. 
Misfortunes  on  misfortunes  press  upon  roe, 
Swell  o*er  my  head  like  waves,  and  dash  me  down ; 
Sorrow^  remorse,  and  shame,  have  torn  my  soul ; 
They  han^  like  winter,  on  my  youthful  hopes. 
And  blast  the  spring  and  promise  of  my  year. 

Lav.  So  flowers  are  gathered  to  adorn  a  grave, 
To  lose  their  freshness  amongst  bones  and  rot- 
tenness, 
And  have  their  odours  stifled  in  the  dust 
Canst  thou  hear  this,  thou  cruel,  hard  Horatio  f 
Canst  thou  behold  thy  Altamont  undone  ? 
That  gentle,  that  dear  youth !  canst  thou  behold 

him^ 
His  poor  heart  broken,  death  in  his  pale  visage, 
And  groaaing  out  his  woes,  yet  stand  unmtwed  ? 

Hor.  The  brave  and  wise  I  pity  in  misfortune ; 
But  when  incratitade  and  folly  suffers, 
*Tis  weakness  to  be  touched. 

Aii.  I  will  not  ask  thee 
To  pier  or  forgive  me;  but  confess, 
This  soom,  this  insolence  of  hate,  is  just ; 
Tis  constancy  of  mind,  and  manly  iu  thee. 
But,  Oh !  had  I  been  wronged  by  thee,  Horatio, 
Thm  is  a  yieldiffig  softness  in  my  heart 
Could  neVr  have  stood  it  out;  but  I  had  ran, 
AVith  streaming  eyes,  and  open  arms,  upon  thee. 
And  pressed  tSee  dose,  close ! 

H^.  I  must  hear  no  more ; 
Tlir  srcabMBS  v.  oontagioas;  I  shall  catch  if, 


And  be  a  tame,  fond  wretch. 

Lav.  Where  wouldst  thou  go  ? 
Wouldst  thou  part  thus  ?  you  shalt  not,  'tis  im- 
possible; 
For  I  will  bar  thy  passage,  kneeling  thus : 
Perhaps,  thy  cruel  hand  may  spurn  me  off. 
But  I  will  throw  my  body  in  thy  way. 
And  thou  shalt  trample  over  my  faithful  bosom. 
Tread  on  me,  wound  me,  kill  me,  ere  thou  pass. 

Alt.  Urge  not  in  vain  thy  pious  suit,  Lavinia, 
I  have  enough  to  rid  me  of  my  pain. 
Calista,  thou  hadst  reached  my  heart  before ; 
To  make  all  sure,  my  friend  repeats  tlie  blow : 
But  in  the  grave  our  cares  shall  be  forgotten. 
There  love  and  friendship  cease.  [Faii»» 

[Lavinia  runs  to  Aim,  and  endeavours  to  raise 
lum. 

Lav.  Speak  to  me,  Altamont ! 
He  faints !  He  dies !  Now,  turn  and  see  thy  tri- 
umph ! 
My  brother !  But  our  cares  shall  end  together ; 
Here  will  I  lay  me  down  by  thy  dear  side, 
Bemoan  thy  too  hard  fate,  then  share  it  with 

thee, 
And  never  see  my  cruel  lord  again. 

[Horatio  runs  to  Altamont,  and  raises  him  in 
his  arms, 

Hor.  It  is  too  much  to  bear !   Look  up,  my 
Altamont ! 
My  stubborn,  unrelenting  heart  has  killed  him. 
Look  up  and  bless  me !  tell  me  that  thou  livest ! 
Oh !  I  nave  urged  thy  gentleness  too  far; 

[He  revives. 
Do  thou  and  my  Lavinia  both  forgive  me ; 
A  flood  of  tenderness  comes  o'er  my  soul ; 
I  cannot  speak-^I  love,  forgive,  and  pity  thee — 

Alt,  I  thought  that  nothing  6ould  nave  stayed 
my  soul ; 
That  long  ere  this  her  flight  had  reached  the 

stars; 
But  thy  known  voice  has  lurrd  her  back  again. 
Methiiiks,  I  fain  would  set  all  right  with  diec. 
Make  up  this  most  unlucky  breach,  and  then. 
With  thine  and  Heaven's  forgiveness  on  my  soul, 
Shrink  to  my  grave,  and  be  at  ease  for  ever. 

Hor.  By  Heaven,  my  heart  bleeds  for  thee; 
even  this  moment, 
I  feel  thy  pangs  of  disappointed  love. 
Is  it  not  pity  t^at  this  youth  should  fall, 
Tliat  all  his  wondrous  goodness  should  be  lost, 
And  the  world  never  know  it  ?  Oh,  my  Altamont! 
Give  me  thy  sorrows,  let  me  bear  them  for  thee, 
And  shelter  thee  from  ruin  ! 

Lav.  Oh,  my  brother, 
Think  not  but  we  will  share  in  all  thy  woes ; 
We'll  sit  all  day,  and  tell  sad  tales  of  love : 
And  when  we  light  upon  some  faitl^less  woman. 
Some  beauty,  like  Calista,  false  and  fair, 
We*ll  fix  our  grief,  and  onr  complaining  there ; 
We'll  curse  the  nymph  that  drew  the  ruin  on. 
And  mourn  the  \outh  that  was,  like  thee,  un> 
dont*.        "  [KuvMi. 
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ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. — A  Room  hung  with  Black ;  on  one 
tide  Lotharidi  body  on  a  Iner  ;  on  the  other  a 
tabUy  with  a  skull  and  other  boneSy  a  book  and 
a  lamp  on  it» 

Calista  is  discovered  on  a  conchy  in  black  ;  htr 
hair  hanging  loose  and  disordered.  After  soft 
music,  she  rises  and  comes  forward* 

SONG. 

Heary  you  midnight  phantomSy  heary 
You  rcho  pale  and  wan  appeary 
And  Jill  the  wretch  who  wakes  with  fear  ; 
You,  who  wander,  scream  and  groan 
Round  the  mansions  once  your  own; 
Youy  who  still  your  crimes  upbraid  ; 
YoUy  who  rest  not  with  the  dead; 

From  the  coverts  where  you  stray. 
Where  you  lurk  and  shun  the  day. 
From  the  ehamel  and  the  tomby  ^ 

Hither  haste  ye,  hither  come. 

Chide  Calista  for  delayy 
Tell  hery  'tis  for  her  you  stay  ; 
Bid  her  die  and  come  away. 
See  the  sexton  with  his  spadCy 
See  the  grave  already  made  ; 
Listen,  fair  ofie,  to  thy  kneUy 
This  music  is  thy  passing  belL 

Cal.  Tis.well!  these  solemn  sounds,  this  pomp 

of  horror, 
Are  fit  to  feed  the  frenzy  in  my  soul, 
llere^s  room  for  meditation  even  to  madness ; 
Till  the  mind  burst  with  thinkings    This  duU 

flame 
Sleeps  in  the  socket.    Sure  the  book  wos  left 
To  tell  me  something ;  for  instruction  then^~ 
Ho  teaches  holy  sorrow  and  contrition. 
And  penitence.    Is  it  become  an  art,  then  ? 
A  trick,  that  lazy,  dull,  luxurious  gownmen 
Can  teach  us  to  do  over  ?  I'll  no  more  on't ; 

[Throwing  away  the  book. 
I  have  more  real  anguish  in  my  heart, 
Than  all  their  pedant  discipline  ever  knew. 
What  chailmel  has  been  rifled  for  these  bones  ? 
Fie  !  thb  is  pageantry ;  they  look  uncouthly. 
But  what  of  that,  if  he  or  slie,  that  owned 

them. 
Safe  from  disquiet  sit,  and  smile  to  sec 
The  farce  their  mise;iible  relicks  play  ? 
But  here's  a  sight  is  terrible  indeed  ! 
Is  this  that  haughty,  gallant,  gay,  Lothario  ? 
Tliat  dear  perfidious — ^Ah !  how  pale  he  looks ! 
How  grim  with  clotted  blood,  and  those  dead 

eyes  I 
Ascend,  yc  ghosts,  fantastic  forms  of  night. 
In  all  your  oiflferent  dreadful  shapes  ascend. 
And  match  the  present  horror,  if  ye  can ! 


Enter  Sciolto. 


ISci.  Tills  dead  of  nighty  this  nlent  hoar  of 
darkness, 
Nature  for  rest  ordained,  and  soft  repose; 
And  yet  distraction,  and  tumultuous  jan, 
Keep  all  our  frighted  citizens  avtake : 
The  senate,  weak,  divided,  and  irresoiute. 
Want  power  to  succour  the  afflicted  state. 
Vainly  in  words  and  long  debates  they  are  wise, 
While  the  fierce  factions  scorn  their  peaceful  or- 
ders, 
And  drown  the  voice  of  law  in  noise  and  snu* 

chy. 
Amidst  tl>e  general  wreck,  see  where  she  stands, 

[Pointing  to  Colista. 
Like  Helen,  in  the  nii^htVhen  Troy  was  sacked, 
Spectatress  of  the  mischief  which  she  made. 

Cal.  It  is  Sciolto !  Be  thyself,  my  soul ; 
Be  strong  to  bear  his  fatal  mdignation, 
That  he  may  see  thou  art  not  lost  so  far, 
But  somewhat  still  of  his  great  spirit  lives 
In  the  forlorn  Calista* 
Sci.  Thou  wert  once 
My  daughter. 

CaL  Happy  were  k  had  I  died. 
And  never  lost  that  name. 

Sci.  That's  something  yet ; 
Thou  wert  the  very  darling  of  my  age  : 
I  thought  die  day  too  short  to  gaze  upon  tliee, 
That  all  the  blessings  I  could  crathcr  for  thee. 
By  cares  on  earth,  and  by  my  prayers  to  tie^ 

ven. 
Were  little  for  my  fondness  to  bestow; 
Why  didst  thou  turn  to  folly,  then,  and  cone 
meP 
CaL  Because  ray  soul  was  ra<lely  drawn  frooi 
yours; 
A  poor  imperfect  copy  of  my  father, 
Wnere  goodness,  and  the  strength  of  manly  vir- 
tue. 
Was  thinly  planted,  and  the  idle  void 
Filled  up  with  light  belief,  and  easy  fondness; 
It  was,  because  I  loved,  and  i\<-a8  a  woman. 
Sci,  Hadst  thou  been  honest,  tboo  hadst  bc/ca 
a  cherubim; 
But  of  that  joy,  as  of  a  gem  long  lo3t. 
Beyond  redemption  gone,  think  we  no  more^ 
Hast  thou  e'er  dared  to  meditate  on  death  ? 
Cal.  I  have,  as  on  the  end  of  ahame  and  sor- 
row. 
Set.  Ha !  answer  me !  Say^  haaft  ihoa  eooUy 
thought  ? 
'TIS  not  the  stoick's  lessons  got  by  rote^ 
The  pomp  of  words,  and  nr d a  iit  tllsw  i  fat iaoii 
That  can  sustain  thee  in  ttiait  hour  of  terror; 
Books  have  taught  cowards  to  talk  nobly  of  it, 
But  when  the  tnal  comes,  they  stand  agnasi ; 
Hast  thou  considered  what  may  *VKppCTi  after  kl 
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Uow  tbj  acooQiit  may  stand,  and  what  to  an- 
swer? 
C$L  I  have  turned  my  eyes  inward  upon  my- 
self, 
Where  foal  offence  and  shame  haye  laid  all 

waste; 
Therefore  my  soul  abhors  the  wretched  dwelling, 
And  longs  to  find  some  happy  place  of  rest. 
ScL  'lis  justly  thought,  and  worthy  of  that 
spirit, 
That  dwelt  in  andcnt  Latian  breasts,  when  Rome 
Was  mistress  of  the  world.    I  would  go  on 
And  tell  thee  all  my  purpose ;  but  it  sticks 
Here  at  my  heart,  aad  caimot  find  a  way. 

CaL  Then  spare  the  telling,  if  it  be  a  pain. 
And  write  the  meaning  with  your  poignard  here. 
SeL  Oh  I  truly  guessed — see'st  thou,  this  trem- 
bling hand-—  [Holding  up  a  dagger. 
Thrice  justice  urged — ^and  tlirice  the  slaa^en- 
iug  sinews 
Foroot  their  office*  and  confessed  the  fatlier. 
At  leiigth  the  stubborn  virtue  has  prevailed, 
It  most,  it  must  be  so        Oh  !  take  it  then, 

[Giving  the  dagger. 
Aod  know  the  rest  untaught  f 

C^L  I  understand  you. 
It  \>  bat  thus,  and  both  are  satisfied. 

[Ske  offers  to  kill  herself:   ScioUo  catches 
hold  of  her  arm. 
Sei  A  moment,  give  me  yet  a  moment's  space, 
llie  sten,  the  ri^  judge  has  been  obeyed ; 
Now  oaturc,  and  the  father,  claim  their  turns. 
Tre  held  the  balance  with  an  iron  hand. 
And  put  off  every  tender  human  thought. 
To  doom  my  clufd  to  death;  but  spare  my  eyes 
The  most  unnatural    sight,   lest  their  strings 

crack, 
Mt  old  brain  s|^t,  and  I  grow  mad  with  horror ! 

C4I  Ua  f  Is  it  possible !  and  is  there  yet 
&nne  little  dear  remaui  of  love  and  tenderness 
For  poor,  undone  Catista,  in  your  heart ! 
Sci  Oh !  when  I  think  what  pleasure  I  took 
in  thee, 
^Tiat  joys  thou  gavest  me  in  thy  prattling  in- 
fancy, 
Thv  sprightly  wil,  and  early  blooming  beauty  ! 
Jim  hare  I  stood,  and  fed  my  eyes  upon  thee, 
TImh,  lifting  up  my  hands,  and  wondering  blest 

thee- — 
6r  my  strong  grief,  my  heart  even  melts  within 

me; 
1  could  cnrse  Nature,  and  that  tyrant,  honour, 
r<v  rnaldoe;  me  thy  father,  and  thy  judge;. 
Thrm  art  my  dauf^ter  still ! 
Cf/.  Far  that  kind  word, 
TlnH  let  me  full,  thus  humbly  to  the  earth, 
Wfcep  oa  your  feet,  and  bless  you  for  this  good- 


<)h  (  'ds  too  much  for  this  offending  wretch, 
T"^«»  parricide,  that  murders  with  her  crimes, 
^'iiteaa  her  father's  age,  and  cuts  him  of!^ 
^v  little  more  Uian  half  his  years  be  numbered. 


ScL  Would  it  w^iie  otfaefwise^-bot  thoa  mdsC 

die. 

CaL  That  I  must  die,  it  is  my  only  comfort; 
Death  is  the  privilege  of  human  nature. 
And  life  withoutit  were  not  worth  our  taking : 
Thither  the  poor,  the  prisoner,  and  the  mourner^ 
Fly  for  relief,  and  lay  their  burthens  down. 
Come  then,  and  take  me  into  thy  cold  anns. 
Thou  meagre  shade;  here  let  nic  breathe  my 

last. 
Charmed  with  my  father's  pity  and  forgiveness, 
More  than  if  angels  tuned  their  golden  viols. 
And  sung  a  requiem  to  my  parting  soul. 
Sci.   I  am  summoned  hence:    ere  this  my 
friends  eapect  me. 
There  is  I  know  not  what  of  sad  presage, 
That  tells  me,  I  shall  never  see  thee  more ; 
If  it  be  so,  this  is  our  last  farewell. 
And  these  the  parting  pangs,  which  nature  feels, 
When  anguish  rends  the  heart-strings-^N  ^f 
daughter !  [Exit  Sciolto. 

CaL  Now  think,  thou  cursed  Cahsta !  now  be- 
hold 
The  desolation,  horror,  blood,  and  ruin. 
Thy  crimes  and  fatal  folly  spread  around^ 
That  loudly  cry  for  vengeance  on  thy  head. 
Yet  Heaven,  who  knows  our  weak,  imperfect  n»* 

tures, 
How  blind  with  passions,  and  how  prone  to  evil^ 
Makes  not  too  strict  inquiry  for  our  ofibnces, 
But  is  atoned  by  penitence  and  prayer : 
Cheap  rccompence !  here  'twould  not  be  recei- 
ved. 
Nothing  but  blood  can  make  the  expiation^ 
And  cleanse  the  soul  from  inbred,  deep  poUi»- 

tiOD. 

And  see,  another  injured  wretch  is  come, 
To  call  for  justice  from  my  tardy  hand* 

Enter  Altaicont. 

Alt,  Hail  to  you,  horrors !  hail,  thou  house  of 
death ! 
And  thou,  the  lovely  mistress  of  the  shades, 
Whose  beauty  gilds  the  more  than  midnight  dacfe- 

ness. 
And  makes  it  grateful  as  the  dawn  of  day, 
Oh,  take  me  in,  a  fellow-mourner,  with  thee^ 
m  number  groan  for  jgroan,  and  tear  for  tear; 
And  when  the  fountam  of  thy  eyes  is  dry. 
Mine  shall  supoly  the  stream,  and  weep  for  both. 
CaL  I  know  thee  well;  thon  art  the  injured- Ai* 
tamont ; 
Thou  comest  to  urge  me  with  the  wrongs  IVe 

done  thee ; 
But  know,  I  stand  upon  the  brink  of  life. 
And  in  a  moment  mean  to  set  me  free 
From  shame  and  thy  upbraiding. 

Alt.  Falsely,  falsely 
Dost  thou  accuse  me !  When  did  1  complai% 
Or  murmur  at  my  fate  ?  For  thee  I  have 
Forgot  the  temper  of  Italian  husbands, 
Ana  fondness  has  prevailed  upon  revenge. 

O  o 
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I  bore  my  load  of  inAkiny  with  paUence, 
As  holy  men  do  punishment  from  Heaven ; 
Nor  thought  it  hard,  because  it  came  from  thee. 
Ob,  then,  forbid  me  not  to  moam  thy  loss. 
To  wish  some  better  fate  had  ruled  oilr  loves, 
And  that  Caiista  bad  been  mine,  and  true. 
CaL  Oh,  Altamont !  'tis  hard  for  souls  like  i 
mine, 
Haughty  and  fierce,  to  yield  they've  done  amiss. 
Biit,  oh,  behold  !  my  proud  disdainful  heart 
Bends  to  thy  gentler  virtue.    Yes,  I  own, 
Such  is  thy  truth,  thy  tenderness,  and  love. 
Such  are  me  graces  that  adorn  thy  youth, 
That,  were  I  not  abandoned  to  destruction, 
With  thee  I  might  have  lived  for  a«^  blessed. 
And  died  in  peace  within  thy  faithful  anns. 

Alt,  Then  happiness  is  still  within  our  reach. 
Here  let  remeraorance  lose  our  past  misfortnnes, 
Tear  all  records  that  hold  the  fatal  story ; 
Here  let  our  joys  begin,  from  hence  go  on, 
In  long  successive  order. 
CoL  What!  in  deaths 

AU.  Then,  art  thou  fixed  to  die  ? — But  be  it  so; 
We'll  go  together ;  my  adventurous  love 
Shall  follow  thee  to  those  uncertain  beings. 
Whether  our  lifeless  shades  are  doomed  to  wan- 
der 
In  gloomy  groves,  with  discontented  ghosts ; 
Or  whether  through  the  upper  air  we  flit, 
And  tread  the  fields  of  lignt;  still  Til  pursue  thee, 
7ill  fate  ordains  that  we  shall  part  no  more. 
CaL  Oh,  no !  Heaven  has  some  other  better 
lot  in  store 
To  crown  thee  with.    live,  and  be  happy  long ; 
live,  for  soaie  maid  that  shall  deserve  thy  good- 
ness. 
Some  kind,  unpractised  beart,  that  never  yet 
Has  listened  to  the  false  ones  of  thy  sex, 
Nor  known  the  arts  of  ours ;  she  shall  reward 

thee. 
Meet  thee  with  virtues  equal  to  thy  own. 
Charm  thee  with  sweetness,  beauty,  and  with 

truth; 
Be  blest  in  thee  alone,  and  thou  in  her. 

Enter  Horatio. 

Hot,  Now,  mourn  indeed,  ye  miserable  pair ; 
For  now  the  measure  of  your  woes  is  full. 

Alt.  What  dost  thou  mean,  Horatio } 

Hot,  Ob,  'tis  dreadful ! 
The  greatf  the  good  Sciolto  dies  this  moment: 

CaL  My  father ! 

AU.  Tlmt^s  a  deadly  stroke,  indeed. 

Hot.  Not  long  ago  he  privately  went  forth, 
Attended  but  by  few,  and  those  unbidden. 
I  heard  which  way  he  took,  and  straight  pursued 

him; 
But  found  him  compassed  by  liOthario's  faction. 
Almost  alone,  amidst  a  croud  of  foes. 
Too  late  we  brought  bim  aid,  and  drove  them 

back ; 
2^  thaty'his  frantic  valour  had  provoked- 


The  death  he  seemed  to  wish  for  from  the! 
swords. 
CaL  And  dost  thou  bear  me  yet,  dx)0  patient 
eartli? 
Dost  thou  not  labour  with  thy  murderous  wei^t? 
And  you,  ye  glittering,  heavenly  host  of  stars, 
Hide  your  fair  heads  in  clouds,  or  I  shall  blast 

you ; 
For  I  am  all  contagion,  death,  and  ruin. 
And  nature  sickens  at  mew    Rest,  thou  world, 
This  parricide  shall  be  thy  plague  no  more ; 
Thus,  tlius  I  set  thee  free.  \Stah$  henelf. 

Uor.  Ob,  fatal  rashness ! 
Alt.  Tliou  dost  instruct  me  welL  To  lei^tfaea 
life, 
Is  but  to  trifle  now. 

[Atlanumt  offers  to  kill  himself;'  Horatio  firt' 

vents  him,  and  wrests  kU  saordfrom  him. 
Hor.  Ha  !  what  means 
The  frantic  Altamont  ?  Some  foe  to  man 
Has  breathed  on  every  breast  contagious  fury. 
And  epidemic  madness. 

Enter  Sciolto,  pale  and  bloody,  supported  by 

servants, 

CaL  Oh,  my  heart ! 
Well  ma/st  thou  fail;  for  see,  the  spring  that 

fed  , 
Thy  vital  stream  is  wasted!^  and  runs  low. 
My  father !  will  you  now,  at  last,  forgive  me. 
If,  after  all  my  crimes,  and  all  your  safleriogs, 
I  call  you  once  again  by  that  dear  name  ? 
Will    you  forget   my  shame,   and   those    wide 

wounds? 
lift  up  your  hand,  and  bless  me,  ere  I  go 
Down  to  my  dark  abode  ? 
Sci.  Alas,  my  dau^ter  I 
Thou  bast  rashly  ventured  on  a  stormy  sea. 
Where  life,  fame,  virtue,  all  were  wrecked  an& 

lost 
But  sure  thou  hast  borne  thy  part  in  all  the  an- 
guish, 
And  smarted  with  the  pain.   Then,  rest  in  peace: 
Let  silence  and  oblivion  hide  tliy  name. 
And  save  thee  from  the  malice  of  posterity ; 
And  may'st  thou  find  with  Heaven  tiie  same  for- 
giveness, 
As  with  thy  father  here. — Die,  and  be  bappv. 
CaL  Celestial  sounds  !  Peace  dawns  upon  my 
soul, 
And  every  pain  grows  less— Oh,  gentle  Altamont ! 
Think  not  too  hardly  of  me  when  Vm  gone ; 
But  pity  me — Had  1  but  early  known 
Thy  wond*rous  worth,  thou  excellent  young  roan. 
We  had  been  happier  both — ^Now,  'tis  too  laie  ; 
And  yet  my  eyes  take  pleasure  to  behold  thee  : 
Thou  art  their  last  dear  object — Mercy,  Heaven  * 

[She  dif-^ 
Alt.  Cold  I  dead,  and  cold  !  and  3>et  thou  an 
not  changed, 
But  lovely  still.     Ifadst  thou  a  thousand  faulty 
What  heart  so  hard,  what  virtue  so  sewrc  » 
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Bot  at  that  beauty  must  of  force  relented, 
Meltd  to  pity,  love,  and  to  forgiveness  ? 
Sci  Obf  turn  thee  from  that  fatal  object,  Al- 
tamont ! 
Come  near,  and  let  me  bless  thee,  ere  I  d!e. 
To  thee,  and  brave  Horatio,  I  bequeath 
My  fortones — ^Lay  me  by  thy  noble  father, 
Aod  lore  my  memory,  as  thou  hast  his ; 
For  thou  hast  bec*n  my  son — Oh,  gracious  Heaven ! 
Una  that  hast  endless  blessings  still  in  store 
For  rirtue,  and  for  filial  piety, 
Let  grief,  disgrace,  and  want  be  far  away; 
But  multiply  thy  mercies  on  his  head. 
Lee  hoooor,  greatness,  goodness^  still  be  with  him, 
And  peace  in  all  his  ways —  [He  dits. 


Alt.  Take,  take  it  all : 
To  thee,  Horatio,  I  resign  the  gift, 
Whilst  I  pursue  my  father,  and  my  love^ 
And  find  my  only  portion  in  the  grave. 
'  Hot.  The  storm  of  grief  bears  hard  upon  his 
youth. 
And  bends  him,  like  a  drooping  flower,  to  earth. 
By  such  examples  are  we  taught  to  prove 
The  sorrows,  that  attend  unlawful  love. 
Death,  or  some  worse  misfortune,  soon  divide, 
The.  injured  bridegroom  from  his  guilty  bride. 
If  you  would  have  the  nuptial  union  last, 
Let  virtue  be  the  bond  that  ties  it  fast 

[Exeunt  omnei. 


C  A  T  O, 


•  Y 


4DDIS0N, 


M£N, 
Cato, 

SeMPMNIUS,  I  '^^<>^ 

JuBA,  prince  afNumidiaf 
Stphax,  general  of  the  j(umidu$n$^ 
Fortius,  )         ^r»  * 


PRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

I 

Decius,  amha9$ador  from  C^sm'^ 


WOMEN. 

Marcia,  daughter  qfCata, 
LuciAy  daughter  of  Luciut, 

MutinecrSf  Guards,  4^ 


Scenff^A  hfUl  in  fhe  govemof^s  palace  in  ^tica. 


ACT    L 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Fortius  and  Marcus. 


For»  The  dawn  is  overcast,  the  morning  lowers^ 
And  heavily  in  clouds  brings  on  the  day ; 
The  great,  the  impoitant  day,  big  with  the  fate 
Of  Cato  and  of  Kome.    Our  father's  death 
Would  fill  up  all  the  gu|lt  of  civil  war, 
And  close  the  scene  of  blood.    Already  Caesar 
Has  ravagjed  more  than  half  the  globe,  and  sees 
Mankind  grown  thin  by  his  destructive  sword : 
Should  he  go  farther,  numbers  would  be  wanting 
To  form  new  battles,  and  support  his  crimes. 
Ye  gods,  what  havock  does  ^mbitiop  muke 
Among  your  works ! 

Afore.  Thy  steady  temper,  Fortius, 
Can  look  on  piilt,  rebellion,  fraud,  and  Cksihv 
In  the  calm  lights  of  mild  philosophy : 
I'm  tortured,  even  to  madness,  when  I  think 
On  the  proud  victor :  every  time  he's  named| 
Pharsalia  rises  to  my  view  I — ^I  see 
The  insultinf  tyrant  prancing  o'er  the  field, 
jBtf^wed  with  Horned  qtizensi  and  drenched  in 


Ills  horse's  hooFi  wet  with  patrician  blood  ! 
Oh,  Fortius !  is  there  not  some  chosen  curse. 
Some  hidden  thunder  in  the  stores  of  Heaven, 
R^  with  uncommon  wrath,  to  blast  the  niaiiy 
Who  owes  his  greatness  to  his  oountiy's  roin  ? 
For*  Believe  me,  Marcus,  *tis  an  impious 

ness,' 
And  mixed  with  top  much  horror  to  be  envted  ; 
How  does  the  lustre  of  our  father's  actionsp 
Through  the  dark  cloud  of  ills  that  cover  lum, 
Bi«ak  out,  and  burn  with  n>oi«  triompbuit  hrig^- 

ness! 
His  sufTering^  shine,  and  spread  a  glory  roaii4 

him; 
Greatly  unfortunate,  he  fights  the  cause 
Of  honour,  virtue,  liberty,  and  Rome. 
His  sword  ne'er  fell,  but  on  the  guilty  hc^aid  ; 
Oppression,  tyranny,  and  power  usurped. 
Draw  all  the  vengeance  of  his  arm  upoo  them. 
Jlforc.  Who  knows  not  this!   But  ^ 

Cato  do 
Against  a  world,  a  base,  degenerate  worM, 
That  courts  the  yoke^  and  bows  the  neck  tx^  C 

•ar? 
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Pent  up  in  Utica,  he  vtanly  forms 

A  poor  epitome  of  Roman  greatness, 

Andy  covered  with  Numidian  guards,  directs 

A  feehie  armj,  and  an  empty  senat^ 

Remnants  of  mighty  battles  fought  in  vain. 

By  Heaven,  suai  virtue,  joined  with  such  sac- 


Distracts  my  very  soul !  our  father's  fortune 
Would  almost  tempt  us  to  renounce  his  precepts. 

For.  Remember  what  our  father  oft  nas  told 
US: 
The  ways  of  Heaven  are  dark  and  intricate, 
Puzzled  in  mazes,  and  perplexed  with  errors ; 
Our  understanding  traces  them  in  vun. 
Lost  and  bewildered  in  the  fruitless  search ; 
Nor  sees  with  how  much  art  the  windings  run, 
Nor  where  the  regular  confusion  ends. 

Marc,  These  are  suggestions  of  a  mind  at  ease : 
Oh,  Fortius,  didst  thou  taste  but  half  the  griefs 
That  wring  my  soul,  thou  couldst  not  tuk  thus 

coldly. 
Passion  unpided,  and  successless  love, 
Plant  daggers  in  my  heart,  and  aggravate 
My  other  griefs.    Were  but  my  Cucia  kind — 

^or,  T£m  seest  not  that  thy  brother  is  thy  ri- 
val; 
But  I  must  hide  it,  for  I  know  thy  temper. 

[Aside. 
Now,  Marcus,  now  thy  virtue's  on  the  proof : 
Put  forth  thy  utmost  strength,  work  every  nerve. 
And  call  up  all  thy  father  m  thy  soul : 
To  quell  the  tyrant.  Love,  and  guard  thy  heart 
On  mis  weak  side,  where  most  our  nature  fails. 
Would  be  a  conquest  worthy  Cato's  son. 

Marc.  Fortius,  the  counsel  which  I  cannot 
take, 
Listead  of  healing,  but  upbraids  my  weakness. 
Bid  me  for  honour  plunge  into  a  war 
Of  thickest  foes,  and  rush  on  certain  death. 
Then  shalt  thou  see  that  Marcus  is  not  slow 
To  follow  glory,  and  confess  his  father. 
Love  is  not  to  be  reasoned  down,  or  lost 
In  high  ambition  or  a  thirst  of  greatness ; 
Tis  second  life,  it  grows  into  the  soul. 
Warms  every  vein,  and  beats  in  every  pulse ; 
I  feel  it  here :  my  resolution  melts-- — 

For.  Behold  young  Juba,  the  Numidian  prince. 
With  bow  mucb  care  he  forms  himself  to  glory. 
And  breaks  the  fierceness  of  his  native  temper. 
To  copy  out  our  father's  bright  example. 
He  loves  our  sister  Marda,  greatly  loves  her ; 
His  eyes,  his  looks,  his  actions,  all  betray  it; 
But  still  the  smothered  fondness  bums  within 

him; 
When  most  it  swells,  and  labours  for  a  vent, 
Hie  sense  of  honour,  and  desire  of  fame, 
J>rive  the  big  passion  back  into  his  heart. 
What  f  shall  an  African,  shall  Juba's  heir 
Reproach  great  Cato's  son,  and  shew  the  world 
A  virtue,  wanting  in  a  Roman  soul ! 

Mara  Fortius,  no  more!  your  words  leave 
Stings  behind  thctn. 


Wliene*er  did  Juba,  or  did  Fortius,  shew 
A  virtue  that  has  cast  me  at  a  distance. 
And  thrown  me  out  in  the  pursuits  of  honour? 
For.   Marcus,  I  know  tny  generous  temper 
well; 
Fling  but  the  appearance  of  dishonour  on  it. 
It  straight  takes  fire,  and  mounts  into  a  blaze. 
Marc.  A  brother's  suflferings  claim  a  brother's 

pity. 
Far.  Heaven  knows  I  pity  thee !   Behold  my 
eyes, 
Even  whilst  I  speak— do  they  not  swim  in  tears  f 
Were  but  ray  heart  as  nakea  to  thy  view, 
Marcus  would  see  it  bleed  in  his  blehalf. 
Marc.  Why  then  dost  treat  me  with  rebuke^ 
instead 
Of  kind  condoling  cares,  and  friendly  sorrow  ? 

For.  Oh,  Marcus !  did  I  know  the  wa^  to  ease 
Thy  troubled  heart,  and  mitigate  thy  pams, 
Marcus,  believe  me,  I  could  die  to  do  it. 
Marc.  Thou  best  of  brothers,  and  thou  best  of 
friends ! 
Fardon  a  weak  distempered  soul,  that  swells 
With  sudden  gusts,  and  sinks  as  soon  in  calms, 
The  sport  of  passions.    But  Sempronius  comes : 
He  must  not  find  this  softness  hanging  on  me. 

[Exit  Marc 

Enter  Sempronius. 

Sem.  Conspiracies  no  sooner  should  be  formed 
Than  executed.    What  means  Fortius  here? 
I  like  not  that  cold  youth.    I  must  dissemble. 
And  speak  a  language  foreign  to  my  heart  [Aside. 
Good-morrow,  Fortius;  let  us  once  embrace, 
Once  more  embrace,  while  yet  we  both  are  free. 
To-morrow,  should  we  thus  express  a  friendships 
Each  might  receive  a  slave  into  his  arms. 
This  sun,  perhaps,  this  morning^s  sun's  the  last, 
That  e'er  shall  rise  on  Roman  liberty. 
For.  My  father  has  this  morning  called  toga* 

ther 
To  this  poor  hall,  his  little  Romaii  senate, 
(The  leavings  of  Fharsalia)  to  consult 
If  he  can  yet  oppose  the  mighty  torrent 
That  bears  down  Rome,  and  all  her  gods  before  i(^ 
Or  must  at  length  give  up  the  world  to  Ciesar. 

Sem.  Not  all  the  pomp  and  majesty  of  Rome 
Can  raise  her  senate  more  than  Cato's  presence. 
His  virtues  render  our  assembly  awful ; 
They  strike  with  something  like  religious  fear. 
And  make  even  Csesar  tremble  at  the  head 
Of  armies  flushed  with  conquest.    Oh,  my  Foiw 

tius! 
Could  I  but  call  that  wondrous  man  my  father. 
Would  but  thy  sister  Marcia  be  propitious 
To  thy  friend^  vows,  I  might  be  blessed  indeed ! 
For.  Alas,  Sempronius !  wouldst  thou  talk  of 

love 
To  Marcia,  whilst  her  father's  life's  in  danger? 
Thou  mightst  as  well  court  the  pale,  trembling 

vestal. 
When  she  beliolds  the  holy  flame  expiring. 
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Son.  The  more  I  see  the  wonders  of  thy  reoei 
The  more  Vm  charmed.    Thou  must  take  heed, 

my  Fortius; 
The  world  has  all  its  eyes  on  Cato's  son; 
Thy  father's  merit  sets  thee  up  to  view, 
AimI  shews  in  the  fairest  point  of  light, 
To  make  thy  virtues  or  thy  faults  conspicuous. 

Por,  Well  dost  thou  seem  to  check  my  linger- 
ing here 
On  this  important  hour — 111  straight  away. 
And  while  the  fathers  of  the  senate  meet 
In  close  debate,  to  weigh  the  event  of  war, 
111  animate  the  soldienr  drooping  courage 
With  love  of  freedom,  and  contempt  of  life ; 
m  thunder  in  their  ears  their  country's  cause, 
And  try  to  rouse  up  all  that's  Roman  in  them. 
'Tis  not  in  mortals  to  command  success. 
But  we'll  do  more,  Sempronius ;  we'll  deserve  it. 

[Exit. 

Seat,  Curse  on  the  stripling!  how  he  apes  his 
sire ! 
Ambitiously  sententious — But  I  wonder 
Old  Svphax  comes  not;  his  Numidian  genius 
Is  well  disposed  to  mischief,  were  he  prompt 
And  eager  on  it ;  but  he  must  be  spurred, 
And  every  nx>ment  quickened  to  the  course. 
Cato  has  used  me  ill :  he  has  refused 
His  daugliter  Marcia  to  my  ardent  vows. 
Besides,  his  baffled  arms,  and  ruined  cause. 
Are  bars  to  my  ambition.    Cesar's  favour, 
That  showers  down  blessings  on  his  friends^  will 

raise  me 
To  Rome's  first  honours.    If'I  ^ive  up  Cato, 
I  claim,  as  my  reward,  his  captive  daughter. 
But  Syphax  comes 

Enter  Syphax. 

S^A.  Sempronius,  all  is  ready ; 
Fve  sounded  my  Numidians,  man  by  man. 
And  find  them  ripe  for  a  revolt:  they  all 
Complain  aloud  of  Cato's  discipline. 
And  wait  but  the  command  to  change  their  mas- 
ter. 

Sem.  Believe  me,  Syphax,  there's  no  time  to 
waste; 
Even  while  we  speak  our  conqueror  comes  on. 
And  gatliers  ground  upon  us  every  moment. 
Alas  r  though  know'st  not  Ctesar's  active  soul. 
With  what  a  dreadful  course  he  rushes  on 
From  war  to  war.    In  vain  has  nature  formed 
Mountains  and  oceans  to  oppose  his  passage; 
He  bounds  o'er  all ;  victorious  in  his  march. 
The  Alps  and  Pyreneans  sink  before  him : 
Through  winds,  and  waves^  and  storms^  he  works 

his  way. 
Impatient  for  the  battle ;  one  day  more 
Will  see  the  victor  thundering  at  our  gates. 
But,  tell  me,  hast  thou  yet  drawn  o*er  young  Juba? 
That  still  would  recommend  thee  more  to  Cssar, 
^nd  challenge  better  terms. 

Syph.  Alas,  he's  lost ! 
lie's  lo«t,  Semproiiius  i  all  his  thoughts  are  full 


Of  Cato's  virtues — But  HI  try  once  more 
(For  every  instant  I  expect  hun  here), 
If  yet  I  can  subdue  tliose  stubborn  principles 
Of  faith  and  honour,  and  I  know  not  what, 
That  have  corrupted  his  Numidian  temper. 
And  struck  the  infection  into  all  his  som. 

SenL  Be  sure  to  press  upon  him  every  motiTe. 
Juba's  surrender,  since  his  father's  deam. 
Would  give  up  Afric  into  Caesar's  hands, 
And  make  him  lord  of  half  the  burning  aone. 

St/ph.  But  is  it  true,  Sempronius,  that  your  se- 
nate 
Is  called  together?  Gods !  thou  must  be  pautious; 
Cato  has  piercing  eyes,  and  will  discern 
Our  frauds,  unless  they're  covered   thick  with 
art. 

Sem,  Let  me  alone,  good  Syphax ;  Fll  conceal 
My  thoughts  in  passion  ('tis  the  surest  way); 
I'll  bellow  out  for  Rome,  and  for  my  country, 
And  mouth  at  Caesar,  till  I  shake  the  senate. 
Your  cold  hypocrisy's  a  stale  device, 
A  worn-out  trick;  wouldst  thou  be  tboo^t  in 

earnest, 
Clothe  thy  feigned  zeal  in  rage,  in  fire,  in  fury ! 

Suph.  In  troth,  thou'rt  able  to  instruct  grey 
hairs. 
And  teach  the  wily  African  deceit. 

Son,  Once  more  be  sure  to  try  thy  skiQ  on 
Juba. 
Meanwhile  ni  hasten  to  my  Roman  soldiera^ 
Inflame  the  mutiny,  and  underhand 
Blow  up  their  discontent,  till  they  break  out 
Unlooked  for,  and  discharge  themselves  on  Cata 
Remember,  Syphax,  we  must  work  in  haste : 
Oh  !  think  what  anxious  moments  pass  between 
The  birth  of  plots,  and  their  last  fatal  periods  I 
Oh !  'tis  a  dreadful  interval  of  bme, 
Filled  up  with  horror  all,  and  b^  with  death  ! 
Destruction  hangs  on  every  word  we  speak. 
On  every  thought,  till  the  concluding  stroke 
Detemunes  all,  and  closes  our  design.        [£r£f . 

Syph.  Ill  try  if  yet  I  can  reduce  to  reason 
This  neadstrong  youtli,  and  make  him  spmn  at 

Cato. 
The  time  is  short;  Caesar  comes  rushii^  on  a»-~ 
But  hold !  young  Ji;ba  sees  me,  and  nppmnrhcn. 

Enter  Jcba. 

Juha.  Syphax,  I  joy  to  meet  thee  thus 
I  have  observed  of  late  thy  looks  are  fallen^ 
O'ercast  with  gloomy  cares  and  discontent  z 
Then  tell  me,  Syphax,  I  conjure  thee,  tdl 
What  arc  the  thoughts  that  knit  thj 

frowns. 
And.  turn  thine  eye  thus  coldly  on  thy 

Syph,  Tis  not  my  talent  to  conceal  my 
Or  carrv  smiles  and  sunshine  in  my  face^ 
When  discontent  sits  heavy  at  my  heart; 
I  have  not  yet  so  much  the  Roman  in 

Juba,  Why  dost  thou  cast  out  such 
terms 
Against  the  lords  and  sovereigns  of  the 
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Dost  thou  not  see  numkinii  fall  down  before 

tbcni. 
And  own  the  force  of  their  superior  virtue  ? 
Is  there  a  nation  in  the  wilds  of  Afric, 
Amidst  our  barren  rocks,  and  burning  sands, 
That  does  not  tremble  at  the  Roman  name  ? 

Sjfpk,  Gods !  where's  the  wOrth  that  sets  these 
people  up 
Above  our  own  Numidia*s  tawny  sons  ?' 
Do  tbey^  with  tougher  sinews,  bend  the  bow  ? 
Or  flies  the  javelin  swifter  to  its  mark. 
Launched  from  the  vigour  of  a  Roman  arm  ? 
Whoy  like  our  active  African,  instructs 
The  fiety  steed,  and  trains  him  to  his  hand  ? 
Or  guides,  in  troops,  the  embattled  elephant, 
Laden  with  war)   These,  these,  are   arts^  my 

prince, 
In  whichyour  Zaraa  does  not  stoop  to  Rome. 

Juha,  These  all  are  virtues  of  a  meaner  rank ; 
Perfections  that  are  placed  in  bones  and  nerves. 
A  Roman  soul  is  bent  on  higher  views : 
To  civilize  the  rude,  unpolished  world. 
And  lay  it  under  the  restraint  of  laws ;  i 

To  make  man  mild,  and  sociable  to  man ; 
To  cultivate  the  wild,  licentious  savage. 
With  wisdom,  discipline,  and  liberal  arts; 
The  embellishments  of  life :  virtues  like  these 
Make  human  nature  shine,  reform  the  soul. 
And  break  our  fierce  barbarians  into  men. 

Sypk.  Patience,  kind  Heaven ! — excuse  an  old 
man's  warmth : 
What  are  those  wondrous  civilizing:  arts, 
This  Roman  polish,  and  this  smooth  behaviour, 
That  renders  man  thus  tractable  and  tame  ? 
Are  they  not  only  to  disguise  our  passions. 
To  set  our  looks  at  variance  with  our  thoughts, 
To  check  the  starts  and  sallies  of  the  soul^ 
And  break  off  all  its  comrUerce  with  the  tongue  ? 
In  short,  to  change  us  into  other  creatures, 
Than  what  our  nature  and  the  gods  designed  us? 

Juba,  To  strike  thee  dumb — turn  up  thy  eyes 
to  Cato ! 
There  may'sC  thou  see  to  what  a  god-like  height 
The  Roman  virtues  lift  up  mortal  man. 
While  good,  and  just,  and  anxious  for  his  friends. 
He's  still  severely  bent  against  himself; 
Renouncing  sleep,  and  rest,  and  food,  and  ease. 
He  strives  with  thirst  and  hunger,  toil  and  heat; 
And,  when  his  fortune  sets  before  him  all 
The  pomps  and  pleasures  that  his  soul  can  wish, 
His  rigid  virtue  will  accept  of  none. 

Sjfpk.  Believe  me,  prince,  there's  not  an  Afri- 
can, 
That  traverses  our  vast  Numldi^n  desarts 
In  quest  of  prey,  and  lives  upon  his  bow, 
But  better  pracii^s  those  boasted  virtues. 
Coarse  are  his  meals,  the  fortune  of  the  chacc ; 
Amidst  the  nmning  stream  he  slakes  his  thirst ; 
Toil*  all  the  day,  and,  at  the  approarb  oC  night, 
On  the  fir*t  friendly  bank  he  throw  b  him  down. 
Or  rests  hb  head  upon  a  rock  till  morn ; 
Then  rises  fVcsh,  pursues  his  wonted  game, 


And  if  the  following  day  he  chance  to  find 
A  new  repast,  or  an  untasted  spring. 
Blesses  his  stars,  and  thinks  it  luxury. 

Juba.  Thy  prejudices,  Syphax,  wont  discern 
What  virtues  grow  from  ignorance  and  dioio^ 
Nor  how  the  hero  differs  from  the  brute. 
But  grant  that  others  could,  with  equal  glory, 
Look  down  on  pleasures,  and  the  baits  of  sense. 
Where  shall  we  find  the  man  that  bears  afflic- 
tion. 
Great  and  majestic  in  his  griefs,  like  Cato? 
Heavens !  with  what  strength^  what  steadiness  of 

mind. 
He  triumphs  in  the  midst  of  all  his  sufferings ! 
How  does  he  rise  against  a  load  of  woes. 
And  thank  the  gods  that  throw  the  weight  upOD 
him  ! 

Syph.  Tis  pride,  rank  pride,  and  haughtiness 
of  soul ; 
I  think  the  Romans  call  it  stoicism. 
Had  not  your  royal  father  thought  so  highly 
Of  Roman  virtue,  and  of  Cato's  cause. 
He  had  not  fallen  by  a  slave's  hand  inglorious  : 
Nor  would  his  slaughtered  army  now  have  lain 
On  Afric's  sands  disfigured  with  their  wounds, 
To  gorge  the  wolves  and  vultures  of  Numidia. 

Juba,  Why  dost  thou  call  my  8orro%vs  up  afrefh? 
My  father's  name  brings  tears  into  my  eyes*. 

Syph.  Oh,  that  you  would  profit  by  your  fa- 
ther's ills ! 

Juba.  What  wouldst  thou  have  me  do  ? 

SypA,  Abandon  Cato. 

Juba.  Syphax,  I  should  be  more  than  twice  m 
orphan 
By  such  a  loss. 

St/ph.  Aye,  there's  the  tie  that  binds  you  ! 
You  long  to  call  him  father.     Marcia's  charms 
Work  in  your  heart  unsqeii,  and  plead  for  Catou 
No  wonder  you  are  deaf  to  all  I  say. 

Juba.  Syphax,  your  zeal  becomes  importunate; 
I  have  hitherto  permitted  it  to  rave. 
And  talk  at  large ;  but  learn  to  keep  it  in. 
Lest  it  should  take  more  freedom  than  I  will  give 
it. 

Syph,  Sir,  your  great  father  never  used  me 
thus. 
Alas,  he  is  dead  !  but  can  you  e'er  forget 
The  tender  sorrows,  and  the  pangs  of  nature. 
The  fond  embraces,  and  repeated  blessings, 
VVhich  you  drew  from  him  in  your  last  farewell? 
Still  must  I  cherish  the  dear,  sad  remembrance^ 
At  once  to  torture  and  to  please  my  soul. 
The  good  old  kins  at  parting  wrung  my  hand, 
(His  eyes  brim-full  of  tears)  then  sighing,  cned^ 
Pr'ythee  be  careful  of  my  son  !  His  grief 
Swelled  up  so  hu;h,  he  could  not  utter  more. 

Juba.  Alas !  thy  story  me'ts  away  my  soul; 
That  best  of  fathers  !  how  shall  I  discharge 
The  gratitude  and  duty  which  I  owe  him !  • 

S^ph,  By  laying  up  his  counsels  in  your  heart. 

Juba.  His  counsels  bade  uie  yield  to  thyUi" 
rectiuiis : 
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Then,  Svphax,  chide  me  in  severest  terms; 
Vent  all  thy  passion,  and  I  will  stand  its  shock, 
Calm  and  unruffled  as  a  summer  sea. 
When  not  a  breath  of  wind  flies  o'er  its  surface. 

Sff^h,  Alas !  my  prince,  I  would  guide  thee  to 
your  safety. 

Jti^.  I  do  believe  thou  wouldst ;  but  tell  me 
how? 

Syph,  Fly  from  the  fate  that  follows  CsBsar's 
foes ! 

JttbiL  My  father  scorned  to  do  it. 

iSmiA.  And  therefore  died. 

Juoa.  Better  to  die  ten  thousand  thousand 
deaths, 
Than  wound  my  honour. 

Swh,  Rather  say  your  love. 

Juba.  Syphax,  I  have  promised  to  preserve  my 
temper. 
"Why  wilt  thou  urge  me  to  confess  a  flame, 
I  long  have  stifled,  and  would  fain  conceal  ? 

Syph.  Believe  me,  prince,  though  hard  to  con- 
quer love, 
^is  easy  to  divert  and  break  its  force. 
Absence  nught  cure  it,  or  a  second  mistress 
light  up  another  flame  and  put  out  this. 
The  glowing  dames  of  Zama  s  royal  court 
Have  faces  flushed  with  more  exalted  charms ; 
The  sun  that  rolls  his  chariot  o'er  their  heads. 
Works  up  more  Are  and  colour  in  their  cheeks ; 
Were  you  with  these,  my  prince,  you  would  soon 

foi^et 
The  pale,  unripened  beauties  of  the  north. 

Judo.  Tis  not  a  set  of  features,  or  complexion. 
The  tincture  of  a  skin,  that  I  admire : 
Beauty  soon  grows  familiar  to  the  lover, 
Fades  in  his  eye,  and  palls  upon  the  sense. 
The  virtuous  Marcia  towers  above  her  sex : 
True,  she  is  fair,  (Oh,  how  divinely  fair !) 
But  still  the  lovely  maid  improves  her  charms 
With  inward  greatness,  unafiected  wisdoqp, 
And  sanctity  of  manners ;  Cato's  soul 
Shines  out  in  every  thing  she  acts  or  speaks. 
While  winning  mildness  and  attractive  smiles. 
Dwell  in  her  looks,  and,  with  becoming  grace. 
Soften  the  rigour  of  her  father's  virtue. 

Syph.  How  does  your  tongue  grow  wanton  in 
her  praise ! 


But  on  my  knees  I  b^  jou  would  consider 

Juba,  Ha !  Syphax,  is  it  not  she  ?  She  moves 
this  way : 
And  with  her  liucia,  Lucius's  fair  daughter. 
My  heart  beats  thid^ — I  prithee,  Syphax,  leave 
me. 
Syph,  Ten  thousand  curses  fasten  on  them 
both! 
Now  will  the  woman,  with  a  single  elance. 
Undo  what  I  have  been  labouring  all  this  while. 

[Exit  Syphax. 

Enter  Marcta  and  Lucia. 

Juba.  Hail,  charming  maid!   How  does  thy 
beauty  smooth 

a 


I  The  face  of  war,  and  make  even  horror  smile ! 
At  sight  of  thee  my  heart  shakes  off  its  sorrows ; 
I  feela  dawn  of  ioy  break  in  upon  me. 
And  for  a  while  forget  the  approach  of  Cesar. 
JIfar.  I  should  be  grie%'ea,  young  prince,  to 
think  my  presence 
Unbent  your  thoughts,  and  slackened  them  to 

arms. 
While,  warm  with  slaugjiter,  our  victorious  foe 
Threatens  aloud,  and  calls  you  to  the  field. 
Juba.  Oh,  Marda,  let  me  hope  thy  kind  con- 
cerns 
And  gentle  wishes  follow  me  to  battle  ! 
The  Uioug^t  will  give  new  vigour  to  my  aim, 
Add-  strength  and  weight  to  my    descending 

swoitl, 
And  drive  it  in  a  tempest  on  the  foe. 

Mar.  My  prayers  and  wishes  always  shall  at- 
tend 
The  friends  of  Rome,  the  glorious  cause  of  vir- 
tue. 
And  men  approved  of  by  the  gods  and  Cato. 

Juba.  That  Juba  may  deserve  thy  pious  cares, 
111  gaze  for  ever  on  thy  god-like  father. 
Transplanting,  one  by  one,  into  my  life. 
His  bright  perfections,  'till  I  shine  like  him. 

Mar.  My  father  never,  at  a  time  like  this, 
Would  lay  out  his  great  soul  in  words,  and 

waste 
Such  precious  moments. 

Juoa.  Thy  reproofs  are  just. 
Thou  virtuous  maid !  I  will  luu»ten  to  my  troops^ 
And  fire  their  languid  souls  with  Cato's  virtue. 
If  e'er  I  lead  them  to  the  field,  when  all 
The  war  shall  stand,  ranged  in  its  just  array, 
And  dreadful  pomp;  then  will  I  think  on  thee ! 
Oh,  lovely  maid  !  then  will  I  think  on  thee ; 
And,  in  the  shock  of  charging  hosts,  remember 
What  glorious  deeds  should  grace  the  man,  ^h» 

hopes 
For  Marcia's  love.  [Exit  Jmba, 

Luc.    Marcia,  you^re  too  severe ; 
How  could  you  chide  the  young  good-natored 

prince, 
And  dnve  him  from  you  with  so  stem  an  air  ? 
A  prince,  that  loves  and  doats  on  you  to  death  ? 
Mar^  'Tis  therefore,  Lucia,  that  I  chid  hink 
from  me. 
His  air,  his  voice,  his  looks,  and  honest  soul. 
Speak  all  so  movingly  in  his  behalf, 
I  dare  not  trust  myself  to  hear  him  talk. 

Luc.  Whjr  will  you  fight  against  so  sweet  » 
passion, 
And  steel  your  heart  to  such  a  world  of  charT&&^ 
Mar.  How,  Lucia !  wouldst  thou  have  me  auls 
away 
In  plcasinv  dreams,  and  lose  myself  in  love. 
When  every  moment  Cato's  life's  at  stake? 
Ccesar  comes  armed  with  terror  and  rerengf. 
And  aims  his  thunder  at  my  father's  head. 
Should  not  the  sad  occasion  swallow  up 
My  other  cares,  and  draw  them  all  into  it  ? 
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Imc.  Why  have  not  I  thk  oonaUQcy  of  nuad^ 
Who  hkre  so  many  griefs  to  try  its  force? 
Sure^  nature  formed  me  of  her  softest  mould, 
Enfeebled  ell  my  soul  with  tender  passions, 
And  smricaae  eren  below  mj  own  weak  sex : 
Pi^  and  Jov%  bar  ttms,  op|»ress  my  heart. 

•  iimr.  LacHi,  asboithen  all  thy  caies  on  me^ 
And  let  me  slnre  thy  most  retired  distress. 
Tell  me.who  Buses  up  thiseonflkt  in  thee? 
Luc,  I  need  notblnsh  to  name  them^  when  I 
tell  thee. 
They  are  Marcia's  bfOthers,  and  the  sons  of  Cato. 
Mar,  They  both  behold  thee  with  their  sister's 
eyes, 
And  often  haxre  rerealed  their  passion  to  me. 
But  tell  me,  .whose  address  thou  favoorest  most  ? 
I  long  to'kaow^,  and  yet  I  dread  to  hear  it. 
iMCn  Which  is  it  Marda  wishes  for  ? 
Mar*  For  neithei^— » 
And  yet  for  both— The  youths  have  equal  share 
In  Marcia's  wishes,  and  divide  their  sister : 
But  tell  me  which  of  them  is  Lucia's  choice  ? 

Luc  Marcia,  tfaev  both  are  high  in  my  esteem, 
But  in  my  love—Why  wilt  thou  make  me  name 

him! 
Thou  knowest  it  is  a  blind  and  foolish  passion, 
Fleasod  and  disgusted  .with  it  knows  not  what— 
Afar.  Oh,  Lucia,  I'm  perplexed  !  Oh,  tell  me 
which 
I  must  hereafter  call  my  happy  brother? 

Luck  Suppose  'twere  Fortius,  could  you  blame 
my  choice  ? 
Oh,  rdrtiusy  thou  hast  stolen  away  mv  soult! 
With  what  a  graceful  tenderness  he  loves ! 
And  breathes  the  softest,  the  nncerest  vows ! 
Compiaoencyi  and  truth,  and  manly  sweetness. 
Dwell  ever  on  his  tongue,    and  smooth    liis 

thoughts. 
Marcos  b  over^wann,  his  fond  complaints 
Have  so  much  earnestness  and  nassion  in  them, 
I  hear  him  with  a  secret  kind  oi  horror. 
And  tremble  at  his  vehemence  of  temper. 
Afar.  A]a%  poor  youth  \  how  canst  thou  throw 
him  from  thee  ?  ' 


Luda,  thou  knowest  not  half  the  love  he  bears 

Whene'er  he  speaks  of  thee,    his.  hearth   in 

flames, 
He  sends  out  all  his  soul  in  every  word, 
And  thinks,  and  talks,  and  looks  like  one  trans- 
ported. 
Unhappy  youth  \  How  will  thy  coldness  raise 
Tempiests  and  storms  in  his  afflicted  bosom ! 
I  dread, the  consequence. 

Imc  You  seem  to  plead 
Against  your  brother  Fortius. 

Mar.  Heaven  forbid ! 
Had  Fortius  been  the  unsuccessful  lover, 
The  same  compassion  would  have  fallen  on  him. 

Liff,  Was  ever  virein  love  distrest  like  mine ! 
Fortius  himself  oft.  falls  in  tears  before  me, 
As  if  he  mourned  his  rival's  ill  success, 
Then  .bids  me  hide  the  motions  of  my  heart, 
Nor  shew  which  wajr  it  turns.   So  much  he  fears 
The  sad  effects  that  it  will  have  on  Marcus. 

Mar,  He  knows  too  well  how  easily  he  is 
fired, 
And  would  not  plunge  liis  brother  in  despair, 
But  waits  for  happier  times,  and  kinder  moments. 

Luc,  Alas !  too  late  I  find  myself  involved 
In  endlessgriefs,  and  labyrinths  of  woe. 
Bom  to  afflict  my  Marda's  family. 
And  sow  dissention  in  the  hearts  of  blathers. 
Tormenting  thought !  It  cuts  into  my  soul. 

Mar»  Let  us  not,  Lucia,  aggravate  our  sor- 
rows, 
But  to  the  ^ods  submit  the  event  of  things. 
Our  lives,  discoloured  with  our  present  woeS, 
May  Still  grow  bright,,  and  snnle  with  happier 
hours. 

80  the  pure  limpid  stream,  when  foul  with 
stams 
Of  rushing  torrents^  and  descending  rains. 
Works  itself  clear,  and  as  it  runs,  refines. 
Till,  by  degrees^  the  floating  nurror  shines, 
Reflects  each  flower  that  on  the  border  grows. 
And  a  n^w  heaven  in  its  fair  bo^om  shows. 


ACT   n. 


.SCENE  L-*7%e  Senate,  Lucius,  Sempronius, 

oad  Senaioru 

Sem,  Rove  still  survives  in  this  assembled  senate. 
Let  ua  remember  we  are  Cato's  friends. 
And  act  like  men  who  claim  that  glorious  title. 

Luc,  Cato  will  soon  be  here,  and  open  to  us 
The  occasion  of  our  meeting.  Hark!  ne  comes! 

fj  Mound  cf  trumpet,. 
May  all  the  guardian  gods  of  Rome  direct  him  I 

Enter  Cato. 

Cdta.  Fathers^  we  once  again  are  met  in  ooai>> 

cit: 
Vol.  I. 


Caesar*s  approach  has  summoned  us  together, 
And  Rome  attends  her  fate  from  our  resolves. 
How  shall  we  treat  this  bold  aspiring,  man  ? 
Success  still  follows  him,  and  backs  his  crimes ; 
Fharsalia  gtve  him  Rome,  Egypt  has  since 
Received  his  yoke,  and  the  whole  Nile  is  Caesar^s. 
Whv  should  I  mention  Jnba's  overtlirow. 
And  Scipio's  death  ?  Nomidia's  burning  sands 
Still  smoke  with  blood.    Tis  time  we  should  do-. 


cree 


What  course  to  take.    Our  foe  advances  on  us, 
And  envies  us  even  Lybia*s  sultry  desarts. 
Fathers^  pronounce  your  thoughts :  are  they  still 
flzed 

PP 
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To  hold  it  out  and  fight  it  to  the  last  ? 

Or  are  your   hearts  subdued  at    lei^diy   and 

wrought 
B;  time,  and  ill  success,  to  a  submission  ? 
Sempronius,  speak. 

Seifi.  My  Toicc  is  still  for  war. 
Gods !  can  a  Roman  senate  long  debate 
Which  of  the  two  to  chuse,  slavery  or  death ! 
No :  let  us  rise  at  once,  gini  on  our  swords, 
Andy  at  the  head  of  our  remaining  troops, 
Attack  the  foe,  break  through  the  thick  array 
Of  his  thronged  legions,  and  charge  home  upon 

him. 
Perhaps  some  arm,  more  lucky  than  the  rest, 
May  reach  his  heart,  and  free  the  world  from 

bondage. 
Rise,  fathers,  rise!  Tis  Rome  demands  your 

help: 
Rise,  and  revenge  your  slaughtered  citizens. 
Or  ^lare  their  fate !  The  corpse  of  half  her  se- 
nate 
Manure  the  fields  of  Thessaly,  while  we 
Sit  here  deliberating  in  cold  debates, 
If  we  should  sacrifice  our  lives  to  honour. 
Or  wear  them  out  in  servitude  and  chains. 
Rouse  up,  for  shame  !  our  brothers  of  Pharsalia 
Point  at  their  wounds,  and  cry  aloud — ^To  battle  ! 
Great  Pompe/s  shade  complains  that  we  are 

slow; 
And  Scipio's  ghost  walks  unrcvenged  amongst  us. 

Cato,  Let  not  a  torrent  of  impetuous  zeal 
Transport  thee  thus  beyond  the  bounds  of  rea- 


son t 


True  fortitude  is  seen  in  great  exploits, 
That  justice  warrants,  and  that  wisdom  guides ; 
All  else  is  towering  frenzy  and  distraction. 
Are  not  the  lives  of  those,  who  draw  the  sword 
In  Rome's  defence,  intrusted  to  our  care  ? 
Should  we  thus  lead  them  to  a  field  of  slaughter, 
Mi(;ht  not  the  impartial  world  with  reason  say. 
We  lavished  at  our  deaths  the  blood  of  thousands, 
To  grace  our  fall,  and  make  our  ruin  glorious  ? 
Lucius,  we  next  would  know  what^s  your  opinion  ? 
Lmc,  My  thoughts,  I  must  confess,  are  turned 
on  peace. 
Already  have  our  quarrels  filled  the  world 
Witli  widows,  and  witli  orphans :  Scythia  mourns 
Our  piilry  wars,  and  earth's  remotest  regions 
Lie  half  unpeopled  by  the  feuds  of  Rome : 
'lis  time  to  sheath  the  sword,  and  spare 

kind. 

It  is  not  Cspsar,  but  the  gods,  mv  fathers, 
The  gods  declare  against  us,  and  repel 
Our  vain  attempts.    To  urge  the  foe  to  battle, 
CIVompted  by  blind  revenge  and  wild  despair) 
AVcre  to  refuse  tlic  awards  of  Providence, 
And  not  to  rest  in  Heaven's  determination. 
AlVcady  luive  wc  shewn  our  love  to  Rome, 
Now  let  us  shew  submission  to  the  gods. 
We  took  up  arms,  not  to  revenge  ourselves, 
iiut  free  the  commonwealth :  when  this  end  fails, 
Am^  have  no  further  use.    Our  countiy's  cause. 


spare  man- 


That  drew  our  swords,  now  wrests  them  from  our 

hands. 
And  bids  us  not  delight  in  Roman  blood 
Unprofitably  shed.    What  men  coald  doi, 
Is  done  already :  heaven  and  earth  will  witness, 
If  Rome  must  fall,  that  we  are  innooenL 

Sem.  This  smooth  disooone,  and  mild  beha- 
viour, oft 
Conceal  a  traitor — something  ^iriiiniers  me 
AH  is  not  right-~Cato,  beware  of  Ladua. 

[Jiide  to  Cato. 

Cato,  Let  us  appear  nor  rash  nor  diffident; 
Immoderate  valour  swells  into  a  fault; 
And  fear,  admitted  intb  public  councils, 
Betrays  like  treason.    Let  us  shun  them  both. 
Fathers,  I  cannot  see  that  our  affiurs 
Are  grown  thus  desperate:  we  havo  bulwarks 

round  us; 
Within  our  walls  are  troops  inured  to  toil 
In  Afric's  heat,  and  seasoned  to  the  son ; 
Numidia's  spacious  kingdom  lies  behind  oa^ 
Heady  to  rise  at  its  young  prince's  call. 
While  there  is  hope  do  not  distrust  the  gods ; 
But  wait  at  least  till  Ccaar^s  near  approHich 
Force  us  to  yield.    Twill  never  be  too  late 
To  sue  for  chains,  and  own  a  conqueror. 
Why  should  Rome  fall  a  moment  ere  her  time  ; 
No^  let  us  draw  her  term  of  freedom  out 
In  its  full  iengtli,  and  spin  it  to  the  last,^ 
So  shall  we  gain  still  one  day's  liberty : 
And  let  me  perish,  but  in  Cato's  judgment, 
A  day,  an  hour,  of  virtuous  liberty. 
Is  worth  a  whole  eternity  in  bondage. 

Enter  Marcus. 

Marc.  Fathers,  this  moment,  as  I  watched  tbe 

gate. 
Lodged  on  my  post,  a  herald  is  arrived 
From  Caesar's  camp,  and  with  him  oomes  old  De- 

cius. 
The  Roman  knight ;  he  carries  in  his  looks 
Impatience,  and  demands  to  speak  with  Catou 
Cato,  By  your  permission,  fathers-^bid   him 

enter.  [ErU  Jtfcrcwj;. 

Decius  was  once  my  friend,  but  other  prospecta 
Have  loosed  those  ties,  and  bound  hmi  fast  to 

Cesar. 
His  message  may  determine  our  resolves^ 

Enter  Decics. 

Dec.  Csespr  sends  health  to  Cato— 

Cato.  Could  he  send  it. 
To  Cato's  slaughtered  friends,  it  would  be 

come. 
Are  not  your  orders  with  the  senate  ? 

Dec,  My  business  is  with  Cato;  Cesar  s 
The  straits  to  which  you're  driven ;  and, 

knows 
Cato's  high  worth,  is  anxious  for  your  life. 

Cato.  My  life  is  grafled  on  the  fate  of  ~ 
Would  he  save  Catu,  bid  him  spai^p  bis  a 
Tell  your  dictator  this ;  and  tell  him,  Cato 
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DtMUns  a  life  wlucfa  be  has  power  to  ofier. 

Dec*  Rome  and  her  senators  submit  to  C 
Her  generals  and  her  consub  are  no  more. 
Who  checked  hie  conquests,   and   denied   his 

triumphs* 
Why  will  not  Cato  be  thb  Cassar^s  friend  ? 

Caia.  These  werr  reasons  thou  has  ureed  for^ 
faidit        ^  ^ 

Dec  CatOy  I  have  orders  to  expostulate, 
And  reason  with  you,  as  from  friend  to  friend : 
Think  on  the  storm  that  gathers  o'er  your  head. 
And  threatens  everr  hour  to  burst  upon  it; 
Still  may  you  stand  high  in  your  country's  ho- 
nours; 
Do  but  comply,  and  make  your  peace  with  Caesar, 
Borne  will  rejoice,  and  cast  its  eyes  on  Cato^  , 
As  on  the  second  of  mankind. 

Cato.  No  more : 
I  must  not  think  of  life  on  such  conditions. 

Dec  Cesar  is  well  acquainted  with  your  vir- 
tues, 
And  therefore  sets  this  value  on  your  life. 
Let  him  but  know  the  price  of  Cato's  friendship, 
And  name  your  terms. 

Cmio»  Bid  him  disband  his  Iq^ions, 
Restore  the  commonwealth  to  liberty, 
Submit  his  actions  to  the  public  censure. 
And  stand  the  judgment  of  a  Roman  senate. 
Bid  him  do  this,  and  Cato  is  his  friend. 

Dee.  Cato,  the  world  talks  loudly  of  your  wis- 
dom— 

Caio,  Nay,  more ;  though  Cato's  voice  was  oei'er 
employed 
To  clear  the  guilty,  and  to  varnish  crimes^ 
Myself  will  mount  the  rostrum  in  his  favour. 
And  strive  to  gpun  his  pardon  from  the  people* 

Dee,  A  style  like  tins  becomes  a  conqueror. 

Ctf/o.  Deaus,  a  stf  le  like  this  becomes  a  Roman. 

Dec,  What  is  a  Roman,  that  is  Csesar's  foe  ? 

Cmto.  Greater  than  Csesar :  he  is  a  friend  to 
virtue. 

Dee,  Consider,  Cato,  you  are  in  Utica, 
And  at  the  head  of  your  own  little  senate ; 
You  don't  now  thunder  in  the  capitol. 
With  all  the  mouths  of  Rome  to  second  yon. 

Cmio,  Let  him  consider  that,  wbi>  drives  us 
hither. 
nrb  Cesar's  sword  has  made  Rome's  senate  little, 
And  thinned  its  ranks.    Alas !  thy  dazzled  eye 
Beholds  this  man  in  a  false  glaring  light, 
Which  conquest  and  success  have  thrown  upon 

him; 
Did'st  thou  but  view  him  right,  thou'dst  see  him 

black 
With  murder,  treason,  sacrilege^  and  crimes, 
That  strike  my  soul  with  horror  but  to  name  them. 
I  know  thou  look'st  on  me,  as  on  a  wretch 
Beset  with  ills,  and  cxyvered  with  misfortunes ; 
Boty  bf  the  gods  1  swear,  millions  of  worlds 
Should  never  buv  me  to  be  like  tliat  Cesar. 

Dec.  Does  Cato  send  this  answec  back .  to 


For  all  his  generous  cares  and  proflfered  friend-> 
shipf 

Cato,  His  cares  for  me  are  insolent  and  vain. 
Presumptuous  roan !  the  gods  take  care  of  Cato: 
Would  CaBsar  shew  the  greatness  of  his  soul, 
Bid  him  employ  his  care  for  these  my  friends. 
And  make  good  use  of  his  ill-gotton  power. 
By  sbeltoring  men  much  bettor  than  nimself. 

Dec*  Your  high  unconquered  heart  makes  yon 
forget 
You  are  a  man.    You  rush  on  your  destruction. 
But  I  have  done.    When  I  relate  hereafter 
The  tale  of  this  unhappy  embassy, 
All  Rome  will  be  in  tears.  [Exit  Deciut. 

Sem.  Cato,  we  thank  thee. 
The  mif^hty  genius  of  immortal  Rome 
Speaks  in  thy  voice ;  thy  soul  breathes  liberty. 
Caesar  will  shrink  to  hear  the  words  thou  utterest. 
And  shudder  in  the  midst  of  all  his  conquests. 

Luc*  The  senate  owns  its  gratitude  to  Cato, 
Who  with  so  great  a  soul  consults  its  safety. 
And  guards  our  lives  while  he  neglects  liis  own. 

Sem.  Semprunius  gives  no  thanks  on  this  ac- 
count. 
Lucius  seems  fond  of  life ;  but  what  is  life  I 
Tis  not  to  walk  about,  and  draw  fresh  air 
From  time  to  time,  or  gaze  upon  the  sun ; 
'Tis  to  be  free.     When  liberty  is  gone, 
life  grows  insipid,  and  has  lost  its  relish. 
Oh,  could  my  aying  band  but  lodge  a  sword 
In  Ctesar^s  bosom,  and  revenge  my  country ! 
By  heavens  I  could  enjoy  tlie  pangs  of  death. 
And  smile  in  agony  ! 

Luc.  Others,  perhaps^ 
May  serve  their  country  with  as  warm  a  zeal, 
Though  'tis  not  kindled  into  so  much  rage. 

Sem.  This  sober  conduct  is  a  migh^  virtue 
In  lukewarm  patriots. 

Cato.  Come ;  no  more,  Seropronius : 
All  here  are  friends  to  Rome,  and  to  each  other. 
Let  us  not  weaken  still  the  weaker  side 
By  our  divisions. 

Sem.  Cato,  my  resentments 
Are  sacriftced  to  Rome — I  stand  reproved. 

Cato.   Fadiers,  'tis  time  you  come  to  a  re- 
solve. 

Luc.  Cato^  we  alt  go  into  your  opinion. 
Caesar^s  behaviour  has  convinced  the  senate. 
We  ought  to  hold  it  out  till  terras  arrive. 

Sem.  We  ought  to  hold  it  out  till  death ;  but, 
Cato, 
My  private  voice  is  drowned  amidst  the  senate's. 

Cato.  Then  let  us  rise,  my  friends,  and  striie 
to  fill 
This  little  interval,  this  pause  of  life, 
(While  yet  our  liberty  and  fates  are  doubtful) 
With  resolution,  friendships  Roman  bravery. 
And  all  the  virtues  we  can  crowd  into  it. 
That  Heaven  may  say  it  ought  to  be  prolonged. 
Fathers,  farewell — ^The  young  Numidian  pnnce 
Comes  forward*  and  expects  to  know  our  coun* 
9th,  [Exeunt  Senaton. 
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Enter  Jcba. 


Jaba,  the  Roman  senate  faa»reBolred|' 
Till  time  gire  better  prospects,  «till  to  keep 
The  swora  unsheathed,  and  tutn'tts  eoge  on 
Cssar* 
Juba,  The  resoiudon  £ts  a  Roman  senate. 
But,  Cato,  lend  me  for  a  while  thy  padeocei 
And  condescend  to  hear  a  youne  man  speak. 
My  father,  when,  some  days  before  his  death, 
He  ordered  me  to  mardi  tot  Utica, 
(Alas !  I  tlunight  not  then  his  dea^  so  near !) 
Wept  o'er  me,  pressed  me  in  his  aged  arms, 
Ana,  as  his  eriefs  gave  way,  *  My  son,'  said  he, 
'  Whatever  fortune  shall  tefU  tfayfadier, 

*  Be  Cato's  friend ;  hell  train  thee  up  to  great 

'  And  virtuous  deeds ;  do  but  observe  him  well, 

*  Tbou'lt  shun  misfortunefl^  or  thou'lt  learn  to  bear 

them/ 

Cato,  Juba,  thy  father  was  a  worthy  prince, 
And  merited,  alas !  a  better  fate; 
But  Heaven  thought  otherwise. 

Jtf 6tf.  My  father's  fate. 
In  spite  of  all  the  fortitude  that  shines 
Before  my  face  in  Cato's  great  evampte. 
Subdues  my  soul,  and  fills  my  eyes  with  tears. 

Cato*   It  is  an  honest  sorrow,  and  becomes 
thee. 

Juba,  My  fkther  drew  respect  from  foreign 
climes: 
Tlie  kings  of  Afric  sought  him  for  their  friend; 
Kin^  far  remote,  that  rule,  as  fame  reports^ 
Behind  the  hidden  sources  of  the  Nile, 
In  distant  worlds,  on  the  other  side  the  sun ; 
Oft  have  their  black  ambassadors  appeared, 
Loaden  with  gifls,'and  filled  the  courts  of  Zama. 

Cata.  I  am  no  stranger  to  thy  father's  great- 
ness. 

Juba.  I  wooid  not  boost  the  greatness  of  my 
father, 
But  point  out  new  alliances  to  Cato. 
Had  we  not  better  leave  this  Utica, 
To  arm  Numidia  in  our  cause,  and  -court 
The  assistance  of  my  father's  powerfy  friends? 
Did  they  know  Cato,  our  remotest  kings 
Would  pour  embattled  multitudes  about  lum ; 
llieir  swarthy  hosts  would  darken  all  oUr  pUSns, 
Doubling  the  native  horrors  of  the  war, 
And  making  death  more  grim. 

Cato,  And  canst  thou  think 
Cato  will  fly  before  the  sword  of  Casit^ ! 
Reduced,  hke  Hannibal,  to  seek  relief 
From  court  to  court,  and  wander  up  and  dovm 
A  vagabond  in  Afric? 

Juba.  Caco,  perhi^M 
I  am  too  officious;  but  my  forward  cares 
Would  fain  preserve  a  life  of  so  much  value. 
My  heart  is  wounded,  when  I  see  sadi  virtue 
Afflicted  by  the  weight  of  such  misfortanes. 

CMo:  Thy  nobleness  of  soul  obliges  me. 
But  know,  young  prince,  that  valour  soars  above 
What  the  world  odls  mbfortune  and  affliction. 


These  are  noCifa;  else  woolddNV  never  fidi 
On'He«ven%  futt  fkyoiiriles  and  tneiieilof  men. 
The  gods^  m  hmitXff'mahi  mpstannaibost  osy 
That  give  mankiBd.oocaMi  to' eieit 
|Tl»»r  UMen  Mn»gth,  »d  th.owM.tliM  pnc. 
tice 
Virtues  that  shun  the^lay^  and  lie  ceneaaled 
In  the  smooth  seasons  and  the  calms  of  life. 

Juba.  I  am  cfaanned  wbeneVr  tfaou  talkcst; 
pant  lor  virtne ; 
And  all  my  soul  endeavours  at  perfsctkm. 

Cat0.  Dost  tfaoa  love  watchmgs^  abetinenoe^ 
and  toil. 
Laborious  virtues  all  ?  Learn  them  from  Cato ; 
Success  and  fortune  most  thoii  learn  ftom  Cesar. 

Juba.  The  best  good  fortune  that  can  fell  on 
Juba, 
The  whole  success  at  which  my  heart  aspiresy 
Depends  on  Cato. 

Caia.  What  does  Juba  say? 
Thy  words  confound  me. 

Juba.  I  would  fain  retract  them, 
Give  them  me  back  again:  they  aimed  at  no- 
thing. 

Cato.  Tdl  me  thy  wish,  yomig  prince;  make 
not  my  ear 
A  stranger  to  thy  though 

Juba.  Oh  I  my  are  extravagant; 
Still  let  me  hide  them. 

Goto.  What  can  Juba  ask 
That  Cato  will  refuse? 

Jn^o.  I  fear  to  name  it. 
Marda — ^inherits  all  her  father^s  virtaeiL 

Cato,  What  wouldst  thou  say? 

Juba.  Cato»  thoa  hut  a  daughter. 

Cato.  Adieu,  young  prince ;  I  would  not  bear 
a  word 
Should  lessen  thee  in  my  esteem.    Remember, 
The  hand  of  Fate  is  over  us,  and  Heaven 
Ekacts  severity  from  aH  oar  thou0its. 
It  is  not  now  a  time  to  talk  of  ou^t 
But  chains^  or  comnest;  liber^,  or  death. — 

Enter  Syphax. 

Sypk.  How  is  this,  my  prince  I  What, 
with  confusion  ? 
Yoo  look  as  if  yon  stern  philosopber 
Had  just  now  chkl  yon. 

Jtt^o.  Syphos,  I  am  undone ! 

Sffph.  1  Know  it  welL 

Juba.  Cato  thinks  meanly  of  me. 

Supk,  And  so  will  all  antakkid. 

Juba.  I  have  opened  to  him 
The  weakness  of  my  soul,  my  love  ibr 

Sypk.  Cato's  a  proper  person  to 
A  love^alewith! 

Juba.  Oh,  I  could  pieroe  my  heartv 
My  foolish  heart.    Was  ever  wretch  liki^  J 

Sypk.  Alas,  my  prince,  bow  aiv  you 
of  late! 
I  have  known  young  Juba  rise  before 
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To  boiiheliMlat'wkHe  iht  liBir«lap^ 
Or  nek  lb  lionm  bu  dnadfiil  lunmlBt 
How  (fid  Ihecokmr  voobC  into  jpoor  cheek% 
WkntejoQnMMdhiiift.totliecfaaoft!  IlHnre 

Bm  mABiMui  doyd«j%  hunt  him  doir% 
TIkd  cbii|e  him  cloM^  provoke  him  to  the  nge 
Of  haa  ind  dftw%  ■od,  ftooping  £nm  your 

Biret  tbe  [Madni  aumge  to  the  ground. 

iUik  ftidiee^  no  mose. 

Sypk  How  would  the  old  kinssmile 
To  lee  jfott  wdgji  the  paw%  when  tipped  with 

Aad  tbrow  the  thm^gj  spoilt  ebout  joor  should 
den! 
Jda.  %hu,  this  old  man's  teDc  (dioo^  ho* 
iiey  ikywed 
In  cftfT  word)  wooM  now  lose  its  sweetness, 
Ctto's  dinleMed,  and  Maida  lost  for  ever. 
Sypk  Young  priiioe»  I  yet  couU  give  you  good 
advice; 
Vma  nmht  itiU  be  youcs. 

hk.  What  sayest  thou,  Syphax? 
BfHamm,  then  tumest  me  all  into  attention. 
4^  Maida  ini^  still  be  Toan» 
Aig.  As  howy  dear  Syphaxr 
^fpL  Jaba  commands  Momidia's  hardy  troops, 
UsuBisd  on  steeds  unused  to  die  restraint 
Of  curbs  or  biti^  and  fleeter  than  the  winds. 
Gke  but  the  word,  well  snatch  this  damsel  up. 
And  bear  her  o£ 

AA&  Can  such  dishonest  thouf^ 
Baeopiuman!  Wouldstthou  seduce  my  youth 
To  do  an  act  that  would  destroy  mine  honour  ? 
^fpL  Goda,  1  could  tear  my  hair  to  hear  tou 
talk! 
BoDOQi^s  a  fine  imnginaiy  notion, 
Tbat  draws  in  mw  and  inexperienced  men. 
To  real  mischiefs,  while  they  hunt  a  shadow. 
AAs.  Wouldst  thou  dcgcade  thy  piinoe  into  a 

ruflianf 
Sypk  Theboustedanoettorsof  thosesreatmen, 
^ifote  virtoes  yon  admire^  were  all  suoi  ruffians. 
This  dread  of  nntioos,  this  almighty  Rome, 
Tbat  cosnptehesids  in  her  wide  empire's  bounds 
AQ  under  Heaven,  was  founded  on  a  rape ; 
Vow  Sdpios,  Csesm^  Pompeys,  and  your  Cmos 
niie  gom  on  enrtk)^  are  all  the  spurious  blood 
Of  fiolated  nmida,  of  ravished  Sabtnes. 

Ma.  Syphao^  I  fear  that  hoanr  head  of  thine 
Abooods  too  mttcb  in  our  Nnmiman  wiJes. 
Sfpk  Indeed,  my  prince,  you  want  to  know 
thewwkL 
Vc«  havw  not  read  mankind;  your  youth  admires 
IW  throes  and  swellings  of  a  Roman  Sool|  ■ 
^Mo*9  bold  iiglitB,  the  eitravaganceof  Tirtue. 
Aia.  If  famwitMlgB  of  the  world  make  men 
peifidioiis^ 
Hs^  Jsos  ever  live  in  ignorance ! 
•VpA-  Oo,  go  ;  jou  are  young. 
•^^  Gods,  omst  I  tamely  ^ar 


T1»»  arpeemqe  nnsweirewiil  HmmwI  a  trailer, 

A  false  old  traitor. 

Sffpk  I  have  gone  tao  far.  [Atidi, 

Juha.  Catoshall.knqw  the  baseness  of  thy  souk 

Syph,  I  must  appease  thu  stona,  or  pensk  in 

it.  [AMe^ 

Young  prince, behold  these  locks,  thataro  grown 

wlute 
Beneath  a  helmet  in  your  father's  battles. 
Juba,  Those  locks  shall  ne*er  protect  thy  inso- 
lence. 

i%fA.  Mustone  rash  wori^  the  infirmity  of  agev 
Throw  down  the  merit  of  my  better  years  ? 
This  the  roward  of  a  whole  ufe  of  service ! 
Curse  on  the  boy !  how  steadily  he  hears  roe ! 

Juka.  Is  it  because  the  throne  of  my  tbref»- 
thers 
Still  stands  unfilled,  and  that^umidia'a  crown 
Hangs  doubtful  yet  whose  head  it  shall  inclose. 
Thou  thus  presumest  to  treat  thy  prince  withsoorn  f 
Sjfph,  Why  win  YOU  rive  my  heart  with  such 
expressions ! 
Does  not  old  Syphax  follow  you  to  wari 
What  are  his  amis?  Why  does  he  load  with  darts 
His  trembling  hand,  ana  crush  beneath  a  oasoue 
His  wrinkled  brows  ?  What  is  it  he  aspires  to  r 
Is  it  not  this?  to  shed  the  slow  remains, 
His  last  poor  ebb  of  blood  in  your  defence  ? 
Juba,  Syphax,  no  more !  I  would  not  hear  you 

talL 
S^k.  Not  bear  me  talk  I  what»  when  my  faith 
to  Juba, 
My  royal  master's  son,  is  called  in  ouestion? 
My  prmce  may  strike  me  dead,  and  FU  be  diimh; 
But  whilst  I  live  I  must  not  hold  my  toiigue,. 
And  languish  out  old  age  in  his  displeasure. 
Juba,  Thou  knowest  the  way  too  well  into  n^ 
heart; 
I  do  believe  thee  loyal  to  thy  prince. 
S^ph*  What  greater  iostaooe  can  I  give?  IVe 
offered 
To  do  en  action  which  mr  soul  abhors^ 
And  gain  you  whom  you  love,  at  any  price. 
Jubot  Was  this  thy  motive  ?  I  have  been  too 

hastyj 
Sypk»  And  'tis  for  this  my  prince  has  called 

me  traitor! 
Juba,  Sore  thou  mistakest;  Idid  aot  call  theaso. 
S^ph4  You  did,  indeed,  my  prince,  you  oaUed 
me  traitor. 
Nay,  further,  threatened  you  would  complain  to 

Cato. 
Of  what,  my  prince,  would  you  complain  to 

Cato? 
That  Syphax  loved  you,  and  would  sacriifice 
His  life,  nay,'more,  his  honour,  in  your  service? 
Juba,  Syiphai,  I  know  thou  lovest  me ;  but  ii^ 
deed 
Thy  zeal  for  Juba  carried  thee  loo  far. 
Honour's  a  sacred  tie,  the  law  of  kiiig% 
The  noble  mind's  distinguishing  perfection ; 
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That  aids  and  strengtheos  Tirtoe  where  it  meets 

her, 
And  imitates  her  acdons  where  she  is  not : 
It  ought  not  to  be  sported  with. 

Spyh.  By  Heavens, 
I  am  ravished  when  you  talk  thus,  though  you 

chide  me ! 
Alas !  I  have  hitherto  been  used  to  think 
A  blind  officious  zeal  to  serve  my  king, 
The  ruling  principle,  that  ought  to  burn 
And  quench  all  others  in  a  subject's  heart 
Happy  the  people  who  preserve  their  honour 
By  tne  same  duties  that  oblige  their  prince ! 
Juba,  Syphax,  thou  now  begiimest  to  speak 
thyself. 
Numidia's  grown  a  scorn  among  the  nations. 
For  breach  of  public  vows.    Our  Punic  faith 
Is  infamous,  and  branded  to  a  proverb. 
Syphax,  we'll  join  our  cares,  to  purge  away 
Our  country's  crimes,  and  clear  ner  reputation. 
Syph.  Believe  me,  prince,  you  make  old  Sy- 
phax weep. 
To  hear  you  talk — but  'tis  with  tears  of  joy. 
If  e'er  your  father^s  crown  adorn  your  brows, 
Numidm  will  be  blest  by  Cato's  lectures. 
Juba,  Syphax,  thy  hand ;   we'll  mutually  for- 
get 
The  warmth  of  youth,  and  frowardness  of  age ; 
Thy  prince  esteems  thy  worth,  and  loves  thy  per- 
son. 
If  e'er  the  sceptre  come  into  my  hand, 
Syphax  shall  stand  the  second  in  my  kingdom. 
Syph,  Why  will  you  overwhelm  my  age  with 
kindness  ? 
My  joy  grows  burdensome,  I  shan't  support  it. 
Juba,  Syphax,  farewell.    Ill  hence,  and  try  to 

Some  blest  occasion  that  may  set  me  right 

In  Cato's  thoughts.    I  would  rather  have  that 

man 
Approve  my  deeds,  than  worlds  for  my  admirers. 
•^•^  •  lExU. 

Syph,  Young  men  soon  give^  and  soon  forget 

affix>nts; 
Old  age  is  slow  in  both — A  false  old  traitor ! 
These  words,  rash  boy,  may  chance  to  cost  thee 

.dear. 
My  heart  had  still  some  foolish  fondness  for  thee : 
But  hence,  'tis  gone !  I  give  it  to  the  winds : 
CflBsar,  I  am  wholly  thine. 

JBafer  Sempromius. 

All  hail,  Sempronius ! 

Well,  Cato's  senate  b  resolved  to  wait 

The  fury  of  a  siege  before  it  yields. 
Soil  Syphax,  we  both  were  on  the  verge  of 
fate: 

Ludtts  declared  for  peace,  and  terms  were  offer- 
ed 

To  Cato,  by  a  messenger  from  Cesar. 


Should  they  submit  ere  our  deagns  are  noe, 
We  both  must  perish  in  the  oommoD  wreo, 
Lost  in  the  general  undistinguished  min. 

I^pk.  But  how  stands  Cato? 

&m.  Thou  hast  seen  mount  Atlas : 
Whilst  storms  and  tempests  thunder  oaiisbrain, 
And  oceans  break  their  billours  at  its  fleet, 
It  stands  unmoved,  and  glories  in  its  height : 
Such  is  tliat  haughty  man ;  his  towering  wul, 
'Midst  all  the  shocks  and  injuries  of  fortune, 
Rises  superior,  and  looks  down  on  Cesar. 

Syph.  But  what^s  this  messenger? 

t&m,  I  have  practised  with  him^ 
Abd  found  a  means  to  let  the  victor  know 
That  Syphax  and  Sempronius  are  his  friends. 
But  let  me  now  examine  in  my  turn : 
Is  Juba  fixed  ? 

Syph.  Yes — ^but  it  is  to  Cato. 
I  have  tried  the  force  of  eveiy  reason  on  him, 
Soothed  and  caressed ;  been  angry,  soothed  igna; 
Laid  safety,  life,  and  interest  in  bis  s«ht. 
But  all  are  vain ;  he  scorns  them  all  ror  Cata 

Sem,  Come,  'tis  no  matter;  we  shall  do  with- 
out  him. 
He'll  make  a  pretty  figure  in  a  triumph, 
And  serve  to  trip  before  the  victot^s  charioC 
Syphax,  I  now  may  hope  thoo  hast  forsook 
Thy  Juba*s  cause,  and  wishest  Mania  nuae. 

Syph,  May  she  be  thine  as  fast  as  thou  wottl(b( 
have  her. 

Sem,  Syphax,  I  love  that  woman;  ibooghl 
curse 
Her  and  myself,  yet,  spite  of  roe,  I  love  her. 

Syph,  Make  Cato  sure,  and  give  op  Utica, 
Cesar  will  ne'er  refuse  thee  sudi  a  trifle. 
But  are  thy  troops  prepared  for  a  revolt? 
Does  the  sedition  eaten  from  Dian  to  maiv 
And  run  among  the  ranks? 

Sem,  All,  all  is  ready  ; 
The  factious  leaders  are  our  friendsi,  that  spread 
Murmurs  and  discontents  among  the  soldiers ; 
They  count  their  toilsome  marches,  looi;  faaguc% 
Unusual  fastings,  and  will  bear  no  more 
This  medl^  of  philosophy  and  war. 
Within  an  hour  they'll  storm  the  senate-hoose. 

Syph,  Meanwhile  111  draw   up  my  Naaudiaa 
troops 
Within  the  square^  to  exercise  tbeir  aims. 
And,  as  I  see  occasion,  favour  thee. 
I  laueh  to  see  how  your  unshaken  Cato 
Will  look  aghast,  while  unforeseen  destructkn 
Pours  in  upon  liim  thus  from  every  aide. 
So,  where  our  wide  Numidiaa  wastes  extend. 
Sudden,  the  impetuous  hurricanes  dCTrgnd, 
Wheel  through  the  air,  in  drclini;  eddica  fAay, 
Tear  up  the  sands,  and  svreep  whole  phans  aw«}. 
The  helpless  traveller,  with  wild  surprise, 
Sees  the  dry  desart  all  aroond  lum  rise, 
Andy  smotMred  in  the  dusty  whiiiwind,  <fies^ 

[fseaaf. 
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ACT  in. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Marcus  and  Fortius. 

Mare.  Thavrs  to  my  stars  I  have  not  raided 
about 
The  wilds  of  life,  ere  I  could  find  a  friend; 
Nature  first  pointed  out  my  Fortius  to  me^ 
And  early  tauf^t  me,  by  her  secret  force. 
To  lore  thy  person,  ere  I  knew  thy  meri^ 
Till  what  was  instinct,  grew  op  into  friendship^ 

Por,  Blarcus,  the  friendships  of  the  world  are 
oft 
Confederacies  in  vice,  or  leagues  of  pleasure ; 
Ours  has  severest  virtue  for  its  basis, 
And  such  a  friendship  ends  not  but  widi  life. 

Marc,  Fortius,  thou  know'st  my  soul  in  all  its 
weakness; 
Then,  prithee,  spare  me  on  its  tender  side. 
Indulge  me  but  m  kyve,  my  other  passions 
Shall  rise  and  fall  by  virtue's  nicest  rules. 

jpor.  When  love's  well-timed,  'ds  not  a  fault  to 
love. 
The  strong,  the  brave,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wise. 
Sink  in  the  soft  captivity  together. 
I  would  not  urge  Uiee  to  dismiss  thy  passion, 
(I  know  'twere  vain)  but  to  suppress  its  force, 
7111  better  times  may  make  it  look  more  graceful. 

Marc,  Alas !  thou  talk'st  like  one  who  never 
felt 
The  impatient  throbs  and  longings  of  a  soul, 
That  pants  and  reaches  after  distant  good. 
A  lover  does  not  live  by  vulgar  time : 
Believe  me.  Fortius,  in  my  Lucia's  absence 
life  hangs  upon  me,  and  becomes  a  burden ; 
And  yet,  when  I  behold  the  charming  maid, 
I'm  ten  times  more  undone ;  while  hope  and  fear, 
And  giriefy  and  rage,  and  love,  rise  up  at  once. 
And  with  variety  of  pain  distract  me. 

Par,  What  can  tny  Fortius  do  to  give  thee 
help? 

Marc  Fortius,  thou  oh  enjo/st  the  faiiH>ne's 


Then  undertake  my  cause,  and  plead  it  to  her 
With  all  the  strength  and  heat  of  eloquence, 
Ffstemal  love  and  friendship  can  inspire. 
Tell  her  thy  brother  languishes  to  death. 
And  fades  away,  and  withers  in  his  bloom ; 
That  he  forgets  his  sleep,  and  loaths  his  food; 
That  youth,  and  health,  and  war  are  joyless  to 

him; 
Describe  his  amuous  days,  and  restless  ni^ts. 
And  all  the  torments  that  thou  see'st  me  sufier. 

Par,  Marcus,  I  beg  thee  give  me  not  an  office 
That  suits  with  me  so  ill.    Thou  knowest  my 

temper. 
Marc,  Wilt  thou  behold  me  sinking  in  my 

woes. 
And  wilt  thou  not  reach  out  a  friendly  arm. 
To  raise  me  from  amidst  this  plunge  of  sorrows? 


Por,  Marcus,  thou  can'st  not  ask  what  I'd  re- 
fuse. 
But  here,  believe  me,  I  have  a  thousand  reasons-— 
Afore  I  know  thoult  say  my  passion's  out  of 
season, 
That  Cato's  great  example  and  misfortunes 
Should  both  conspire  to  drive  it  from  mv  thoughts. 
But  what's  all  this  to  one  that  loves  like  me  r 
O  Fortius,  Fortius,  from  my  soul  I  wish 
Thou  did'st  but  know  thyself  what  'tis  to  love 
Then  wouldst  thou  pity  and  assist  thv  brother.  * 
Par,  What  should  I  do !  If  I  disclose  my  pas-^ 
sion 
Our  friendship's  at  an  end ;  if  I  conceal  it. 
The  world  will  call  me  false  to  a  friend  and 
brother.  [Aiide. 

Marc,  But  see  where  Lucia,  at  her  wonted 
hour, 
Amid  the  cool  of  yon  high  marble  arch, 
Enjoys  the    noon-day  oreeie  !    Observe    her^ 

Fortius ; 
That  face,  that  shape,  those  eyes,  that  heaven  of 

beauty! 
Observe  her,  well,  and  blame  me  if  thou  cansL 

Por.  She  sees  us,  and  advances 

Marc.  I'll  withdraw, 
And  leave  you  for  a  while.  Remember,  Fortius 
Thy  brothers  life  depends  upon  thy  tongue. 

[Exit. 

EfUer  Lucia. 

Luc.  Did  I  not  see  your  brother  Marcus  here  ? 
Why  did  he  fly  the  place,  and  shun  my  presence? 
Jror.  Oh,  Luda,  language  is  too  famt  to  shew 
His  rage  of  love ;  it  preys  upon  his  life ; 
He  pines,  he  sickens,  he  despairs,  he  dies : 
His  passions,  and  his  virtues  lie  confused. 
And  mixt  together  in  so  wild  a  tumult, 
That  the  whole  man  is  quite  disfigured  in  him. 
Heavens,  would  one  think  'twere  possible  for 

love 
To  make  such  ravage  in  a  noble  soul ! 
Oh,  Lucia,  I'm  disttessed ;  my  heart  bleeds  for 

him: 
Even  now,  while  thus  I  stand  blest  in  thy  presence, 
A  secret  damp  of  grief  comes  o'er  my  thoughts, 
And  I'm  unhappy,  though  thou  smilest  upon  me. 
Luc.  How  wut  thou  guard  thy  honour,  in  the 
shock 
Of  love  and  friendship?  Think  betiines,  my  Fortius^ 
Hiink  how  the  nuptial  de,  that  might  ensure 
Our  mutual  bliss,  would  raise  to  such  a  height 
Thy  brother's  grief,  as  might  perhaps  d^troy 
him. 
Por.  Alas,  poor  youth!  What  dost  thou  think^ 
my  Lucia? 
His  generous,  open,  undesi^ng  heart 
Has  begg^  his  rival  to  solicit  for  him ; 
Then  do  not  strike  him  dead  with  a  denial; 

3 


3:5fi 


liRITISB  !BRAMA. 


[Aaoisok. 


But  hold  him  up  in  life,  and  cheer  his  soul 
With  the  faint  glimmering  of  a  doubtful  hope ; 
Perhaps  when  we  have  passed  these  gloomy  hours, 
And'  weathened  ant  tHe  atofm  thatibeat»:ii]x>n 


us- 


£acr..  No,  Portids,  na;  I  See  thy  sister's  tears^ 
Thy  father's  aoguisl^  flnd  thy  brotber*8t  deaths 
In  the  pursuit  of  our  ill-fated  loves : 
And,  Portias,'  herd  Ivwear^  to  Heaven  I  swear,! 
ToUaatvcnftad  oil  the  powers  tint  jadgemMO^ 

'  •  kiady 
Never  toiniz  my pligb*ed:4iflnds iridt  thiney 
While* bach  a  doud  of  nuscliief  hangs  upoa  us  !•' 
But  Ui'  fbflge(ft>ar  hwes,  «Dd  diivd'thee  out 
Fimn^aiJ  my  tfaoiighto'.asliaiw^tt  I  aani  able. 

Par.  What  hast  thou  said !  Vm  thunderstruck 
—^recall 
Those' haaty  woids^  or  I*«m  'lost  for  ever. 

•'  Imc,  Has  not  the  vow  already  passed  my  lips? 
The  gods  baveheard  it,  aDdftis-aealed  in  Heaven. 
May  all  the  vengeance,  that  was  ever  poured 
On  perjured  heiidg^  o^rwhelm  me,  if  I  break  it  i 

Por,' Filed  in  aatoBishnnDC^  I  gaze  upon  thee, 
Like  one  just  blasted  by  a  stroke  from  Heaveui 
Who  paniifor  breatl^  whd  stiffens,  yet  alive, 
lu  dreadful  looks ;  a  monument  of  wrath  ! 

Jmc:-  At  leiigth  I've  acted  my  severest  part ;  • 
I  feel  the  womaa  breaking  in  upon  me. 
And  melt  about  my  heart;  my  tsars  will. How. 
But;«QK  Hi'  think  no  morel  the  hand  of  fate    . 
Has  teen  thee  from  m^  and  I  must  forget  thee, 
'For,  Hard-hearted,  cruel  maid ! 

Luc.  Oh,  stop  those  sounds. 
Those  killing  sounds  f  Why  dost  thou  frown  upon 

'  'me? 
My'bkiod  mm^cold^  my  heart  forgets  to  httare, 
Anddife  kself  goes  out  at  thy  displeasure. 
The  gods  forbid  us  to  indulge  our  Im'es ;  ^ 

But,  oh !  I  cannot  bear  thy  bate,  and  itve. 

For,  Talk  not  of  hyve,  thou  never  •knew'st  its 
force.  ( 

I've  been  ^  deluded^  led  into  a  dream 
Of  faOciecl  bliss.    Oh,  Locia,  eruel  naud ! 
Thy  dreadful  vow,  loaiden  with  death,  still  sounds 
In  my  stunned  ears.  -'  What  shall  I  say  or  do  ?  ' 
Qoidk  let  us  part  f  Perdition's  in  thy  presence,* 
And  horror  dwells  about  thee !  Ha !  she  faints ! 
Wretch  that  I  am,*  wliat  hasmy  rashness  lione ! 
Lucia,  thoa  injured  innocence  I  thoo  best 
And  <  loveliest  of  thy  sex !  awake,  my  Luda, 
Or  PortiutitBhes  on  his  sword  to- join  thee. 
— Her  imprecations  reach  not  to  tne  tomb. 
They  shut  not  out  society  in  death-* 
But  ah  I  she  moves,  life  wanders  up- and  down  . 
Tlirough  all  her  face,  and  lights  up  e^rr  diarm. 

Luc*  Oh,  Porting  was  this  weu-^to  frown  on 
her 
Thatiivet'imon  thy  smiles?  To  call  in  doubt 
The  faith  or  one  expiring  at  thy  feet, 
That  loves  thee  more  than  ever  woman  Jored? 
•—What  do  I  say?  My  ha>^recovei«d  sense 
}*  or^lb  tfao  vofi  im  which ^y  soul^wti*  botmd. 


Destruction  stands  betwixt  ns ;  we  must  part. 
'     For,  Name  not  the  word !  my  frighted  thooghts 

run  back. 
And  startle  into  madness  at  the  sound. 

Xttc.  What  wottldst  thou  have  me  do?  CoDsi- 
der  well 
Tbetrain  of  ills  our  hwe  would-  diaw  bchkid  it 
Think,  Fortius,  think  thou  secst  thy  dying  brother 
Stabbed  at  his  heart,  and  all  banncaied  witk 

,  blood. 
Storming  at  itevien  and  theel  Thy  awful  m  , 
Sternly  demands'  the  «auBe^  the  aooiirsed  mate, 
'nmt  robo  hii»  of  Ira  son  7  poor  Mafcia  tsnUei, 
TnentQaraherbair,  aad»  mntic  iabeRgnefS) 
Calls  out  on  Luda.    What  could  Luda  answer, 
Or  howstaod  up'  in  aoch  a  aocae  of  sorrow  ? 

For,  To  my  tiftnfnaion^'aiid  -cMmdi  giief, 
I  must  approve- tbe  santenoe  that  destroys  oc. 
The  misty  that  hung  npoa  my  mind, -dean  up; 
And  now,  athwart  the  terrors  that  thy  vow 
Has  planted*round  dieo^vthou  nppeai'st  mors  ftir, 
More  amiable,  and  risest  m  thy  charms. 
Loveliest  of  women !'  Heaven  is  in  thy  soul; 
Beauty  and  virtue  shine  lor  ever  sound  thee, 
Brightening  each  other :  thou  art  all ^roe. 
•  iMCi  P6rau%  nomore;  thy  words  shoot  dvoagli 
my  heart, 
Melt  my  resohres,  and  tam  me  M  to  hwe. 
Why  are  those  tears  of  fondneaa  m  thy  eyes? 
Why  heaves  thy  heait?  Why  sw^ia  thy  tod^ith 

sorrow? 
It  softens  me  too  much — farewell^  my  iVvtiiis; 
Farewell^  thou^  death  is  in  ihe  wovii-«lor  ever. 

For.  Stay^Ludayatay?  What  float  thoas^? 
For  ever  ? 

Luc.  Have  I  not  sworn  ?  If,  Portias^  ^  luo 
cess 
Must  throw  thy  brother  on  hia  Tntey  fniewdl— 
Oh,  how  slmU  I  repeat  the  word  1  /or  ever. 

For^  Thus'  o'er  the  d|jring  Uinp  d»  «nnBtiadf 
flame 
HangS'  omvering'  on  a  pom^  lespn)  offf  by  fits^ 
And  falls  again,  as  loth  to  auit  its  bold. 
^^Thon  must  not  go,  my  sow  stil^  hovers  cfer  thee, 
And  can't  get  loose. 

Luc.  If  the  film  Portiua  shake 
To  hear  of  parting,  think  what  LRUM-aoflcrs! 

For.  Tie  trae,  unruffled  and  aeraoe,  IVe  ni£t 
The  common  acddents  of  life  ;  bat  lim 
Such  an  nnlooked»for  storm  of  ilia  >  falls  on  me^ 
It  btats  down  all  my  itsai^th.  •  I  cannot  bear  iL 
We  must  not  part 

Luc.  What  dost  thou  say?  Not  pnrt? 
Hast  tbou  forgot  dio  vow  that  I  lianre  aaade  ? 
Are  there  not  heavens^  and  -godb^  that  thnndcr 

o'er  us? 
-^Bnt  see^  thy '  brother  <MaroBa  ben^  thia  way : 
I  sicken  at  the  sig^t.    Once  more,  Ikrc  well, 
Farewellliond  kaevr  thoil  wrottg^  mcs,  if  thoa 

think'st 
Ever^wMsiftivc^  dr«¥«r'8n«f  like  uine. 
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Enter  Mabcus. 

Mare.  Portias,  what  hopes?  How  stands  she  ? 
Am  I  doomed 
To  life  or  death  ? 
Par.  What  wouldst  thoa  have  me  say? 
Ififc  What  means  this  pensive  posture  f  Thoa 
ippcareat 
like  ooe  ainazed  and  terrified. 
Pfr.  Fve  reason. 

JIUrc,  Thy  down-cast  looks^  and  thy  disorder- 
ed  thoughts, 
Ten  me  mv  fate.    I  ask  not  the  success 
Mj  caose  has  foond. 
For,  Vm  erieved  I  undertook  it 
Mare^  What  ?  does  the  barbarous  maid  insult 
my  heart, 
^7 *daiC licvty  and  triumph  in  my  pains? 
That  I  oooid  cast  her  from  my  thoupts  for  ever ! 
Per.  Away,  yoa*re  too  suspidous  m  your  griefs ; 
liiaa,  though  sworn  never  to  think  of  love, 
ComnasBonates  your  pains,  and  pities  you. 
mare.  Compassionates  my  painsy  and  pities 


^^^  IS  compassion,  when  'tis  void  of  love  ? 
F(^  I  ihat  I  was  to  chuse  so  cold  a  friend 
To  oige  vn  cause  ! — Compassionates  my  pains ! 
Prithte,  what  art,  what  rhetoric  didst  thou  use 
To  cmn  this  mi^^  boon  ?-— She  pities  me  ! 
To  ooe  that  asks  tlie  warm  returns  of  love, 

Compulsion's  cruelty,  'tis  scorn,  'tis  death 

Par.  Marcus,  no  more ;  have  I  deserved  this 

Cieatnient^ 
il^  What  have  I  said!  Oh« Portias,  oh  foi^ 
give  me! 
A  jKmJ,  etasperated  in  ills,  falls  out 
Widk  every  tfain^  its  friend,  itself— but,  hah ! 
What  means  that  about,  big  with  the  sounds  of 

war? 
^^Hat  new  alarm  ? 

for.  A  acoood,  louder  yet, 
^elU  in  the  wind,  and  comes  more  full  upon  us. 
Mare,  Oh,  for  some  glorious  cause  to  fall  in 
batde ! 
lAcia,  thoQ  hast  undone  me;  thy  disdain 
Ha»  broke  mv  heart :  'tis  death  must  eive  me  ease. 
Por.  Qoidc,  let  us  hence.    Who  knows  if  Ca- 
to'slife 
Suads  Bunf  Ob,  Marcus,  I  am  warmed,  my 


l^sps  at  the  trumpet's  voice,  and  bums  for  glory. 

[Exeunt. 

£«/«r  ScxpmoHivs,  mith  the  Leaders  of  the 

mutiny, 

Sna.  At  lei^^  the  winds  are  nusod,  the  storm 


Be  it  your  care,  my  friends,  to  keep  it  up 
In  its'fuU  fiuy,  and  direct  it  right, 
Ti/i  it  has  spent  itself  on  Cato%  head. 
McaoHvhile  FU  herd  amoi^  his  friends,  and 


One  of  the  number,  that  wbate'er  arrive. 
My  friends  and  fellow-soldiers  may  be  safe. 

[Exit. 
1  Lead.  We  are  all  safe,  Sempronius  is  our 
friend. 
Sempronius  is  as  brave  a  man  a$  Cato. 
But  nark !  he  enters.    Bear  up  boldly  to  him : 
Be  sure  you  beat  him  down,  and  bind  lum  fast. 
This  day  will  end  our  toils,  and  give  us  rest : 
Fear  nothing,  for  Sempronius  is  our  friend. 

Rt-enter  Sempronius,  with  Cato,  Lucius,  Pob- 
TiU8>  and  Mabcus. 

Cato.  Where  are  those  bold  intrepid  sons  of  '^ 
war. 
That  greatly  turn  their  backs  upon  their  foe. 
And  to  their  general  send  a  brave  defiance  ? 

Sem.  Curse  on  their  dastard  souls,  they  stand 
astonished !  [Aside. 

Cato.  Perfidious  men !  And  will  you  thus  dis- 
honour 
Your  past  exploits,  and  sully  all  vour  wars  ? 
Do  you  confess  'twas  not  a  zeal  for  Rome, 
Nor  love  of  liberty,  nor  thirst  of  honour, 
Drew  you  thus  far;  but  hopes  to  share  the  spoil 
Of  conquered  towns,  and  plundered  provinces  ? 
Fired  with  such  motives,  vou  do  well  to  join 
With  Cato's  foes,  and  follow  Caesar's  banners. 
Why  did  I  'scape  the  envenomed  aspic's  rage, 
Ana  all  the  fiery  monsters  of  the  desert, 
To  see  this  day?  Why  could  not  Cato  fall 
Without  your  guilt  ?  Behold,  ungrateful  men, 
Behold  my  bosom  naked  to  yonr  swords, 
And  let  the  man  that's  injured  strike  the  blow. 
Which  of  you  all  suspects  that  he  is  wronged  } 
Or  thinks  he  sufiers  greater  ills  than  Cato  ? 
Am  I  distinguished  from  you  but  by  toils, 
Superior  toils,  and  heavier  weight  of  cares  ? 
Painful  pre-eminence ! 

Sem.  By  Heavens  they  droop ! 
Confusion  tOi4he  villains !  all  is  lost !         [Aside, 

Cato.  Have  you  forgotten  Lybia's  burning  waste. 
Its  barren  rocKS,  parched  earth,  and  hills  of  sand, 
Its  tainted  air,  and  all  its  broods  of  poison  ? 
Who  was  the  first  to  explore  the  untrodden  path. 
When  life  was  bazardea  in  every  step  ? 
C)r,  fainting  in  the  long  laborious  march. 
When,  on  the  banks  of  an  unlooked  for  stream,  ' 
You  sunk  the  river  with  repeated  draughts. 
Who  was  the  last  of  all  your  host  that  thirsted  ? 

Sem.  If  some  penurious  source  by  chance  ap- 
peared, 
Scanty  of  waters,  when  you  scooped  it  dry. 
And  offered  the  full  helmet  up  to  Cato, 
Did  he  not  dash  the  untasted  moisture  from  him? 
Did  he  not  lead  you  through  the  mid-day  sun. 
And  clouds  of  dust  ?  Did  not  his  temples  glow 
In  the  same  sultry  winds,  and  scorchine  heats  ? 

Cato.  Hence,  worthless  men !  hence !  and  com* 
plain  to  Csesar, 
You  could  not  unden>o  the  toil  of  war, 
Nor  bear  the  hardships  that  your  leader  bore. 

Qq 


854 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[AimiftON. 


Luc,  See,  Cato,  see  the  unbappj  men;  thej 
weep ! 
Fear  and  remorse,  and  sorrow  for  their  crime. 
Appear  in  every  look,  and  plead  for  mercy. 

Cato,  Learn  to  be  honest  men,  give  up  your 

leaderSf 
And  pardon  shall  descend  to  all  the  rest, 

Sem,  Cato,  commit  these  wretches  to  my  care : 
first  let  them  each  be  broken  on  the  rack, 
Then,  with  what  life  remains,  impaled,  and  left 
To  writhe  at  leisure  round  the  bloody  stake ; 
There  let  them  hang,  and  taint  the  southern  wind. 
The  partners  of  their  crime  will  learn  obedience, 
IVhen  they  look  op,  and  see  their  fellow-traitors 
Stuck  on  a  fork,  and  blackening  in  the  sun. 

Luc*  Semproniusy  why^  why  wilt  thou  urge  the 
fate 
Qf  wretched  men  ? 

Sem.  How !  wouldst  thou  clear  rebellion? 
Lucius  (good  man)  pities  the  poor  offenders^ 
That  would  imbrue  their  hands  in  Cato's  blood  ! 

Cato,  Forbear,  Seniproniuf! — see  th^y  suffer 
death. 
But,  in  their  deaths,  remember  they  are  men ; 
Stnun  not  the  law»  to  make  their  tortures  grie- 
vous. 
Lucius,  the  base  degenerate  age  requirea 
Severity,  and  justice  in  its  rigour : 
This  awes  an  mipiou%  bold,  ofiending  world. 
Commands  obedience,  and  gives  force  to  laws* 
When,  by  just  vengeance,  guil^  mortals  perish. 
The  sods  behold  the  punishment  with  pleasure. 
And  lay  the  uplifted  thunderbolt  aside. 

ScHL  Cato,  I  execute  thy  w^l  with  pleasure. 

Cato.  Mean-while  we'll  sacariiice  to  Liberty. 
Bemember,  O  my  friends  i  die  laws,  the  rights^ 
The  generous  plan  of  power  delivered  down 
From  age  to  age,  by  your  renowned  forefathers 
(So  dearly  bought,  the  price  of  so  much  blood) : 
Oh,  let  it  never  perish  in  your  hands ! 
But  niously  transmit  it  to  your  childrea 
Do  tnou,  great  Liberty,  inspire  our  qouIs, 
And  make  our  lives,  in  thy  possession,  happy, 
Or  our  deaths  glorious  in  thy  just  defence. 

[Exeunt  Cato,  ^c, 

1  Lead.  Semproniusy  you  have  acted  like  yoor- 

Pne  would  have  tliougbt  you  had  been  half  in 
earnest. 
£011.  Villain,  stand  o£^  base,  grorelHng,  wortb- 
lesB  wretches; 
Mongrels  in  Action,  poor  faint-hearted  traitors  ! 
%  Lead*  Nay»  now  you  carry  it  too  far,  86i»- 
proisus; 
JWow  off  tlie  mask;  there  ar^  none  here  but 
friends. 
f^.  Know,  villains  w^Q  fuch  paltry  slaves 

F  resume- 


To  mix  in  treason,  if  the  plot  succeeds, 
They're  thrown  ncji^tected  by :  but  if  it  fsili^ 
They  are  sure  to  die  like  dogs^  as  yoa  thsU  do. 
Here,  take  these  factious  moutersi  drag  them 

forth 
To  sudden  death! 

1  Lead.  Nay,  nnce  it  comes  to  this" 
San.  Dispatch  them  quick,  bul  tint  plack  out 
their  tongues^ 
Lest,  with  tlieir  dying  breath,  they  sow  scdiliiv. 
[Eieumt. guards,  with  their  (udm. 

Enter  Stphax. 

Syph.  Our  first  design,  my  friend,  his  proved 

abortive : 
Still  there  remains  an  after-fame  to  play. 
My  troops  are  mounted ;  their  Nanimi  fteedi 
Snuflf  up  the  wind,  ssid  long  lo  scour  the  dsitrt: 
Let  but  Sempronttts  head  ub  in  our  fligfrt, 
We'U  force  the  gale  wkere  Maiois  keeps  bb 

guard,  

And  hew  down  all  that  would  opf)oae  ov  fHN^< 
A  day  will  bring  us  into  Caesar  s  camp. 
Scm.  Confusion !  I  liave  failed  of  half  ny  pn>^ 

pose : 
Marcia,  the  charming  Marda*s  left  bell 
S^k.  Ifow !  will  Semproniaa  twa  a 

slave? 
Sent.  Think  not  thy  friend  can  ever  fed  tki 

soft 
Unmanly  warmth  und  leademeaa  of  love. 
Syphax,  I  Um%  to  clasp  that  haMghty  maid, 
And  bend  her  stubborn  virtue  tu  my  paasna: 
When  I  have  gone  thas  £ar,  iVI  cast  Mr  o£ 
Syph.  Well  said !  that's  spoken  like  thyself 

Sempronius. 
What  hinders,  then,  bat  that  thou  find  her  on^ 
And  hurry  her  away  by  maal^  force  ? 

Sem.  But  how  to  gain  admisaon  f  For  access 
Is  given  to  none  but  Juba,  and  her  bfothas. 
Syph.  Thou  &halt  have  JubttS  dfCM^usd  JiWl 

guards; 
The  doors  will  open  when  Numidta^  prioee 
Seems  to  appear  before  the  sUnrea  that  wstdi 

them. 
Sem.  Heavens,  what  a  thought  is  dieiv!  Mtf^ 

cia's  my  own ! 
How  will  my  bosom  swell  with  aniaoas  joy, 
When  I  behold  her  struggkiiife:  io  my  anas, 
With  glowing  beauty,  and  disordeied  charaii^ 
While  fear  and  anger,  with  alternate  graoc^ 
Pant  in  her  breast,  and  vary  in  her  face  1 
So  Pluto  seized  o(  Proserpine,  conveyed 
To  heirs  trefnendous  gtoom  tfie  affrigiHed  w»d ; 
There  grimly  smiled,  plessetl  with  the  betiitct>ot 

prizey 
Nor  envied  Jove  liis  sunshine  and  hb  does. 
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SCENE  I. 


EMter  Lucia  and  Marcia. 

Lu.  Nov  teM  Bie,  Marcia,  tell  me  from  thy 
•oul, 
Iffkm  beiieteit  'tk  posnUe  for  woman 
To  wftr  greater  ills  than  Laria  saflers? 
Hmt,  Oh,  Lacia,  Lada,  might  my  big  swoki 
hiart, 
Vent  all  it»  piefa,  and  give  a  looiie  to  sorrow, 
Muck  could  aaswrer  tl^  in  tigfiS  keep  pace 
Wirii  all  Ay  iraea,  and  count  out  tear  for  tear. 
Ikt.  I  Imow  thou  ait  doomed  alike  to  be  be- 
loved 
By  Jdba,  and  thy  father^s  friend,  8emprtiimi9 ; 
fiot  which  of  these  has  power  to  charm  like  Por- 
tiui! 
Afar.  6tiU  I  naaat  beg  thee  not  to  name  Sem- 

I^wia,  I  like  not  that  loud  boisterous  man ; 

JuKtoaN  the  bfarery  of  a  liero, 

Adds  aofteit  love,  and  more  than  female  sweet- 


^aba  wi^  orakc  the  proudest  of  our  sex, 
Aat  «f  woman  kind,  but  Marcia,  happy, 
iac  Aflid  why  not  Maroia.?  Come,  yoa  strive 


To  hide  yonr  thoughts  from  one  who  knows  too 

well 
The  inward  ^winga  of  a  heart  in  love. 

ifar.  Wfadc  C*to  lives,  his  daughter  has  no 
nji^it 
To  Imre  or  hate,  but  as  his  choice  directs. 

Lac.  Bat  ahoald  this  father  give  you  to  Sem- 
pronius? 

M^r.  I  dare  not  dunk  he  with  but  if  he^hould— 
Whf  wilt  thou  add,  to  all  the  griefs  I  suffer, 
Itnpimrj  iU%  and  fancied  tortures  ? 
I  hear  the  sound  of  feet  I  They  march  tliis  way : 
It  OS  retire,  and  try  if  we  can  drown 
Eaeft  aoliar  ifcought  in  sense  of  present  danger : 
^'hea  love  once  pleads  admission  to  our  hearts, 
la  spHe  of  aH  cte  vhrtoes  we  can  boast. 
The  woi^an,  that  deliberates,  is  lost.      [Exeunt. 

Enier  ScMPRoaius,  dremd  iik4  Jv^t  WfUh 
Numidiam  guardt,. 

9em.  The  deer  as  k>d|ad,  IVo  tradkod  her  to 
hero9ir«rt. 
Bp  wre  yoa  mind  the  word,  and,  when  I  give  it, 
Hash  in  at  ones,  and  seise  upon  yoor  prey. 
I«c  not  her  cms  or  fieats  have  force  to  move  yoo. 

llow  will  the  youflg  Nuintdian  rave  to  see 

ili^  miatresa  lost !  If  ought  could  glad  my  soul, 
fcfsad  fhe  oojejiaent  of  so  briglit  a  prize, 
T«guld  be  to  torture  that  young,  gay  barbarian. 
^fioc  Imrk  !  mhmt  noise !  Death  to  my  hopes ! 

Ta  Jdba^s  self !  there  is  but  one  way  lefl 


He  most  be  murdered,  and  a  passage  cut 
Through  those  his  guards-^— Ha !  dastards,  do 

you  trelbble ; 
Or  act  like  men,  or  by  yon  azure 


Enter  Juba. 

JaAff.  What  do  I  seef  Who's  this,  that  dares 
usurp 
The  guards  and  habit  of  Numidia's  prince  ? 
Sem,  One  that  was  bom  to  scourge  thy  arro* 
ganeo) 
Presumptuous  youth ! 
Jiiba,  What  can  this  mean  ?  Serapronius ! 
Sem.  My  sword  shall  answer  tliec.    Have  at 

thy  heart  I 
Ju&a.  Nay,  then,  beware  thy  own,  proud,  bar- 
barous man. 

[Sem.falU.  Hit  guards  ntrrender» 
Sem.  Curse  on  my  stars  \  Am  I  then  doomed 
to  fall 
By  a  boy's  hand,  disf^ored  in  a  vile 
\umidian  dress,  and  for  a  worthless  woman  f 
Gods,  I'm  distraeted !  This  my  dose  of  life! 
Oh  !  for  a  peal  of  thunder,  that  would  make 
Earth,  sea,  and  air,  and  heaven,  and  Cato,  tremble ! 

[Dies. 
Juha.  With  what  a  spring  his  furious  90i|i 
broke  loose. 
And  left  the  limbs  still  quivering  on  the  ground ! 
Hence  let  us  carry  off  those  slaves  to  Ctcto, 
That  we  may  there  at  length  unravel  all 
Thb  dark  design,  this  mystery  of  fate. 

[Exit  JubOf  with  pH$9nerSf  Sfc* 

Enter  Lucia  on^  Ma  ecu. 

Lue.  Sure  'twas  the  chub  of  swords :  my  tro«h 
bled  heart 
Is  so  cast  dawn,  and  sank  anudst  its  sorrows. 
It  throbs  with  fear,  and  aches  at  every  sound. 
Oh,  Mareia,  should  thy  brothers,  for  ray  sake  !«— 
I  die  away  with  horror  at  the  thought. 

JIfar.  See,  Luda,  see!  here's  blood!  here's 
blood  and  murder ! 
Ha!  aNumidian!  Heaven  preserve  the  prince ! 
The  face  lies  muffled  up  wioiin  the  garment, 
Bat,  ha !  death  to  my  sight !  a  diadem. 
And  rotal  robes !  O  gods  t  'tis  he,  'tis  he ! 
Joba,  the  loveliest  youth  that  ever  warmed 
A  virgin's  heart,  Jiiba  lies  dead  before  us ! 
Lue.  Now,  Marda,  now  oall  up  to  thy  assist- 
ance 
Thy  wonted  strength  and  constancy  of  mind  I 
Thou  can'st  not  put  it  to  a  greater  trial. 
Ifar.  Lucia,  look  there,  and  wondar  at  mj 
patience; 
Have  I  not  cause  to  rave,  and  beat  mj  breast. 
To  rend  mv  lieart  with  pief,  and  run  distracted  I 
Luc.  What  can  I  tmnk  or  say  to  give  thea 
cumfoft? 
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Mar,  Talk  not  of  comfort !  'tis  for  lishter  iUs : 
Behold  a  sight  that  strikes  all  comfort  dead  ! 

Enter  Juba  iUtening, 

I  will  indulge  my  sorrows,  and  give  way 
To  all  the  pangs  and  fury  of  despair ; 
That  man,  that  best  of  men,  deserved  it  from  roe. 
Juba.  What  do  I  hear?   And  was  the  false 
Sempronius 
That  best  of  men  ?  Ofa,  had  I  fallen  like  him, 
And  cuuld  have  been  thus  mourned,  I  had  been 
happy. 
Luc,  Here  will  I  stand,  companion  in  thy  woes. 
And  help  thee  with  mv  tears ;  when  I  befiold 
A  loss  like  thine,  I  half  forget  my  own. 

Mar,  Tis  not  in  fate  to  ease  my  tortured  breast; 
This  empty  world,  to  me  a  joyless  desert, 
Has  notning  left  to  make  poor  Marcia  happy. 
.  Juba,  Vm  on  the  rack  !  Was  he  so  near  her 
heart? 
Mar.  Oh,  he  was  all  made  up  of  love  and 
charms! 
Whatever  maid  could  wish,  or  man  admire : 
Delight  of  every  eye ;  when  he  appeared, 
A  secret  pleasure  gladdened  all  that  saw  him ; 
But  when  he  talked^  the  proudest  Roman  blush- 
ed 
To  hear  his  virtues,  and  old  age  grew  worse. 
Juba,  I  shall  run  mad 
Mar.  Oh,  Juba !  Juba !  Juba  ! 
*  Juba,  What  means  that  voice  ?  Did  she  not 
call  on  Juba  ? 
Mar,  Why  do  I  think  on  what  he  was !  he's 
dead! 
He's  dead,  and  never  knew  how  much  I  loved 

him. 
Lucia,  who  knows  but  his  poor  bleeding  heart. 
Amidst  its  agonies,  remembered  Marcia, 
And  the  last  words  he  uttered,  called  me  cruel ! 
Alas  \  he  knew  not,  hapless  youth,  he  knew  not 
Marcia's  whole  soul  was  full  of  love  and  Juba ! 

Juba,  Where  am  I  ?  Do  I  live  ?  or  am  indeed 
What  Marcia  thinks  ?  All  is  Elysium  round  me  ! 
Mar,  Ye  dear  remains  of  the  most  loved  of 
men. 
Nor  modesty  nor  virtue  here  forbid 
A  1^  embrace,  while  thuo 
Juba,  See,  Marcia,  see, 

[Thrawinfi  kimHlf  before  her. 
The  happy  Juba  lives !  He  hves  to  catch 
That  dear  embrace,  and  to  return  it  too 
With  mutual  warmth  and  eagerness  of  love. 
Mari  With  pleasure  and  amaze  I  stand  tran- 
sported! 
Sur^  'tis  a  dream !  dead  and  alive  at  once ! 
If  thou  art  Juba,  who  lies  there  ? 

Juba.  A  wretch. 
Disguised  like  JuIml  on  a  cursed  design^ 
The  tale  is  long,  nor  have  I  heard  it  out : 
Thy  father  knows  it  all.    I  could  not  bear 
To  leave  thee  in  the  neighbourhood  of  death, 
|)at  flew,  in  all  the  haste  of  love,  Co  find  thee; 


I  foond  thee  weeping,  and  confess  thb  once. 
Am  rapt  with  joy  to  see  my  Marcia's  tears. 

Mar,  I've  been  surprised  m  an  unguarded  hour. 
But  must  not  now  gp  back ;  the  love,  that  lay 
Half  smothered  in  my  breast,  has  broke  through 

all 
Its  weak  restraints,  and  bams  in  its  fiiU  lustre. 
I  cannot,  If  I  would,  conceal  it  from  thee. 
Juba,  I'm  lost  in  ecstacy !  and  dost  thou  lov^ 

Thou  charming  maid  ? • 

Mar.  And  dost  thou  live  to  ask  it  ? 
Juba.  This,  this  is  life  indeed  !  life  worth  pre> 
serving. 
Such  life  as  Juba  never  felt  'till  now ! 

Mar.  Believe  me,  prince,  before  I  tboogfat 
thee  dead, 
I  did  not  know  myself  how  much  I  loved  thee. 
Juba.  Oh,  fortunate  mistake ! 
Mar,  O  happy  Marcia! 
Juba.  My  joy,  my  best  beloved,  my  only  wish! 
How  shall  I  speak  the  transport  of  my  sool ! 
Mar,  Lucia,  thy  arm.    Oh,  let  me  rest  upon 
it! 
The  vital  blood,  that  had  forsook  m^  heart, 
Returns  again  in  such  tumultuous  tides. 
It  quite  o'ercomes  me.   Lead  to  my  apartment— 
Oh,  prince !  I  blush  to  t&ink  what  I  nave  said. 
But  fate  has  wrested  the  confession  from  me; 
Go  on,  and  prosper  in  the  paths  of  honour. 
Thy  virtue  will  excuse  my  passion  for  thee. 
And  make  the  gods  propitious  to  our  love. 

[Exeunt  Mar.  and  Imc 
Juba,  I  am  so  blest^  I  fear  'tis  all  a  dream. 
Fortune,  thou  now  hast  made  amends  for  all 
Thy  past  unkindness :  I  absolve  my  stars. 
What  though  Numidia  add  her  conquered  towns 
And  provinces  to  swell  the  victor^s  triumph, 
Juba  will  never  at  his  fate  repine : 
Let  Caesar  have  the  world,  if  Marcia's  nkine 

[Eiii. 

A  march  at  a  distance. — Enter  Cato  and 

Lucius. 

Luc,   I  stand   astonished  !   What,  the   bold 
Sempronius, 

That  still  broke  foreoaost  through  the  crowd  of 
patriots, 

As  with  a  hurricane  of  zeal  transported. 

And  virtuous  even  to  madnesa— 
Cato,  Trust  me,  Dicins, 

Our  dvil  discords  have  produced  sud)  crimes, 

Such  monstrous  crimes  f  I  am  surprised  at  no- 
things 

— Oh,  Lucius,  I  am  sick  of  this  bad  world  * 

The  day-light  and  the  sun  grow  painful  to  me. 

Enter  Fortius. 

But  see  where  Fortius  comes :  v^t  memns  this 

haste? 
Why  are  thy  looks  thus  changed  ? 

For.  My  heart  is  grieved, 
I  bring  sach  news  as  will  afibct  mj  father. 

S 
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ihed  more  Roman  Uood? 


F§r.  Notso. 
Hie  tmtot  Sjphaxy  as  within  the  square 
He  eietctsed  ms  troops^  the  signal  given. 
Flew  offat  onoe,  with  his  Numidian  hone, 
To  tfae  woth  gate,  where  Marcus  holds  the 

watch; 
I  nw,  and  called  to  stop  him,  but  in  vain : 
fie  toned  his  arm  aloft^  and  proudly  told  me. 
He  would  not  stay  and  perish  like  Sempronius. 

Cdo,  Perfidious  man !  But  haste,  my  son,  and 


J 

I 

I 


Ttsjf  brodier  Marom  acts  a  Roman's  part. 

{Exit  Pw, 
— Ludoi^  the  torrent  bears  too  hard  upon  me : 
Justice  giTes  way  to  force :  the  conquered  world 
b  CcMTs .'  Cato  has  no  busbeas  in  it. 
Imc  While  pride,  oppression,  and  iqiustice 

Toe  world  will  still  demand  her  Cato's  presence. 
In  pity  to  mankind  submit  to  Cssar, 
isd  leooDcile  thy  niighty  soul  to  life  I 

Cfto.  Would  Lucius  have  me  live  to  swell  the 
number 
Of  emu's  slaves,  or,  by  a  base  submksion. 
Give  Dp  the  cause  of  Rome,  and    own  a  ty- 
rant? 

Lmc,  The  victor  never  will  impose  on  Cato 
VngeDeroos  terms.    His  enemies  confess 
Tberiitues  of  humanitj^  are  Cofsar's. 

Ca<o.  Curse  on  ius  virtues !  they  have  undone 
hb  country. 

^acb  popular  hooMiaty  is  treason 

But  lee  Touog  Juba ;  the  good  youth  appears, 
Full  of  toe  guilt  of  his  perfidious  subjects ! 

Zac.  Alas,  poor  prince  !  his  fate  deserves  com- 


Enter  Juba. 

iaAa.  I  blush,  and  am  confounded  to  appear 
Before  tbyprcseDce,  Cato. 

Cola  wWs  thy  crime  ? 

Jaia.  I  am  m  Numidtan. 

Cs/o.  And  a  brave  one  too.    Thou  hast  a  Ro> 
man  souL 

Juba.  Hast  thou  not  heard  of  my  false  coun- 
trymen ? 

Cs/OL  Alaa,  young  prince !  falsehood  and  fraud 
shoot  up  in  every  soil, 
Tbe  product  or  all  climes — Rome  has  its  Cesars. 

Jma.  *Tia  seoerous  thus  bo  comfort  the  dis- 


Cato.*  ^s  just  to  pve  applaose  where  'tis  de- 


Thy  virtna,  firinoe,  has  stood  the  test  of  fortune, 
Lae  portsst  gold*  that,  tortured  in  the  furnace, 
Cumes  out  more  bright,  and  brings  forth  all  its 
weiehc 
Jala,  what  aliall  I  answer  thee  ?  My  ravished 


Cfrr^am^  with  aacred  joy :  I  wonid  rather  gain 
Tbj  pcaiaCy  O  Catoi  than  Numidia's  empire. 


Enter  Portitts. 

Par,  Misfortune  on  misfortune ) 
My  brother  Marcus 

Co^o.  Ha !  what  has  he  done  ? 
Has  he  forsook  his  posi }  Has  he  given  way  ? 
Did  he  look  tamely  on,  and  let  them  pass?  • 

Par,  Scarce  had  I  left  my  father,  but  i 
him 

Borne  on  the  shields  of  his  surviving  soldiers, 
Breathless  and  pale,  and  covered  o'er  with  woiuahL 
Long,  at  the  head  of  his  few  faithful  friends^ 
He  stood  the  shock  of  a  whole  host  of  foes; 
Till,  obstinately  brave,  and  bent  on  deadi. 
Oppressed  with  multitudes,  he  greatly  felL 

Cato,  I  am  satisfied. 

Por,  Nor  did  he  fall  before 
His  sword  had  pierced  through  the  false  heart  of 

Svphaz. 
Yonder  he  lies.    I  saw  the  hoary  traitor 
Grin  in  the  pangs  of  death,  and  hite  the  ground, 

Cato,  Thainks  to  the  gods,  my  boy  has  done  his 
duty! 
—-Fortius,  when  I  am  dead,  be  sure  you  place 
His  urn  near  mine. 

Por,  Long  may  they  keep  asunder ! 

Luc.  Oh,  Cato,  arm  thy  soul  with  all  its  pa- 
tience; 
See  where  the  corpse  of  thy  dead  son  approaches! 
The  citizens  and  senators,  alarmed, 
'Have  gathered  round  it,  and  attend  it  waeping. 

Cato^  meeting  the  corpse. 

Cato,  Welcome,  my  son !  Here  lay  him  down, 
my  friends, 
Full  in  my  sight,  that  T  may  view  at  leisure 
The   bloody  corse,    and  count  those  glorious 

wounds. 
— How  beautiful  is  death,  when  earned  by  vii^ 

tue! 
Who  would  not  be  that  youth  ?  What  pity  is  it 
That  we  can  die  but  once  to  serve  our  country ! 
-*Why  sits  this  sadness  on  your  brows,  my 

friends? 
I  should  have  blushed  if  Cato's  house  had  stood 
Secure,  and  flourished  in  a  civil  war. 
— Fortius,  behold  thy  brother,  and  remember 
Thy  life  is  not  thy  own,  when  Rome  demands  it. 
Juba.  Was  ever  man  like  this ! 
Cato,  Alas,  my  friends. 
Why  mourn  you  thus  !  let  not  a  private  lots 
Afflict  your  hearts.      T\b  Rome  requires  our 

tears, 
rhe  mistress  of  the  worid,  the  seat  of  empire. 
The  nurse  of  heroes,  the  delight  of  gods, 
That  humbled  the  proud  tyrants  of  the  earth. 
And  set  the  nations  free,  Rome  is  no  more ! 
Oh,  liberty  !  Oh,  virtue  !  Oh,  my  cuuntry  ] 
Juba,  Behold  that  upright  man  !  Rome  fills  hii 
eyes 
Wit'a  tears,  that  flowed  not  o'er  his  own  dead  son. 

[Aiide. 
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Caia,  Whatever  the  Eomau  virtue  has  sub- 
daeciy 
The  enn's  whole  ODune^  die  daf  tmd  year  are 

Caesar's: 
For  him  the  sel^^levotad  Dedi  died, 
Hie  Fahii  feli,  aad  Dbe  great  Sdpiot  eonquered ; 
Even  Fompej  (aaf^  m  Ccssr.  Oh,  my  friends, 
Hbsv  is  Ihe  toii  of  falfi,  the  woik  of  ages, 
The  Roman  empire,  fallen!  Oh,  cijtfted  ambi- 
tion! 
Mkn  into  Caaar^a  hand :  Our  gieaa  forefiuhers 
H^  ieft  him  ooudit  to  ooooaerbvt  hit  oouoHy. 

Jt4«.  While  Cato  tives,  Cesar  vill  bioiih  to  see 
Jdankind  enslaved,  and  be  ashamrd  of  cmiiine. 

Cata.  CatiararfMm^!  Imis  he  not  seen  Phaiw 
salia! 

Lue.  Cato,  'tis  tine  tho«  save  tfajaelf  and  ns. 

Cole.  Loataets  thought  on  noe;  I  am  out  of 
dancer; 
Heaven  wiU  not  leaivie  am  in  the  victor's  head. 
CsBHT  fhall  never  aay  he  coneoefed  Cato. 
But,  oh,  mf  fticndsf  jmnr  sarely  ttU  ny  heait 
With  anxious  thou^ts;  a  thousand  yacret  ter- 
rors 
Rise  in  my  soul.    How  shall  I  wme  mf  friends? 
Tis  now,  OCcsar,  I  hcgin  to  fear  dwe ! 

Xmc  Cesar  haa  BMfoy  if  we  mJk  it  of  him. 

Caio.  Then  ask  it^  I  conjure  you !  let  him  know 
WhateVr  wns  done  agpinst  him,  Calo  did  it. 
And,  if  you  please,  emit  I  request  it  of  him. 
That  I  myself,  widi  fasar^  request  it  of  hi«. 
The  virtue  of  my  friends  may  pass  unpunished, 
Juba,  my  heart  is  troubled  for  thy  sake. 
Should  I  adrise  thee  to  legun  Komidiay 
Or  seek  the  conqueror } — 

Jubm.  Iflfereakelhae 
Whilst  I  hare  lifis,  asay  Heavim  abandon  Juba ! 

Cato,  Thy  virtues,  prince,  if  I  foresee  aright. 
Will  one  di^  make  tate  great ;  at  Rome  here- 
after, 


Twill  be  no  eraae  to  haae  beea  Gators  friend. 
Fortius,  draw  near :  my  son,  thou  oft  hast 
Thy  sire  euMed  in  a  ooirupted 
Wrestling  ipwb  vice  and  factkm 


'it 


Sfent,  overpowered,  despairiac  of  snooeas; 
Let  me  advise  thee  to  retreat  betimea 
To  thy  pal«mal  seat,  the  Sabine  iM^ 
Where  die  great  Censor  toiled  widi  his  owa 

heads, 
And  all  oar  fragal  ancestors  were  Ueased 
In  humble  virtues,  and  a  rural  life ; 
There  live  retired,  pray  for  the  peace  of  Reme; 
Content  thyself  to  be  obscurely  good. 


When  vice  prevaib^  and  impiotts 
The  post  or  honour  is  a  private  siatioB 

Par,  I  hope  my  father  does  not 
A  li£e  to  Foitius,  that  he  scorns  hii 

Cof a  Farewell,  my  friends !  If 
ofyott, 
Who  dare  not  trust  the  vi 
Know  thene  are  ships  prepared  by  m^ 
(Their  sails  already  opening  to  tlie  wtad^ 
That  shall  convey  you  ip  the  wished-lor  port. 


If? 
dmie  beaoj 


Is  there  aught  else,  ny  friends,  I  oaar~  do  for 

you? 
The  conqueror  draws  near.     Once  more 

weUt 
If  e'er  we  meet  hereof^,  we  shaH-flMefc 
In  happier  dimes,  and  on  a  safer  shores 
Where  Cesar  never  shall  approach  aa 

[Pointmg  <e  Ail 
Hiere,  the  brave  jyoodi,  with  lo%*e  of  vtriae  ired, 
Who  gneatly  in  his  coantiy's  eaase  enired» 
Shall  know  he   coaqaered.     The  tarm  ai 

there, 
Who  made  the  welfare  of  mankind  hi 
Though  still  by  faction,  vice,  and  fortune  crost. 
Shall  find  the  generous  labour  was  not  Umk. 

lErtfmt 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 


Cato  ioiWf  sUtinM  in  a  thwgkifid  pottwre :  in 
ki$  hand  Piati/ilook  an  thr  jimorteJit^  cftke 
SouL    A  drawn  M/Dord  4m  the  table  by  kiiu 

It  must  be  so — Plato,  thou  reasonest  well. 
Else  whence  this  pleasing  hope,  thb  food  desire, 
Tins  longing  aflier  immortality? 
Or  whence  this  secret  dread,  and  inward  horror,- 
Of  idling  into  nought?  Why  shrinks  the  soul 
Back  on  herself,  and  startles  at  destractioa? 
*T\%  the  divinity  that  stirs  within  us ; 
rris  Heaven  itself,  that  points  out  an  hereafter. 
And  intimates  eternity  to  man. 
Etemitv !  thou  pleasing,  dreadful  thought ! 
Through  what  variety  of  untried  hein^, 
Through  what  new  scenes  and  changes  must  we 
pass? 


The  wide,  the  unbounded  prospect  lies  before  me; 
But  shadows,  douds,  and  darkness  rest  u|Km  it. 
Here  will  I  hold.    If  there's  a  Power  akove, 
(And  that  there  is  all  Nature  cries  akMid, 
Throiu^h  all  her  works^  he  must  delit;lit  in  virtue^ 
And  that  which  he  ddighcs  in  amtt  be  Wappy. 
But  when !  or  where — this  world  ims  made  for 

Cesar. 
Tm  weary  of  coajectaroe    this  aniat  eod  thiai 

[Laying  hii  kmrnd  ms  A&  rmori. 
Thus  I  am  doubly  armed :  my  deatb  audi  life» 
MjT  bane  and  antidote,  are  hoth  before  aaew 
This  in  a  moment  brings  me  to  an  end  ; 
But  this  informs  me  I  shall  never  die. 
rhc  soul,  secured  in  her  existence,  amiles 
iVt  the  drawn  da^er,  and  defies  its  point. 
Ibe  stars  shall  fade  away,  the  sun  himself 
Grow  dim  with  age,  and  nature  sisik  ia 
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Bill  ikNi  flMi  isunA  k  kMMrtid  yoirtlv 
Ujihort  amidst  the  war  of  elements, 
The  fvfftck  of  iaalfery  omI  tfae  cnnb  of  worlds, 
'"^hat  means  this  heaviness  that  hanes  apon  me  f 
TUaleihaigy  that  creeps  Ihroagh  alfii^  seaaes? 
Nature  oppressed,  and  harrassed  out  with  care, 
Sinks  down  to  rest.    This  once  111  favour  her, 
Thnt  Hi^  nwaleeDad  sonl  maj  l^e  her  flight, 
Renewed  in  all  her  strength,  and  fresh  with  life, 
iln  offering  fit  for  Heaven.    Let  gnHt  or  fear 
Distwii  nan's  rest;  Cato  knews  neither  of  Chem; 
Incfiffierent  in  his  choice  to  sleep  or  die. 

Enter  Fortivs. 

fiat,  ha !  wh</»lltt  f  my  son !  Why  this  intrusion? 
Were  not  mv  orders  that  I  would  be  pl&vate  T 
yfhf  ftt  I  disobeyed  i 

For.  Alas,  my  father ! 
Whataseana  this  swoid^  thiaiflttrwneat  of  death? 
X^et  me  coovey  it  hence; 

CWa  Rash  youths  forbear  ! 

Pdr.  OK  let  tba  prayers,  the  inircaties  of  yoaf 
friends, 
TWif  lem,  their  eonno.  dH«»,  «f««  ic  fro. 
you! 

CaTob  Weddst  thou  betray  ase?  WouMst  thou 
give  me  up 
A  slave,  a  captive  into  Cesar's  Itands  ? 
Retire,  and  learn  obedience  to  a  father, 
Or  know^yousig  man !-~ 

Par.  Look  not  thus  sternly  on  me ; 
You  kaow  Vd  rather  die  than  disobey  yo«. 

Cmt».  Xis  well !  again  Tm  master  of  myself. 
Now,  C«9Mr,  let  thy  troops  beset  oar  ptes, 
And  bar  each  avenue ;  thy  gathering  fleets 
Overspread  the  sea,  and  slop  up  every  port; 
Cato  shall  open  to  himself  a  passage, 
And  mock  tny  hoaes 

Per.  Oh^  ar !  tbidve  yoar  son. 
Whose  grief  haagi  beavy  on  him.    Oh,  my  fa- 
How  am  I  sure  it  is  not  the  last  time 
I  e'er  shall  call  you  so !  Be  not  displeased. 
Oh,  be  not  angry  with  me  whilst  I  weep, 
And«  in  the  anguMi  of  my  heart,  bcstuJi  yoa 
To  quit  the  drMdAd  purpose  of  your  sonll 

dato.  Then  hast  been  ever  good  and  dntifaL 

Weep  no^  my  soa,  all  will  be  well  anan ; 
The  righteous  gods^  whom  I  have  sou^t  to  pkasey 
Will  soocoar  Cato,  and  preserve  fan  children. 
Par.  Year  words  ^e  poosfort  to  my  dtaopiag 

heatt. 
CelA  Pofipi^  thou  nmftt  rely  upon  my  eoa> 

duct: 
Tliy  father  wiD  not  act  what  misbecomes  him. 
B«it  ga,  ay  son,  and  see  if  auii;ht  be  wanting 
Among  thy  father's  friends ;  see  them  embarked, 
And  tell  roe  if  the  winds  and  seas  befriend  them« 
My  sold  is  ipnte  weighed  down  with  care,  and 

asks 
The  mh  refreshment  of  a  moment's  sleep. 


For,  My  thoaghle  srtf  nore  at  ease^  my  heavi 
revives.  [ExU  Cii^ 

Enter  Mascia; 

Oh,  Marcia !  Oh,  my  sister,  still  them  is  hope ! 
Otar  Ibtber  wtU  not  cast  awapr  a  fife, 
So  needful  to  us  all  and  to  his  country. 
He  is  retired  to  rest,  and  seeoH  to  clieiirii 
Thonghts  feU  of  peace.    He  hat  dispatched  mi 

hence, 
With  orders  that  bespeak  a  mhid  composed, 
And  studioaa  for  the  salcty  of  bis  friaiids. 
Marcia,  take  care  that  none  distarfo  his  slum- 
bers. [EsiL 
Mar,  Oh^  ye  immoital  powers !  thatgomthe 

Watch  round  his  conch,  and  soften  hb  repoae; 
Bsaisfa  his  sorrows^  and  becalm  his'soal 
With  easy  dreams ;  remember  all  his  tirtues, 
And  shew  mankhwt  that  goodness  is  year  caie  I 

Enter  Lucia. 

Luc,  Where  is  your  father,  Bteda,  where  iM 
Case? 

Mar,  Lucia,  speak  low,  he  is  retired  to  resL 
Lucia,  I  feel  a  gentle  dsrwnrng  hope 
RiseinmTsonh    We  shall  be  htepy  stilL 

Lac.  Alas!  I  tremMe  wtoi  I  dkiik  on  Cato  t 
In  every  view,  in  every  thoaght,  I  tremble  I 
Cato  is  storn  and  amfm  at  a  god; 
He  knowa  net  how  to  wiak  at  himaa  ffailtyy 
Or  pardon  wcaknesa  that  he  nfever  felt 

JMor.  Though  slara  and  awAil  to  the  foes  of 
Rome, 
lie  is  all  gDodnsSy  Loda,  tlhnyt  mild, 
CompassKMnse  and  gentle  to  hw  friends^ 
Filled  with  doascstic  tonderiiess,  the  bes^ 
The  kindest  firtber  I  hare  ever  feand  him, 
Easy  and  good,  and  bottntaoas  to  my  wishes. 

Luc.  nils  his  consent  alone  can  make  as  blessed : 
Maicia,  we  both  art  eqaattr  invc^ed 
In  the  same  incricsae,  perplexed  ^Katitss. 
The  cruel  hand  of  fate,  that  has  destroyed      ^ 
Thy  brother  Marcas,  whom  we  both  lament — 

Mar.  AndeversMlbiaient;  anhappy  youth ! 

Luc.  Has  set  my  soul  at  Isig!^  ana  now  I 
stand 
Loose  of  my  vow.     Bat  who  knows  Cato'a 

thoughts? 
Who  knows  how  yet  he  may  dispose  of  Fortius, 
Or  how  lie  has  determined  of  thyself? 

Mar.  Let  him  but  live,  commit  the  rest  to 
Heaven. 

Enter  LucitrSi 

Lactase  Sweet  are  the  slambers  of  the  vifta>* 
ous  man ! 
Oh,  Marcia,  I  have  seen  thy  godlike  father  ! 
Some  power  invisible  supports  his  soul. 
And  bears  it  up  in  all  its  wonted  greatness. 
A  kind  refreshing  sleep  is  fallen  upon  him : 
I  saw  him  stretched  at  ease,  bis  fiincy  loe( 
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lo  pleume  dreRins;  at  I  drew  near  his  couch, 
]fe  aoiiled^  and  criedy  Cesar,  thou  cana^t  not 
hurt  me. 
Mar.  His  mind  still  labours  with  some  dread- 
ful thou^t 
Lmnui,  Luda,  why  all  this  grief,  these  ikx>ds 
of  sorrow } 
Dry  up  thy  tears,  mj  diild;  we  all  are  safe 
While  Cato  livea—lus  presence  will  protect  vs. 


Enter  Juba. 

Jubtu  Lucius,  the  horsemen  are  retnmed  from 

viewing 
The  number,  strength,  and  posture  of  our  foes, 
Who  now  encamp  within  a  short  bourns  march; 
On  the  high  point  of  yon  bright  western  tower 
We  ken  them  from  afar;  the  setting  sun 
Plays  on  their  shining  arms  and  burnished  hel-« 

mets. 
And  covers  all  the  field  with  gleams  of  fire. 
Xttcitts.  Marcia,  'tis  time  we  should  awake  thy 

father ; 
Caesar  i»  still  disposed  to  give  us  terms, 
And  waits  at  distance  till  be  hears  finom  Cato. 

£nter  Fortius. 

■Fortius^  thy  looks  speak  somewhat  of  importance. 
What  tidings  dost  thou  brii^  ?  Methinks  I  see 
Unusual  gladness  sparkling  m  thy  eyes. 

Por.  As  I  was  hasting  to  the  port,  where  now 
If  y  father^s  fiiends,  impatient  for  a  passage^ 
Accuse  the  linsering  winds,  a  sail  arrived 
From  Pompeys  so%  who  through  the  reahns  of 

Spam 
Calls  out  for  vengeance  on  Ins  father's  deaths 
And  rouses  the  whole  nation  up  to  arms. 
Were  Cato  at  their  head,  once  more  might  Rome 
Assert  her  rights,  and  claim  her  liberty. 
But,  hark !  what  means  that  groan !  Oh,  give  me 

way. 
And  let  me  fly  into  ray  father's  presence.  [Ejtit, 
Lucius,  Cato»  amidst  hu  slumbers*  thinks  on 

Rome, 
And  in  the  wild  disorder  of  his  soul 
Mourns  o'er  his  countiy.  Ha !  a  second  groan-* 
Heaven  guard  us  all ! — 

Mar,  Alas'!  'tis  not  the  voice 
Of  one  who  sleeps;  'tis  asonising  pain, 
Tis  death  is  in  that  sound. 

Re-^nter  Fortius. 

Por.  Oh,  sight  of  woe ! 
Oh,  Marcia,  vmat  we  feared  is  come  to  pass ! 
Cato  is  fallen  upon  his  sword. 

Lueiut,  Oh,  Fortius, 
Hide  all  the  horrors  of  thy  mournful  tale^ 
And  let  us  guess  the  rest 

Por.  IVe  raised  him  up^ 


And  placed  him  in  Ms  diair,  wlwre,  pale  sad 

faint, 
He  gasps  for  breath,  and,  as  his  Kfe  ikms  froia 

him, 
Demands  to  see  his  friends.    His  servants  wecp- 

Obsequious  to  his  order,  bear  hhn  hidier. 
Afar.  Oh,  Heaven !  assist  me  in  this  dresdfbl 
hour. 
To  pay  the  last  sad  duties  to  my  fether ! 
M!a,  These  are  thy  triumpfais,  thy  eapkNtf,  0 

Cesar! 
Lucius,  Now  is  Rome  fallen  indeed ! 

Cato  hnmght  in  on  •  ckmr, 

Cato,  Here  set  me  down — 
Fortius,  come  near  me — Are  my  friends  em> 

bari^ed? 
Can  any  thing  be  diought  of  for  their  service  f 
Whilst  I  yet  live,  let  me  not  live  in  vain. 
Oh,  Lucius,  art  Uiou  here  ?  Thoa  ait  too  good^ 
Let  this  our  friendship  live  between  our  children; 
Make  Fortius  happy  m  thy  daughter  Loda. 
Alas !  poor  man,  ne  weeps  I  Marcia,  my  dao^ 

ter — 
Oh,  bend  me  forward !  Juba  loves  tliee,  Marcia. 
A  senator  of  Rome,  while  Rome  survived. 
Would  not  haVe  matched  his  daughter  with  a 

kiiffi. 
But  Caesar  s  arms  have  thrown  down  all  distino* 

tion; 
Whoe'er  is  brave  and  virtuous  is  a  Roman— - 
I'm  sick  to  death — Oh,  when  shall  I  get  loose 
From  this  vain  world,  the  abode  of  goilt  and  sor- 
row! 
And  yet,  methinks,  a  beam  of  light  breaks  in 
On  my  departing  soul.    Alas,  I  fear 
I've  been  too  hasty.    Oh,  ye  powers,  that  search 
The  heart  of  man,  and  weigh  ms  inmost  tboof  htS| 
If  I  have  done* amiss,  impute  it  not ! 
The  best  may  err,  but  you  are  good,  sad— Oh! 

[Dirt 
LttctMf.  There  fled  the  greatest  soul  that  ever 
warmed 
A  Roman  breast ;  oh,  Cato !  oh,  my  friend ! 
Thy  will  shall  be  religiously  observed. 
But  let  us  bear  this  awful  corpse  to  Cseanr, 
And  lay  it  in  his  sight,  that  it  may  stand 
A  fence  betwixt  us  and  the  victors  wmidi ; 
Cato,  though  dead,  shall  still  protect  his  friends 
From  hence,  let  fierce  oontcnoiiifr  nsrtions  know 
What  dire  eflects  from  civil  discord  flow : 
*T}s  this  that  shakes  our  country  vritb  nlaimsi 
And  gives  up  Rome  a  prey  to  Kcmimui  nms^ 
Produces  fraud,  and  cruelty,  and  strife^ 
And  robs  the  guilty  world  of  Cato*8  life. 
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MEN. 

Ptek9U9»  mm  rfAckiUa. 
Pmiviz,  coumeUor  to  PyrrhuL 
texsra^  SM  of  Agam/emiunu 

'  to  Ore$te$t 


WOMEN. 

AndromachS)  Hector^i  widow. 
CEPHiSAy  confidante  to  Andromache, 
Hermione,  daughter  to  Menelaus. 
Cleone,  confidante  to  Hermione, 

Attendants  on  Pyrrhus  and  Orates,  ^c. 


great  hall  in  the  court  ofPyrrhm^  at  Buthrototy  the  capital  city  ofEpirui. 


ACT    L 


9CENB  1— We  Palace  qfPyrrhut. 


Emiet  OuwasTts,  Ptlades,  and  Attendants* 

Ortsi,  OPri^DES !  what^slife  ^without  a  friend? 
Ac  fl^t  of  tbee  voj  eloomy  soul  cheers  up ; 
My  iiopes  revive,  and  gladness  dawns  withm  me. 
Auer  an  absence  of  ax  tedious  noons, 
How  caaUd  I  bope  to  find  m  j  Pylades, 
My  joYy  my  comfort,  on  this  fatid  shore  ? 
Even  in  the  ooort  of  Pyrrfaus !  in  these  realms. 
These  hated  reahns,  so  cross  to  all  my  wishes. 
Oh,  my  brmve  friend !  may  no  blind  stroke  of  fate 
Difide  os  more,  and  tear  me  from  myself. ' 

PyL  O  prince !  O  my  Orestes !  O  my  friend ! — 
Thas  let  me  vpemk  the  welcome  of  niy  heart 

lEmlfracing. 
Suwe  I  hare  gained  dus  unexpected  meeting. 
Blest  be  the  povrers  who  barred  my  way  to  Greece, 
Aad  kepC  me  here,  eVr  sinde  the  unhappy  day, 
Wbm  warring  winds  (Epirus  full  in  view) 

baHu  on  tbe  loud,  ttormy  main^ 


V«k  u 


Orett*  It  was,  indeed,  a  morning  full  of  horror ! 
PyL  A  thousand  boding  Cares  nave  racked  my 

soul 
In  your  behalf.    Often,  with  tears,  I  mourned 
The  fatal  ills,  in  winch  your  life's  involved, 
And  grudged  you  dangers  which  I  could  not 

sharCi 
I  feared  to  what  extremities  the  black  despair, 
That  preyed  upon  your  mind,  might  have  betray* 

edyou. 
And  lest  the  gods,  in  pity  to  your  woes. 
Should  hear  your  prayers,  and  take  tbe  life  you 

loathed. 

But  now  with  joy  I  see  you ! ^The  retmue, 

And  numerous  followers,  that  surround  you  herf^ 
Speak  better  fortunes,  and  a  mind  disposed 
1^  relish  life. 

Oreit,  Alas,  my  friend,  who  knows 
The  destiny  to  which  I  stend  reserved  I 
I  come  in  search  of  an  inhuman  fair. 
And  live  or  die,  as  she  decrees  my  hx/t^. 

Rr 
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FyL  You  mudi  sturprbe  me,  prboe ! — ^I  thought 
you  cured 
Of  your  unpided,  unsuccessful  passion. 
Why,  in  Epiras,  should  you  hope  to  fiud 
Hermione  less  cruel,  than  at  Sparta  ? 
I  thought  her  pride,  and  the  disdainful  manner 
In  which  she  treated  all  your  constant  sufferings, 
Had  broke  your  fetters,  and  aasuked  your  free- 
dom: 
Ashamed  of  your  repulse,  and  slighted  vows, 
You  hated  her ;  you  talked  of  her  no  more : 
Prince,  you  deceived  me. 

Ore$t.  I  deemed  myself. 
Do  not  upbraid  the  mihappy  man,  that  loves 

theck 
Thou  know'st  I  never  hid  lOf  passion  from  thee; 
Thou  saw'st  it  in  its  birth  and  in  its  progress ; 
And  when  at  last  the  hoary  king,  her  father. 
Great  Menelaus,  gave  away  his  daughter. 
His  lovely  daughter,  to  the  happy  Pyrrhus, 
The  avenger  of  his  wrongs,  thou  sawest  my  grief. 
My  torture,  ray  despair ;  and  how  I  dragged^ 
From  sea  to  sea,  a  heavy  chain  of  woes. 

0  Pylades !  my  heart  has  bled  within  me, 

To  see  thee,  prest  with  sorrows  not  thy  own,     ^ 
Still  wandering  with  me  like  a  bataishd  man ! 
Watchful,  and  anxious  for  thy  wretched  friend^ 
To  temper  the  wild  transports  of  my  mind. 
And  save  me  from  myselt. 

FyL  Why  thus  unkind  ? 
Why  will  you  envy  me  the  pleaang  task 
Of  generous  love,  and  sympathizing  friendship  ? 

Orest,  Thou  tniracle  of  truth — ^but  hear  me  on. 
When  in  the  midst  of  my  disastrous  fate, 

1  thought  how  the  divine  Hermione, 
Deaf  to  my  vows,  regardless  of  my  plaints. 
Gave  up  herself,  in  all  her  charms,  to  Pyrrhus ; 
Thou  mayest  remember,  I  abhorred  her  name, 
Strove  to  forget  her  and  repay  her  scorn. 

I  made  my  friends,  and  even  myself,  believe 
My  soul  was  freed.    Alas !  I  did  not  see, 
Tliat  all  the  malice  of  my  heart  was  love. 
Triumphing  thus,  and  yet  a  captive  still. 
In  Greece  I  landed :  and  in  Greece  I  found 
The  assembled  princes  all  alarmed  with  fears. 
In  which  their  common  safely  seemed  concerned. 
I  joined  them :  for  I  hoped  that  war  and  glory 
Might  fill  my  mind,  and  take  up  all  my  dioughts: 
And,  that  my  shattered  soul,  impaired  with  grief. 
Once  more  would  reassume  its  wonted  vigour, 
And  every  idle  passion  quit  my  breast. 
FyL  liie  thought  was  worthy  Agamemnon's 

son. 
Orext,  But  see  the  strange  perverseness  of  my 

stars. 
Which  throws  me  on  the  rock  I  strove  to  shun ! 
The  jealous  chiefs,  and  all  the  states  of  Greece, 
With  one  united  voice  complain  of  Pyrrhus ; 
That  now,  forgetful  of  the  promise  given. 
And  mindless  of  liis  godlike  father*8  fate, 
Astyanax  he  nurses  in  his  court; 
Astyaoax,  the  youo^  surviving  hope 


Of  ruined  Troy ;  Astranaz,  dcMended 

From  a  long  race  of  xings ;  great  Hectoi's  son. 

FyL  A  name  still  dreadful  in  the  ean  of 
Greece! 
But,  prince,  you'll  cease  to  wonder  why  the  diild 
lives  thus  protected  in  the  court  of  Fprhus, 
When  you  shall  hear,  the  bright  Andromache, 
His  lovely  capdve,  charms  him  from  his  purpose: 
The  motiiei^s  beauty  guards  the  helpless  son. 

Orext.  Your  tale  confirms  what  1  have  heaid; 
and  hence 
Spring  all  my  hopes.  Sinde  my  proud  rival  wooes 
Another  partner  to  his  throne  and  bed, 
Hermione  may  still  be  mine.    Her  father. 
The  injured  Menelaus,  thinks  already 
His  daughter  slighted,  and  the  intenaed  nupdab 
Too  long  delayed.    I  heard  his  loud  oomplainis 
With  secret  pleasure;  and  was  glad  to  find 
The  ungrateful  maid  neglected  in  her  turn. 
And  all  my  wrongs  avei^ed  in  her  disgrace. 

FyL  On,  may  you  keep  your  just  resentments 
warm ! 

OrtsU  Resentments !  Oh,  my  friend,  too  soon 
I  found 
Tliiey  grew  not  out  of  hatred !  Fm  betrayed : 
I  prtedce  on  myself;  and  fondly  plot 
My  own  undoing.    Goaded  on  by  loive, 
I  canvassed  all  3ie  socages  of  Ureeoe : 
And  here  I  come  their  sworn  artibaasador» 
To  speak  their  jealousies,  and  claim  this  boy. 

FyL  Pyrrhus  will  treat  your  embaa^  ^nik 
soom.         ^ 
Full  of  Achilles,  his  redoubted  sire, 
Pyrrhus  is  proud,  impetuous,  headstrong,  fierce ; 
Made  up  of  pas^ons :  Will  he  then  be  swayed. 
And  give  to  death  the  son  of  her  he  loves  ? 

Orett.  Oh,  would  he  render  up  Hermione^ 
And  keep  Astyanax,  I  should  be  blest ! 
He  must;  he  shall.    Hermione  is  my  life, 
M^  soul,  my  rapture ! — ^111  no  longer  curt» 
The  strong  desire  that  hurries  me  to  madneas : 
ni  give  a  loose  to  love ;  Fll  hear  her  Iwnoe ; 
ni  tear  her  from  liis  arms;  I'll — 0,'ye  gods  ! 

Give  me  Hermione,  or  let  me  die ! 

But  tell  me,  Pylades ;  how  stand  my  hopes  ? 
Is  Pyrrhus  still  enamoured  with  her  charms  f 
Or  dost  thou  think  he'll  yield  me  up  the  prize* 
The  dear,  dear  prize,  which  he  has  rav^i^ied  froBS 
me? 

FyL  I  dare  not  flatter  your  fond  hopes  so  far  ; 
The  kine,  indeed,  cold  to  the  Spartan  priocess. 
Turns  ail  liis  passion  to  Andromache, 
Hector*s  afflicted  widow.    But  in  vain^ 
With  interwoven  love  and  rage,  he  soes 
The  channing  captive,  obstinately  crueL 
Ofl  he  alarms  her  for  her  child  confined 
Apart ;  an3  when  her  tears  begin  to  flcMr, 
As  soon  he  stops  them,  and  recalls  his  tbreats* 
Hermioue  a  thousand  times  has  seen 
His  ill-requited  vows  return  to  her ; 
And  takes  liis  indignation  all  for  love. 
What  can  be  gathered  from  a  man  so  irarious  f 
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He  ntf,  in  the  disorder  of  his  sou]. 

Wed  her  he  hates»  and  punkh  her  he  loves. 

Orai,  fiat  tell  me  bow  the  wronged  Hennione 
BhMb her  ilow  nuptials,  and  dishonoured  charms ? 

/y/  Hennione  would  fain  be  thought  to  scorn 
Her  wtveriog  lover,  and  disdain  his  falsehood ; 
Bat|  spite  of  sU  her  pride  and  conscious  beauty, 
5fie  fflouros  in  secret  her  neglected  charmsy 
And  oft  has  made  me  privy  to  her  tears : 
8tiH  threttens  to  be  gone;  yet  still  she  stays; 
And  ametinies  sighs»  and  wishes  for  Orestes. 

Orta,  Ah,  were  those  wishes  from  her  heart, 
mvfnend ! 
I  WMild  At  in  ttansport-^*^      IFiourith  within. 

P}^  Hear !  the  sing  approaches 
To  p9e  you  audience.    Speak  your  embassy 
Without  reserve :  urge  the  demands  of  Greece ; 
And,  ia  the  name  of  all  the  kings,  require. 
That  Hector's  son  be  pven  into  your  hands, 
^nhas,  instead  of  granting  what  they  ask. 
To  ipeed  hu  love  and  win  the  Trojan  dame, 
Jik'Ui  make  it  merit  to  preserve  her  son. 
But,  tee ;  he  comes. 

Omi.  Meanwhile,  my  Pylades, 
OofUiA  dispose Uermione  to  see 
Her  lover,  who  is  come  thus  far,  to  throiw 
^'uniel^  in  all  his  sorrows,  at  ber  feet. 

£a<<r  pTsmHCSy  PnoEVix,  and  Attendants^ 

Before  I  speak  the  message  of  the  Greeks^ 

Peonit  Bie,  sir,  to  glory  in  the  title 

Of  their  ambassador ;  since  I  behold 

Trojrs  vanooisher,  and  great  Achilles'  son. 

Kor  does  tne  son  rise  short  of  such  a  father. 

1/ Hector  fell  bv  him,  Troy  fell  bv  you. 

^  what  voor  father  never  would  have  done. 

You  do.    You  cherish  the  remains  of  Troy ; 

'4od  by  an  iil-dmed  pity  keep  alive 

The  dying  embers  of  a  ten  years  war. 

Have  vuo  ao  soon  forgot  the  mighty  Hector  ? 

The  Greeks  remember  his  high  brandished  sword, 

XW  filled  their  states  with  widows  and  with 

For  which  ther  call  for  vengeance  on  his  son. 
^^ ho  knows  Wtiat  he  may  one  day  prove?  VVho 

knosra 
But  he  may  brave  us  in  our  ports ;  and,  filled 
With  Heotor^s  fbrv,  set  our  fleets  on  blaze? 
Voa  may,  yoorsei/,  live  to  repent  ^rour  mercy, 
^'naplj,  then,  with  the  Greaans'jast  demands : 
"^stJaie  their  vcnaseance,  and  preserve  yourself. 
Pyp.  The  Greeks  are  for  my  safety  more  con- 


THao  I  desire.     I  thought  vonr  kings  were  met 
<  ta  more  important  oomiseL    When  I  heard 
The  aame  of  their  ambassador,  I  hoped 
^'iae  gflorioiM  cacerpriie  was  taking  oirth. 
1«  ADmieaanon^  eon  dispatchfd  for  this? 
Aad  do  the  Grecian  ohieft,  reooiwned  in  war, 
A  face  of  heroes,  join  in  close  debate. 
To  plot  en iafiMit's death!  WlMt r^t  has  Greece 
ruaikhiilifc?  Mutt  I, most  I  alone. 


Of  all  the  scepteiM  warriors,  be  denied 
To  treat  my  c^.ptive  as  I  please?  Know,  prince. 
When  Troy  lay  smoking  on  the  ground,  and  each 
Proud  victor  snared  the  harvest  of  the  war, 
Andromadie  and  this  her  son  were  mine ; 
Were  mine  by  lot ;    and  who  shall  wrest  them 

f^m  me? 
Ulysses  bore  away  old  Priam's  queen; 
Cassandra  was  your  own  great  father's  prize ; 
Did  I  concern  myself  in  what  they  won  r 
Did  I  send  embassies  to  claim  their  captives? 
Orct^  But,  sir,  we  fear  for  you,  and  for  our- 
selves. 
Troy  may  again  revive,  and  a  new  Hector 
Rise  in  Astyanaz.  Then  think  betiiiies^->- 

Pyr,  Let  dastard  souls  be  timorously  wise : 
But  tell  them,  Pyrrhus  knows  not  how  to  form 
Far-fancied  ills,  and  dangers  out  of  sight. 
Ores^.  Sir,  c|dl  to  mind  the  unrivalled  strength 
of  Troy; 
Her  walls,  her  b.-*lwarics,  and  her  gates  of  brass; 
Her  kings^  her  heroes,  aiid  embattled  armies ! 

Pyt,  I  call  them  all  to  mind ;  and  see  them  all 
Confused  in  dust;  all  mixt  in  one  wide  ruin ; 
All  but  a  diild,  and  he  in  bondage  held. 
What  vengeance  can  we  fear  from  such  a  Troy  ? 
If  they  have  sworn  to  extinguish  Hector's  race^ 
Why  was  their  vow  for  twelve  long  months  de- 
ferred? 
Why  was  he  not  in  Priam^  bosom  slain) 
He  should  have  fallen  among  the  slaughtered 

heaps, 
Whelmed  under  Troy.  Hisdeath  had  then  been  just. 
When  age  and  infancy,  alike  in  vain, 
Pleaded  their  weakness ;  when  the  heat  of  con- 
quest. 
And  horrors  of  the  fight,  roused  all  our  rage. 
And  blUidly  hurried  us  through  scenes  of  death, 
My  foty  then  was  without  bounds :  but  now, 
My  wrath  appeased,  must  I  he  cruel  still  ? 
And,  deaf  to  all  the  tender  calls  of  pity, 
like  a  eool  murderer,  bathe  my  hands  in  blood ; 
An  infant's  blood? — ^No^   prince — go,    bid  the 

Greeks 
Mark  out  some  other  victim ;  my  revenge 
Has  had  its  fill.    What  has  escaped  from  Troy 
Shall  not  be  saved  to  perish  in  £pirus. 

Orest,  I  need  not  tell  vou,  sir,  Astyanax 
Was  doomed  to  death  in  Troy ;  nor  mention  how 
The  crafty  mother  saved  her  darling  son : 
The  Greeks  do  qqw  but  urge  their  former  sen- 
tence; 
Nor  n  it  the  boy,  but  Hector,  they  pursue ; 
The  father,  who  so  oft  in  Grecian  blood 
Has  drenched  his  Sword ;  the  father^  whom  the 

Greeka 
May  seek  even  here. — ^Prevent  them,  sir,  in  time. 
Pyr. No!  letthem  come;  since  1  was  bom  to 
wag^ 
Eternal  war*   Let  them  now  turn  their  arms 

I  On  him,  who  conquered  for  them :  let  them  comej^ 
And  in  Epinis  seek  another  Troy. 
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Twas  tkus  l^er  reoompeni^d  my  godlike  tin ; 
Thus  w«a  AchiUes  thank'd.  Bttt,pnnoe^ 

ber. 

Their  black  ingratitude  then  cost  them  dear. 
Orest.  Shall  Greece  then  find  a  rebel  ton  in  Pjrr- 

rhus  ? 
Fyr.  Have  I  then  conquered  to  depend  on 

Greece? 
Ore$t.  Herndone  will  sway  your  loul  to  peaocy 
And  mediate  'twixt  her  father  and  youraelt  t 
ller  beauty  will  enforce  my  embaa^^ 

Pyr.  Hermione  may  have  her  diarms;  and  I 
May  love  her  sdU,  thoueh  not  her  father^s  slave. 
I  may  in  time  give  proofs,  that  I'm  a  lover ; 
But  never  must  forget,  that  I'm  a  kin^ 
Meanwhile,    sir,    you  may  see    fan*    Helen's 

daughter ; 
I  know  how  near  in  bk)od  yon  stand  allied. 
That  done^  vou  have  my  answer,  prince.    Tlie 

Greeks, 
"^o  doubt,  expect  your  quidt  return. 

[£jr.  Oregi,  ^c, 
Pkan.  Sir,  do  you  send  your  rival  to  the  prin- 
cess? 
Pyr,  I  am  told,  that  he  has  loved  her  long. 
Pham.  If  so, 
Have  3rou  not  cause  to  fear  the  smothered  fiame 
May  kindle  at  her  sight,  and  blaze  a-new  ? 
And  she  be  brought  to  listen  to  his  passion  ? 
Pyr.  Ay,  let  them,  PhiBnxz,  Jet  them  kyve  their 

m\ 

I^t  them  go  hence ;  let  them  depart  together : 
Together  let  them  sail  for  Sparta :  all  my  ports 
Are  open  to  them  both.    From  what  constraint. 
What  irksome  thoughts,  should  I  be  then  reliev- 
ed ! 

Phan,  But,  sir, 

Pyr.  1  shall,  another  time,  good  Phoenix, 
Unbosom  to  thee  all  my  thou^ts— for,  see, 
Andromache  appears* 

Enter  ANOROif  acbe,  and  Cephisa, 

Pyr,  Mav  I,  madam, 
Flatter  my  hopes  so  far  as  to  believe 
You  come  to  seek  me  here  ? 

Andr.  This  way,  sir,  leads 
To  those  apartments  where  you  guard  my  son. 
Since  you  pennit  me,  once  a  day,  to  visit 
A}1 1  have  left  of  Hector  and  of  Troy, 
I  go  to  weep  a  feijr  sad  moments  with  him. 
I  have  not  vet^  fo-day,  embraced  my  duM ; 
I  have  not  neld  him  m  my  widowed  arms. 

Pyr.  Ah,  madam,  should  the  threats  of  Greece 
prevail, 
Youll  have  occasion  for  your  tears,  indeed  I  • 

Andr,  Alas,  what  threats !  What  can  alarm 
the  Greeks? 
Tliere  are  no  Trojans  left ! 

Pyr,  Their  hate  to  Hector 
Can  never  die :  the  terror  of  his  name 
jStill  shakes  their  ^ouls;  and  makes  them  dreftd 
bis  son, 


Andr.  A  mif^ty  honoiir  for  nctorious  Gieeo^ 
To  fear  an  infant,  a  poor  friendless  duld  I 
Who  smiles  in  bondage :  nor  yet  knows  htmseif 
The  son  of  Hector,  and  the  akve  of  Pynims. 

Pyr.  Weak  as  he  is,  the  Greeks  demnad  his 
life; 
And  send  no  less  than  Agamenuioii's  son^ 
To  fetch  him  hence. 

Andr.  And,  sir,  do  yon  comply 
With  such  demands  ?— This  blow  is  aimed  at  net 
How  should  the  child  avenge  his  slangbtered  mnl 
But,  crud  mien !  they  will  not  have  aim  live 
To  cheer  my  heavy  heart,  and  ease  my  bonds. 
I  promised  to  myself  in  lum  a  ao% 
In  him  a  fnend,  a  husband,  and  a  father. 
But  I  must  sufier  sorrow  heaped  on  sorrow ; 
And  still  die  fatal  stroke  must  come  from  yon. 

Pyr.  Diy  up  those  tears^  I  must  not  see  yon 


And  know,  I  have  rejected  their  demands. 
The  Grreeks  already  threaten  me  with  war: 
But,  should  they  arm,  as  once  thqr  did  for  Hden^ 
And  hide  the  Adriatic  with  their  fleets ; 
Should  they  prepare  a  sepond  ten  years  siege, 
And  lay  my  towers  and  palaces  in  dust, 
I  am  determined  to  defend  your  son,  . 
And  rather  die  myself  than  give  him  op. 
But,  madam,  in  the  midst  of  all  these  oangen^ 
Will  you  refuse  me  a  propitious  smile  ? 
Hated  of  Greece,  and  prat  on  eveiy  side. 
Let  me  not,  madam,  while  I  figfit  your  caose^ 
Let  me  not  combat  with  your  cruellies^ 
And  count  Andromache  amon«t  my  foes! 

Andr.  Conoder,  sir,  how  Uus  will  sound  in 
Greece? 
How  can  so  great  a  soul  betray  sndi  weakness^ 
Let  not  men  say,  so  generous  a  deani 
Was  but  the  transport  of  a  heart  in  love. 

Pyr.  Your  charms  will  justify  me  to  the  wnrid. 

Andr.  How  can  Andromache,  a  captive  (|iiecfv 
Overwhelmed  with  grief,  a  burthen  to  herself^ 
Harbour  a  thought  of  love  ?  Alas  I  what  cbajms 
Have  these  unhappy  eyes,  by  you  condemned 
To  weep  forever?  Talk  of  it  no  more. 
To  reverence  the  misfortunes  of  a  foe ; 
To  succour  the  distrest ;  to  give  the  son 
To  an  afflicted  mother;  to  repel 
Confederate  nations,  leafjued  against  his  life  ; 
Unbribed  by  love,  untemfied  by  threats^ 
To  pity,  to  protect  him :  these  are  cares^ 
These  are  exploits  worthy  AchilW  son. 

Pyr.  Will  your  resentments^  then,  endure  for 
ever? 
Must  Pyrrhus  never  be  forgiven  ?  *ris  true. 
My  sword  has  often  reeked  in  Phrygian  bkiod. 
And  carried  havoc  through  your  royal  kindred  ; 
But  you,  fair  princess,  amply  have  avenged 
Old  Priam's  vanquished  house :  and  all  tine 
I  brought  on  them,  fall  diort  of  what  I  sufier. 
We  both  have  sufiered  in  our  toms :  axtd  now 
Our  common  foe  should  teach  us  to  unite. 

Andr.  Where  does  tfaecaptivenotbehokim  foe f 
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jy.  Ffloet  Ibe  term  of  hatred,  ud  behold 
AfnodinfyRhaftl  Give  me  but  to  hope ! 
HffrMjovKn;  TU  be  a  fiuher  to  him ; 
Mnelf  will  todi  him  to  anrenge  the  Trojaiu. 
niioinpenontochaatiaethe  Goeeluk 
Boch  for  yoor  wrongii  and  mine.    Inspired  fay 

What  would  I  not  atdiieve !  Ag^in  shall  Troy 
Boe  from  its  aabea:  this  right  arm  shall  fix 
Herieatofeoqpiie;  and  voor  son  shall  reign. 
Jbtdr.  Soch  dreams  ot  greatness  suit  not  my 
condition  c 
Bis  hopes  of  empire  perished  with  hb  father. 
No;  tlioa  impenal  dty,  ancient  Troy, 
TVm  pride  ot  Asi%  founded  by  the  gods  I 
Nemv  oh,  never  most  we  hope  to  see 
Those  bttlwaiks  rifle,  which  Hector  could  not 

mid! 
5bvs0 1  wish  for,  is  some  quiet  exile,  . 
Whece^  &r  from  Greece  removed,  and  far  from 

1  miy  ooooeal  my  soi^and  mourn  my  husband. 
Your  bve  creates  me  envy.    Oh,  return  1 
Betora  to  voor  betrothed  Uermione. 
Pyr.  Why  do  you  mock  me  thus?  You  know, 
Icannot. 
Fob  know  my  heart  is  yours :  my  soul  hangs  on 

Tou: 
Yoo  take  op  every  wish :  my  waking  thowgtita^ 
^nd  dghdy  dreams  are  all  employed  on  you, 
Tih  tme,  Uermiooe  was  sent  to  smure 
My  throne  and  bed ;  and  would  with  transport 

The  vows  which  you  neglect 

Amir,  She  has  no  Troy, 
No  Hector  to  lament:  sne  has  not  lost 
A  hasband  by  your  conquests^    Such  a  hus- 


(Tormenting  thou^t!)  whose  death  alone  has 

made 
Your  sire  immortal :  P  vrrhus  and  Achilles 
Are  both  grown  mat  by  my  calamities. 

P^.  Madam, 'tis  well!  ^isverjrwell!  liind. 
Your  win  nmst  be  obeyed.    Imperious  captive. 
It  shalL    Henceforth  I  blot  you  from  mymind : 
You  teach  me  to  forget  your  charms;   to  hate 

you: 
For  know,  inhuman  beauty,  I  have  loved 
Too  well  to  treat  you  with  indifference. 
Think  weU  upon  it :  my  disordered  soul 
Wavers  between  the  extremes  of  love*  and  rage ; 
IVe  been  too  tame ;  I  will  awake  to  vengeance ! 
The  son  shall  answer  for  the  mother's  scorn.  - 
The  Greeks  demand  him :  nor  will  I  endanger 
My  realms,  to  pleasure  an  ungrateful  woman. 

Jfidr.  Then  he  must  die !  AlaaL  my  son  must 
die! 
He  baa  no  friend,  no  succour  left,  beside 
His  mother's  tears^  and  his  own  innocence. 

^}/r*  Go,  madam ;  visit  this  unhappy  son. 
The  sight  of  him  may  bend  your  stubborn  hearty 
And  turn  to  softness  your  unjust  disdain. 
I  shall  once  more  expect  your  answer.    Go, 
And  think,  while  you  embrace  the  captive  boy, 
Think  that  hb  life  depefids  on  your  resolves. 

^adr.  ni  go :  and  in  the  anguish  of  my  hes^ 
Weep  o'er  my  child — ^If  he  must  die,  my  life 
Ts  wrapt  in  his ;  I  shall  not  long  survive. 
'Tis  for  his  sake  that  I  have  suffered  Life, 
Groaned  in  captivity,  and  out-lived  Hector^   ' 
Yes,  my  Astyanax,  we'll  go  together  I 
Together  to  the  realms  of  niehc  we'll  co ! 
There  to  thy  ravished  eyes  thy  sire  i'U  shew, 
1  And  point  him  out  among  the  shades  below. 

\EnU 


, 
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SCENE L 

Hermiohe  and  Cleove. 

JS&r.  Well,  111  be  ruled,  Cleone:   I  will  see 
him; 
I  have  told  Pylades  that  he  may  bring  him ; 
fiat  tmst  me,  were  I  left  to  my  own  thoughts^  . 
I  ihoiikl  forbid  him  yet 

Cka,  And  why  forbid  him  \ 
Is  be  not,  maHmn,  still  the  same  Orestes? 
Orcstc^  whose  retain  you  oft  have  wished? 
The  OMB  whoae  aofieriogs  you  so  oft  lamented, 
And  often  praised  his  constancy  and  love  ? 

flier.  Thai  love,  that  constancy,  so  ill  requited, 
rpfaraids  me  to  mvself !  I  blush  to  think 
How  I  faeeve  uaed  nun;  and  would  shun  his  pre* 


What  will  be  my  confusion  when  he  sees  me 
Xcf^ected,  and  forsaken,  like  himself? 
^Si  htuBfi  mjf  *  Is  this  the  scornful  maid, 


^  The  proud  Hermione,  diat  Qrrannized 

^  In  Sparta's  court,  and  triumphed  in  her  charms  ? 

'  Her  insolence  at  last  is  well  repaid.' 

I  cannot  bear  the  thought ! 

CUo.  You  wrons  yourself 
With  unbeoonung  tears.    He  knows  too  well 
Yqur  beauty'  and  your  worth.    Your  lover  comes 

not 
To  offer  insults ;  but  to  repeat  his  vows. 
And  breathe  his  ardent  passion  at  your  feet 
But,  madam,  what's  your  royal  father's  will  ? 
What  orders  do  your  letters  bring  from  Sparta? 

Her,  His  orders  are^  if  Pyrchus  still  deny 
The  nuptials,  and  refuse  to  sacrifice 
This  Trojan  boy,  I  should  with  speed  embarik, 
And  with  their  embassy  return  to  Greece. 

Cleo.  What  would  you  more  ?  Orestes  comes 
in  time 
To  save  .your  honour.    Pyrrhus  cools  apace  % 
Prevent  bis  falsehood,  and  forsake  him  first 
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I  know  you  hate  him :  jou  hnye  told  me  so. 

Her,  Hate  hitn !  My  injared  honour  bids  me 
hate  him. 
The  ungrateful  man^  to  whom  I  fondly  gave 
My  virgin  heart ;  the  man  I  loved  ao  deurly ; 
The  man  I  donted  on  !  Oh,  my  Cleone ! 
How  is  itpossible  I  should  not  hate  him } 

CldOk  Tnen  give  hinx  over,  madam.    Quit  his 
court; 
And  with  Orestes— ^»- 

Her.  No !  I  must  have  time 
To  work  up  all  my  rage  !  To  meditate 
A  parting  lull  of  horror !  My  revenge 
Will  be  but  too  much  quickened  by  the  traitor. 

Cleo,  Do  you  then  wait  new  insults,  new  af- 
fronts? 
To  draw  you  from  your  father  •  Then  to  leave 

In  his  own  court  to  leave  you — ^for  a  captive  ! 
If  Pyrrhus  can  provoke  you,  he  has  done  it 

iter.  Why  dost  thou  heighten  my  distress?-— 
I  fear 
To  search  out  my  own  thoughts^  and  sound  my 

heart 
Be  blind  to  what  thoo  seest :  believe  me  cured : 
Flatter  my  weakness ;  tell  me  I  have  conquered ; 
Think  that  my  injured  aoul  is  set  against  him ; 
And  do  thy  best  to  make  me  think  so  too. 

Cleo.  Why  would  you  loiter  here,  then? ' 

Her.  Let  us  fly! 
Let  us  begone !  I  leave  him  to  his  captive : 
Let  him  go  kneel,  and  supplicate  his  slave. 
Let  us  hemne !  But  what  if  he  repent? 
What  if  the  perjured  prince  again  submit, 
And  sue  for  pardon?  What  if  he  renew 
His  hrmer  vows  ?  But,  oh,  the  faithless  man ! 
lie  slights  me !  drives  me  to  extremities ! — ^How- 
over, 
111  stay, Cleone,  to  perplex  their  loves; 
ril  stay,  till,  by  an  open  breach  of  contract, 
I  make  him  hateful  to  the  Greeks,    Alreacfy 
Their  ven^ance  have  I  drawn  upon  the  son. 
Their  second  embassy  shall  ekum  the  mother : 
I  will  redouble  all  my  griefs  on  her ! 

Cleo.   Ah,  madam,  whither  does  yoor  rage 
transport  you? 
Andromache,  alas !  is  innocent 
A  woman  plunged  in  sorrow ;  dead  to  love : 
And  when  she  diinks  on  Pyrrhus,  'tis  with  horror. 

Her,  Would  I  had  done  so  too !  He  had  uot 
then 
Betrayed  my  easy  faith.    But  I,  alas  f 
Discovered  all  tlie  fondness  of  my  soul ! 
I  made  no  secret  of  my  pwision  to  him. 
Nor  thongbt  it  dangerous  to  be  sinpere : 
My  eyes,  my  tongue,  my  actions  spoke  my  heart 

Clio.  Well  might  you  speak  without  "reserve 
to  one, 
Enga^  to  you  by  solemn  oaths  and  treaties. 

Her.  His  ardour  too  was  an  excuse  for  mine: 
With  other  eyes  he  saw  me  then !  Cleone, 
Thou  mayst  remember^  every  thing  coii8{^red 


Tofkvonrhim:  my  fathei^s  wrongs  avenged; 
The  Greeks  triumphant ;  fleets  of  Tmjsn  ipoibj 
His  mi^ty  sire's,  nis  own  immortal  fanie; 
His  eager  love ;  all,  all  conspired  ag^unst  me ! 
— But  I  have  done :  111  think  bo  moif  cjf  (^ 

rhuB. 
Orestes  wants  not  merit;  and  he  loves  me. 
My  gratitude,  my  honour,  both  plead  ferliua: 
And  if  I  have  power  over  my  ow»  heaiC,  'dskiK 

Cleo,  Madam,  he  comc»     ■ 

Her.  Aks,  I  did  not  thmk 
He  was  so  near!  I  wish  I  might  not  see  kirn. 

Enter  Obestcs. 

How  am  I  to  interpret,  sir,  this  visit  ? 
Is  it  a  oomplimeiKt  of  form  or  knre? 
Oreit  Madam,  yoo  know  my  weakness.   Tis 
my  fate 
To  love  unpitied :  to  desire  to  see  you; 
And  still  to  swear  each  time  shall  Die  the  but 
My  passion  breaks  through  my  repeated  oadisy 
And  every  time  I  visit  you  I  am  perjuied. 
Even  now,  I  find  my  wounds  aU  bleed  afresh: 
I  blush  to  own  it ;  but  I  know  no  cures. 
I  call  the  gods  to  witness,  I  have  tried 
Whatever  man  could  do  (but  tried  in  vainX 
To  wear  yon  from  iny  mind.    Through  ^>)*^ 


And  savage  dimes^  in  a  whole  year  of  absence, 
I  courted  dangers,  and  I  longedi  for  death. 
Her.  Why  will  you,  prince,  indulge  thismoonH 

fol  tale? 
It  ill  becomes  the  ambassador  of  Greece 
To  talk  of  dying  and  of  love.    Remember 
The  kings  you  represent:  Shall  their  revengs 
Be  disappointed  by  yoor  ill-timed  paasion  ? 
Dischai^  your  embassy  >  'tis  qpt  Oreafeea 
The  Greeks  desire  should  die, 

Orel ^  My  embassy 
Is  at  an  end,  for  Pyrrhus  has  refused 
To  give  up  Hector's  son.    Some  hidden  power 
Protects  toe  boy. 

Her,  Faithless,  ungrateful  man  !  [Atide. 

Orest.  I  now  prepare  for  Greece.    &it  ere 

Would  hear  my  final  doom  pronounced  by  500. 
What  do  I  say — ^I  do  already  hear  it ! 
My  doom  isned:  I  read  it  m  your  eyea. 

Her.  Will  you  then  still  desptat}  be  sibU  va^ 
pidous? 
What  have  I  done  ?  Wherein  have  I  been  cruel? 
Tis  true,  you  find  me  in  the  court  of  Pyrrhos: 
But  'twas  ny  royal  fisther  sent  me  hither. 
And  who  can  tell  but  I  have  shared  your  f^iefs? 
Have  I  ne'er  wept  in  secret  ?  Never  wished 
To  see  Orestes? 

Oref^  Wished  to  see  Orestes  ! 
Oh  joy !  oh  ecstacy !  My  soul's  eDtmnced ! 
Oh,  charming  princess !  Oh,  transcendent  maid  t 
My  utmost  wish ! — ^Thus,  thus  let  noe 
My  boundless  thanks !— I  never 
Am  I  Orestes? — 
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air*  Yott  tre  Omtefl^ 
Hie  «uie  onalcered,  generous,  faitfafttl  lor er : 
TbeiviDoe  whom  I  esteem;  whom  I  lamenl ; 
And  whom  I  fiin  would  teach  mj  heart  to  love ! 
Orat.  Aj,  there  it  is ! — ^I  have  but  your  e»- 
tceui* 
While  Prrrhus  has  joor  heart ! 

Htr,  Believe  me,  prince, 
Weic  jou  as  Pyrrhu^  I  should  hate  yoa  I 

On$t,  No ! 
Idioold  be  blest!  1  should  he  loved  as  he  is  I— • 
Yet  ill  tUi  while  I  die  by  your  disdain^ 
Whilebe  neglects  your  charms^  and  courts  an^ 
other. 
Her,  Aad  who  has  told  you,  priaoe,  that  Fm 
negfected? 
flisiVrrimssaid^-^-KOh,  I  shall  go  distracted!) 
Has  mrhus  told  yon  so  ?        Or  is  it  you. 
Whs  ttmk  thus  meanly  of  me  ?'     *  Sir,  perhaps^ 
Ail  do  aot  judge  like  you !— — 

Orett,  Uadbm,  go  on ! 
IsuJe  me  still :  Fm  used  to  bear  your  scorn. 
Her.  Why  am  I  told  how  Pyrrhus  loves  or 
hates? 
— Ofl^  priaoe^  and  arm  the  Greeks  agiinst  the 

rebel; 
btihea  lay  waste  his  country !  raie  his  towns ; 
Defttfxiy  his  fleets ;  his  palaces; — himself  1 — 
(^  pmoe,  and  tell  me  then  how  mndi  I  love 
ima. 
Ortti.  To  hasten  his  destruction,  COme  your^ 
self; 
And  work  your  royal  father  to  his  ruin. 
Her,  Hianwhile  he  weds  Andromache ! 
Orett.  Ah,  princess ! 
H'hat  i$  it  1  hear ! 

Her.  Whatinfamy  for  Greecei 
"  he  dMMild  wed  a  ^hrvgiao,  mid  a  captive ! 
Ortst.  Is  this  your  hatred,  madam  F-^Tis  in 


To  hide  your  (ftasaion ;  every  thing  betrays  it : 
Your  looks,  your  speech,  your  anger  x  nay,  your 


^oiir  love  appears  in  all ;  your  secret  flame 
fifcaks  oat  the  more,  the  more  you  would  con- 
ceal iu 
Her,  Yoar  jealousy  perverts  my  meaning  still, 
And  wrests  each  drcumstapce  to  your  disquiet ; 
^J  ^ery  hate  is  construed  into  fondness. 
Orett.  Impute  my  fears,  if  groundless,  to  my 

love. 
Her.  Then  hear  me,  prince.    Obedience  to  a 
father 
fim  Woi^t  rae  hither  1  and  the  same  obedience 
^^^taios  me  here,  till  Pyrrhus  drive  me  hence, 
^  my  offisnded  father  shall  recall  me^ 
Tdl  this  proud  king,  that  Menelaus  scorns 
To  Riatch  his  daughter  with  a  foe  of  Greece: 
Bid  him  retigii  Aityanax,  or  me. 
U  he  persista  to  euard  tlie  hostile  boy» 
llcrmione  emburks  with  you  for  Sparta. 

[Exit  Htr*  and  Cleont, 


Oreti.  Then  is  Orestes  blest !  My  griefs  are 
fled! 
Fled  like  a  dream ! — ^Methinks  I  tread  in  air ! 
Pfirhus,  enamoured  of  his  captive  queen. 
Will  thank  me,  if  I  take  her  rival  hence : 
He  looks  not  6n  the 
Surprising  happiness 
Never  let  love  despair ! — cne  pnze 
Be  smooth,  ye  seas  I  and  ye,  propitious  winds. 
Breathe  from  Bpirus  to  the  Spartan  coasts ! 
I  long  to  view  tne  sails  unfurled ! — But,  see ! 
Pyrrhus  approaches  in  a  happy  hour. 

Muter  pYRnaus,  aa^  Phoenix. 

Pyr.  I  was  in  pain  to  find  you>  princCb    My 
warm 
Ungovemed  temper  would  not  let  me  weigh 
The  importance  of  your  embossy)  and  hear 
You  arsue  for  my  good.~^I  was  to  blame. 
I  since  nave  poised  ^ur  reasons;  and  I  thank 
My  good  allies :  their  care  deserves  ray  thanks. 
You  have  convinced  me,  that  the  v?eal  of  Greece, 
My  father's  honour,  and  my  own  repose. 
Demand  that  Hector's  race  should  be  destroyed. 
I  shall  deliver  ap  Astyanax  | 
And  you,  yourself,  shall  bear  the  victim  hence. 

Orettk  If  you  approve  it,  sir,  and  are  content 
To  spill  the  olood  of  a  defenceless  child, 
The  oflended  Greeks,  no  doubt,  will  be  appeased. 

Pyr.  Closer  to  strain  the  knot  of  our  alliance, 
I  have  determined  to  espouse  Hermione. 
You  come  In  time  to  grace  our  nuptial  rites  : 
In  you  the  kings  of  Greece  will  all  be  present ; 
And  ^ou  have  right  to  personate  her  father, 
As  his  ambassador,  ana  brother^s  son. 
Go,  prince,  renew  your  visit ;  tell  Hermione, 
To-morrow  I  receive  her  from  your  hands. 

Onei^i  [Asidck]  Oh,  change  of  fortune !  Oh, 
undone  Cnrestes :  [Exit  Orettet. 

Pyr.  Well,  Phceuix,  am  I  still <a  slave  to  love? 
Wliat  think'st  thou  now  ?  Am  I  myself  again  ? 

PAanfc  Tis  as  it  should  be :   this  chsoovers 
Pvrrhusj 
Shews  all  the  hero.    Now  you  are  yourself ! 
The  son,  the  rival  of  the  great  Achilles ! 
Greece  will  applaud  you ;  add  the  world  confess^ 
Pyrrhus  has  conquered  Troy  a  second  time. 

Pyr^   Nay,    Phobnix,   now   I  but    begin   to. 
triumph: 
I  never  w&$  a  conoueror  'till  now. 
Believe  roe,  a  whole  host,  n  war  of  foes, 
May  sooner  be  subdued,  than  love.   Oh,  Phoenixy 
What  ruin  have  I  shunneif:  The  Greeks  enraged^ 
Ilung  o'er  me,  like  t  g&rheritig  storm,  and  soon 
Had  burst  in  thunder  on  my  head;  while  I 
Abandoned  duty,  empire,  honour,  all, 
To  please  a  thankless  woman ! — One  lund  look 
Haa  quite  undone  mc ! 

Phien.  Oh,  my  royal  master ! 
The  gods,  in  favour  to  you,  made  her  cruel. 

Pyr.  Thou  sawest  with  how  much  scorn  she 
treated  me! 
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When  I  pennitted  her  to  see  her  so% 

I  hoped  It  might  have  woiiced  her  to  wy  wishes. 

I  went  to  see  the  moomful  interview. 

And  foond  her  bathed  in  tears,  and  lost  in  pas* 


sion. 


Wild  with  distress,  a  thousand  times  she  called 
On  Uectoi's  name :  and  when  I  sooke  in  comfort^ 
And  promised  my  protection  to  ner  son, 
She  kissed  the  boy ;  and  called  agpin  on  Hector: 
Then,  strained  him  in  her  arms;  and  cried, '  Tis 

he! 
Tis  he  himself !  his  e^res,  his  every  feature ! 
His  very  frown,  and  his  stem  look  already ! 
lis  he :  Tis  my  loved  lord  whom  I  embrace  V 
Does  she  then  think,  that  I  preserve  the  boy. 
To  soothe,  and  keep  alive  her  flame  for  Hector  ? 
Fhten,  No  doubt,  she  does ;  and  thinks  you  fa- 
voured in  it ; 
But  let  her  go,  for  an  ungrateful  woman ! 
Fyr^  I  kiMw  the  thou^ts  of  her  proud  stub- 
bom  heart: 
Viun.of  her  charms,  ^nd  insolent  in  beauty. 
She  mocks  mv  rage;  and,  when  it  threatens  loudest. 
Expects  'twill  soon  be  humbled  into  love. 
But  we  shall  change  our  parts;  and  she  shall 

find 
I  (can  be  deaf,  like  her;  and  steel  my  heart. 
She's  Hector's  widow ;  I  Achillea^  son ; 
Pyrrhus  is  bom  to  hate  AndnHnache4 

PAosa.  My  royal  master,  talk  of  her  no  more ; 
I  do  not  like  this  anger.    Your  Hermione 
Should  now  engross  your  thoughts.    Tn  time  to 

see  her ; 
rris  time  you  should  prepare  the  nuptial  rites, 
And  not  rely  upon  a  rivaTs  care ; 
It  may  be  dangerous. 

Pyr.  But  t<dl  me,  Phoeidx, 
Dost  thou  not  think,  the  proud  Andromache 
Will  be  enraged,  when  I  shall  wed  the  princess  ? 
PAsM.  Why  does  Andromache  still  haunt  your 
thoughts? 
Wliat  is't  to  you,  be  she  enraged  or  pleased  ? 
Let  her  name  perish :  think  of  her  no  more ! 
Pyr.  Noy  Pnoenix ! — ^I  have  been  too  gentle 
with  her, 
Tve  checked  my  wrath,  and  sdffled  n^  resent* 

ment: 
She  knows  not  yet  to  what  degree  I  hate  her. 
Let  us  return : ^I'U  brave  li^r  to  her  face : 


m  give  my  anger  its  free  ooone  agamst  her. 
Thou  shalt  see,  Phflenix,  bow  ni  keak  her  pride! 

PAffn.  Oh,  go  no^  sir !— ^There's  ruin  in  her 
eyes! 
You  do  not  know  your  strength :  yoall  ^  be- 
fore her. 
Adore  her  beauty,  and  revive  her  soom. 

Pyr.  That  were,  indeed,  a  most  unmanly  weak- 
ness; 
Thou  dost  not  know  me.  Phoenix. 

PAira.  Ah,  my  prince ! 
You  are  still  straying  in  the  toils  of  lofve! 

Pyr.  Canst  thou  then  think  I  love  this  woman 
still  ? 
One  who  repays  my  passion  .with  disdain ! 
A  stranger,  captive,  friendless,  and  forikxn ; 
She  and  her  darling  son  within  mv  power ; 
His  life  a  forfeit  to  the  Greeks:  Vet  I 
Preserve  her  son ;  would  take  her  to  my  dirooe; 
Would  fieht  her  battles,  and  aveqge  her  wrongi; 
And  all  this  while  she  treats  me  as  her  foe ! 

PAofi.  You  have  it  in  your  pQwer  to  be  re- 
venged* 

Pyr.  Yes  :•— 4uid  HI  shew  my  power !  Fll  g^ 
her  cause 
To  hate  me !  her  Astyanax  shall  die !— — 
What  tears  will  then  be  shed!  How  will  sbe  then, 
In  bitterness  of  heart,  reproadi  my  name ! 
Then,  to  complete  her  woes,  vrill  I  espouse 
Hermione : — ^Twill  stab  her  to  the  heart ! 

PAmf.  Alas,  you  threaten  like  a  lover  still ! 

Pyr,  Phoenix,  excuse  this  struggle  of  my  soul : 
lis  the  last  effort  of  expiring  love. 

Phan.  Then  hasten,  sir,  to  see  the  Spartan 
princess; 
And  turn  the  bent  of  your  desires  on  her. 

Pyr.  Oh !  'tis  a  heavy  task  to  oofnquer  loves 
And  wean  the  soul  from  her  accustomed  foiid* 


But,  come !— -A  long  ftrewell  to  Hectoi^  widow. 
Tis  with  a  secret  pleasure  I  look  badk. 
And  see  the  many  dangers  I  harve  pasmL 
The  merchant  thus,  in  dreadful  tempests  tout. 
Thrown  by  the  waves  on  some  nnlooced-lbr  coast. 
Oft  turns,  and  sees,  with  a  delighted  c^ 
Midst  rocks  and  shelves  the  broken  biUowa  fiy; 
And,  while  the  outrageous  winds  the  deep  defutm. 
Smiles  on  the  tumul^  and  enjoys  dw  storm. 


ACT   in. 


SCENE  L 

£nter  Ptlades  an4  OaisTESy 

PyL  For  Heavenfs  sake,  sb,  compose  your 
raffled  mind. 
And  moderate  yotir  rage ! 

Oreit.  No,  PyladesT 
This  is  no  time  for  counsel."-  ■  I  am  deaf. 
Talk  not  of  reason !  I  have  been  too  patient 

9 


Ufe  is  not  worth  my  care.    Ity  sool  gitnvs  de^ 

perate. 
Pll  bear  her  off,  or  perish  in  the  attempt. 
Ill  force  her  from  his  arms  z'^By  Heaven  J  will ! 
PyL  Well,  'tis  agreed,  my  friend :— Well  ^roe 

her  hence, 
But  still  consider,  we  are  in  Epirus. 
The  court,  the  guards,  Hermione  herself^ 
The  very  air  we  breathe^  belongit  to  Pyrrima. 
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Good  gnds !  what  tempted  yoa  to  seek  her  here ! 

Ortst.  Lost  to  myself,  I  knew  not  what  I  did. 
My  purposes  were  wild.    Perhaps  I  came 
To  menace  Pyrrhus,  and  upbraid  the  woman. 

PyL  This  violence  of  temper  may  prove  fatal. 

Oreti.  It  mast  be  more  than  man  to  bear  these 
shocks, 
These  outrages  of  fate,  with  temper ! 
He  tells  me,  that  he  weds  Hermione ; 
And  will  to-morrow  take  her  from  my  hand  !— 
My  hand  shall  sooner  bear  the  tyrant's  heart. — 

PyL  Your  passion  blinds  you,  sir  ;  he's  not  to 
blame. 
Could  you  but  look  into  the  soul  of  Pyrrhus, 
Perhaps  you'd  find  it  tortured,  like  your  own. 

Orett.  No,  Pylades !  '^Tis  all  design — His  pride, 
To  triumph  over  me,  has  changed  his  love. 
The  fair  Hermione,  before  I  came. 
In  all  her  bloom  of  beauty,  was  neglected. 
Ah,  cruel  gods  !  I  thought  hfer  all  ray  own ! 
She  was  consenting  to  return  to  Sparta : 
Her  heart,  divided  betwixt  rage  and  love, 
Was  on  the  wing  to  take  its  leave  of  Pyrrhus. 
She  heard  my  sighs;  she  pitied  my  complaints; 

She  praised  my  constancy ; ^The  least  indiHer- 

enoe, 
From  this  proud  king,  had  made  Orestes  happy. 

PyL  So  your  fond  heart  believes. 

Chest  Did  I  not  see 
Her  hate,  her  rage,  her  indii^nation  rise 
Against  the  ungrateful  man  ? 

PyL  Believe  me,  prince, 
^was  then  she  loved  him  most    Had  Pyrrhus 

left  her. 
She  would  have  formed  some  new  pretext  to  stay. 
Take  my  advice : — ^Tbink  not  to  force  her  hence ; 
But  fly  yourself  from  her  destructive  channs. 
Her  soul  is  linked  to  Pyrrhus  :  Were  she  yours, 
She  would  reproach  you  still,  and  still  regret 
Her  disappointed  nuptials. 

Orest.  Talk  no  more ! 
I  cannot  bear  the  thought !  She  must  be  mine  ! 
Did  Pvrrhus  carry  thunder  in  his  liand, 
Fd  stand  the  bolt,  and  chnl tenure  all  his  fiiry. 

Ere  I  resigned  Hermione. By  force 

rn  snatch  her  hence,  and  bear  her  to  my  ships ; 
Have  we  forgot  her  mother  Helen's  rape  ? 

PyL  Will  then  Orestes  turn  a  ravisher, 
And  blot  his  emba^sv  f 

Orest.  Oh,  "Pylades ! 
My  grief  weighs  heavy  on  me : — Twill  distract 

me  ! 
O  leave  me  to  myself! — Let  not  thy  friendship 
Involve  thee  in  my  woes.    Too  Ion»  already,  * 
Too  long  hast  thou  been  punished  for  my  crimes. 
It  is  enough,  my  friend  ! — It  is  cnou«;h  ! 
Let  not  thy  generous  love  betray  thee  farther : 
The  gods  have  set  me  as  their  mark,  to  empty 
Their  quivers  on  me. — Leave  me  to  myself. 
Mine  be  the  dancer ;  mine  the  enterprize. 
All  I  request  of  thee  is^  to  return, 
^nd,  in  my  place,  convey  Astyuiai 

Vol.  I. 


(As  Pyrrhus  has  consented)  into  Oreeee> 

Go,  Pylades 

PyL  Lead  on,  my  friend,  lead  on  I 
Let  us  bear  off  Hermione !  No  toil, 
No  danger  can  deter  a  friend : — ^Lead  on! 
Draw  up  the  Greeks ;  summon  your  numerous 

train: 
The  ships  are  ready,  and  the  wind  sits  fair : 
There  eastward  lies  the  sea ;  the  rolling  waves 
Break  on  those  palace-stairs.    I  know  each  pas9| 
Each  avenue  and  outlet  of  the  court.* 
This  very  night  we'll  carry  her  on  board. 

Oresi,  Thou  art  too  good !  I  trespass  on  thy 

friendship. 
But,  Oh  I  excuse  a  wretch,  whom  no  man  pitie^ 
Except  thyself:  one  just  about  to  lose 
The  treasure  of  his  soul :  whom  al)  mankind 
Conspire  to  hate,  and  one  who  hates  bimselfi 
When  will  my  friendship  be  of  use  to  thee? 
PyL  The  question  is  unkind.    But  now  re* 

member 
To  keep  your  counsels  close,   and   hide  your 

thoughts ; 
Let  not  Hermione  suspect — no  more — 
I  see  her  coming,  sir — 

Orest.  Away,  my  friend ;. 
I  am  advised ;  my  all  depends  upon  it 

[Exit  Pyladu^ 

Enter  Hermione  and  Cleovx. 

Orett.  Madam,  your  orders  are  obeyed;  I 
have  seen 
Pvrrbus,  my  rival ;  and  have  gained  hixn  for  yoa. 
The  king  resolves  to  wed  you. 

Her.  So  1  am  told  : 
And  farther,  I  am  informed  that  you,  Orestes, 
Are  to  dispose  me  for  the  intended  marriage. 

Orest.  And  are  you,  madam,  willing  to  com- 
ply? 

Her.  Could  I  imagine  Pyrrhus  loved  i^  still  ? 
After  so  long  delays,  who  would  have  though^ 
His  hidden  flames  would  shew  themselves  at  laaty 
And  kindle  in  his  breast,  when  mine  expired? 
I  can  suppose,  with  you,  he  fears  the  Greeks ; 
That  it  is  interest,  and  not  late,  directs  him ; 
And  that  my  eyes  had  greater  power  o'er  you. 

Orest.  No,  princess,  no!    It  is  too  plain  he 
loves  vou. 
Your  eyes  do  what  they  will,  and  cannot  fail 
To  eain  a  conquest,  whore  you  wish  they  should. 

Her.  What  can  I  do  ?   alas !   my  faim  is  pro- 
mised. 
Can  I  refuse  what  is  not  mine  to  rive  ? 
A  princess  is  not  at  her  choice  to  love ; 
All  we  have  left  us  is  a  blind  obedience  : 
And  yet,  you  sf  e,  how  far  I  had  complied, 
And  made  ray  dutv  yield  to  your  intreaties. 

Orest.  Ah,  cruel  maid !  you  knew — but  I  have 
done. 
All  have  a  ri^jht  to  please  themselves  in  love : 
1  blame  not  yoii.     Tis  true,  I  hoped — but  yo» 
Are  mistress  of  yoar  heart,  and  I'm  content.  ^ 

Ss 
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'Tis  fortune  is  ray  enemy,  not  you. 

But,  madam,  I  shall  spare  you  farther  pain 

On  this  uneasy  theme,  and  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  Orestes. 
Her,  Cleone,  couidst  thou  think  he'd  be  so 

calm? 
CUo.  Madam,  his  silent  grief  sits  heavy  on 
him. 
He's  to  be  pitied.     His  too  eager  love 
Has  made  him  busy  to  his  own  destruction. 
His  threatb  have  wrought  this  change  of  mind  in 
Pyrrhus. 
Her.  Dost  thou  think  Pyrrhus  capable  of  fear! 
Whom  should   the  intrepid  Pyrrhus  fear?  tlie 

Greeks? 
Did  he  not  lead  their  harrassed  troops  to  con- 
quest. 
When  they  despaired,  when  they  retired  from 

Troy, 
And  sought  for  shelter  in  their  burning  fleets  ? 
Did  he  not  then  supply  his  fathcT*s  place  ? 
No,  my  Cleon(>,  he  ib  above  constrauit ; 
He  acts  unforced ;  and  where  he  weds  he  loves. 
Cteo.  Oh,  that  Orestes  had  remained  in  Greece! 
I  fear  to-morrow  will  prove  fatal  to  him. 

Her.  Wilt  thou  discourse  of  nothing  but  Ores- 
tes? 
Pyrrhus  is  mine  again ! — Is  mine  for  ever ! 
On,  my  Cleone  !  I  am  wild  with  joy  ! 
Pyrrhus,  the  bold  !  the  brave !  tne  godlike  Pyr- 
rhus! 
—Oh,  I  could  tell  thee  numberless  exploits. 
And  tire  thee  with  his  battles — Oli,  Cleone — 
Cleo.  Madam,  conceal  your  joy — I  see  Andro- 
mache: 
She  weeps,  and  comes  to  speak  her  sorrows  to 
you. 
Her.  I  would  indulge  the  gladness  of  my  heart ! 
Let  us  retire :  her  grief  is  out  of  season. 

Enter  Andromache  and  Cephisa. 

Andr.  Ah,  madam,  whither » whither  do  you  fly  ? 
Where  can  your  eyes  behold  a  sight  more  plea- 
sing 
Than  HecWs  wido^v  suppliant  and  in  tears  ? 
I  come  not  an  alarmed,  a  jealous  foe. 
To  envy  you  the  heart  your  charms  have  won  *. 
The  only  man  I  sought  to  please,  is  gone ; 
Killed  in  my  sight,  by  an  inhuman  hand. 
Hector  first  taught  me  love ;  which  my  fond  heart 
Shall  ever  cherish,  'till  we  meet  in  death, 
fiut,  oh,  I  have  a  sou ! — And  you,  one  day. 
Will  be  no  stranger  to  a  mother's  fondness : 
But  Heaven  forbid  that  you  should  ever  know 
A  mother's  sorrow  for  an  only  son. 
Her  joy,  her  bliss,  her  last  survivuig  comfort ! 
When  every  hour  she  trembles  for  nis  life  ! 
Your  power  o'er  Pyrrhus  may  relieve  my  fears. 
Alas,  what  danger  is  there  in  a  child, 
Saved  from  the  wreck  of  a  whole  ruined  empire? 
Let  me  go  hide  him  in  some  desert  isle : 
Yen  may  rely  upon  my  tender  care 


To  keep  him  far  from  perils  of  ambition : 
All  he  can  learn  of  me,  will  be  to  weep. 

Her.  Madam,  'tis  easy  to  conceive  your  grief: 
But  it  would  ill  become  me  to  solicit 
In  contradiction  to  my  fatlier's  will : 
Tis  he  who  urges  to  destroy  your  son. 
Madam^  if  Pyrrhus  must  be  wrought  to  pity, 
No  woman  does  it  better  than  yourself; 
If  you  gain  him,  I  shall  comply  of  course. 

[Exeunt  Her.  and  Cieone. 

Andr.  Didst  thou  not  mind  witli  what  disdain 
she  spoke  ? 
Youth  and  prosperity  have  made  her  vain ; 
She  has  not  seen  the  fickle  turns  of  life. 

Ceph.  Madam,  were  I  as  you,  I'd  take  ber 
counsel. 
T'd  speak  my  own  distress :  one  look  from  you 
Will  vanquisn  Pyrrhus,  and  confound  the  Greeks-- 
See,  where  he  comes — Lay  bold  on  this  occa&ioiL 

Enter  Pyrrhus  and  Phsnix. 

Pyr.  Where  is  the  princess  ? — Did  yoo  not  in- 
form me 
Uermione  was  here  ?  [To  Phtnii. 

Pkten,  I  thought  so,  sir. 
Andr.  Thou  seest  what  mighty  power  my  cTe« 
have  on  him  ?  [To  Cephisa* 

Pyr.  What  says  she.  Phoenix  ? 
Andr.  I  have  no  hope  left ! 
Phan.  Let  us  be  gone: — ^Hermione  eiqiects 

you. 
Ceph.  For  Heaven's  sake,  madam,  break  this 
suilen  silence. 

Andr.  My  child's  already  promised 

Ceph.  But  not  given. 

Aiidr.  No,  no  f  my  tears  are  vain  !  his  doona 

is  flxcd ! 
Pyr,  See,  if  she  deigns  to  cast  one  look  opoa 
us ! 
Pn)ud  woman ! 

Andr.  1  provoke  him  by  my  presence. 
Let  us  •retire. 

Pyr.  Come,  let  us  satisfy 
The  Greeks;  and  give  them  up  this Phryspan  boy . 
Andr.  All,  sir!  recall  those  words — What  bm\e 
you  said ! 
If  you  give  up  my  son,  oh,  give  up  me  ! — 
You,  who  so  many  times  have  sworn  me  friend- 

ship : 
Oh,  Heavens ! — will  you  not  look  with  pitj  on 

mc? 
Is  there  no  hope  ?  Is  there  no  room  for  purdun  f 
Pyr.  Fha>nix  will  answer  you:  my  word  is  nst. 


Andr.  You,  who  would  brave  so  many  dai^cT« 
for  me ! 

.  Pyr,  I  was  your  lover  then :  I  now  mm  free. 
To  tavour  you  I  might  have  spared  his  lif^  : 
But  you  would  ne'er  vouchsafe  to  ask  it  of  mc. 
Now,  'tis  too  late. 

Andr.  Ah,  sir,  you  understood 
Mv  tears,  my  wislies,  which  I  durst  not  utter» 
Afraid  of  a  repulse.    Oh,  sir,  excuse 
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The  pride  of  royal  blood,  that  checks  my  soui. 
Yoa  kooir,  alas  1  1  was  not  born  to  kneel, 
To  sue  ror  pity,  and  to  own  a  master. 
Pjrr.  No!  in  your  heart  you  curse  me!  you 
disdain 
My  i;eDeroas  flame,  and  scorn  to  be  obliged  ! 
This  ?eiy  son,  this  darling  of  your  soul. 
Would  be  less  dear,  did  I  preserve  him  for  you. 
Your  an|^,  your  aversion  fall  on  me  ! 
Voa  hate  me  more  than  tfie  whole  league  of 

Greece: 
But  I  shall  leave  you  to  your  great  resentments. 
Let  us  go,  Phcenlx,  and  appease  the  Greeks. 
AKdr,  Then,  let  me  uie!  and  let  me  go  to 
Heitor! 

Cfph.  Butymadtoi 

Andr.  What  can  I  do  more  ?  The  tyrant 
Sees  my  distraction,  and  insults  my  tears. 

rib  Ceph. 
' — -Behold  how  low  you  have  reduced  a  queen ! 
These  eyes  have  seen  my  country  laid  in  ashes; 
Mj  Idodred  fall  in  war ;  my  father  slain ; 
Hy  hosband  dragged  in  his  own  blood ;  my  son 
Coodcmned  to  bondasc,  and  myself  a  slave ; 
^  ''t«  in  the  midst  of  these  unheard-of  woes, 
i«ii»  some  relief  to  find  myself  your  captive ; 
Aiyi  that  my  son,  derived  from  ancient  kings, 
Si  .V  f  he  mufit  serve,  had  Pyrrhus  f(ir  his  roaster, 
^iieo  Priam  kneeled,  the  great  Acliilles  wept: 
J  hoped  I  should  not  find  his  son  less  noble. 
I  thought  the  brave  were  still  the  most  compas- 
sionate. 
9^  do  not,  sir,  divide  me  from  my  child ! 
It'  he  must  die — — — • 

Pyr.  Phicnix,  withdraw  a  while.  [Exit  Pkanis. 
Ri«e,  madam — Yet  you  may  preserve  your  son. 
I  ^  whenever  I  provoke  your  tears^ 
I  /unush  you  with  arms  against  myself. 
I  thought  my  Imtred  fixed  before  I  saw  you. 
(>h,  turn  yoor  eyes  upon  me,  while  I  speak, 
Aod  see,  if  yrm  discover  in  my  looks 
An  uipy  judge,  or  an  obdurate  foe  ! 
^  hy  wiD  you  force  me  to  desert  your  cau w  ? 
In  your  son's  name  I  beg  we  may  be  friends ; 
^  me  intrcat  you  to  secure  his  life  ! 
Xu$t  i  tarn  suppliant  for  him  ?  Think,  oh  think, 
*ri»  the  last  time,  you  both  may  yet  be  happy  ! 
1  know  the  ties  I  break ;  the  foes  I  arm : 
I  wTOog  Hmnione ;  I  send  her  hence ; 
And  with  her  diadem  I  bind  your  brows. 
CoQsider  well ;  for  'tis  of  moment  to  you  ! 
(  huse  to  be  wretched,  madam,  or  a  queen. 
Mf  wml,  coasuined  with  a  whole  year's  despair, 
C'm  bear  no  Ioniser  these  perplexing  doubts; 
I  inow,  if  Vm  deprived  of  you,  I  die : 
Bqt  oh,  I  die,  if  1  wait  longer  for  you  ! 
time  TOO  to  jour  thoughts.    When  J  return, 
Wr*U  to  the  temple ;  there  youll  find  your  son ; 
And  there  be  crrowned,  or  give  him  up  for  ever. 

[E.ri^  Pyrrhus. 
CtpiL  I  Cold  youy  madan^  that  in  spite  of 


You  would  o'er-rule  tfie  milire  of  your  fortune. 

Andr.  Alas !  C'ephisa,  \%  hut  have  I  obtained  ! 
Dniy  a  poor  sh(M*t  respite  for  my  son. 

Ceph.  You  have  enough  approved  your  faith 
to  Hector ; 
To  be  reluctant  still  would  be  a  crime. 
He  would  himself  persaade  you  to  comply. 

Andr.  How- wouldst  thou  give  me  Pyrrhus 

for  a  husband  ? 

Ceph.  Think  you,  'twill  please  the  ghost  of  your 
dead  husband, 
That  you  should  sacrifice  his  son  f  Consider, 
Pyrrhus  once  more  invites  you  to  a  throne ; 
lums  all  his  power  as^ainst  the  foes  of  Troy ; 
Remembers  not  Achilles  was  his  father; 
Retracts  his  conquests,  and  forgets  his  hatred. 

Andr.  Hut  how  can  I  forget  it !  How  can  I 
I'orget  my  Hector,  treated  with  dishonour ; 
Deprived  of  funeral  rites ;  and  vilely  dragged, 
A  bloody  airsc,  about  the  walls  of  Troy  ? 
Can  r  forget  the  good  old  king  his  fatlier, 
Slain  in  my  presence ;  at  the  altar  slain ! 
Which  vainly,  for  protectiun,  he  embraced? 
Hast  thou  fon;ot  tnat  dreadful  night,  Cepbisa^ 
When  a  whole  people  fell  ?  Me  thinks  I  see 
Pyrrhus,  enraged,  and  breathing  vengeance,  enter 
Amidst  the  glare  of  burning  palaces: 
I  see  him  hew  his  passage  through  my  brothers ; 
And,  bathed  in  blood,  lay  all  my  kindred  waste. 
Think,  in  this  scene  of  horror,  what  I  suGSered  ! 
This  is  the  courtship  I  received  from  Pyrrhus ; 
And  this  the  husband  thou  wouldst  give  me !  No^ 
We  both  will  perish  first  1  I'll  ne'er  consent. 

Ceph.  Since  you  resolve  Astyanax  shall  die^ 
Haste  to  the  temple,  bid  your  son  farewell 
Why  do  you  tremble,  madam  ? 

Andr.  O  Cephisa ! 
Thou  hast  awakened  all  the  mother  in  me. 
How  can  I  bid  farewell  to  the  dear  child, 
The  pledge,  the  image  of  ray  much-loved  lord ! 
Alas,  1  aUl  to  mind  the  fatal  day, 
Wtien  his  too-forward  courage  led  him  forth 
To  seek  Achilles. 

Ceph.  Oh,  the  unhappy  hour ! 
'Twas  then  Troy  fell,  and  all  her  gods  forsook 
her. 

Andw.  That  mom,  Cephisa,  that  ill-fated  mon^ 
My  husband  bid  thee  bring  Astyanax ; 
Fie  took  him  in  his  arms  ;  and,  as  I  wept, 
Mv  wife,  my  dear  Andromache,  said  he, 
C Heaving  with  stifled  sighs  to  see  me  weep) 
What  fortune  may  attend  my  arms,  the  gods 
Alone  can  tell.    To  thee  I  give  the  boy; 
Preserve  him  as  the  token  of  our  loves ; 
If  I  should  fall,  let  him  not  miss  his  sire 
While  thou  survivest ;  but,  hy  thy  tender  care, 
Let  the  son  see  that  thou  didst  love  liis  father. 

Ceph.  And  will  you  throw  away  a  life  so  pre- 
cious ? 
At  once  extirpate  all  the  Trojan  line? 

Andr.  Inhuman  king !  WHat  has  be  done  to 
eafTcr? 
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If  I  oeglecl  jmsr  vows,  is  he  to  blame  f 

Has  he  reproached  yoa  with  his  slaughtered  kin* 

dred? 
Can  he  resent  those  ills  he  does  not  know  ? 
But,  oh  !  while  I  deliberate  he  dies. 
No,  no,  thou  must  not  die,  while  I  can  save  thee; 
Oh !  let  me  find  out  P/rrhiis — Oh,  Cephisa ! 
Do  thou  go  find  him. 

Ceph.  What  must  I  say  to  him  ? 

Andr.  Teil  him  I  love  my  son  to  such  excess — 
But  dost  thou  think  he  means  the  child  shall  die^ 
Can  love  rejected  turn  to  so  much  rage  ? 

Ceph,  Madam,  he'll  soon  he  here Resolve 

on  something. 

Andr,  Well  then,  assure  him— 

Ceph.  Madnm,  of  your  love? 

Andr,  Alas^  thou  knowest  it  is  not  in  my  power. 


Oh,  my  dead  lord !  Oh,  Priam's  royal  hoiue ! 
Oh,  my  Astyanax !  At  what  a  price 
Thy  mother  buys  thee !        Let  us  go. 

Ceph,  But  whither? 
And  what  does  your  unsettled  heart  resolve  f 

Andr,  Come,  my  Cephisa,  let  us  go  together. 
To  the  sad  monument  which  I  have  raised 
To  Hector's  shade ;  where  in  their  sacred  am 
The  ashes  of  my  hero  lie  inclosed ; 
The  dear  remains,  which  I  have  saved  from  Troy, 
There  let  me  weep,  there  summon  to  my  aid. 
With  pious  ntes,  my  Hector's  awful  shade ; 
Let  him  be  witness  to  my  doubts,  my  fears^ 
My  agonizing  heart,  my  flowing  tears : 
Oh  !  may  he  rise  in  pity  from  his  tomb^ 
And  fix  his  wretched  soii*s  uncertain  doom  ! 

[Exatnt, 


ACT.    IV. 


SCENE  I.<— Ayt»liOMACR£,  Cephisa. 

Ceph:  Blest  be  the  tomb  of  Hector,  that  in- 
spires 
These  )huus  thoughts :  or  is  it  Hector's  self, 
That  prompts  you  to  preserve  your  son !  Tis  he 
Who  still  presides  o*er  ruined  Troy ;  'tis  he 
Who  urges  Pyrrhus  to  restore  Astyanax. 

Andr,  Pyrrhus  has  said  he  will ;  and  thou  bast 
*    beard  him 
Just  now  renew  the  oft-repeated  promise. 

Ceph,  Already  in  the  transports  of  his  heart, 
He  £ives  you  up  his  kingdom,  his  allies, 
And  thinxs  himself  o'eri-paid  for  all  in  you. 

Andr.  I  think  I  may  rely  upon  his  promise: 
And  yet  my  heart  is  over-chained  with  grief. 

Ceph,  Why  should  you  grieve !  You  see  he 
bids  defiance 
To  all  the  Greeks ;  and  to  protect  your  son 
Against  their  rage,  has  placed  his  guards  about 

him ; 
Leaving  himself  defenceless  fi>r  his  sake  i 
But,  madam,  think,  tlie  coronation  pomp 
Will  soon  demand  your  presence  in  the  temple : 
Tis  time  you  lay  aside  these  mourning  weeds. 


Andr 


e  you  lay  i 
.  I  will  be 


there ;  but  first  would  see  my 


son. 


Ctpk.  Madam,  you  need  not  now  be  anxious 
for  him ; 
He  will  be  always  with  you,  all  your  own. 
To  lavish  the  whole  mother*s  fondness  on  him. 
What  a  delight  to  train  beneath  your  eye, 
A  son,  who  grows  no  longer  up  in  bondage 
A  son,  in  w^m  a  race  of  kings  revive! 
}}ut,  madam,  you  are  sad,  and  wrapt  in  thought. 
As  if  you  relished  not  your  happiness. 
Andr,  Oh,  I  must  see  my  son  once  mor^, 

Cephisa ! 
Ceph.  iifadam,  he  now  will  be  no  more  a 
captive; 
ypur  visits  may  be  frequextt  as  you  please. 


To-morrow  you  may  pass  the  live-lone  day 

Andr.  To-morrow !   Oh,  Cephisa  I— But,  do 


more ! 
Cephisa,  I  have  always  found  thee  faithful : 
A  load  of  care  weighs  down  mv  drooping  heart. 

Ceph.  Oh !  that  'twere  possible  for  me  taeasa 
you! 

Andr.   I  soon   shall  exercise  thy  long-tned 
faith. — 
Mean  while  I  do  conjure  thee,  my  Cephisa, 
Thou-  take  no  notice  of  my  present  trouble : 
And  when  I  shall  disclose  my  secret  purpose. 
That  thou  be  punctual  to  perform  my  will. 

Ceph.  Madam,  I  have  no  will  but  yours.  My  Ufa 
Is  nothing,  balanced  with  my  lo%'e  to  you. 

Andr.  I  thank  thee,  good  Cephisa;  my  Astyanax 
Will  recompense  thy  friendship  to  his  mother. 
But,  come ;  my  heart  s  at  ease :  assist  me  now 
To  change  this  sable  habiL^--^Yonder  oonies 
Hermione ;  I  would  not  meet  her  rage.  [ExeumL 

Enter  Hermione  und  Cleoxe. 


Clco.  This  unexpected  silence,  this 
This  outward  calm,  this  settled  frame  of  miod. 
After  such  wrongs  and  insults,  much  surprise  me! 
You,  who  before  could  not  command  your  ragf , 
When  Pyrrhus  looked  but  kindly  on  his  cRptire ; 
How  can  you  bear  unmoved,  that  he  should  wed 

her. 
And  seat  her  on  a  throne  which  you  should  fill  ? 
I  fear  this  dreadful  stillness  in  your  soul  1 
•Twere  better,  madam — 

Her.  Have  you  called  Orestes  ? 

Cieo.  Madam,  I  have ;  his  love  is  too  imfmticQt 
Not  to  obey  with  speed  the  welcome  summons. 
His  love-sick  heart  o'erlooks  his  unkind  usat^ : 
His  ardour's  still  the  same — ^Madam,  he^s  here« 

Enter  Orestes. 

Oreit.  Ah,  madaii^  is  it  tni^?  1^**?%  tl»eD| 
Orestes 
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At  length  attend  yoa  by  yoar  own  Goamiaiids  ? 
What  cu  I  do-*— 


Her.  Orestes,  do  you  love  me  ? 
Orai,  What  means  that  question,  princess? 
Do  I  love  you  ? 
yij  oath%  my  perjuries^  my  hopes,  my  feara^ 
Mj  farewell,  my  return,  aU  speak  my  love.     . 
Her,  Avenge  my  wrongs,  and  I'll  believe  them 

alL 
OrtU,  It  ahali  be  done*-my  soul  has  catched 
the  alarm. 
Well  spirit  op  the  Greeks — ^I'll  lead  them  on— 
Your  cauae  ahall  ammate  our  fleets  and  armies, 
let  as  retnm  \  let  us  not  lose  a  moment, 
But  urge  the  fate  of  this  devoted  land  ! 
Letusdoiart 

Btr.  No,  prince,  let  us  stay  here ! 
I  will  have  vengeance  here — ^I  will  not  carry 
This  load  of  infamy  to  Greece,  nor  tmst 
The  chance  of  war  to  vindicate  my  wrongs. 
Ere  I  depart,  I'll  make  Epirus  mourn. 
If  roo  avenge  me,  let  it  be  this  instant ; 
My  rage  brooks  no  delay— Haste  to  the  temple, 
Haste,  prince,  and  sacrihce  him  ! 
Orut.  Whom ! 
Her,  Why,  Pyrrhus. 

Oreit.  Pyrrhus !  Did  you  say,  Pyrrhus? 
Her,  You  demur ! 
Oh,  fly,  begone !  give  me  no  time  to  think ! 
Talk  oot  of  laws — ^he  tramples  on  all  laws — 
Lm  me  not  hear  him  justified — away ! 

Orett.  You  cannot  think  I'll  justify  my  rival. 
Madam,  your  love  has  made  him  criminal. 
You  bhall  have  vengeance ;  I'll  have  vengeance 

too: 
&t  let  our  hatred  be  profest  and  open : 
I^t  OS  alarm  all  Greece,  denounce  9  war ; 
I«  0.  attack  him  ia  hi.  ««ngth,  and  hunt  him 

down 
j^  cooouest :  should  I  torn  base  assassin, 
TttooJa  suUy  all  the  kings  I  represent. 
Her,  Have  I  not  been  dishonoured !    set  at 
nought! 
£xpoi9ed  to  public  scorn ! — and  will  you  suffer 
The  tyrant,  who  dares  use  me  thus,  to  live  ? 
^oowy  piinc^  I  hate  him  more  than  once  I  loved 

turn; 
The  Qods  alone  can  tell  how  once  I  loved  him ; 
)  e%  the  false  perjured  man,  I  once  did  love  him ; 
And  spite  of  ail  his  crimes  and  broken  vows. 
If  he  aooold  live,  I  may  relapse — who  knows, 
But  I  to-movTOw  may  forgive  his  wrongs  ? 
Ort$i.  First  let  me  tear  him  piece-meal-^e 
afaaUdie. 
But,  madnn,  give  me  leisure  to  contrive 
TVke  plaoe^  the  time,  the  manner  of  his  death : 
Vet  Vm  a  ttnuu^er  in  the  court  of  Pyrrhus ; 
^r^m  have  I  net  my  foot  within  Epirus, 
^^lien  von  eojoin  me  to  destroy  the  prince. 
It  t^i  be  dooe  thb  very  night 

Her,  But  iKyfr, 
Thi&veiy  hour,  1m  weds  Andromache; 


The  temple   shines  with   pomp;    the   goMea 

throne 
Is  now  prepared ;  the  joyful  rites  begin ; 
My  shame  is  public — OK,  be  speedy,  prince ! 
My  wrath's  impatient — ^Pyrrhus  lives  too  long ! 
Intent  on  love,  and  heedless  of  his  person. 
He  covers  with  his  guards  the  Trojan  boy. 
Now  is  the  time  !  assemble  all  jour  Greeks ; 
Mine  shall  assist  them ;  let  their  fury  loose : 
Already  they  regard  him  as  a  foe. 
Begone,  Oreste»--kill  the  faithless  tyrant : 
My  luve  shall  recompense  the  glorious  deed. 

Orest,  Consider,  madam^ 

Her.  You  but  mock  my  rage  ! 
I  was  contriving  how  to  make  you  happy. 
Think  you  to  merit  by  your  idle  sighs, 
And  not  attest  your  love  by  one  brave  action  ^ 
Go,  with  your  boasted  constancy  !  and  leave 
Ilennione  to  execute  her  own  revenge  ! 
I  blush  to  think  how  my  too  easy  faith 
Has  twice  been  baffled  in  one  shameful  hour ! 

Oreit.  Hear  me  but  speak ! ^you  know  Fll 

die  to  serve  you  ! 

Her,  I'll  go  myself:  I'll  stab  him  at  the  altar; 
Then  drive  the  poniard,  recking  with  his  blood, 
Through  my  own  heart.     In  death  we  shaU 

unite: 
Better  to  die  with  him,  than  live  with  you ! 

Ortit.  That  were  to  make  him  blest,  and  mft 
more  wretched : 
Madam,  he  dies  by  me : — ^Have  you  a  foe^ 
And  shall  I  let  him  live  ?  My  rival,  too? 
Ere  yon  meridian  sun  declines,  he  dies : 
And  you  shall  say,  that  I  deserve  vour  love. 

Her,  Go,  prince ;  strike  home !  and  leave  the 
rest  to  me. 
Let  all  your  ships  be  ready  for  our  flight 

[Exit  Orettes. 

Cko,  Madam,  you'll  perish  in  this  bold  at- 
tempt 

Her.  Give  me  my  vengeance,  I'm  content  to 
perish. 
I  was  to  blame  to  trust  it  with  another : 
In  my  own  hands  it  had  been  more  secure. 
Orestes  hates  not.  Pyrrhus  as  I  hate  him : 
I  should  have  thrust  the  dagger  home ;  have  see» 
The  tyrant  curse  me  with  his  panting  breath. 
And  roll  about  his  dying  eyes,  in  vain. 
To  find  Andromache,  whom  I  would  hide. 
Oh,  would  Orestes,  when  he  gives  the  blow. 
Tell  him  he  dies  my  victim ! — Haste,  Cleone ; 
Charge  him  to  say,  Hermione's  resentments. 
Not  those  of  Greece,   have  sentenced  bun  te 

death. 
Haste,  my  Cleone!  My  revenge  is  lost. 
If  Pyrrhus  knows  not  that  he  dies  by  me  ! 

Clco,  I  shall  obey  your  orders — But  see 
The  king  approacn  ! — Who  could  expect  him 
here? 

Her.  O  fly !  Cleone,  fly !  and  bid  Orestes 
Not  proceed  a  step  before  I  tee  him. 

[Esit  Cleone, 
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Enter  Ptrrbus. 

Pyr.  Madam,  I  ought  to  shun  an  injured  prin- 
cess: 

Your  distant  looks  reproach  me :  and  I  come. 
Not  to  defend,  but  to  avow  my  guilt 
INrrhus  will  ne'er  approve  his  own  injustice ; 
Nor  form  excuses,  while  his  heart  condemns  him. 
I  might  perhaps  alledge,  our  warlike  sires. 
Unknown  to  us,  engaged  us  to  each  other. 
And  joined  our  hearts  by  contract,  not  by  love : 
But  I  detest  such  cobweb  arts ;  I  own 
My  father^s  treaty,  and  allow  its  force. 
I  sent  ambassadors  to  call  you  hither; 
Received  vou  as  my  queen  ;   and  hoped  my 

oaths. 
So  oft  renewed,  mi^t  ripen  into  love. 
The  gods  can  witness,  madam,  how  I  fought 
Against  Andromache's  too  fatal  charms ! 
And  still  I  wish  I  had  the  power  to  leave 
This  Trojan  beauty,  and  be  just  to  you. 
Discharge  your  an^r  on  this  perjured  man ! 
For  I  abhor  ray  cnme  !  and  should  be  pleased 
To  hear  you  speak  your  wrongs  aloud :  no  terms, 
No  bitterness  of  wrath,  nor  keen  reproach, 
Will  equal  half  the  upbraidings  of  my  heart. 

Her.  I  find,  sir,  you  can  be  sincere :  you  scorn 
To  act  your  crimes  with  fear,  like  other  men. 
A  hero  should  be  bold ;  above  all  laws ; 
Be  bravely  false ;  and  laugh  at  solemn  ties. 
To  be  peradious  shews  a  aaring  mind  ! 
And  you  have  nobly  triumphed  o'er  a  maid ! 
To  court  me ;  to  reject  me ;  to  return ; 
Then  to  forsake  me  for  a  Phrygian  slave : 
To  lay  proud  Troy  in  ashes ;  then  to  raise' 
The  son  of  Hector,  and  renounce  the  Greeks, 
Are  actions  worthy  the  great  soul  of  Pyrrhus. 
Pyr.  Madam,  go  on :  give  your  resentments 
birth; 
And  pour  forth  all  your  indignation  on  me. 
Her,  Twould  please  your  queen,  should  I  up- 
braid your  falsehood; 
Call  you  perndious,  traitor,  all  tiie  names 
That  injured  virgins  lavish  on  your  sex ; 
I  should  o'erflow  with  tears,  and  die  with  grief. 
And  furnish  out  a  tale  to  soothe  her  pride. 
But,  sir,  I  would  not  over-chaige  her  joys : 
If  you  would  charm  Andromache,  recount 
Your  bloody  battles,  your  exploits,  your  slaugh- 
ters, 
Your  great  achievements,  in  her  father's  palace. 
She  needs  must  love  the  man,  who  fought  so 

bravely, 
And  in  her  sight  slew  half  her  royal  kindred. 
Pyr.  With  horror  I  look  back  on  my  past 
deeds! 
I  punished  Helen's  wrongs  too  far ;  I  shed 
Too   much  of   blood :    but,    madam,    Helen's 

daughter 
Should  not  object  those  ills  the  mother  caused. 
However  I  am  pleased  to  find  you  hate  me : 
I  was  toQ  forward  to  accuse  myself: 


Tlie  man,  who  ne'er  was  loved,  can  ae'er  be  filse. 
Obedience  to  a  father  brought  you  hidier; 
And  I  stood  bound  by  promise  to  receive  ^oq: 
But  our  desires  were  different  ways  incUoed; 
And  you,  I  own,  were  not  obliged  to  love  me. 
Her,  Have  I  not  loved  you,  then !  peifiiboia 
man ! 
For  you  I  slighted  all  the  Grecian  princes; 
Forsook  my  fathei's  house ;  concealed  my  wrongs 
When  most  provoked:    would   not  retnre  to 

Sparta, 
In  hopes  that  time   might  fix  your  wavenng 

heart. 
I  loved  you  when  inconstant :  and  even  now, 
Inhuman  king,  that  you  pronounce  my  death, 
My  heart  still  doubts,  if  I  should  love  or  hate 

you: 
But,  oh,  since  you  resolve  to  wed  another, 
Defer  your  cruel  purpose  till  to-morrow ! 
This  is  the  last  request  1  e'er  shall  make  you— 
See  if  the  barbarous  prince  vouchsafes  an  an- 
swer! 
Go^  then,  to  the  loved  Phrygian  I  Henoe !  be- 
gone ! 
And  bear  to  her  those  vows,  thai  once  v;cre 

mine: 
Go,  in  defiance  of  the  avenging  gods ! 

Begone  !  the  priest  expects  you  at  the  altar 

But,  tyrant^  have  a  care  I  come  not  thither. 

[ExitHtr, 

Enter  Phoenix. 

Pfur.  Sir,  did  you  mind  her  threats?  Yoorlife 

is  in  danger ! 
There  is  no  trifling  with  a  woman's  rage. 
The  Greeks,  that  swarm  about  the  court,  allhsie 

you; 
Will  treat  you  as  their  country's  enemy. 
And  ioin  in  her  revenge :  besides,  Orestes 
Still  loves  her  to  distraction :  sir,  I  beg 
Pyr,  How,  Phoenix !  should  I  fear  «  womtn  s 

threats? 
A  nobler  passion  takes  up  all  my  thought : 
I  must  prepare  to  meet  Andpomache. 
Do  thou  place  all  my  guards  about  her  son : 
If  he  be  safe,  Pyrrhus  is  free  from  fear. 

[Exit  Pr- 

Phcenix,  alone. 

Oh,  Pyrrhus !  oh,  what  pity  'tis,  the  gods, 
Who  filled  tliy  soul  with  every  kindly  virtue, 
Formed  thee  for  empire  and  consumiimte  gftat* 

ness. 
Should  leave  thee  so  exposed  to  wild  desires 
That  hurry  thee  beyond  the  bounds  of  reason ! 

[A^flouruk  qf  trumpets. 
Such  was  Achilles ;  generous,  fierce,  and  brave.. 
Open  and  undesigning :  bul  impatient. 
Undisciplined,  and  not  to  be  controuled : 
I  fear  tlie  whirl  of  passion,  tliis  career. 
That  overbears  reflection  and  oool  thought; 
I  tremble  for  the  event !  But  see,  the  <ju€ei^ 
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MagnliiceBt  in  rojal  prid^  appears. 

I  must  obe][,8Dd  guard  her  bod  from  danger. 

[Exit  Phanix, 

Enter  Andromache  mnd  Cepbisa. 

Cepk  Madam,  once  more  yoa  look  and  move 
a  queen  I 
Your  Borrows  are  dispersed,  jonr  charms  revive. 
And  ereiT  faded  beauty  blooms  anew. 
Andr,  Vet  all  is  not  as  I  could  wish,  Cephisa. 
CepA.  Yoa  see  the  king  is  watchful  o'er  your 
son; 
Dedi  imn  with  princely  robes,  with  guards  sur- 
rounds him. 
Astaynax  begins  to  reisn  already. 

A^dr,  Pyn^ns  is  nc^ly  minded :  and  I  ffun 
^ould  live  to  thank  him  for  Astyanaz : 
Tb  a  vain  thought— ^—However,  since  my  child 
Has  such  a  friend,  I  ought  not  to  repine. 
Ctpk  These  dark  unfoldings  of  your  soul  per- 
plex me. 
IVlat  meant  those  floods  of  tears,  those  warm , 

embraces, 
As  if  yoQ  bid  your  son  adieu  for  ever  ? 
Forlieaven's  sake,  madam,  let  me  know  your 
giiefs! 

I/"  TOO  mismist  my  faith 

Andr.  Tiukt  were  to  wrong  thee. 
Oh,  my  Cephisa !  this  gay,  lx>rrowed  air, 
This  biaae  of  jewels,  and  this  bridal  dress, 
Are  bat  mock  trappings  to  conceal  my  woe : 
M'  heart  still  mourns ;  I  still  am  Hector's  widow. 
Ctpk.  Will  you  then  break  the  promise  given 
toPyrrbus, 
Blow  up  hb  rage  afresh,  and  blast  your  hopes  ? 
Andr,  I  thought,  Cephisa,  thou  hadst  known 
thv  mistress. 
Coaldat  thou  believe  I  would  be  false  to  Hector? 
Fall  off  from  such  a  husband  !  break  his  rest^ 
And  call  him  to  this  hated  light  again, 
To  see  Androaiache  in  Pjrrrhus'  arms  ? 
Would  Hector,  were  he  living,  and  I  dead, 
forget  Androaiache,  and  wed  her  foe  ! 
Cfpk,  I  cannot  guess  what  drift  your  thoughts 
pursue; 
fiut,  oh,  I  fear  there's  something  dreadful  in  it ! 
Mun  then  Astyanax  be  doomed  to  die; 
And  voa  to  linger  out  a  life  in  bondage  ? 
J^dr.    Nor   this,  nor  that,  Cepliisa,   will  I 


Mr  word  is  past  Co  Pyrrhus,  his  to  me ; 

A  lid  I  rely  upon  his  promised  faith. 

^  uemnd  as  he  is,  I  know  him  well : 

^'rnius  is  vioJent,  but  he's  sincere. 

And  will  perfcNTD  beyond  what  he  has  sworn. 

Tbc  Greeks  will  but  incense  him  more;  their 


Win  make  him  rberish  Hector's  son. 

C^pk.  Ah,  madam, 
£iplaui  the«e  riddles  to  my  boding  heart ! 

Aadr,  Thoa  ma/st  remember,  for  thou  oft 
jMit  heard  me 


Relate  the  dreadful  viaon,  which  I  law, 
When  first  I  landed  captive  in  Epirus. 
That  every  night,  as  in  a  dream  I  lay, 
A  ghastly  figure,  full  of  gaping  wounds. 
His  eyes  aglare,  his  hair  all  stiff  with  blood, 
Full  in  my  sight  thnce  shook  hu  head,  and 

groaned. 
I  soon  £scemed  my  slaughtered  Hector's  shade; 
But,  oh,  how  changed  1  Ye,  gods,  how  much  an- 

like 
The  living  Hector !  Loud  he  bid  me  flj ! 
Fly  from  Achilles'  son  !  then  sternly  frowned. 
And  disappeared.     Struck  with  the  dreadful 

sound, 
I  started  and  awaked. 

Ceph,  But  did  he  bid  you 
Destroy  Astyanax  ? 

Andr,  Cephisa,  FU  preserve  him ; 
With  my  own  life,  Cephisa,  I'll  preserve  him. 

Ceph,  What  may  these  words,  so  full  of  hor* 
ror,  mean  ? 

Andr.  Know,  then,  the  secret  purpose  of  ny 
soul: 
Andromache  will  not  be  false  to  Pyrrhus, 
Nor  violate  her  sacred  love  to  Hector. 
This  hour  I'll  meet  the  king ;  the  holy  priest 
Shall  join  us,  and  confirm  our  mutual  vows : 
This  will  secure  a  father  to  my  child : 
That  done,  I  have  no  farther  use  for  life : 
This  pointed  dagger,  this  determined  hand. 
Shall  save  my  virtue,  and  conclude  my  woes. 

Ceph.  Ah,  madam !   recollect  your  scattered 
reason; 
This  fell  despair  ill  suits  your  present  fortunes. 

Andr.  No  other  stratagem  can  serve  my  pur* 
pose: 
This  is  the  sole  expedient  to  be  just 
To  Hector,  to  Astyanax,  to  Pyrrhus. 
I  shall  soon  visit  Hector,  and  the  shades 
Of  my  great  ancestors :  Cephisa,  thou 
Wilt  lend  a  hand  to  close  tny  mistress'  eyes? 

CepL  Oh,  never  think  that  I  will  stay  behind 
you! 

Andr.  No,  my  Cephisa ;  I  must  have  thee  live. 
Remember,  thou  didst  promise  to  obey. 
And  to  be  secret :  wilt  thou  now  betray- me  ? 
After  thy  long,  thy  faithful  service,  wilt  thou 
Refuse  my  last  commands,  my  dying  wish  ? 
Once  more  I  do  conjure  thee,  live  tor  me. 

Ceph.  Life  is  not  worth  my  care  when  you  are 
gone. 

Andr.  I  must  commit  into  thy  faithful  hands 
All  that  b  dear  and  precious  to  my  soul : 
Live,  and  supply  my  absence  to  my  child ; 
All  that  remains  of  Troy ;  a  future  progeny 
Of  heroes,  and  a  distant  line  of  kings, 
In  him,  is  all  entrusted  to  thy  care. 

Ceph.  But,  madam,  what  will  be  the  rage  of 
Pyrrhus, 
Defrauded  of  his  promised  happiness  P 

Andr.  lliat  will  require  thy  utmost  skill :  Ob- 
sen-e 


I 
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The  first  impetuons  onsets  of  his  grief; 
Use  every  artifice  to  keep  him  stedfast 
Sometimes  with  tears  thou  mayst  discourse  of 

me; 
Speak  of  our  marriage ;  let  him  think  I  loved 

him; 
Tell  him  my  soul  reposed  itself  on  him, 
IV  hen  I  resigned  my  son  to  his  protection. 

Ceph.  Oh,  for  a  spirit  to  support  my  grief! 
Is  there  ought  more  before  you  go  for  ever  ? 

Andr.  On,  my  Cephisa:    my  swoln  heart  is 
fuU! 
I  have  a  thousand  farewells  to  my  son : 
But  tears  break  in !  Grief  interrupts  my  speech — 
^My  soul  overflows  in  fondness — let  him  know 
I  died  to  save  him :  And  would  die  again. 
Season  his  min^  with  early  hints  of  glory ; 
Make  him  ac(|uainted  witn  his  ancestors ; 
Trace  out  their  shining  story  in  his  thoughts ; 
Dwell  on  the  exploits  of  his  immortal  father. 
And  sometimes  let  him  hear  his  mother's  name. 
Let  him  reflect  upon  his  royal  birth 
With  modest  priae;  Pyrrhus  will  prove  a  friend : 
But  let  him  know  he  has  a  conqueror's  right. 
He  must  be  taught  to  stifle  his  resentments, 
And  sacrifice  his  vengeance  to  his  safety. 
Should  he  prove  headstrong  rash,  or  unadvised, 
He  then  will  frustrate  all  his  mother's  virtue, 
Provoke  his  fate,  and  I  shall  die  in  vain. 

Ceph.  Alas !  I  fear  I  never  shall  outlive  you. 

Andr.  No  more :  thy  tears^  Cephisa,  will  be- 
tray roe; 
Assume  a  chearful  look,  but  still  remember — 

[Flourish  within. 
Hark  how  the  trumpet,«with  its  sprightly  notes. 
Proclaims  the  appomted  hour,  and  calls  us  hence. 
Hector,  I  come,  once  more  a  queen,  to  join  thee ! 
Thus  the  gay  victim,  with  fresh  garlands  crown- 
ed. 
Pleased  with  the  sacred  fife's  enlivening  sound, 
Throneh  gazing  crowds  in  solemn  state  proceeds, 
Andy  luest  in  (atal  pomp,  magnificently  bleeds. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE  n. 

Hermtone  alone. 

What  have  I  done  ?  Where  am  I  ?  Where  is 
Pyrrhus  ? 

Ye  gods  f  What  mean  these  horrors  ?  I  am  un- 
done I 

My  soul  is  on  the  rack !  I  cannot  bear  it : 

Why  do  I  wander  like  some  guilty  ghost  ?    * 

What  brought  me  to  this  place  ?  What  keeps  me 
here? 

The  court' of  Pyrrhus  has  no  room  for  roe ! 

Do  I  still  doubt  if  I  should  love  ur  hate  him  ? 

Hard-hearted  man !   How  unconcerned  he  left 
.me! 

Did  he  once  sigh?  Bestow  one  pitying  look  ? 

Once  shed  a  tear  ?  Or  speak  one  soft,  kind  word? 

Did  he  so  much  as  feign  one  moment's  sorrow. 

To  calm  my  griefs,  and  mitigate  his  falsehood  ? 

2 


Why  am  I  still  dius  anxious  for  his  life  ? 
Why  do  I  start  at  his  impending  fate  ? 
Shall  he  then  live  ?  Shall  the  base  traitor  live, 
To  laugh  at  my  distress  ?  No,  let  him  perish ! 
Be  quick,  Orestes !  Execute  my  orders ! 
Alas !  My  orders !  Oh,  preposterous  euilt ! 
Can  I  decree  the  death  of  him  I  love  ? 
Was  it  for  this  my  soul  delighted  in  him  ? 
Was  it  for  this  I  left  my  father's  court  ? 
Have  I  then  crossed,  so  many  realms  and  seas, 
To  murder  Pyrrhus  ? 

Enter  Cleone. 

Her.  Oh,  Cleone,  help  me ! 
What  have  I  done  ?  Is  Pyrrhus  yet  alive  ? 
What  sayst  thou  ?   Answer  me :   Where  is  the 
king? 

Cleo.  Madam,  I  saw  the  cruel  prince  set  for- 
ward, 
Triumpliant  in  his  looks,  and  full  of  joy. 
Still  as  he  walked  his  ravished  eyes  we're  fixt 
On  the  fair  captive;   while   through  shooting 

crowds 
She  passed  along  with  a  dejected  air, 
And  seemed  to  mourn  her  Hector  to  the  last. 

Her.  Insulting  tyrant !  I  shall  burst  with  nigc ! 
But  say,  Cleone,  didst  thou  marit  him  well ! 
Was  his  brow  smooth  ?  Say,  did  there  not  appear 
Some  shade  of  grief,  some  little  doud  of  sorrow? 
Did  he  not  stop  ?  Did  he  not  look  once  back  ? 
Didst  thou  approach  him?  Was  he  not  confound- 
ed? 
Did  he  not Oh,  be  quick  and  tell  me  all ! 

Cleo.  Madam,  the  tumult  of  his  joy  admits 
No  thought  but  love.  Unguarded  he  marched  on, 
'Midst  a  promiscuous  thiong  of  friends  and  foe». 
flis  cares  all  turn  upon  Astyanax, 
Whom  he  has  lodgefl  within  the  citadel. 
Defended  by  the  strength  of  all  hb  guards. 

Her.  Enoueh !  he  dies ! — the  traitor ! • 

Where^  Orestes  ? 

Cleo.  He's  in  the  temple  with  his  whole  retinue. 

Her.  Is  he  still  resolute  ?  Is  he  still  determined? 

Cleo.  Madam,  I  fear 

Her.  How  !  Is  Orestes  false  ? 
Does  he  betray  mc  too? 

Cleo.  A  thousand  doubts 
Perplex  his  soul,  and  wound  him  with  remorse : 
His  virtue  and  his  love  prevail  by  turns. 
He  told  me  Pyrrhus  should  not  fall  ienoUy : 
Pyrrhus,  the  warlike  son  of  great  Achilles. 
He  dreads  the  censure  of  the  Grecian  sfiates  ; 
Of  all  mankind ;  and  fears  lo  stain  his  honour. 

Her.  Poor  timorous  wretch !  'tis  false !  he  base* 
ly  fears 
To  cope  with  dangers,  and  encounter  death ; 
'Tis  that  he  fears : — Am  I  bright  Ueltsn's  danch- 

ter? 
To  vindicate  her  wrongs  all  Greece  conspired : 
Fur  he^  confederate  nations  fuu^it,   and  king* 

were  slain ; 
Troy  was  o'erthrown,  and  a  whole  empire  fell 
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My  eyes  wiDt  force  to  raise  a  lova^s  arnk, 
Apuaea  •  ^mt  that  has  dared  to  wrong  me ! 
Ckok  AfaduDy  like  Helen,  trust  your  cauae  to 

Greece. 
Eer.  No;  IHl  avenge  mjrielf !  TU  to  the  temple  1 
ni  overtam  the  altar,  stab  the  priest ! 
ni  hnrl  deitnictioii,  like  a  whirlvoml,  round  n»e ! 
ThejBuist  not  wed!  they  must  not  live!  they 

shsUnot! 
I^t  me  be  rone  f  I  have  no  time  to  lose ! 
Stuid  off!  hold  me  not  i  I  am  all.distractioo ! 
Oh,P}nnhi]s !  Tyrant!  Traitor !  Thou  shalt bleed ! 

fn/fr  Ore$t£S. 

Oretf  .  Madam,  *tis  done ;  your  orders  are  obey- 
ed: 
The  ^frant  lies  cxpirii^  at  the  altar, 
JEFrr.  Is  Pyrrfauai  slam? 
Ort$t,  £ren  now  iie  gasps  in  death : 
Our  Greeks,  all  undistinguished  in  the  crowd, 
flodied  to  the  temple,  and  dispersed  themselves 
Ob  evny  side  the  altar.    I  was  there ; 
P>TTlnis  observed  me  with  a  haus;hly  eye, 
And,  prond  to  triumph  over  Greece  in  me, 
From  his  own  brows  he  took  the  diadem, 
And  bound  it  on  tbe  temples  of  his  captive  | 
Kccave,  sid  he,  my  crown ;  receive  my  faith  | 
Mine  simI  my  people's  sovereign  reign  for  ever, 
Fma  dus  blest  hour,  a  father  to  yoiu*  son, 
rU  KOQififb  his  foes :  henceforward  be  he  styled 
The  Thijan  king ;  I  swear  it  at  the  filtar, 
Apd  call  the  gods  to  ratify  my  vows, 
i'is  sobjects,  with  loud  acclamations,  shook 
The  spadoos.  dome.    Our  Greeks,  enraged|  cried 

out, 
Kefcoge !  levengo !  broke  through  the  thronging 

press, 
-w  rushed,  tumultuous,  on  the  unguarded  king ; 
ITMsr  eager  fury  left  no  work  for  me. 
Pmhus  awhile  opposed  their  cbishing  swords^ 
.4iirf  dealt  his  fatal  blows,  on  every  sule. 
With  manly  firmness ;  till,  opprest  by  numbers, 
^((vamioE  with  blood,  all  over  gashed  with  woundb, 
'/e  neele^  he  groaned,  and  at  the  altar  fell. 
— lUste,  madam;  let  us  fly !  Haste  to  our  ships! 
Thf^  tie  unmoof«d :  our  friends  attend  us  there. 
Her,  What  have  they  done ! 
0^«sf.  Madam,  forgave  their  rage. 
1  Own  yonr  venceanoe  had  been  more  complete, 
llsd  I^rrrhus  fallen  by  me,  and  had  he  known 
Hcrmione  chastised  him  hy  my  arm. 
Ha',  Paaoe,  monster!  peace !  Go  tell  thy  hor^ 
rid  taXe 
To  lavage^  and  howl  it  in  the  desert 
H'ouMst  thoQ  impute  to  me  thy  barbarous  guilt? 
Me  wooldst  thou  make  the  accomplice  of  thy 

Crimea^  — 
H<nKe  to  thy  Greeks^  and  boast  thy  foul  ex- 

plotta! 
)ly  sou]  abhors  them  1 1  disclaim  tbejjieed ! 
Be<sooe!   I  kaow  thee  not!    Thou  fell  barba- 
rian! 
Vta.  I 


What  had  he  done?  .What  could  provoke  thy 

madness, 
To  aasassiiuite  so  grea^  so  brave  a  man? 
Who  set  thee  on  ? 

Ore%t,  Oh,  grant  me  patience.  Heaven ! 
With  your  own  lips  did  you  not  curse  the  ryrant» 
Pronounce  his  death,  and  urge  me  to  destroy  him  ? 
Her.  What  if,  transported  by  my  boundless 
passion, 
I  could  not  bear  to  see  him  wed  another. 
Were  you  to  obey  a  jealo^  woman's  frenzy  ? 
You  should  have  dived  into  my  ijunost  thoughts : 
My  heart,  though  full  of  rage,  was  free  from  ma- 
lice; 
And  all  my  anger  was  ei^cess  of  love. 
Why  did  you  Uike  me  at  my  word  I    You  saw 
The  struggles  of  my  soul;  you  heard  me  rave; 
You  should  have  auesti(>ned  me  a  thousand  times. 
Yet  still  have  doubted,  and  still  questioned  on. 
Before  you  ventured  on  a  life  ^  precious, 
.Or€%i^  Hear  me  but  speak:  Ueaveu  knows,' 

against  my  will 

Her,  Why  did  you  pot  return  ?  Why  not  con- 
sult me 
A  second  time  ?  And,  und^tformined  still, 
Again  return,  and  still  find  new  delays  ?    • 
WhAt  had  your  rash  officious  Greeks,  dire  blood* 

hounds ! 
To  do  with  n^  revenge?  Whiit  drew  you  hither? 
To  bring  on  me  tho  veng^ul  woes  that  haunt 

you?- 
Are  these  the  fruity  pf  your  detested  love  ? 
Your  fatal  embassy,  ypur  hateful  presence 
Drove  Pyrrhus  to  my  rival ;  and  destroys 
Both  him  and  me.  fie  might  have  loved  lu^  still. 
Had  TQu  ne'er  interposed — Avaunt !  Begone ! 
And  leave  me  in  Epipis.    I  renounce 
My  friends,  my  country,  G^eec^  and  all.  man- 
kind: 
But  chiefly  I  renounce  thee !  monster,  thee  ! 

^  {Exit. 
Qrest,  Am  I  avrake  ?  Wliere  am  I  ?  Soft  my. 
soul; 
Be  nqt  too  rashw — r-Waa  that  Hermione  ? 
Why  should  her  anger  thunder  against  me  ? 
Was  not  this  blood  shed  all  by  her  command  ?— 
I  am,  indeed,  a  most  outrageous  monster ! 
A  ruffian,  murderer,  a  base  assassin ! 
And  all  to  please  a  false,  ungrateful  woman^ 
Henceforward  let  the  laws  of  nations  cease; 
And  let  the  pale,  that  severs  right  and  wrongs 
Thiiigs  sacred  and  profane,  be  broken  down ; 
Gods  ill  th^r  temples,  kings  upon  their  tlkronei^ 
Are  not  in  safety,  while  Orestes  lives ! 
Oh !  never  more  shall  my  torn  mind  be  healed^ 
Nor  taste  the  gentle  comfort  of  repose ! 
A  dreadful  band  of  gloomy  cares  surround  me, 
And  lay  strong  siege  to  my  distracted  soul ! 

Enter  Pylades,  attended  by  Greekt. 

Ftfi  Haste,  prince ;  let  us  be  gone ;  '^  death 
to  stay. 

Tt 
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Andromaclie  reigps  queen :  die  g^ves  the  alatniy 
And  vows  revenge  upon  the  foes  of  Pyrriins. 
The  people  arm  unamvaftet  in  the  streets : 
Our  Greeks  will  not  be  able  long  to  guard 
The  palace  gates,  and  to  secure  our  Hight 
We  must  be  speedy,  sir, 

Orett,  You  may  depart, 
My  friend»— ^Hermione  and  I  remain-^ 
Her  cruelty  has  quite  undone  me !— Go^ 
And  leave  me  to  myself 111  find  her  out* 

PyL  Alas,  unhappy  princess !  she's  no  more ; 
Forget  her,  nr,  ana  save  yourself  with  us. 

Orest,  Hermione  no  more ! — Oh,  all  ye  powers ! 

PyL  Full  of  disorder,  wildness  in  her  looks, 
With  hands  expanded,  and  dishevelled  hair, 
Breathless  and  pale,  with  shrieks  she  souj^t  the 

temple ; 
In  the  mid-way  she  met  the  corpse  of  Pyrrfaus ; 
She  started  at  the  siriit;  then,  stiff  with  honor, 
Gaied  frightful :  wued  from  the  dire  amaze, 
She  raised  her  eyes  Co  heaven  with  such  a  look. 
As  spoke  her  sorrows,  and  reproached  the  gods : 
Then  plunged  a  poniard  deep  within  her  breast. 
And  fell  on  Pyrrnus,  graspii^  him  in  death. 

Ortst.  I  thank  you,  gods — ^I  never  could  ex- 
pect 
To  be  so  wretched — ^You  have  been  industrious 
To  finish  your  decrees ;  to  make  Orestes 
A  dreadful  instance  of  your  power  to  punish. 
Fm  singled  out  to  bear  the  wrath  of  Heaven. 

PyL  You  hazard  youf  retreat  by  tl^ese  delays. 
The  guards  will  soon  beset  U9t  Your  complaints 
Are  vain,  and  may  be  fatal. 

Orett.  True,  my  friend : 
And  therefore  'twas  I  thanked  the  bomiteousgods. 
My  fate^s  accomplished — I  shall  die  content 
Ph,  bear  me  hence— blow  winds ! 

PyL  Let  us  be  gone. 

Ornt,  The  mui^red  lovers  wait  me—Hark, 
they  call ! 
Nay,  if  your  blood  still  reeks,  111  mingle  mine ! 
One  tomb  will  hold  us  alL 

PyL  Alas !  I  fear 
His  ravings  will  return  with  his  misfortunes. 

Ortit.  I  am  dizzy ! — Clouds ! — Quite  lost  in 
Utter  dnrkncss. 
Guide  me,  some  friendly  pilot,  through  the  storm. 
I  shiver !  Oh,  I  freeze !— ISo; — Light  returns; 
Tls  the  grey  dawn  !--Sec,  Pylades !— Behold  !— 

J  am  encompassed  with  a  sea  of  blood  ! 

The  crimson  billows ! — Oh,  my  brain's  on  die !    ; 

PyL  How  is  it,  sir  ? — Repose  yourself  on  me. 

Oresi.  Pyrrhus,  stand  off!— What  wouldst' 
thou  ? — How  he  glares ! 
What  envious  hand  has  closed  thy  wounds? — 

Hawe  at  thee. 
It  is  Hermione  that  striken— Confusion  I 
She  catches  Pyrrhus  in  her  arms.— Oh,  save  me ! 
How  terrible  me  kwks !  She  knits  her  brow ! 
She  frowns  me  dead  I   She  frights  me  into  mad- 
ness! 
W}iere  am  X?-^^Who  are  you  ? 


PyL  Afatt,  poor  priaoe ! 
Help  to  SQpport  him.— tiow  he 

Orttt.  Ttasis  mostkiiid,  aqr 
why. 
Why  was  i  bora  to  give  tfaee 

PyL  AUwiHgowellrbesettlef 

Oreit,  Who  talks  of  reaaoaf  ~ 


rarfaRtm! 


tnmhkf 

intofcana. 

Better  to  hsf  c 


Than  not  enou{^ ^Run,  some  ooe^  tell  mf 

Cjveeks, 
I  will  not  have  them  touch  die  king.    Now^ 

now 
Iblazeagpun!  See  there!  liook  where  tfaey  cone; 
A  shoal  of  furies — ^How  they  swarm  about  me ! 
My  terror!  Hide  me!  Oh,their  nakcqr  hicb! 
Hfu^  how  they  hiss!    See^  see  their  fiaming 

brands! 
Now  they  let  drive  full  at  me !  flow  they  via, 
And  shake  their  iron'  whips !   My  ears !  Wfait 

yeUing! 
And  see,  Hermione !  She  sets  tfaemuo 
Thrust  not  your  scorpions  thus  into  my  boson ! 
Oh !  I  am  stung  to  death !  Dispatch  mesooo ! 
There-— take  my  heart,  Henmone !  Tear  it  out ! 
Dinoint  me  !  kill  me !  Oh,  my  toftored  soul ! 
PyL  Kind  Hearen  restore  mm  fo  his  wonted 

calm ! 
Oft  have  I  seen  him  rave,  but  never  dins : 
Quite  spent !  Assist  me,  friends,  to  bear  him  off; 
Our  time  is  short :  should  his  strong  nifQe  retom, 
Twould  be  beyond  our  power  to  force -faim  beoce. 
Away,  my  friends !  I  hear  the  portal  qpen« 

Enter  Pb<enix,  attended  by  (hiards, 

PA«a.  All,  all  are  fled !  Orestes  »  not  here  ! 
Triumphant  villains ! — The  base,  giddy  rabble, 
Whose  hands  should  all  have  been  eiphiyed 

with  fire. 
To  waste  the  fleet,  flocked  nxmd  the  dying  priiH 

cess; 
And,  while  they  stand  agBie,the  Grades  cnafaaik. 
Oh,  'tis  too  plain !— ^this  eaarileg^oua  nwrder 

Was  authorised^ The  nmhamadoi^s  eaoape 

Declares  his  guilt. ^Most  bloody  rvnhmmj ! 

Most  unexampled  deed  1 — Where,  wbere,  ye  gods, 

Is  msjesty  secure,  if  in  your  temples 

You  give  It  no  protection  ! — See,  the  qoeen. 

{4J^omisk  eftmmpttt. 

Enter  Anoromache  emd  C£Ptf  isa« 

Andr,  Yes,  ye  inhuman* Greeks !  the  time  will 
come 

When  you  sh«U>dearly  pay  your  bloody  deeds ! 

How  should  the  Trojans  nope  for  mercy  from 
you. 

When  thus  you  turn  your  impious  mge  oo  Pyr- 
rhus; 

Pyrrhus,  the  bravest  man  in  all  your  \cm$!u^ ; 

The  man  whose  single  valour  made  yoa  Crnimph  ? 

lb  my  child  there  ?— — 
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C^k,  It  it  the  ooqpse  of  Pynfaus. 
The  weepiiig  aoldiera  bear  him  on  their  shields. 

Amdr.  lU-fited  priooe !  too  Mligent  of  life. 
And  loo  nnwanr  or  the  fai&Iess  Ureeks ! 
Ciil  off  in  the  fresh  ripemoc  prime  of  manhoody 
£fcn  in  the  pride  of  ufe :  my  triumphs  new. 
And  nil  dbv  glories  in  full  blossom  round  thee ! 
The  vcsy  TnguM  would  bewail  thy  fate. 

Cep^Aka^  tfaeiH  will  your  sorrows  never  end ! 
Oh,  Mver,  never ! ^While  I  live,  my 


for  I  was  bom  to  grieve.— 
orders  for  the  funeral  pomp : 

[To  Phmux. 
Let  htm  he  lobed  in  all  his  regal  state ; 
Place  round  him  every  shining  mark  of  honour : 
And  let  the  pil^  that  consecrates  his  ashes, 
Rite  like  his  famc^  and  blane  above  the  clouds. 

[AJburiih  of  trumpets. 


Ceph.  That  sound  proclaims  the  arrival  of  the 
prince; 
The  guards  conduct  him  from  the  citadel. 
Andr.  With  open  arms  Til  meet  him! — Oh, 
Ceplnsa! 
A  springing  joy,  mixt  with  a  woh  concern, 
A  pleasure  which  no  language  can  ei^press^ 
An  eztacy  that  mothers  only  feel. 
Plays  round  my  heart,  and  orightebs  up  my  sor- 
row, 
like  gleams  of  sunshine  in  a  lowering  skj. 
Though  plunged  in  ills,  and  exerdm  m  care^ 
Yet  never  let  the  noble  mind  despair : 
When  prest  by  datagers,  and  beset  with  foesb 
The  gods  their  timely  succour  interpose ; 
And  when  our  virtue  sinks,  overwhelmed  with 

grief, 
By  unforeseen  expedients  bring  relief. 

lExeunt  omnes. 


JANE  SHORE. 


BY 


HOWE. 
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Duke  of  Gloster. 

Lord  Hastings. 

Catesby. 

Sir  Richard  Ratcliffe. 

Belmour, 

DUMONT. 

Servant. 


WOMEN. 


Alicia. 
Jake  Shore. 

Several  Imrdi  of  the  Council^  Guards^  and 

Attendants 


Scentj — London. 


ACT  r. 


SCENE  Iw— 7^  Tomer, 

jEfi^er  the  Duke  of  Gloster,   Sir  Richard 
Ratcliffe,  and  Catesby. 

GUnt.  Thus  far  success  attends  upon  our 
councils, 
And  each  event  has  answered  to  my  wish ; 
The  queen  and  all  her  upstart  race  are  quelled ; 
D(»rset  is  banished,  and  tier  brother  Rivers, 
Kre  this,  lies  shorter  by  the  head  at  Pomfret 
The  nobles  have,  with  joint  concurrence,  named 

me 
Protector  of  the  realm.    My  brothei^s  children. 
Young  Edward,  and  the  Httle  York,  are  lodged 
Here,  safe  within  the  Tower.   How  say  you,  sirs, 
Does  not  this  business  wear  a  lucky  face  ? 
The  sceptre  and  the  golden  wreath  of  royalty 
Seem  hung  within  my  reach. 

Rat.  Inen  take  them  to  you. 
And  wear  them  long  and  worthily.    You  are 
The  last  remaining  male  of  princely  York, 


(For  Edward's  bo%'s,  the  state  esteems  not  of 

them,) 
And  therefore  on  vour  sovereignty  and  rule. 
The  common  weaf  does  her  dependance  make. 
And  leans  upon  your  highness'  able  hand. 

Cat.  And  yet  to-morrow  does  the  council  meet. 
To  fix  a  day  for  Edward's  coronation. 
Who  can  expound  this  riddle  ? 

Gloit,  That  can  I. 
These  lords  are  each  one  my  approved   good 

friends. 
Of  special  trust  and  nearness  to  my  boaom  ; 
And  howsoever  busy  they  may  seem. 
And  diligent  to  bustle  in  the  state. 
Their  zeal  goes  on  no  farther  than  we  lead> 
And  at  our  bidding  stays. 

Cat.  Yet  there  is  one. 
And  he  amongst  the  foremost  in  his  power. 
Of  whom  I  wish  your  highness  were  assttrecL 
For  me,  perhaps  it  is  my  nature's  faulty 
I  own,*I  doubt  of  his  indtnin^  much. 
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GhtL  I  ness  the  man  at  wbom  jour  words 
woaU  point  t 


Cat,  Tbenme. 
OkiL  HeUeart  ne  ^eat  good-wilL 
Cat,  lis  trae,  to  joo,  as  to  the  lord  proteetor. 
And  Gksiei't  dake,  he  bows  with  lowly  service : 
Alt  wtn  be  bid  to  cry,  God  save  king  Rkkerd^ 
Tba  tell  me  in  what  terms  he  would  replv  ^ 
Bdiere  me,  1  have  proved  the  man,  aocl  found 


I  know  he  been  a  most  relijpous  reverence 
To  his  deai  master  Edward's  rojat  memory, 
And  whither  that  may  lead  him  is  most  plain. 
Yet  iBorfr--One  of  that  atahbom  sort  he  is, 
Wbo^  if  they  once  grow  fond  of  an  opinion, 
They  adl  it  honour,  honesty,  and  ^th, 
And  sootier  part  with  life  tram  let  it  go. 

Gioit.  And  yet  this  fiooah  impracticable  heart 
Is  gnwDed  b/a  d<unty-6^rJgirL 
Such  Aiws  are  found  in  the  most  worthy  na- 

tares; 
A  laii|;hin^  toying,  wheedling,  whimpering  she 
Stall  make  him  anble  on  a  gossip's  message. 
And  iske  the  distaff  with  a  hand  as  patient 
As  e'er  did  Hercules. 

Rat.  The  fair  Alicia, 
Of  noble  birth  and  exipixsite  of  feature, 
Htt  held  him  long  a  vassal  to  her  beauty. 

Cat,  I  fear,  he  fails  in  his  allegiance  there ; 
Or  my  intelligence  is  false,  or  else 
The  dame  has  been  too  lavish  of  her  feast, 
And  fed  him  till  he  loathes. 
Ghti.  No  naofe,  he  comes. 

Enter  Loan  Hastings. 

Hatt.  Health,  and  the  happiness  of  many  days, 
Attend  upon  yoor  grace. 

GifMt.  My  good  lord  eharaberlaan, 
We're  much  beholden  to  your  gentle  friendship. 
timtt.  Mj  lord,  I  come  an  humble  suitor  to 

yoo. 
Gktt,  la  rig^t  good  time.    Speak  out  your 

pleasure  freely. 
Hoflf.  I  asn  to  move  vour  highness  in  behalf 
Of  Shore's  myiappy  wile. 
Glmf.  Say  yon,  of  Shore? 
Hmt.  Once  a  bright  star,  that  held  her  place 
on  highr 
The  6nt  and  fairest  of  oar  English  dames, 
^Vhile  roval  Edward  held  the  sovereign  rule. 
^'uw  sobIl  m  gtief^  and  pining  with  despair, 
IW  waning  form  no  lon^r  shall  incite 
KoTT  in  wonian,  or  desire  in  man. 
She  never  sees  the  son,  but  through  her  tears, 
And  wmkes  to  ai|dt  the  live-long  n^t  away. 
G^att,  Marry  I  the  times  are  badly  chaaged 
with  her, 
Frgm  Edwanf  a  days  to  thesie.    Then  all  was  jol- 
lity, 
Feuimg  aad  nurth,  light  wantonness  and  laugh- 


i'^pin*  and  playiog,  minstrelsy  and  masquing ; 


Tilt  life  Acd  from  us  tike  an  idle  dream, 
A  shew  of  mummery  without  a  meaning. 
My  brother,  rest  .and  pardon  to  his  soul ! 
Is  gone  to  his  account ;  for  this  his  miuion, 
The  revel  rout  is  done — But  yoo  were  speaking 
Concerning  her — 1  have  been  told,  that  you 
Are  frequent  iii  your  visitation  to  her. 

Hoit.  No  fanner,  my  good  lord,  than  friendly 

And  tender-hearted  charity  allow. 

Glo$t,  Go  to;  I  did  not  .mean  to  chide  you 
for  it4 
For,  sooth  to  say,  I  hold  it  noble  in  you 

To  cherish  the  distressed On  with  your  tale.' 

Hait.  Thus  it  is,  gracious  sir,  that  certain  offi- 
cers, 
Uang  the  warrant  of  your  mighty  name, 
With  insolent,  unjust,  and  lawless  power. 
Hare  seized  upon  the  lands  which  late  she  held 
By  grant,  from  her  great  master  Edward's  bounty. 
Glott.  Somewhat  of  this,  but  slightly,  have  I 
heard; 
And  though  some  counsellors  of  forward  zeal; 
Some  of  most  ceremonious  sanctity, 
And  bearded  wisdom,  often  have  provoked 
The  hand  of  justice  to  fall  heavy  on  her ; 
Yet  still,  in  kuid  compassion  of  her  weakness. 
And  tender  memory  of  Edward's  love, 
I  have  withheld  the  merdless  stern  law 
From  doing  outrage  on  her  helpless  beauty. 
Hait,  O^Mxl  HcAven,  who  renders  mercy  back 
for  mercy, 
With  open-^aifded  bounty  shall  repay  you : 
This  gentle  deed  shall  fairly  be  set  foremost, 
To  screen  the  wild  escapes  of  lawless  passioif. 
And  the  long  train  of  frailties  Hesh  is  heir  to. 

Glott,  Thus  far,  the  voice  of  pity  pleaded  only: 
Our  farther  and  more  full  extent  oi  grace 
Isg^ven  to  your  request.    Let  her  attend, 
And  to  ourself  deliver  up  her  griefs. 
She  shall  be  heard  with  patience,  and  each  wrong 
At  full  redressed.    But  I  have  other  news. 
Which  much  import  us  both ;  for  still  my  fortunes 
Go  hand  in  hand  with  yours :  our  oomraon  foes. 
The  queen's  relations,  our  new-fangled  gentry. 
Have  fallen  their  haughty  crests — That  for  your 
privacy.  [Rreunt. 

SCENE  II. — An  apartment  in  Jane  Shore* t 

houte. 

Enter  BELMOua  and  Dumont. 

BeL  How  she  has  lived,  you  have  heard  my 
tale  already ; 
Th^  rest  your  own  attendance  in  her  family. 
Where  I  haie  found  the  means  this  day  to  place 

And  nearer  observation,  best  will  tell  you. 
See,  with  what  sad  and  sober  dieer  she  comes. 

Hater  J  Ah  £  Suore. 

Sure,  or  I  read  her  visage  much  amiss, 

Or  grief  besets  her  hard.    Save  you,  fair  lady ! 
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The  bles»ng9  of  diie  cheerftil  mom  be  oa  you. 
And  greet  Your  beauty  with  its  opening  sweett  !• 

/.  Sh.  My  gentle  nieighboitr)  your  good  wishes 
still 
Pursue  my  hapless  fortunes !  Ah,  good  Belmour ! 
How  few,  like  thee,  inquire  the  wretched  ou^ 
And  court  the  offices  of  soft  hunuttiiw ! 
like  thee  reserve  their  raiment  for  the  naked, 
Reach  out  their  bread  to  feed  the  crying  orphan. 
Or  mix  their  pitying  tears  with  those  trat  weep ! 
Tfy  praise  deaerves.a  better  tongue  than  suae, 
To  speak  and  bless  thy  name.  Is  this  Uie  gentle- 

mai^ 
Whose  friendly  service  yoH  comasended  to  me? 

BeL  Madam^itis. 

J.  Sh,  A  venerable  aspect  [Aside, 

Age  sits  with  deceit  graoe  upon  biS'  visage, 
And  worthily  becomes  his  silver  locks ; 
He  vtrears  the  marks  of  many  years  well  spent^ 
Of  virtue,  troth  Ivell  tried,  and  wise  experience ; 
A  friend  like  this  would  suit  my  sorrows  well. 
Fortune,  I  fear  me,  sir,  has  meant  you  ill,  {.To  Duin* 
Who  pays  your  merit  with  thac  scanty  pittande, 
Whicii  my  poor  hand  and  humble  roofcan  give. 
But  to  supply  these  golden  vantages. 
Which  elsewhere  you  mitht  find,  expect  to  meet 
A  just  regard  and  value  for  your  worthy 
The  welcome  of  a  friend,  and  the  free  partaei*' 

ship 
Of  all  that  little  good  the  world  allows  ro^ 

Dum,  You  over-rate  me  mueb;  and  all  my 
answer 
Must  be  my  future  troth;  let  then  speak  for  m^ 
And  make  up  my  deserving. 

J.  &h*  Are  you  of  Englrad  ? 

Dum,  No,  gracious  liwiy,  Flanders  daims  my 
birth; 
At  Antwerp  has  my  ccmifaat  biding  been^ 
Where  sometimes  I  hiive  Imowa  more  plenteous 

days 
Than  these  which  now  my  failing  age  afibrd&i 

J.  Sk.  Alas !  at  Antwerp !— ^>fa,  forgive  my 
tears!  [Weefing^ 

They  fall  for  my  oficnoes^'^md  most  fall 
Long,  long  ere  they  shall  wash  my  stains  away. 
You  knew  perhaps— Oh  grief!  oh  shame!  my 
husband. 

Dum,  I  knew  him  well— but  stay  thb  flood  of 
anguish! 
The  senseless  grave  fetils  not  your  pious  sorrows : 
Three  years  and  more  are  past,  since  I  was  bid. 
With  many  of  our  common  friends,  to  watt  him 
To  his  last  peaceful  mansion.    I  attended, 
Sprinkled  his  clay-cold  oorse  with  holy  dropsy 
According  to  our  church's  reVrend  rite^ 
And  saw  him  laid  in  hallowed  ground,  to  rest 

J.  SA.  Oh,  that  my  soul  had  known  no  joy  but 
him! 
That  I  had  lived  witlrni  his  guiltless  anns^ 
And,  dyin^  slept  in  innocence  beside  him ! 
But  now  his  dust  abhors  the  feUowahipy 
And  spoms  to  mix  with  miati 


^nter  a  Sertaaii. 

8er.  The  ladt^  Alida 
Attends  your  leisure. 

J.  .S*.  Say  I  wish  to  tee  Imt.     [EmU  Sinmt. 
Pleasey  gentle  slr^  one  moment  to  retiffe  r 
III  wait  yott  on  the  instant,  and  infonn  w&% 
Of  each  unhappy  dtcomstBnoe,^  in  whicB  ■ 
Your  friendly  aid  and  eoansel  muck  mt^  itesd 
mi.  [£rtwi<  Belmmtr  mnd  Dmmt* 

Enter  Alicia. 

il&.  StiU,  my  fair  ftiendi  stiU  shall  I  find  wm 

thus? 
Still  shall  these  sighs  heave  nfter  one  naothtr, 
These  tricklin|s  drops  dmse  one  awvlbar  d^ 
As  if  the  postmg  messengers  of  grief  . 
Could  overtake  the  hours  fled  far  awagr> 
And  nnke  old  Time  cease  back?- 

/.  Sk.  No,  my  Alida, 
Heaven  and  his  saints  be  witnam  to  n^  thoa||bili» 
There  is  no  hour  of  all  my  life  o'er 
That  I  could  wish  to  take  ite  torn 
AUci  And  .yet  some  of  those  days  my  fnead 

has  known. 
Some  of  those  years  might  pam  for  coldcn 
At  least  if  womarikind  can  judge  of  tmppinf 
What  could  we  wish/ ^re^  who  duda^fxt  in  cm}Hre, 
Whose  beanty  is  our  sovereign  good,  awl  gifcs 

us 
Our  reasons  to  rebels  and  power  lo 
What  could  we  more  than  to  heboid  a 
Lovelv,  renowned,  a  conqueror,  and  yoon^ 
Bound  in  our  chains^  and  sighing  at  omt  feet? 
J,  Shi  Tis  true,  the  royal  Edward  wna  a 

der. 
The  goodly  pride  of  all  onr  EagUsh  wndi; 
He  was  the  very  joy  of  all  that  saw  niaa ; 
Formed  to  delist,  to  love,  and  to 
Impamive  spirits  and  ang^  natnnsa 
Might  have  been  charmed^  like  yielfliiig  kmnui 

weakness, 
Stooped  from  their  heaven,  and  iistmed  to  fab 

talkinci 
But  what  had  I  to  do.  with  kings  and  ootnts? 
My  humble  lot  had  cast  me  far  bmientfa  bin ; 
And  that  he  was  the  fitat  of  all  mnnkilidy 
The  bravest,  and  most  lovely,  was 
AUc,  Sure,  something  more  than 

your  loves : 
Nor  Could  his  greatnessi  and  his 
Be  elsewhere  matched  so  well»  an  lo  tian  sweet- 
ness 
And  beau^  of  my  friend. 

/.  Sh*  ^fame  ban  no  more ! 
He  was  the  bene  and  ruin  of  my  _ 
Hiis  anguish  and  these  teara^  these 

des 
His  fatal  love  has  left  me.    Than 
Believe  me,  my  Alicia,  thou  wilt 
E'er  yet  a  few  short  days  pass  o\ 
Abandoned  to  the  very  utmost 


my  hrrnA^ 
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IHe  \md  of  power  has  idied  almost  the  whole 
Of  whit  wM  left  for  needy  life's  sqpport ; 
Suidf  Aoa  wilt  behold  me  poor,  and  kneeling 
Bdbredij  charitable  door  for  bread. 

Akc  Jojof  my  life,  my  dearest  gybore,  forbear 
To  wovod  iBT  hnrt  with  thy  foreboding  sorrows; 
Bsise tfaj  nd  soul  to  better  hopes  than  these; 
lift  up  my  eyes»  and  let  them  shine  once  more^ 
Bright  ss  the  morning  son  above  the  mist^ 
Cant  thy  churns^  sett  om  the  stem  protector, 
Aad  sooOie  his  savage  temper  with  thy  beauty : 
Soils  of  hb  deadly,  onrelentins  nature, 
lie  ihsU  be  moved  to  pity,  and  redress  thee. 

J.Sk,  My  form,  alas!  luu  long  forgot  to  please; 
TKe  Ksne  of -beauty  and  deK^t  is  dumged; 
No  rosss  bloom  vpon  my  fodiog  dieek. 
Nor  hnghing  graces  wanton  in  my  eyes; 
hA  h^i^ud  f;rief,  lean-looking  saflow  care, 
Airi  nmog  discontent,  a  meful  train, 
DweQ  oa  my  brow,  all  hideoiis  and  forlorn. 
One  oRly  shadow  of  a  hope  is  left  me ; 
7%s  noble-minded  Hastings,  of  his  goodness, 
Hu  kiad^  andettaken  to  be  my  advocate, 
Aad  BKwe  my  hamble  suit  to  angry  Gloster. 
dSc  Does  Hastings  undertake  to  plead  your 


Bot  wherefore  shook!  he  not?  Hastings-has  eyes ; 
The  i^eatle  kml  has  a  ngbt  tender  h^irt, 
Mdtmg  and  caajr,  yieldiog  to  impresaon, 
And  flsHrhinig  aie  soft  flame  from  eadi  new 

beauty; 
Bot  ymm  shall  charm  him  long. 

/  <Si  Aw«^,  you  flatterer! 
Nor  charge  hisgeneroos  meaning  with  a  weak* 


WUdi  his  gremt  aonl  and  •▼irtoe  must  disdain. 
Too  modi  of  love  thy  huiless  friend  has  proyed, 
Too  many  gktdy  fooush  hours  are  gone, 
And  in  haSu/dc  measures  danced  away : 
May  the  remainiqg  few  know  only  friendship ! 
So  Choo^  0^  dearest,  truest,  best  Alida, 
Vondiaafe  to  lodge  me  in  thy  gentle  hnrt, 
A  panaer  there ;  I  will  give  up  mankind, 
Forcec  the  transports  of  increasing  passion, 
AaA  all  the  pmp  we  feel  for  its  oeca^. 
-^iir.  live !  live  and  reign  for  ever  in  my  bo- 
son !  [Emkridfig. 
Safe  and  unrivalled  there  possess  thy  ownr* 
Aad  ym»,  the  brightest  of  the  stars  above, 
Ye  sainta^  tfemt  once  were  women  here  bdow. 
Be  witness  of  the  truth,  the  holv  friendships 
^'kich  here  to  dris  my  other  self  I  vow ! 


If  I  not  hold  her  nearer  to  mv  soul, 
Ilian  every  other  joy  the  world  can  give ; 
Let  poverty,  deformity,  and  shame, 
Distraction  and  despur  seize  me  on  earth ! 
Let  not  my  faithless  diost  have  peace  hereafter| 
Nor  taste  the  bliss  of  your  celestial  fellowship ! 
/.  Sh,  Ye§,  thou  art  true,  and  only  thou  art 

true; 
Therefore  these  jewels,  once  the  lavish  bounty 
Of  TOyal  Edwapdrs  love,  I  trust  to  thee ; 

[Giving  a  casket^ 
Receive  this,  all  that  I  can  call  my  own. 
And  let  it  rest  unknown,  and  safe  with  thee : 
That  if  the  state's  injustice  should  oppress  me, 
Strip  me  of  all,  and  turn  me  out  a  wanderer^ 
My  wretchedness  may  find  relief  from  thee, 
And  shdter  from  the  storm. 

Alic  My  all  is  thine ; 
One  common  hazard  shall  attend  us  both, 
And  both  be  fortunate,  or  both  be  wretched.* 
But  let  thy  fearful  doubting  heart  be  still ; 
The  saints  and  angels  have  thee  in  their  charge. 
And  all  tlungs  shaU  be  weU.    Tliink  not,  tho 

«ood, 
The  gentle  deeds  of  mercy  thou  hast  done. 
Shall  die  forgotten  all ;  tne  poor,  the  prisoner. 
The  fatheriess,  the  friendless,  and  the  widow^ 
Who  daily  own  the  bounty  of  thv  hand, 
Shall  or  to  Heaven,  and  pull  a  blessing  os 

ddee; 
Even  man,  the  merdless  insulter  man, 
Man^  who  rejoices  in  our  sex's  weakness, 
ShaU  pity  th^  and  with  unwonted  goodness 
Forget  thy  failings,  and  record  thy  praise. 
J.  Sh.  Why  should  I  think  tUt  man  will  do 

forme, 
WHuit  vet  he  never  did  for  wretches  like  me? 
Mark  by  what- partial  justice  we  are  judged : 
Such  is  the  fate  unhappy  women  find. 
And  such  the  curse  entailed  upon  our  kind. 
That  man^  the  lawless  libertine,  may  rove. 
Free  and  unquestioned  through  the  wilds  of  love ; 
While  woman,  sense  and  nature's  easy  fool. 
If  poor  weak  woman  swerve  from  virtue's  rule. 
If,  strongly  charmed,  she  leave  the  thorny  way. 
And  in  &e  softer  paths  of  pleasure  stray. 
Ruin  ensues,  reproach  and  endless  shame. 
And  <me  false  step  entirely  damns  her  fame : 
In  vain  with  tears  her  loss  she  may  deplore, 
In  vain  look  back  on  what  she  was  before ; 
She  sets^-like  stars  ^at  fall,  to  rise  no  more. 

[JSjrtanf. 
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ACT    IL 


SCENE  I.— Con^iniffjL 


Enter  Alicia,  tpeaking  to  J411E  Shore  qs  en- 
tering, 

Alic.  No  faithcr,  gentle  friend;  good  angels 

guanl  you, 
And   spread    their  g}orioii9  wings  about  your 

slumbers. 
The  drowsy  ni^ht  ^^ows  on  the  world,  and  now 
The  busy  craftsmen  and  o*er  laboured  hind 
Forget  the  travail  of  tlie  day  in  sleep : 
Care  only  wakes,  and  moping  pensiveness ; 
With  meagre  discontented  loioks  they  sit, 
And  watch  the  wasting  of  the  midnight  taper* 
Such  vigils  must  I  keep,  so  wakes  mv  soul, 
Restless  aiyl  self-tormcntcd !  Oh,  fabe  Hasting! 
Thos  hast  destroyed  my  peace. 

[Knocking  within* 
What  iy)is«>  is  that  f 

What  visitor  is  this,  whc^  with  bold  freedom^ 
Breaks  in  upon  the  peaceful  night  anc  rest, 
With  9Mch  a  rude  approach  ? ' 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser.  One  from  the  court, 
I^ord  Hasting  (as  I  xhxnk)  demands  my  lady, 

AUc  Hastings  I  Be  still,  my  heart,  and  try  to 
me^t  him 
With  hii^own  arts :  with  falsehood — But  he  comes. 

Enter  Lord  Hjistings,  gpeah  to  a  Scrv(^n(  a$ 

entering. 

Hatt,  Dismiss  my  train,  and  wait  aloiie  with- 
out. 
Alicia  here !  Unfortunate  encounter  I 
But  be  it  as  it  may. 

Alic,  When  humbly,  thu% 
The  great  descend  to  visit  the  afflicted. 
When  thus,  unauiyiful  of  their  rest,  they  come 
To  soothe  the  sorrows  of  the  midnight  mourner. 
Comfort  comes  with  them ;  like  the  golden  sun, 
Dbpels  the  sullea  shades  with  her  sweet  infiu* 

eiice. 
And  cheers  the  melancholy  house  of  care. 
Uatt.  ^lls  true,  I  would  not  over-rate  a  oour- 
'     tesy, 
Kor  let  the  coldness  of  delay  hang  on  it. 
To  nip  and  blast  its  favour, lik^  a  frost; 
But  rather  chose,  at  this  late  hour  to  come. 
That  your  fair  friend  may  know  I  have  prevail- 
ed; 
The  lord  protector  has  recen'ed  her  suit. 
And  means  to  shew  her  grace. 
Alic,  My  friend  !  my  lord. 
Hast,  Yes,  lady,  yours :  none  has  a  right  more 
ample 
To  task  my  power  than  you. 

Alic.  I  want  the  words, 
To  pay  you  back  a  complunent  so  courtly ; 

8  '  I 


But  my  heart  gaessos  at  Ibe  fncndly  meaning 
And  will  not  die  your  debtor. 

Hast,  Tis  well,  niadaiik 
But  I  would  see  your  friend, 

AUc,  Oh,  thou  tjilse  loid ! 
I  would  be  mistress  of  my  heaving  heart, 
Stidc  this  rising  rage,  and  learn  from  thee 
To  dress  my  face  in  easy  dull  iudifierenoe : 
But  it  will  n^^t  be ;  my  wrongs  will  tear  their  way, 
And  rash  at  once  upon  thee. 

Hast,  Are  you  wise  ? 
Ilav^  you  the  use  of  reason  ?  Do  you  wake? 
What  means  this  raving,  this  transportkig  past 
sion? 

Alic.  01i»  t])ou  cool  traitor  I   thou  insultiog 
tyrant! 
Dost  thou  behold  my  poor  di9tracted  heai^ 
llius  rent  with  agonizmg  Iqure  and  rage* 
And  ask  me  what  it  means  ?  Art  thou  not  faWe  ? 
Am  I  not  scomcc^  forsaken,  and  abandoned. 
Left,  like  a  cominoa  wf^tph^  (a  shame  and  iar 

Given  up  to  be  the  sport  of  villains*  toognes, 
Of  laughing  pa^a^t^  and  lewd  buffboas  ? 
And  all  because  mv  soul  lias  doated  01^  tbee 
With  lov^,  with  truths  andlendernesa  uniittevaUcI 

Uatt,  Are  tliese  the  proofs  of  tendevuess  and 
love  ? 
These  endless  qu^rrels^discontents,  and  jealoBase^ 
These  never-ceasing  waili^igs  and  oompfainiiygs 
These  furious  starts,  these  wliirlwindsof  the  aad^ 
Which  ei'ei-y  other  moment  rise  to  nqadness? 

Alic,^  What  proof,  al^ !  have  I  ^t  pven  of 
love  ? 
What  have  I  not  abandoned  to  thy  arms?  * 
Have  I  not  set  at  novight  my  noble  birth, 
A  "spotless  fame,  and  an  uubJeinished  race. 
The  peace  of  innocence,  and  pride  of  virtue  ? 
My  prodigality  has  givep  thee  all ; 
And  now»  IVe  nothing  left  me  to  bestow. 
You  l)ate  the  wretched  bankrupt  vou  tiave  made. 

Hast,  Why  am  I  tliua  pursuea  from  plaoe  W 
place, . 
Kept  in  the  view,  and  crossed  at  every  turn? 
In  vain  I  fly,  and,  like  a  hunted  deer. 
Scud  o*er  the  lawns,  and  hasten  to  tl&e  covert ; 
E'er  I  can  reach  mv  safety,  you  o'ertake  lae 
With  the  swift  inafioe  of  some  keen  reproacb* 
And  drive  die  winged  shaft  d^p  tu  vay  heart. 

Aiic,  Hither  you  fly,  and  here  you  seek  repose; 
Spite  of  the  poor  deceit,  your  arts  are  known. 
Your  pious,  cbaptable,  midnight  visits  ! 

Hast.  If  you  are  wise^  and  priie  yc^ir  peace  id 
mind. 
Yet  take  the  friendly  counsel  of  my  love  ; 
Believe  me  true,  nor  listen  to  yoarJeakmsT. 
Ijct  not  that  devil,  which  undoes  ^uur  sex,* 
That  cursed  curiosity  seduce  yoa. 
To  bunt  for  needless  secrets,  whicli^  oeglcctei!^ 
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ShaD  nerer  hart  jour  quiet ;  but,  once  known^ 
Shall  ait  opon  your  heart,  pifich  it  with  pain. 
And  buuh  the  sweet  sleep  for  eirer  from  you. 
Go  to— be  yet  advised-*- 

AHc.  Dost  tboo,  in  aoom. 
Preach  patieooe  to  mj  ra^,  and  bid  me  tamely 
Sit  like  a  poor  contented  idiot  down, 
Aor  date  to  think  thou'st  wronged  me  ?  Ruin 

seize  oiee, 
And  nrift  perdition  overtake  thy  treachery ! 
Hire  I  the  least  remaining  cause  to  doubt  ? 
Haat  thou  endeavoured  once  to  hide  thy  false- 
hood? 
To  hide  ie  might  have  spoke  some  little  tender- 
ness, 
And  diewn  thee  half  unwilling  to  undo  me : 
fiat  thoQ  disdaincst  the  weakness  of  humanity ; 
"Hij  anonJs,  and  all  thy  actions,  have  confessed  it; 
ifWBow  thy  eyes  avow  it,  now  they  speak. 
And  ioflolently  own  the  glorious  villany. 
HaU.  Well,  then !  I  own  my  heart  has  broke 
^     your  chains, 
raent  I  bore  the  painful  bondage  long ; 
At  length  my  generous  love  disdains  your  ty- 

.»nny; 
^  bitterness  and  stings  of  taunting  jealousy, 
Vetatjoos  davs,  and  jarring,  ioyless  nights, 
Hare  driven  him  forth  to  seek  some  safer  shelter, 
Where  he  may  rest  his  weary  wings  in  peace. 
-dSc  You  triumph !   do !  and,  with  gigantic 
,  p™fe, 
P^J  impending  ver^eance.   Heaven  shall  wink ; 
So  more  htt  arm  shall  roll  the  dreadful  thunder; 
Nor  send  his  lightnings  forth :  no  more  his  jus- 
tice 
ShaO  visit  the  presuming  sons  of  men, 
B<itp«JQnr,  like  thine,  shall  dwell  in  safety, 
inu/.  Whate*er  my  fate  decrees  for  me  here- 
after, 
fie  present  to  me  now,  my  better  angel ! 
'm^rve  me  from  the  storm  that  threatens  now. 
And  if  I  have  beyond  atonement  sinned, 
I^t  any  other  kind  of  plague  o'ertake  me, 
So  I  ^^cape  the  fury  ot  that  tongue. 
^iic  Thy  prayer  is  heard — I  go — but  know, 
proud  loni. 
However  thou  scom*st  the  weakness  of  my  sex, 
This  feeble  band  may  find  the  means  to  reach 

thee, 
HoweW  soblioie  in  power  and  greatness  placed, 
With  royal  favour  guarded  round  and  graced ; 
On  eagle's  winss  my  rage  shall  urge  her  flight, 
And  burl  thee  neadlong  from  thy  topmost  height; 
Then,  like  thy  fate,  superior  will  1  sit, 
And  view  thee  fallen,  and  grovelling  at  my  feet ; 
See  thy  last  breiith  with  indignation  go, 
And  tread  tbee  sinkiog  to  the  shades  below. 

[Exit. 
BoMt.  How  fierce  a  fiend  is  passion !  with  what 
wiMneaa, 
^^'W  tyraony  untamed  it  reigns  in  woman  I 
Uolappy  sex !  whose  easy  yielding  temper 
Vou  I. 


Gives  way  to  ev^ry  appetite  Mi4 : 

Each  gust  of  inclination,  unoontrottled> 

Sweeps  through  their  souls^  and  sets  them  ki  iak 

uproar; 
Each  motion  of  the  heart  rises  to  fury, 
And  love,  in  Aeir  weak  bosoms,  is  a  higrt 
As  terrible  as  hate,  and  as  destructive. 
So  the  wind  roars  oW  the  wide  feaceleBB  oeMl^ 
And  heaves  the  billows  of  the  boiling  deep, 
Al^  from  north,  from  south,  from  eas^  flMtih 

west; 
With  equal  force  the  tempest  blows,  by  tttms^ 
From  every  comer  of  the  seaman's  compass. 
But  soft  ye  now — for  here  comes  one,  oisdaitM 
Strifl  and  her  wrangling  train;  of  equal  element!^ 
Without  one  jarring  atom,  was  she  formed^ 
And  gentleness  and  joy  make  up  her  being. 

Enter  Jake  Shore.' 

Forgive  me,  fair  one,  if  officious  friendship 
Intrudes  on  your  repose,  and  comes  thus  Utt^ 
To  greet  you  with  tne  tidings  of  succeasi 
The  princely  Gloster  has  vouchsaM  yOtt  fati#t» 

ing; 
To-morrow  he  expects  you  at  th«  oourt ; 
There  plead  your  cause,  with  never-failing  bttauty^ 
Speak  all  your  griefs,  and  find  a  full  redresUb 
/.  Sh,  Thus  humbly  let  your  lowly  servant  bend. 

Thus  let  me  bow  my  grateful  knee  to  earth. 
And  bless  your  noble  nature  for  this  gaodnesi. 
Hast.  Rise,  gentle  dame;  you  wrong  my  Ukm/n 
ing  much; 
Tliink  me  not  guilty  of  a  thought  so  vain, 
To  sell  mycourtesy  for  thanks  like  these  I 
J.  Sh.  Tis  true,  your  bounty  b  beyond  my 
speaking : 
But  though  my  mouth  be  dumb,  ttkj  heart  shall 

thank  you ; 
And  when  it  melts  before  the  throne  of  mercy, 
Mourning  and  bleeding  for  my  past  offences, 
My  fervent  soul  shall  breathe  one  prayer  for  foiit\^ 
If  prayers  of  such  a  wretch  are  heard  on  high. 
That  Heaven  will  pay  you  back,  when  most  yoa. 

need. 
The  grace  and  goodness  you  have  shewn  to  me. 
Hast.  If  there  be  ought  of  merit  in  my  servici^ 
Impute  it  there,  where  most  'tis  due,  to  love ; 
Be  kind,  my  gentle  mistress,  to  my  wishes, 
And  satisfy  my  panting  heart  witn  beauty. 

J.  Sh.  Alas]  my  lord 

Hast.  Why  bend  thy  eyes  to  earth  ? 
Wherefore  these  looks  of  heaviness  and  sorrow  f 
Why  breathes  that  sigh,  my  love  ?  And  wherefore 

falls 
This  trickling  shower  of  tears,  to  stain  thy  sweet- 
ness? 
J.  Sh.  If  pity  dwells  within  your  noble  breafl^ 
(As  sure  it  does)  Oh,  speak  not  to  me  thus ! 
Hast.  Can  I  behold  thee,  and  not  speak  of 
love? 
Even  now,  thus  sadly  as  thou  stand'st  before  me> 

U  u 
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Thus  desolate,  dejected,  and  forlorn, 
Thy  softness  steals  upon  my  yielding  senses, 
Till  my  soul  faints,  and  sickens  Miih  desire; 
How  canst  thou  give  this  motion  to  my  heart. 
And  hid  my  tongue  be  still  ? 

J.  Sh,  Cast  round  your  eyes 
Upon  the  high-born  beauties  of  the  court ; 
Behold,  like  opening  roses,  where  they  bUxmi, 
Sweet  to  the  sense,  unsullied  all,  and  spotless ; 
There  chuse  some  worthy  partner  of  your  heart, 
To  fill  your  arms,  and  bless,  your  virtuous  bed ; 
Nor  turn  your  eyes  this  way,   where  sin  and 

misery, 
Like  loathsome  weeds,  have  over-run  the  soil. 
And  the  destroyer,  Shame,  has  laid  all  waste. 
Hast.  What  means  this  peevish,  this  fantastic 

change  } 
\\  here  is  thy  wonted  pleasantness  of  face, 
Tr.Y  V  onted  izraces,  and  thy  dimpled  smiles  ? 
Where  hast  thou  lost  thy  wit,  and  sportive  mirth? 
That  chearful  heart,  which  used  to  dance  for 


ever. 


And  cast  a  day  of  E^ladness  all  around  thee  ? 

J.  Sh,  Yes.  I  will  own  I  merit  the  reproach; 
And  for  those  fooUsh  days  of  wanton  pride. 
My  soul  is  justly  humbled  to  the  dust : 
All  tongues,  like  yours,  are  licensed  to  upbraid 

me, 
Still  to  repeat  my  guilt,  to  urge  my  infamy, 
And  treat  me  like  that  abject  thing  I  have  been. 
Yet  let  the  saints  be  witness  to  this  truth. 
That  now,  though  late,  I  look  with  horror  back, 
That  I  detest  my  wretched  self,  and  curse 
Mv  past  polluted  life.    AU-judtring  Heaven, 
Wlio  knows  my  crimes,  has  seen  my  sorrow  for 
them. 
Hast.  No  more  of  this  dull  stu£    Tis  time 
enough 
To  whine  and  mortify  thyself  with  penance, 
W^en  the  decaying  sense  is  palled  with  pleasure, 
And  weary  nature  tires  in  her  last  stage ; 
Then  weep  and  tell  thy  beads,  when  altering 

rheums 
Haye  stained  the  lustre  of  thy  starry  eyes. 
And  failing  palsies  shake  thy  withered  hand. 
Tlie  present  moment  claims  more  generous  use ; 
Thy  Deauty,  night,  and  solitude,  reproach  me, 
For  having  talked  thus  long—come  let  me  press 
thee,  [Laying  kold  of  her. 

Pant  on  thy  bosom,  sink  into  thy  arms. 
And  lose  myself  in  the  luxurious  flood  ! 

J.  Sh.  Never!  by  those  chaste  lights  above,  I 
swear. 
My  soul  shall  never  know  pollution  more ; 
Forbear,  my  lord  ! — here  let  me  rather  die : 

[Kneeling. 
Let  quick  destruction  overtake  me  here, 
Auf*  end  my  sorrows  and  my  shame  for  ever. 

Haft.  7^wHy  %\ith  this  pcrverseness  ! — 'tis  too 
%  Tiuicri. 

Nfjy  if  you  strive — 'tis  monstrous  affectation  ! 

[Struggling. 


J.  SL  Redre !  I  bc^  too  leave 

Hast.  Thus  to  coy  it  f 

With  one  who  knows  you  too^ 
J.  Sk.  For  merc/s  sake- 


Hast.  Ungrateful  woman !  Is  it  thus  joa  pay 
My  services? 

J.  Sh.  Abandon  me  to  ruin 

Rather  than  urge  me 

Hast,  This  way  to  your  chamber ; 

[Pulling  kr. 
There  if  you  struggle 

J.  Sh.  Help,  oh,  gracious  Heaven ! 
Help !  Save  me !  Help ! 

Enter  Duhont,  he  interposes. 
Dum,  My  lord  !  for  honour*s  sake- 


Hast.  Ha !  What  art  thou  ?— Begooe ! 

Dum.  My  duty  calls  me 
To  my  attendance  on  my  mistress  here. 

J.  Sh.  For  pity,  let  me  go 

Hast.  Avaunt !  base  groom 

At  distance  wait,  and  know  thy  office  better. 

Dum.  Forego  your  hold,  my  lord !  'tis  mo4 
unmanly 
This  violence 

Hast.  Avoid  the  room  this  momcn^ 
Or  I  will  tread  thy  soul  out. 

Dum.  No,  my  lord 

The  common  ties  of  mankind  call  me  now. 
And  bid  me  thus  stand jup  in  tiie  defence 
Of  an  oppressed,  unhappy,  helpless  \*oman. 

Hast.  And  dost  thou  know  me,  sla\>;? 

Dum.  Yes,  thou  proud  lord ! 
r  knoM  thee  well ;  know  thee  with  each  advantase 
Which  wealtli,  or  power,  or  noble  birth  can  pve 

thee. 
I  know  thee,  too,  for  one  who  stains  those  ho- 
nours. 
And  blots  a  long  illustrious  line  of  am^estiy. 
By  poorly  daring  thus  to  wrong  a  woman.' 

Hoht.  ^Tis  wonderous  well !  I  ^ee,  my  sainc-'iLe 
dame. 
You  stand  provided  of  your  braves  and  niti\aii>. 
To  man  your  cause,  and  bluster  iu  your  broti^L 

Dum.  Take  back  the  foul  reproach,  unmau.i  r^ 
ed  railer  ! 
Nor  urge  my  rage  too  far,  lest  thoa    should*^ 

find 
I  have  as  daring  spirits  in  my  blood 
As  thou  or  any  of  thy  race  e'er  boasted  ; 
And  though  no  gaudy  titles  (graced  my  birth. 
Titles,  the  servile  courtier's  leau  reward, 
Sometliues  the  pay  of  virtue,  but  more  oft 
The  hire  which  greatness  gives  to  slaves  and 

sycophants. 
Yet  Heaven,  that  made  me  honest,  made  mv  imre 
Than  ever  king  did,  when  he  made  a  loixL 

Hast.    Insolent   villain  !    Iiencefortli    Irt   t^  '.^ 
teach  thee  [Draxvs  and  siriket  4..*^ 

The  distance  'twixt  a  peasant  and  a  priiK  ^  ! 

Dum.  Nav,  then,  my  lord,  [druiciH§'\  ie&m  \v>« 
l)y  this>  how  well 
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An  Bnn  resolved  can  g;ttard  its  mastei^s  life. 

[Tkevfight 
J.  Sk.  Oh  niy  distracdne  fears  :    hold,    fo< 
sweet  Heaven.         [Runs  off" dUtractedly, 
Theyfigktf  Dumont  disarms  Lord  Hastings. 
'  tt.  Coafusion  !    baffled   by   a  base-born 
hind! 
Dum.  Now,  haughty  sir,  where  is  our  difference 

DOW? 

Yoar  life  is  in  my  hand,  and  did  not  honour, 
The  gentleness  or  blood,  and  inborn  virtue, 
(However  unworthy  I  may  seem  to  you) 
Plead  in  my  bosom,  I  should  take  the  forfeit 
Cut  wear  your  sword  again ;  and  know,  a  lord 
Opposed  against  a  man,  is  but  a  man. 
Htut.  Curse  on  my  failing  arm !  Your  better 
fortune 
Has  given  you  vantage  o'er  me ;  but  perhaps 
Vour  triumph  may  be  bought  with  dear  repent- 
ance. [Exit  Hastings, 

Enter  Jane  Shore. 

/.  Sk.  Alas !  what  have  ye  done  ?  Know  ye 
the  power. 
The  mightiness,  that  waits  upon  this  lord  ? 
IHuR.  Fear  not,  my  worthiest  mistress ;  'tb  a 


In  vhich  Heaven's  guards  shall  wait  yoo.    O 

pursue, 
i  ifrsoe  the  sacred  counsels  of  your  soul, 
^V  hich  ui^  you  on  to  virtue ;  let  not  danger, 
Kor  the  incumbering  world,  make  faint  your  pur- 
pose. 
Agisting  angeb  shall  conduct  your  steps, 
Bring  yon  to  bliss,  and  crown  your  days  with 


J'  Sk.  Oh,  that  my  head  were  laid,  my  sad  eyes 
closed. 
And  my  cold  corse  wound  in  my  shroud  to  rest ! 
)Iy  painful  heart  will  never  cease  to  beat, 
Hi/J  never  know  a  moment's  peace  till  then. 
Dm.  Would  you  be  happy,  leave  this  fatal 
place; 
rlr  from  the  court's  pernicious  neighbourhood ; 
^^  here  innocence  is  shamed,  and  blushing  mo- 
desty 
I^  made  the  soqmer^s  jest;  where  hate,  deceit, 
A3<1  deadly  ruin,  wear  the  masques  of  beauty, 
And  drajf  4^1ud^  fqols  with  snews  of  pleasure. 


'    J.  Sh,  Where  should  I  fly,  thus  helpless  and 

forlorn, 
Of  friends,  and  all  the  means  of  life  bereft? 
Dum,  Belmour,  whose  friendly  care  still  wakes 
to  serve  you, 
Fias  found  you  out  a  little  peaceful  refuge, 
Far  from  the  court  and  the  tumultuous  city. 
Within  an  anrient  forest's  ample  verge. 
There  stands  a  lonely  but  a  healthful  dwelling, 
r3uilt  for  convenience  and  the  use  of  life : 
Vround  it  fallows,  meads,  and  pastures  fair, 
\  little  garden,  and  a  limpid  brook, 
i3y  nature 's  own  contrivance  seems  disposed ; 
Vo  neighbours,  but  a  few  poor  simple  clowns. 
Honest  and  true,  with  a  well  meaning  priest : 
iVo  faction,  or  domestic  fury's  rage, 
Oid  e'er  disturb  the  quiet  of  that  place. 
When  the  contending  nobles  shoos  the  land 
With  York  and  Lancaster's  disputed  sway. 
Your  virtue  there  may  find  a  safe  retreat 
From  the  insulting  powers  of  wicked  greatness. 
/.  Sh,    Can  tli^re  be  so  mudi  happiness  in 
store! 
A  cell  like  that  is  all  my  hopes  aspire  to. 
Haste,  then,  and  thither  let  i^  take  our  flight. 
Ere  the  clouds  gather,  and  the  wintery  sky 
Descends  in  storms  to  intercept  our  passage. 
J>Mfii.  Will  you  then  go !  You  glad  my  very 
soul. 
Banish  your  fears,  cast  all  your  cares  on  me ; 
Plenty  and  ease,  and  peace  of  mind  shall  wait 

you* 
And  make  vour  latter  days  of  life  most  happy. 

Oh,  lady !  but  I  must  not,  cannot  tell  you. 

How  anxious  I  have  been  for  all  your  dangers^ 

And  how  my  heart  rejoices  at  your  safety. 

So  when  the  spring  renews  the  flowery  field. 

And  warns  the  pregnant  nightingale  to  build, 

She  seeks  the  safest  shelter  of  the  wood. 

Where  'she  may  trust  her  little  tuneful  brood ; 

Where  no  rude  swains  her  shady  cell  may  know, 

No    serpents  climb^  nor    blasting   winds   may 

blow; 
Fond  of  the  chosen  place,  she  views  it  o'er. 
Sits  there,  and  wanders  through  the  grove  no 

more; 
Warbling  she  charms  it  each  returning  night. 
And  loves  it  with  a  mother's  dear  delight. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  I.— ITke  court. 

Rnier  Alicia,  with  a  paper. 

AUc.  This   paper    to  the  great   protector's 
kaniL 
With  cmre  and  secrecy,  most  be  conveyed ; 
H:»  bold  ambition  now  avows  its  aim, 
T'l  pluck  the  crown  from  Edward's  inf^t  brow, 
•W  fix  it  oa  hb  own.    I  know  he  holcii 


My  faithless  Hastings  adverse  to  his  hopes, 
And  much  devoted  to  the  orphan  king ; 
On  that  I  build :  this  paper  meets  his  doubts^ 
And  marks  my  hated  rival  as  the  cause 
Of  Hastings'  zeal  for  his  dead  master's  sons. 
Oh,  jealousy !  thou  bane  of  pleasing  friendships 
Thou  worst  invader  of  our  tender  bosoms, 
How  does  thy  rancour  poison  all  our  softness^ 
And  turn  our  gentle  natures  into  bitterness? 
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$^  wh^re  ^t  comes !  once  my  hearths  dearest 

blessiiig; ' 
Now  my  chiM^  eyes  are  blasted  with  her 

weauty, 
Loathe  that  knowii  face,  and  acken  to  behold  her. 

tlnter  Javb  Sbor^ 

J.  Sk,  Naw  whither  shall  I  fly  to  find  relief? 
y^hat  charitable  hand  will  aid  roe  now  f 
Will  s^y  n^  falling  steps^  supjport  my  ruins, 
And  heal  m^  wounded  mind  with  bahny  comfort? 
Oh,  my  Aliaa ! 

4iic.  What  Q^w  Krief  is  this  ? 
What  unforeseen  misfortune  has  surprised  thee, 
That  racks  thy  tender  heart  thus? 

J.Sh.  Oh,  Pumont! 

Alic,  Sfjv  what  of  him  ? 

J.  Shr  That  friendly,  hooest  man. 
Whom  Belmour  brought  of  late  to  my  as^tance, 
On  whose  kind  care,  whose  diligence  apd  faith, 
My  surest  trust  was  built,  this  very  mom 
Was  seized  on  by  the  cruel  hand  of  power. 
Forced  from  my  house,  and  borne  away  to  prison. 

Alic.  To  prison^  said  you !  Can  you  guess  the 
cau^? 

J.  S&.  Too  well,  I  fear.    His  bold  defence  of 
me 
tias  drawn  th^  vengeance  of  Lord  Hastings  on 
him. 

AUc.  Lord  Hastings !  Ha ! 

X  Sh,  Some  fitter  time  must  tell  thee 
The  tale  of  my  hard  hap.    Upon  the  present 
Hang  all  my  poor,  my  last  remaining  hopes. 
Within  this  pafMer  ia  my  suit  contained ; 
Here,  as  the  princely  Gloster  passes  forth, 
I  wait  to  give  it  on  my  humble  knees, 
And  move  him  for  redress. 

[She  giv€i  the  paper  to  Alicia^  mho  cpem 
andseenu  to  read  it. 

AUc.  [Atide^  Now  for  a  wile, 
To  sting  vi^  thoughtless  rival  to  the  heart; 
^o  bl^st  her  fatal  beauties,  and  divide  her 
For  ever  from  my  perjured  Hastings'  eyes  I 
The  wanderer  may  then  look  back  to  me. 
And  turn  to  his  forsaken  home  again. 
Their  fashions  are  the  same,  it  cannot  fml. 

[PuUin£  out  the  other  paper. 

J.  Sh.  But  see,  the  great  protector  comes  this 
way, 
Attended  by  a  train  of  waiting  courtiers. 
Give  me  the  paper,  friend. 
Alic.  [Aside.]  For  love  and  vengeance ! 

[She  gives  her  the  other  paper. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Gloster,  Sir  Richard 
Katcliffe,  Catesbt,  Courtiers,  and  other 
Attendants. 

'     J.  Sh.  [fneeling.']  Oh,  noble  Gloster,  turn  thy 

gracious  eye. 
Incline  thy  pityii^  ear  to  my  complaint! 
A  poor,  undone,  forsaken,  helpless  woman, 
Intreats  a  little  bread  for  charity, 


To  feed  her  wants,  and  save  her  life  from  pe^ 

ishin^. 
Glost.  Arise,  fair  dame,  and  diy  yoor  watoy 

eyes. 

[Receiving  the  paper,  and  raising  her. 
Beshrew  me,  but  'twere  pity  of  his  heart 
That  could  refuse  a  boon  to  such  a  suitress. 
You  have  got  a  noble  fnend  to  be  your  advocate; 
A  worthy  and  right  gentle  lord  he  is, 
And  to  his  trust  most  true.    This  present  now, 
Some  matters  of  the  state  detain  our  leisure  ; 
Those  once  dispatched,  we'll  call  for  you  anon. 
And  ^ve  your  griefs  redress.    Go  to !  be  conk* 

forted. 
J.  Sh.  Good  Heavens  repay  your  hi^ne^s  for 

this  pity. 
And  shower  down  blessings  on  jour  princely  head. 
Come,  my  Ahda,  reach  thy  fnendly  ans. 
And  help  me  to  support  this  feeble  frame. 
That  nodding  totters  with  oppressive  wo^ 
And  sinks  beneath  its  load. 

[Exeunt  J.Sh.mui  Mc 
Glost.  Now,  by  my  holidame ! 
Heavy  of  heart  she  seems,  and  sore  afflicted. 
Bat  thus  it  is  when  rude  c^amity 
Lays  its  strong  gripe  upon  these  mincing  minions 
The  dainty  gew-gaw  forms  dissolve  at  once, 
And  shiver  at  the  shock.      What  says  her  pa< 

per  ?  [Sf emia^  to  read. 

Ha!    what  is  this?    Come  nearer,  Ratdifie! 

Catesby  1 
Mark  the  contents,  and  then  divine  the  meaning. 

[He  reads. 
'  W^onder  not,  princely  Gloster,  at  the  notice 
'  This  paper  bnngs  you  from  a  friend  unknown ; 

*  Lord  Hastings  is  inclined  to  call  you  master, 
'  And  kneel  to  Richard,  as  to  England^s  king ; 

*  But  Shore's  bewitching  wife  misleads  lus  be^rt, 

*  And  draws  his  service  to  king  EdwanTs  sons : 

*  Drive  her  away,  you  break  the  chann  thathold^ 

him, 

*  And  he,  and  all  his  powers^  attend  yoiLT 

Rat.  'Tis  wonderful ! 

Cat.  The  means  by  which  it  came 
Yet  stranger  too ! 

Glost.  Vou  saw  it  given,  but  now. 

Rat.  She  could  not  know  the  purport. 

Glost.  No,  'tis  plain- 
She  ^nows  it  not,  it  levels  at  her  life ; 
Should  she  presume  to  prate  of  such  high  raal- 

terS| 
The  meddling  harlot!  dear  she  should  alude  it. 

Cat.  What  l^md  soe'er  it  comes  from^  be 
suredy 
It  means  your  highness  well 

Glosc.  Upon  tlie  instant, 
Lord  Hastiogs  will  be  here ;  this  mom  I 
To  prove  him  to  the  quick ;  then  if  he  fiincliy 
No  more  but  this — away  with  him  at  onoe  ! 

He  must  be  mine  or  nothing ^B«t  he  comes  I 

Draw  nearer  this  way,  and  obserte  me  welL 
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Enter  Lobd  Histivob. 


&rf.  This  foolish  womBD  hangs  aboat  my 

aCUtf 

Lngen  and  wanders  in  mj  fancy  still ; 
This  oojness  is  put  on ;  'tis  art  and  cunning ; 
And  worn  to  urge  desire        I  must  possess  her. 
The  Doom,  who  lift  his  saucy  hand  against  me. 
Ere  Sas,  is  hombled,  and  repents  his  daring. 
Perfas{M,  even  she  may  pront  by  the  example, 
And  tesch  her  beauty  not  to  scorn  my  power. 
Glctt,  Thb  da,  and  wait  me  e*er  the  council 
sitBL  [Exeunt  Rat.  and  Cat. 

My  bid,  you  are  well  encountered ;  here  has 

been 
A  fur  petitioner  this  morning  with  us; 
fie/ieve  me^  she  has  won  me  much  to  pity  her : 
Alas !  her  gentle  nature  was  not  made 
To  \nStt  with  adversity.    I  told  her 
How  worthily  her  cause  you  had  befriended ; 
How  mudi  for  your  good  sake  we  mean  to  do, 
That  you  had  spoke^  and  all  things  should  be 
welL 
Haii.  Your  highness  binds  me  ever  to  your 

service. 
Gloit.  You  know  your  friendship  is  most  po- 
tent with  ns. 
And  shares  our  power.    But  of  this  enough. 
For  we  hare  other  matters  for  your  ear. 
The  state  is  out  of  tune :  distracting  fears, 
And  jealous  doubts,  jar  in  our  pubhc  counsels; 
Aokubt  the  wealthy  city,  murmurs  rise, 
lewd  rsilingSi  and  reprcwch  on  those  that  rule. 
With  open  scorn  of  government ;  hence  credit^ 
And  public  trust  'twixt  man  and  man,  are  broke. 
The  golden  streams  of  commerce  are  withheld, 
Whidi  fed  the  wants  of  needy  hinds  and  ardzans, 
Who  therefore  curse  the  great,  and  threat  re- 
bellion. 
Hatt.  The  rcsty  knaves  are  ovei^run  with  eas^ 
Asplen^  ever  is  the  nurse  of  faction ; 
If,  m  good  days,  like  these,  the  headstrong  herd 
Grow  madly  wanton  and  repine ;  it  is 
Because  the  reins  of  power  are  held  too  slack. 
And  reverend  authon^,  of  late. 
Has  worn  a  face  of  mercy  more  than  justice. 
Gioti.^  Beshrew  my  heart !  but  you  have  well 
divined 
The  source  of  these  disorders.  Who  can  wonder, 
If  riot  and  miarule  o'ertum  the  realm. 
When  the  crown  nts  upon  a  baby  brow  ? 
Pbinly  Co  »eak ;  hence  comes  the  eeneral  cry, 
And  sum  of  adl  complaint ;  'twill  neer  be  well 
With  Fngland  (thus  thej  talk)  while  children  go- 


flinf .  Tia  true,  the  king  is  young;  but  what  of 
that? 
We  feel  no  want  of  Edward's  riper  years, 
While  Gloscer^s  valour,  and  most  princely  wis- 
dom, 
So  well  supply  our  infant  sovereign's  place. 
His  youth's  support,  and  guardian  to  his  throne. 


Glott.  The  council  (much  Fm  bound  to  thank 
them  for^t !) 
Have  placed  a  pageant  sceptre  in  my  hand. 
Barren  of  power,  and  subject  to  controul ; 
Scorned  by  my  foes,  and  useless  to  my  friends. 
Oh,  worthy  lord !  were  mine  the  rule  indeed^ 
I  think  I  should  not  suiFer  rank  oflfence, 
At  large,  to  lord  it  in  the  common-weal ; 
Nor  would  the  realm  be  rent  by  discord  thu^ 
Thus  fear  and  doubt,  betwixt  disputed  titles. 
Hast.  Of  this  I  am  to  learn ;  as  not  supposing 

A  doubt  like  this 

Glott.  Ay  marry,  but  there  is 
And  that  of  much  concern.    Have  you  not  heard 
How,  on  a  late  occasion,  doctor  Shaw 
Has  moved  the  people  much  about  the  lawful- 
ness 
Of  Edward's  issue  ?  By  right  grave  authority. 
Of  learning  and  reli^on,  plainly  proving 
A  bastard  sdon  never  should  be  grafted 
Upon  a  royal  stock ;  from  thence,  at  full 
Discoursing  on  my  brother's  former  contract 
To  lady  Ehzabetl^Lucjr,  long  before 
His  jolly  match  with  this  same  buxom  widow, 
The  queen  he  left  behind  him 

Hast.  Ill  befal 
Such  meddling  priests,  who  kindle  up  confusion. 
And  vex  the  quiet  world  with  their  vain  scruples! 
By  Heaven  'tis  done  in  perfect  spite  to  peace. 
Did  not  the  king. 

Our  royal  master,  Edward,  in  concurrence 
With  ms  estates  assembled,  well  determine 
What  course  the  sovereign  rule  should  take 

henceforward  ? 
When  shall  the  deadly  hate  of  faction  oease^ 
When  shall  our  long-divided  land  have  rest. 
If  every  peevish,  moody  malecontent 
Shall  set  the  senseless  rabble  in  an  uproar, 
Fright  them  with  dangers,  and  perplex  their 

brain, 
Each  day  with  some  fantastic  i^ddy  change  ? 
Glost.  What  if  some  patriot,  for  the  public 
good. 
Should  vary  from  your  scheme,  new-mould  the 
state? 
Ha$t.  Curse  on  the  innovating  hand  attempts 
it! 
Remember  him,  the  villain,  righteous  Heaven, 
In  thy  great  day  of  vengeance !  Blast  the  traitor 
And  nis  pernicious  counsels,  who^  for  wealth. 
For  power,  the  pride  of  ereatness,  or  revenge^ 
Would  plunge  his  native  land  in  civil  wars : 
Glost.  You  go  too  far,  my  lord. 
Hast,  Your  highness^  pardon 
Have  we  so  soon  forgot  those  days  of  ruin. 
When  York  and  Lanoister  drew  forth  the  battles; 
When,  like  a  matron  butchered  by  her  sons, 
And  cast  beside  some  common  way,  a  spectacle. 
Of  horror  and  affiight  to  passers  by. 
Our  groaning  country  bled  at  every  vein ; 
When  murders,  rapes,  and  massacres  prevailed 
When  churches^  palaces,  and  cities  bbiped; 
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When  insolence  and  barbarism  triumphed, 
And  swept  away  distinctions ;  peasants  trod 
Upon  the  necks  of  nobles :  low  were  laid 
The  reverend  crosier,  and  the  holy  mttr^ 
And  desolation  covered  all  the  land ; 
Who  can  remember  this,  and  not,  like  me^ 
Here  vow  to  sheath  a  dagger  in  his  heart. 
Whose  damned  ambition  would  renew  those  hor- 
rors, 
And  set  once  more  that  scene  of  blood  before  as ! 

Ghtt,  How  now !  so  hot ! 

Hast,  So  brave,  and  so  resolved. 

Clo$t,  Is  then  our  friendship  of  00  little  mo- 
ment, 
That  you  could  arm  your  hand  aeainst  my  life  f 

Hast,  I  hope  your  highness  does  not  think  I 
mean  it; 
No;  Heaven  forefend  that  e'er  your  princely  per- 
son 
Should  come  within  the  scope  of  my  resentment 

Glott,  Oh,  noble  Hastings  !  Nay,  I  must  em- 
brace you ;  [Embraces  him* 
By  holy  Paul,  y'are  a  right  honest  man  ! 
The  tim^  is  full  of  danger  and  distrust. 
And  warns  us  to  be  wary.    Hold  me  not 
Too  apt  for  jealousy  and  light  surmise, 
If,  when  I  meant  to  lodge  you  near  my  heart, 
I  put  your  truth  to  trial.    Keep  your  loyalty. 
And  live  your  king  and  country s  best  support: 
For  me,  I  ask  no  more  than  hononr  gives^ 


To  think  mc  yours,  and  rank  me  widi  your  friends 
Hast,  Accept  what  thanks  a  grateful  heart 
should  pay. 
Oh,  princely  Gioster !  judge  me  not  ungentle^ 
Of  manners  rude,  and  insolent  of  speech, 
(f,  when  the  public  safety  is  in  question. 
My  zeal  flows  warm  and  eager  from  my  tongue. 
Glost,  Enough  of  this :  to  deal  in  wordy  com- 
pliment 
Is  much  against  the  plunness  of  my  nature : 
I  judge  you  by  myself,  a  clear  true  spirit. 
And,  as  such,  once  more  join  you  to  my  bosom. 
Farewell,  and  be  my  friend.  [Erit  Giost. 

Hast,  I  am  not  read. 
Nor  skilled  and  practised  in  the  arts  of  great- 
ness. 
To  kindle  thus,  and  give  a  scope  to  passion. 
The  duke  is  surely  noble ;  but  he  toudied  roe 
Even  on  the  tenderest  point ;  the  master-stringy 
That  makes  most  harmony  or  discord  to  me. 
I  own  the  glorious  subject  fires  my  breast, 
And  my  soul's  darling  passion  stands  confessed. 
Beyondf  or  love's  or  friendship's  sacred  band. 
Beyond  myself,  I  prize  my  native  land  : 
On  this  foundation  would  I  build  my  fame. 
And  emulate  the  Greek  and  Roman  name ; 
Think  England's  peace  bought  cheaply  «\ith  mf 

blood, 
And  die  with  pleasure  for  my  country*s  good. 

[FM. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  L— Confmues. 


Enter  Duke  ^Gloster,  Ratcliffe,  and 

Catesby. 

Ghst  This  was  the  sum  of  all :  that  he  would 

brook 
No  alteration  in  the  present  state. 
Marry,  at  last,  the  testy  gentleman 
Was  almost  moved  to  bid  us  bold  defiance ; 
But  there  I  dropt  the  argument,  and  changing 
The  first  design  and  purport  of  my  speech, 
I  praised  his  good  aftection  to  young  Edward, 
And  left  him  to  believe  my  thoughts  like  his. 
Proceed  we  then  in  this  forementioned  matter, 
As  qothing  bound,  or  trusting  to  his  friendship. 
JRat,  111  does  it  thus  befall.     I  could  have 

wished 
This  lord  had  stood  with  us.    His  friends  are 

wealthy ; 
Thereto,  his  own  possessions  large  and  mighty ; 
The  vassals  and  dependants  on  his  power 
Firm  in  adherence,  ready,  bold,  ana  many ; 
His  name  had  been  of  vantage  to  your  higlmess, 
And  stood  our  present  purpose  much  in  stead. 
Glost,  This  wayward  and  perverse  declining 

from  us, 
Has  warranted  at  full  the  friendly  notice. 
Which  we  this  morn  received.    I  hold  it  certaini 


This  puling,  whining  harlot  rules  his  reason^ 
And  prompts  his  zeal  for  Edward's  bastard  brood. 

Cat.  If  she  have  such  dominion  o'er  his  heart. 
And  turn  it  at  her  will,  you  rule  her  fate ; 
And  should,  by  inference  and  apt  deduction. 
Be  arbiter  of  nis.    Is  not  her  bread. 
The  very  means  immediate  to  her  bein& 
The  bounty  of  your  hand  ?  Why  does  she  UvCy 
If  not  to  yield  obedience  to  your  pleasure. 
To  speak,  to  act,  to  think  as  you  command  ? 

Rat,  Let  her  instruct  her  tongue  to  bear  your 
message ; 
Teach  every  grace  to  smile  in  your  behalf^ 
And  her  deluding  eyes  to  gloat  for  yon  ; 
His  ductile  reason  will  be  wound  about. 
Be  led  and  turned  again,  say  and  unsay. 
Receive  the  yoke,  and  y'lM  exact  obeaience. 

Glost,  Your  counsel  likes  me  well,  it  shall  be 
followed. 
She  waits  without,  attending  on  her  suit. 
Go,  call  her  in,  and  leave  us  here  alone. 

[Exeunt  Batcliffe  and  Ca/es^. 
How  poor  a  thing  is  he,  how  worttiy  acorn. 
Who  leaves  the  guidance  of  imperial  manl^ood 
To  such  a  paltry  piece  of  stuff  as  this  is  ! 
A  moppet  made  of  prettincss  and  pride  ; 
That  oftener  does  her  giddy  fancies  chan$»^ 
Than  ^ttering  dew*drops  in  the  sun  da  colours— 
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Now,  shame  apoir  it !  was  our  reason  girea 
For  Mch  a  use !  To  be  thus  puflfed  about 
Ukaadrj  leaf,  an  idle  straw,  a  feather. 
The  sport  of  every  whiffling  blast  that  blows  ? 
Beahrew  my  heart,  but  it  is  wondrous  strange ; 
San  ihnt  is  something  more  than  witchcraft  in 

them, 
Hist  masters  even  the  wisest  of  us  alL 

EnterjAvt,  Shore. 

Ob !  yoQ  are  come  most  fitly.    We  have  ponder- 
ed 
Od  thb  your  g^rievance :  and  though  some  there 

are, 
Nay,  and  those  great  ones  too^  who  would  enforce 
The  rigour  of  our  power  to  afflict  you, 
And  bear  a  heavy  hand ;  yet  fear  not  you : 
We've  ta'en  you  to  our  favour ;  our  protection 
^bali  stand  between,  and  shield  you  from  mis- 
hapu 
J.  Sk.  The  Uessings  of  a  heart  with  anguish 
broken. 
And  rescued  from  despair,  attend  your  highness. 
Alas !  my  gracious  lora,  what  have  I  done 
To  kindle  such  relentless  wrath  against  me  ? 
If  in  the  days  of  all  my  past  offences, 
When  most  my  heart  was  lifted  with  delight^ 
If  I  withheld  my  morsel  from  the  hungry, 
Forgot  die  widow's  want,  and  orphan's  cry ; 
If  1  have  known  a  good  I  have  not  shared. 
Nor  called  the  poor  to  take  his  portion  with  me, 
Ixt  my  worst  enemies  stand  fortn,  and  now 
Deny  the  succour,  which  I  gave  not  then. 
Clatt.  Many  there  are,  Wough  I  believe  them 

W'ho  say  yoo  meddle  in  afl&irs  of  state : 
That  you  presume  to  prattle,  like  a  busy  body, 
Give  your  advice,  and  teach  the  lords  o  th'  coun- 
cil 
What  fits  the  order  of  the  common-weal. 

/.  SJk,  Oh^  that  the  busy  world,  at  least  in  this, 
Would  take  example  from  a  wretch  like  me  ! 
None  then  would  waste  their  hours  in  foreign 

thoughts, 
FoTf^  tbeinselves,  and  what  concerns  their  peace. 
To  tread  the  mazes  of  fantastic  falsehood, 
To  haunt  tlieir  idle  sounds  and  flying  tales, 
Thruueh  all  the  giddy,  noisy  courts  of  nimoiu*; 
^laJicions  slander  never  would  have  leisure 
To  search,  with  pr>'iDg  eye^  for  faults  abroad, 
If  alL  like  me,  considered  their  own  hearts, 
4j)ff  wept  the  sorrows  which  they  found  at  home. 
Gloti.  Go  to !  1  know  your  power;  and  though 
1  tnuit  not 
To  every  breath  of  fame,  I  am  not  to  learn 
T<:*t  lla^rifcs  is  professed  your  loving  vassal. 
T*iX  fair  befal  your  beauty:  use  it  wisely, 
AihI  it  loay  stand  your  fortunes  much  in  stead, 
<'>e  back*your  forfeit  land  with  large  increase, 
'Iw'i  plmce  you  high  in  safety  and  in  honour. 
Nav,  I  cr»uid  point  a  way,  the  wfiich  pursuing, 
Yott  shall  not'  only  bring  yourself  advantage. 


But  give  the  reahn  much  worthy  cause  to  thank 
you. 

J,  Sh,  Ohl  where  or  how^-«Can  my  unworthy 
hand 
Become  an  instrument  of  good  to  any  ? 
Instruct  your  lowly  slave,  and  let  me  fly 
To  yield  obedience  to  your  dread  command. 

GUi$t,  Why,  that's  well  said— Thus  then— Ob- 
serve me  well; 
The  state,  for  many  high  and  potent  reasons^ 
Deeming  my  brotlier  Edward's  sons  unfit 
For  the  imperial  weight  of  England's  crown— 

J.  Sh,  Alas !  for  pity. 

GlaiL  Therefore  have  resolved 
To  set  aside  their  unavailing  infancy, 
And  vest  the  soverdgn  rule  in  abler  hands. 
This,  though  of  great  importance  to  the  public^ 
Hastings,  ror  very  peevishness  and  spleen^ 
Does  stubbornly  oppose. 

J.  Sh.  Does  he  r  Does  Hastings? 

Glost.  Ay,  Hastings. 

J.  Sh.  Reward  him  for  the  noble  deed,  jusIf 
Heavens ! 
For  this  one  action,  guard  him,  and  distinguish 

him 
With  signal  mercies,  and  with  great  deliverance ! 
Save  him  from  wrong,  adversity,  and  shame  1 
Let  never-fading  honours  flounsh  round  him. 
And  consecrate  his  name,  even  to  time's  end ! 
Let  him  know  nothing  else  but  good  on  earth. 
And  everlasting  blessedness  hereafter  2 

Glost,  How  now ! 

J.  SL  The  poor,  forsaken,  royal  little  ones ! 
Sliall  they  be  left  a  prey  to  savage  power  ? 
Can  they  lift  up  their  harmless  hands  in  vain. 
Or  cry  to  Heaven  for  help,  and  not  be  heard  } 
Impossible !  Oh,  gallant,  generous  Hastings^ 
Go  on,  pursue !  assert  the  sacred  cause : 
Stand  forth,  thou  proxy  of  all-ruling  Providence, 
And  save  the  friendless  infants  from  oppression! 
Saints  shall  assist  thee  with  prevailing  prayers, 
And  warring  angels  combat  on  thy  side. 

GUat,  You  are  passing  rich  in  this  same  hea- 
venly speech. 
And  spend  it  at  your  pleasure.    Nay,  but  mark 

me! 
My  favour  is  not  bought  with  words  like  these. 
Go  to — you*lI  teach  your  tongue  another  tale. 

J.  Sh,  No,  though  the  royal  Edward  has  un- 
done roc. 
He  was  my  king,  my  gracious  master  still ; 
He  loved  me  too,  tHough  'twas  a  guilty  flame, 
And  fatal  to  my  peace,  yet  still  hie  loved  me ; 
With  fondness,  and  with  tenderness  he  doated. 
Dwelt  in  my  eyes,  and  lived  but  in  my  smiles : 
And  can  I>--0  my  heart  abhors  the  tliought ! 
Stand  by,  and  see  his  children  robbed  of  right  2 

GUnt,  Dare  not,  even  for  thy  soul,  to  thwart' 
me  further ! 
None  of  your  arts,  your  feigning  and  your  fboK 

ery; 
Your  dainty  squeamish  coying  it  to  me ; 


san 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[Rowk, 


Go--^  TOOT  lord,  your  paramour,  b^ne ! 
lisp  in  nis  ear,  hang  wanton  on  lus  nedc. 
And  play  your  monkey  gambols  over  to  him. 
You  know  mj  purpose,  look  that  you  pursue  it. 
And  make  hmi  yieid  obedience  to  my  wilL 
Do  it — or  woe  upon  thy  harlot^s  head ! 
J.  iSA.  Oh,  that  my  tongue  had  every  grace  of 
speech, 
Great  and  commanding  as  the  breath  of  kinga^ 
Sweet  as  the  poet^s  numbers,  and  prevailii^ 
As  soft  persuasion  to  a  love-sick  maid; 
That  I  had  art  and  eloquence  divine. 
To  pay  my  duty  to  my  master's  ashe% 
Ana  plead,  till  death,  the  cause  of  injured  inno- 
cence! 
Glott.  Ha!    Dost  diou  brave  me^  minion! 
Dost  thou  know 
How  vile,  how  very  a  wretch,  my  power  can 

make  thee? 
That  I  can  let  loose  fear,  distress,  and  famine, 
To  hunt  thy  heela^  like  heU-hounds>  through  the 

wond; 
That  I  can  place  thee  in  such  abject  state. 
As  help  shaU  never  find  thee ;  where,  repining, 
Thou  snalt  tat  down  and  gnaw  the  earth  for  an- 
guish; 
Groan  to  the  pitiless  winds  without  return ; 
Howl  like  the  midnight  wolf  amidst  the  desert^ 
And  curse  thy  life,  in  bitterness  and  misery ! 

J.  Sk,  Let  me  be  branded  for  the  public  scorn, 
Turned  forth  and  driven  to  wander  like  a  vaga- 
bond, 
Be  friendless  and  forsaken,  seek  my  bread 
Upon  the  barren  wild,  and  desolate  waste, 
Feed  on  my  sighs,  and  drink  my  falling  tcaurs. 
E'er  I  consent  to  teadi  my  lips  injustice. 
Or  wrong  the  orphan  who  has  none  to  save  him ! 
GioiU  Tis  well — we'll  try  the  temper  of  your 
heart 
What  boa !  who  wuts  without? 

Enter  Ratcliffe,  Catesbt,  and  Attendants, 


Rat,  Your  highness^  pleasure 

Gioit.  Go,  some  of  you,  and  turn  this  strum- 
pet forth! 
Spurn  her  into  the  street ;  there,  let  her  perish, 
^d  rot  upon  a  dung-hill.    Through  the  city 
See  it  proclaimed,  that  none,  on  pain  of  death, 
Presume  to  giv^  her  comfort,  food,  or  harbour ; 
Who  ministers  the  smallest  comfort,  dies. 
Her  house,  her  costly  furniture  and  wealth, 
The  purchase  of  her  loose  luxurious  life. 
We  seize  on,  for  the  profit  of  the  state. 
Away!  Begone! 

J.  Sh,  On,  thou  most  righteous  judge — 
Humbly  behold,  I  bow  myself  to  tnee. 
And  own  thy  justice  in  t^is  hard  decree : 
No  longer,  tben,  my  ripe  oflfisnces  spare. 
But  what  I  merit,  let  me  learn  to  bear. 
Yet,  since  'tis  all  my  wretchedness  can  ^ve. 
For  my  past  crimes  my  forfeit  life  receive; 
Ko  pity  for  my  sufferings  here  I  crave^ 
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And  onl^  hope  forgiveness  m  the  grave. 

[Exit  Saorey  guarded  by  Cataby  and  others, 

Glott,  So  mudi  for  this.    Your  project's  at  an 
end.  [ThRateiife. 

Hiis  idle  toy,  this  bilding  scorns  my  power. 
And  sets  us  all  at  naught.    See  that  a  goani 
Be  readyat  my  calL 

Rat,  The  ooundl  waits 
Upon  your  highness'  leisure. 

Glost,  Bid  them  enter. 

Enter  the  Dufte ^Buckingham,  Earl  ofDt^ 
BT,  Biihop  ^Ely,  Lord  Hastings,  andother$, 
at  to  the  coundL   7%e  Duke  of  Glqstbb  takes 
'hit  place  at  the  upper  end^  then  the  rest  tit. 

Derb.  In  happy  times  we  are  assembled  here, 
To  point  the  day,  and  Gx  the  solemn  pomp 
For  placing  England's  crown,  with  all  doe  rite% 
Upon  our  sovereign  Edward^s  youthful  brow. 

Hatt,  Some  busy  meddling  knaves,  ^tis  said^ 
there  arc. 
As  sudi  will  still  be  prating,  who  presume 
To  cam  and  cavil  at  nis  royal  right ; 
Thererore,  I  hold  it  fitting  widi  die  soonest 
To  appoint  the  order  of  £e  coronation. 
So  to  approve  our  duty  to  the  king. 
And  stay  the  babbling  of  such  vain  gainsayers. 

Derb.  We  all  attend  to  know  your  highnes^ 
pleasure.  [To  Gloster, 

Glost.  My  lords,  a  set  of  wwthy  men  you  are. 
Prudent  and  just,  and  careful  for  the  state; 
Therefore,  to  your  most  grave  determinatkn, 
I  yield  m^^f  in  all  things ;  and  demand 
What  punishment  your  wisdom  shall  think  meet 
To  inflict  upon  those  damnable  contrivers, 
Who  shall,  with  potions,  charms,  and  witdnnf^ 

drugs, 
Practise  against  our  person  and  our  life  ? 

Hatt.  &  much  I  nold  the  king  your  hjgjhoes:^ 
debtor, 
So  precious  are  you  to  the  common  weal. 
That  I  presume,  not  only  for  myself. 
But  in  behalf  of  these  my  noble  brotliers. 
To  say,  whoe'er  they  be,  they  merit  death. 

Glost.  Then  judge  yourselves,  convince  your 
eyes  of  truth : 
Behold  my  arm,  thus  blasted,  dry,  and,  withered, 

[PuUifig  up  kis  slecct^ 
Shrunk  like  a  foul  abortion,  and  decayed, 
like  some  untimely  product  of  the  seasons, 
Kobbed  of  its  properties  of  stren^jth  and  office. 
This  is  the  sorcery  of  Edward's  wife. 
Who,  in  comunction  with  that  harlot  Shore, 
And  other  like  confederate  midnight  hags. 
By  force  of  potent  spells,  of  bloo<^  c^uuracteis. 
And  conjurations  horrible  to  hear. 
Call  fiends  and  spectres  from  the  yawiua^  ^^^^^f^ 
And  set  the  ministers  of  hell  at  work. 
To  torture  and  despoil  me  of  my  life. 

Hast.  If  they  have  done  this  deed — 

Glost.  If  they  have  done  it ! 
Talk'st  thou  to  me  of  ITs,  audadoot  traitor  ! 
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Thou  art  thai  stnimpet  witch's  chief  ahettor. 
The  patron  and  complotter  of  her  mischiefs, 
And  joined  in  this  contrivance  for  n^y  death, 
Naj  start  not,  lords — What  ho !  a  guard  there  ! 

Enter  Guards, 

Lord  Hastings,  I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason. 
Seize  him^  and  bear  him  instantly  away, 
lie  shall  not  live  an  hour.    By  holy  Paul, 
1  will  not  dine  before  his  head  be  brought  me. 
Ratclifie,  stay  vou^  and  see  that  it  be  dune : 
llie  rest,  that  love  me,  rise  and  follow  mc. 

[Exeunt  GUnUr  and  the  lords  foiUwing, 

Manent  Xort/ Hastings,  RATCLirfC,  and 

Guards, 

Hast.  What !  and  no  more  but  this — ^IIow ! 
to  the  scaffold  ? 
Oh,  eentle  Ratdiffe !  tell  roe,  do  I  hold  thee  ? 
Or  if  I  dream,  what  shall  I  do  to  wake. 
To  break,  to  struggle  through  this  dread  confu- 
sion? 
For  surely  death  itself  is  not  so  painful 
As  is  this  sudden  horror  and  surprise. 

Rat,  You  heard,  the  duke's  commands  to  me 
were  absolute. 
Therefore,  my  lord,  address  you  to  your  shrift. 
With  all  gpod  speed  you  may.    Sumjnun  your 

courage. 
And  be  yourself;  for  you  must  die  this  instant. 
Hast.  Yes,  Ratcliffe,  I  will  take  thy  friendly 
counsel, 
•And  die  as  a  man  should;  'tis  somewhat  hard 
To  call  my  scattered  spirits  home  at  once : 
But  «noe  what  must  be,  must  be — let  necessity 
Supply  the  place  of  time  andpreparation. 
Ana  aim  me  for  the  blow.    Tis  out  to  die,   * 
ms  but  to  venture  on  that  common  hazard, 
Which  manv  a  time  in  battle  I  have  run ; 
*Tis  but  to  ao,  what  at  that  verv  moment. 
In  many  nations  of  the  peoplecf  earth, 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  shall  dp  with  mc ; 
Tis  but  to  dose  my  eyes  and  shut  out  day-light. 
To  view  no  more  the  wicked  wavs  of  men, 
No  longer  to  behold  the  tyrant  6lo8ter, 
And  be  a  wee|nne  witness  of  the  woes. 
The  desolation,  slaughter,  and  calamities, 
Which  he  shall  bring  on  this  unhappy  land. 

Enter  Alicia. 

Aiic.  Stand  ofl^  and  let  me  pass*-IwiU,  I  must 
Catch  him  once  more  ^n  these  despairing  arms, 
And  hold  lum  to  my  heart— O  Hastings !  Has- 
cingy! 

Host.  Alas !  why  comest  thou  at  this  dreadful 


To  fill  me  with  new  terrors,  new  distractions ; 
To  turn  me  vrild  with  thy  distempered  rage, 
And  shock  the  peace  of  my  departing  soul  ? 
Away !  I  prithee  leave  me  { 

Aiie.  Stop  a  minute 

Till  my  full  giiefs  find  passage— Oh,  the  tyrant ! 

Vol.  I. 


Perditioit  fall  on  Glo^tei's  head  and  mine  I 
Hast,  What  means  thy  frantic  grief? 
Alic.  I  cannot  speak 
But  I  have  murdered  thee — Oh,  I  could  tell  thee ! 
Hatt.  Speak  and  give  ease  to  thy  conflicting 

passion; 
Be  quicK,  npr  keep  me  longer  in  suspense ; 
Time  presses,  and  a  thousand  crowding  thought^ 
Break  in  at  once !  this  way  and  that  they  snatch. 
They  tear  my  hurried  soul :  All  claim  attention, 
And  yet  not  one  is  heard.     Oh !    speak,  and 

leave  me; 
For  I  have  business  would  employ  an  age. 
And  but  a  minute's  time  to  get  it  done  in. 
Alic.  That,  that's  my  grief^'tis  1  tliat  urge 

thcc  on, 
Thi^t  haunt  thee  to  the  toil,  sweep  thee  from 

earth. 
And  drive  thee  down  this  precipice  of  fate. 
Hfut,  Thy  reason  is  grown  wild.    Could  thy 

weak  hand 
Bring  on  this  mighty  ruin  ?  If  it  could. 
What  have  I  done  so  grievous  to  thy  soul, 
So  deadlv,  so  beyond  the  reach  of  pardon. 
That  nothing  but  my  life  can  make  atonement  f 
4lic.  Thy  cruel  scorn  hath  stung  mc  to  the 

heart,    ' 
And  set  my  burning  bosom  all  in  flames; 
Raving  and  mad  I  flew  to  my  revenge, 
And  writ  I  know  not  what — told  the  protector, 
ThatSliorc's  detested  wife,  by  wiles,  had  wot) 

thee 
To  plot  against  his  greotness — He  believed  it, 
(Oh,  dire  event  of  my  pernicious  counsel !) 
And,  while  I  meant  dcstmction  on  her  heml, 
He  has  turned  it  all  on  thine. 
Hast.  Accursed  jealousy ! 
Oh,  merciless,  wild,  and  unforgiving  fiend  ! 
Blindfold  it  runs  to  undistinguislted  mischief, 
And  murders  all  it  meets.    Cursed  be  its  rage* 
For  therp  is  none  so  deadly ;  doubly  cursed 
Be  all  those  ^asy  fools  who  give  it  harbour ; 
Who  turn  a  monster  loose  among  mankind, 
Fiercer  than  famine,  war,  or  spotted  pestilence ; 
Baneful  as  death,  and  horrible  as  hell ! 
AUc.  If  thou  wilt  curse,  curse  rather  thine  own 

falsehood ; 
Curse  the  lewd  maxims  of  thy  perjured  sex, 
Whidi  taught  thee  first  to  laugh  at  faith  and  jufir- 

tice. 
To  scorn  the  solemn  sanctity  of  oaths, 
And  make  a  jest  of  a  poor  woman's  ruin : 
Curse  thy  proud  heart,  and  thy  insulting  tongue, 
That  raised  this  fatal  ^iry  in  my  soul, 
And  urged  my  vengeance  to  undo  us  both. 
Hast.  Oh,  thou  inhuman !  Turn  tliy  eyes  «- 

And  blast  me  not  with  their  destructive  beams : 
Why  should  I  curse  thee  with  my  dying  breath  f 
Begone !  and  let  me  die  in  peace. 
Alic.  Can'st  thou,  Oh,  cnicl  Hastings,  lea^e 
me  thus ! 
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Hear  me,  I  beg  thee-— I  conjure  thee^  hear  me ! 

Willie  with  an  agonizing  heart,  I  swear, 

By  all  the  pangs  I  feel,  by  all  the  sorrows. 

The  terrors  and  despair  thy  loss  shall  give  me, 

My  hate  was  on  my  rival  bent  alone. 

On  !  had  I  once  divined,  false  as  thou  ait, 

A  danger  to  thy  life,  I  would  have  died, 

I  would  have  met  it  for  thee,  and  made  bare 

My  ready  faithful  breast,  to  save  thee  from  it. 

Hast.  Now  mark !  and  tremble  at  Heaven's 
just  award : 
While  thy  insatiate  wrath,  and  fell  revenge, 
Pursued  die  innocence  whicli  never  wrronged  thee. 
Behold  the  mi&chief  fails  on  thee  and  me : 
Remorse  and  heaviness  of  heart  shall  wait  on 

thee. 
And  everlasting  anguish- be  thy  portion: 
For  me,  the  snares  of  deaih  are  wound  about  me, 
And  now,  in  one  poor  moment,  I  am  gone. 
Oh  !  if  thou  bast  one  tender  tiiought  remaining, 
Fly  to  thy  closet,  fall  upon  thy  knees, 
And  recommend  my  parting  soul  to  mercy. 

Aiic,  Oh !  yet  before  I  go  for  ever  from  thee. 
Turn  thee,  in  gentleness  and  pity,  to  me, 

[Kneeling. 
And,  in  compassion  of  my  strong  affliction, 
Say,  is  it  possible  you  can  forgive 
The  fatal  rashness  of  ungoverned  love  ? 
For,  oh  !  'tis  certain,  if  I  had  not  loved  thee 
Beyond  my  peace,  my  reason,  famc%  and  life. 
Desired  to  aeath,  and  doated  to  plestraction. 
This  day  of  horror  never  should  have  known  us. 

Uait.  Oh,  rise,  and  let  me  hush  thy  stormy 
sorrows  !  [Rauing  her. 

Assuage  thy  tears,  for  I  will  chide  no  more. 
No  more  upbraid  thee,  tiiou  unhappy  fair  one. 
I  see  the  hand  of  Heaven  is  armed  against  me ; 
And,  in  mysterious  Providence,  decrees 
1  o  punish  me  by  thy  mistaken  hand. 
]V|obt  righteous  doom !  for,  oh,  while  I  behold 

tliee, 
Thy  wrongs  rife  up  in  terrible  array. 
And  charge  thy  ruin  on  me ;  thy  fair  fame. 
Thy  spotless  beaut}',  innocence,  and  youtli. 
Dishonoured,  blasted,  and  betrayed  oy  me. 

Aiic.  And  dues  thy  heart  relent  for  my  undo- 
ing? 
Oh,  that  inhuman  Gloster  could  be  moved. 
But  half  so  racily  as  I  can  pardon ! 

JSatt.  Here,  Uicn,  exchange  we  mutually  foc^ 
givenesB : 
So  may  tlie  guilt  of  all  my  broken  vows, 
My  perjuries  to  thee,  be  all  forgotten, 
As  here  my  soul  acc|uits  tliee  of  my  death, 
As  here  I  leave  thee  with  the  softest  tenderness. 
Mourning  the  chance  of  our  disastrous  loves, 
And  b<  gging  Heaven  to  bless  and  to  support  thee. 


Rat.  My  lord,  dispatch ;  the  duke  has  sent  to 

chide  me. 
For  loitering  in  my  duty. 
Hast.  I  obey. 

Aiic.  Insatiate,  savage  monster !  Is  a  momeDt 
So  tedious  to  thy  malice  ?  Oh,  repay  him. 
Thou  great  avenger !   Give  him  blood  for  blood : 
Guilt  haunt  him  !  fiends  pursue  him !  %htniiigs 

blast  him ! 
Some  horrid,  cursed  kind  of  death  o'ertake  bnB, 
Sudden,  and  in  the  fulness  of  his  sins ! 
That  he  may  know  how  terrible  it  is^ 
To  want  that  moment  he  denies  thee  now. 
Hast.  This  rage  is  all  in  vain,  that  tears  fbj 

bosom; 
like  a  poor  bird,  that  flutters  in  its  ca^ 
Thou  beate&t  thyself  to  death.    Retn^,  I  beg 

thee; 
To  see  thee  thus,  thou  kmmest  not  how  it 

wounds  me ; 
Thy  agonies  are  added  to  my  own. 
And  make  the  burthen  more  than  I  can  bear. 
Farewell-'Good  angels  %'isit  thy  afflictioosy 
And  bring  thee  peace  and  commrt  from  above ! 
Aiic.  Oh !  stab  me  to  the  heart,  some  pit]^ 

hand  ! 
Now  strike  me  dead  ! 

Hast,  One  diing  I  had  forgot' 
I  charge  thee',  by  our  present  common  miseries ; 
By  our  past  loves,  if  yet  they  have  a  name ; 
By  all  thy  hopes  of  peace  here  and  hereafter^ 
Let  not  the  rancour  of  thy  hate  pursue 
The  innocence  of  thy  unhappy  friend ; 
Thou  knowest  who  *tis  I  mean;  Oh!  sboukfst 

thou  wrong  her, 
Just  Heaven  shall  double  all  thy  woes  upon  thee, 
And  make  them  know  no  end— Remcniber  this» 
As  the  last  warning  of  a  dying  man. 
Farewell,  for  ever ! 

[The  guards  curry  HMStirngs  0^ 
Aiic.  For  •#er  J  Oh,  for  ever  ! 
Oil,  who  can  bear  to  be  a  wretch  for  ever  ! 
My  rival,  too !  His  last  thoughts  hui:^  on  her. 
And,  as  he  parted,  left  a  blessing  for  her  : 
Shall  she  be  blest,  and  I  be  curst,  for  erer  ^ 
No :  since  her  fatal  beauty  was  the  cause 
Of  all  mv  suficrings,  let  her  share  my  puns  ; 
Let  her,  like  me,  of  every  joy  forlorn. 
Devote  the  hour  when  such  a  wretch  was  bom; 
like  me,  to  deserts  and  to  darkness  run. 
Abhor  the  day,  and  curse  the  gt^den  sqo  ; 
Cast  e^'ery  good,  iknd  every  hope  behind  ; 
Detest  the  works  of  nature,  loatli  mankind : 
Like  nic,  with  cries  distracted,  fill  the  air. 
Tear  her  poor  bosom,  rend  her  frantic  hmr  ; 
And  prove  the  torments  of  the-  last  deapnir! 
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ACT   V. 


SCENE  L^Tke  Street 

Enter  Belxour  and  Dumokt. 

Dml  You  saw  her,  then? 
BeL  I  met  iwr,  as  retarmng. 
In  solemn  penance,  from  the  public  cross. 
Before  her,  certain  raM»l  officers^ 
Slaves  in  authority,  the  knaves  .of  justice, 
Prochimed  the  tyrant  Gloster  s  cruel  orders. 
On  either  side  her  marched  an  ilNooked  priest, 
^hOf  with  severe,  with  horrid  hafopird  eyes, 
Did,  ever  and  anon,  by  turns,  upbraid  her. 
And  thoader,  in  her  trembling  ear,  damnation. 
Aroaiid  her,  numberless,  the  rabble  flowed, 
Shoukiering  each  other,  crowdiw;  for  a  view, 
Ospii^  sod  gazing,  taunting  and  reviling. 
Some  pitjring — But  those,  ^as !  hotv  few ! 
The  most — such  iron  hearts  we  are,  and  such 

The  bise  barbarity  of  human  kind 

With  iosolencr,  and  le^vd  reproach,  pursued  her, 
Hooting  and  railing,  and,  with  viilanous  hands 
^arheriiig  the  filth  from  out  the  common  ways, 
To  harl  upon  her  head. 
Dum,  tohuman  dogs ! 
Hoiv  did  she  bear  it? 

BeL  With  the  gentlest  patience ; 
Submissive,  sad,  and  lowly,  was  her  look  ; 
A  burning  taper  in  her  hand  she  bore, 
And  on  her  shoulders,  carelessly  confused, 
VJ  ith  loose  neglect,  her  lovely  tresses  hung ; 
Vpon  her  cheek  a  faintish  flush  was  spread ; 
Feeble  she  seemed,  and  sorely  smit  with  pain, 
It'hi/e  barefoot  as  she  trod  the  flinty  pavement. 
Her  footsteps  all  along  were  marked  with  blood. 
Vet,  silent  still  she  passed,  and  uorepining ; 
f[er  streamia<;  eyes  bent  ever  on  the  eartb, 
Kirepty  wheu  in  some  bitter  pang  of  sorrow, 
Tij  Heaven  she  seemed,  in  fervent  zeal,  to  raise. 
And  beg  that  mercy  man  denied  her  here. 
Dum.  When  was  this  piteous  sight? 
Be/.  These  last  two  days. 
VoQ  know  my  care  was  wholly  bent  on  you. 
To  find  the  Imppy  means  of  your  deliverance. 
H'hich,  bat  for  Hastings^  death,  I  had  not  gained, 
pufio^  that  time,  although  I  have  not  seen  her, 
Yet  divers  trusty  messengers  I-  have  sent, 
To  wait  about,  and  watch  a  fit  convenience 
To  i^e  her  wMne  relief;  but  all  in  vain ; 
A  churlish  guard  attend  upon, her  steps* 
Who  meoaoe  those  with  death  that  bring  her 

camTorty 
And  drive  aJl  succour  from  her. 

Daik  Lit  them  threaten ; 
Let  proud  oppression  prove  its  fiercest  malice ; 
St  Hcavca  befriend  my  soul,  as  here  I  tow 
To  five  her  help,  and  share  one  fortune  with  her. 
BeL  Mean  joa  to  see  her,  thus,  in  your  own 

form? 
Dasi.  I  do. 


the 


I     BeL  And  have  yoU  thought  upon 
quence  ? 

jDnia.  What  is  there  I  should  fear? 

BeL  Ilave  you  examined 
Into  your  inmost  heart,  and  tried  at  leisure 
The  several  secret  springs  that  move  the  passions? 
lias  mercy  fixed  her  empire  there  so  sure. 
That  wrath  and  vengeance  never  may  return  ? 
Can  you  resume  a  husband's  name,  and  bid 
That  wakeful  dragon,  fierce  resentment,  sleep  ? . 

Dum.  Why  dost  tliou  search  so  deep,  and  urge 
my  memory 
To  conjure  up  my  wrongs  to  life  again  ? 
I  have  long  laboured  to  forget  myself, 
To  think  on  all  time  backward,  like  a  space 
Idle  and  void,  where  nothing  e'er  had  being ; 
But  thou  hast  peopled  it  again :  Revenge 
And  jealousy  renew  their  horrid  forms 
Shfiot  all  their  fires,  ond  drive  me  to  distraction. 

BeL  Far  be  the  thought  from  me  1    My  care 
was  only 
To  arm  you  fur  the  meeting  :  better  were  it 
Never  to  see  her,  than  to  let  that  name 
liecall  forgotten  rage,  and  make  the  husband 
Destroy  the  generous  pity  of  Dumout. 

Dttm,  O  thou  hast  set  my  busy  brain  at  work, 
And- now  she  musters  up  a  train- of  images, 
Whichy  to  preserve  my  peace,  I  had  cast  aside, 
And  sunk. in  deep  oblivion — Oh,  that  form  ! 
I'hat  angel  face  on  which  ray  dotn^e  hung ! 
How  have  I  gazed  upon  her,  till  my  soul 
With  very  eaj^crness  went  forth  towards  her, 
And  issued  at  my  eyes — Was  tliere  a  gem 
Whidi  the  sun  npens  in  the  Indian  mine. 
Or  the  rich  bosom  of  the  ocean  yields ; 
What  was  there  art  could  make,  or  wealth  could 

buy, 
Which  I  have  left  unsought  to  deck  her  beauty  ? 
What  could  her  king  do  more  ? — And  yet  she  fled. 

BeL  Away  with  that  sad  fancy 

Dum.  Oh,  that  day  I 
The  thought  of  it  must  live  fur  ever  with  me. 
I  met  her,  Behnour,  wl*eu  the  royal  spoiler 
Bore  her  in  triumph  from  my  widowe^d  home  ! 
Wiihin  his  chariot,  by  his  side  she  sat. 
And  listened  to  his  talk  witli  downward  looks, 
Till  sudden,  as  she  chanced  aside  to  glance. 
Her  eyes  encountered  mine — Oh !  then,  my  friend ! 
Oh !   who  can  paint  my  grief  and  her  amaze- 
ment ! 
As  at  the  stroke  of  death,  twice  turned  she  pale. 
And  twice  a  burning  crimson  blushed  all  o'er  her; 
Then^  .with  a  shriek,  heart-wounding,  loud  she 

cried, 
While  down  her  cheeks  two  ^shing  torrents  ran, 
Fast  falling  on  her  hands,  which  thub  she  «%rung — 
Moved  at  her  grief,  the  tyrant  ravisher. 
With  courteous  action,  wci)cd  her  oft  to  turn ; 
Earnest  he  seemed  to  plead;  but  all  in  vain ; 
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Even  to  the  last  she  bent  her  si^t  tovirards  me, 
And  followed  me — till  I  had  lost  myself. 

BeL  Alas !  for  pitj  !  Oh !  tliose  speaking  tears ! 
Coaid  they  be  false?  Did  she  not  safier  with 

you? 
For  though  the  king  by  force  possessed  her  pei^ 

son, 
Her  uncottsentiDg  heart  dwelt  still  vinth  you ; 
If  all  her  former  woes  were,  not  enough, 
Look  on  her  now ;  behdd  her  where  she  wan^ 

ders, 
Hunted  to  dtoth,  distressed  on  every  side, 
With  no  one  hand  to  help ;  and  tell  me  then, 
If  ever  misery  were  known  like  hers? 

Dum,  Andf  can  she  bear  it  ?  Can  that  delicate 
frame 
Endure  the  beating  of  a  storm  so  rode? 
Can  she,  for  whom  the  various  seasons  changed, 
To  coQrt  her  appetite  and  crown  her  board, 
For  whom  the  foreign  vintages  were  pressed. 
For  whom  the  merdumt  spread  his  silken  stor^. 
Can  she — ■ — 

Entreat  for  bread,  and  want  the  needful  raiment, 
To  wrap  her  shivering  bosom  from  the  weather  ? 
When  she  was  mine,  no  care  came  ever  nigh  her; 
I  thought  the  gentlest  breeze,  that  wakes  the 

spring. 
Too  rough  to  breathe  upon  hei:;  cliearfulness 
Danced  all  the  day  before  her,  and  at  night 
Soft  slumbers  watted  on  her  downy  pillow^ 
No^v  sad  and  shelterless,  perhaps,  she  lies. 
Where  piercing  winds  blow  sharp,  and  the  ohiU 

rain 
Drops  from  some  p^nt-hoUse  oh  her  wretched 

head, 
Drenchos  her  locks,  and  kilU  her  with  the  cold. 
It  is  too  mneh — Hence  with  her  past  offences! 
They  are  atimed  at  full — Why  stay  we,  then  ? 
Oh  f  let  us  haste,  my  friend,  and  nnd  her  out 

BeL  Somewhere  about  this  quarter  of  the  towh^ 
I  hear  the  poor  abandoned  creatdre  lingers : 
iler  guard,  though  set  with  strictest  watch  to 

keep 
All  food  and  friendship  from  her,  ^et  permit  her 
To  wander  in  the  streets,  there  choose  her  bed, 
And  re^t  her  head  on  what  cold  stone  she  pleases. 
'  Dmn,  Here  let  us  then  divide;  each  in  bis 

roiind 
To  search  her  sorrows  out ;  whose  hap  it  is 
First  to  behold  her,  this  way  let  him  lead 
Iler  fainting,  steps,  and  meet  we  here  together. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  J  Ah  E  Short,  her  hair  hanging  loots  on 
her  shoulders,  and  barefooted, 

J,  Sh.  Yet,  yet  endure^  nor  murmur,  oh,  my 
soul! 
Do  they  not  cm^er  thee  like  rising  floods 
And  press  thee  like  a  weight  of  waters  down  ? 
Does  not  tlie  hand  of  righteousness  afflict  thee  ? 
And  who  shall  plead  against  it?  Who  shall  say 
To  power  almighty,  <thou  hast  done  enough;* 


Or  bid  his  dreadful  rod  of  vengeance  stay  ? 
Wait  thto  with  patience,  till  the  circling  hours 
Shall  bring  tlie  time  of  thy  appmnted  rest. 
And  lay  thee  down  in  death.  The  hireling,  thus, 
With  labour  drudges  out  the  painful  day. 
And  often  looks  with  long  expecting  eyes 
To  see  the  shadows  rise,  and  De  dismissed. 
And  hark,  methinks  the  roiu*,  that  late  porsaed 

Sinks  like  the  murmurs  of  a  falKng  wind/ 
And  softens  into  silence.    Dote  revenge 
And  malice  then  grow  weary,  and  fornke  me  ? 
My  guard,  too,  that  observed  me  still  so  dose, 
Tire  in  the  task  of  their  inhuman  athce. 
And  loiter  far  behind.    Alas !  I  funt. 
My  spirits  fail  at  once^— This  is  the  docyr 
Of  my  Alicia — Blessed  oppoituni^ ! 
I'll  steal  a  little  succour  nrom  her  goodness. 
Now  while  no  eye  observes  me. 

[SA<  knoeki  ai  the  door. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Is  your  ladhry 

My  gentle  friend,  at  hoin^  ?  Ob !  bring'  me  to  her  f 

[Going  in. 

Ser.  Hold,  mistress,  whither  would  you  ? 

[Pueking  her  back, 

J.  Shi  Do  you  not  know  me  ? 

Ser,  I  know  you  well,  and  know  my  orders 
too: 
You  must  not  enter  hei 

/.  Sh.  Tell  my  Alicia, 
Tis  I  would  see  her. 

Ser,  She  is  ill  at  ease^ 
And  will  admit  no  visitor. 

J.  Sh.  But  tell  h^r 
Tis  I,  her  friend,  the  partner  of  her  heart. 
Wait  at  the  door  and 


part 
beg- 


Ser.  nris  all  in  vain — 
Go  hence,  and  bowl  to  thoae  that  will  reg^ud  yoa. 

[Shuts  the  door,  amd  exit, 
J.  Sh,  It  was  not  always  thus ;  the  tkbe  bas 
been, 
Wfien  this  unfriendly  door,  that  bars  mj  passage. 
Flew  wid^  and  almost  leaped  from  off  its  binges^ 
To  give  me  entrance  here ;  when  this  food  honse 
Has  pouiM  forth  all  its  dwellers  to 
When  my  approaches  made  a  little  holiday. 
And  every  face  was  dressed  in  smiles  to  meeit 
But  now  'tb  otherwise;  and  those,  who  blessed 
Now  curse  me  to  my  face.    Why  shoold  I 

def, 
Stray  fnrtlier  0%  for  I  can  die  even  here  ! 

[She  sits  dosns  mi  tJke 


Enter  AticlA  in  disorder,  two  Servmrnts  JvUa^- 

ing. 

Aiie.  What  wretch  art  thou,  whose  minci 
baseness 
Hang  on  my  door ;  whose  hateful  wlune  of 
Breaks  in  upon  my  sorrows,  and  distraotia 
My  jarring  senses  with  thy  beggac^s  cry? 
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J,Sk.  A  rerf  beggWy  and  a  wretch,  indeed ; 
Ooe  drifen  by  atroog  calamihr  to  seek 
Far  tooooan  here;  one  penaniiig  for  nvant, 
Whoie  hoo^  hu  not  taited  rood  theie  three 

dan; 
iad  hamy  aska^  for  charity's  dear  sake^ 
A  ^aght  of  water  and  a  little  bread. 
Alk,  And  dost  diou  come  to  me^  te  me  for 

bread? 
I  know  thee  not— <Jo— hunt  for  it  abroad, 
Where  wantoa  hands  upon  the  earth  hare  scat* 

toed  it. 
Or  cast  it  en  the  watera— Mark  Uie  eagie^ 
ilad  kaany  Toltase,  when  they  wind  £e  prey  ^ 
Witch  where  the  rarens  of  the  valley  feed, 
Aod  seek  thy  food  with  them-— I  know  thee  not 
J.SL  And  yet  there  was  a  time,  when  my 

Alida 
Has  tfaonght  iiidbap|»y  Shore  her  dearest  blessing. 
And  BMMirned  the  hve4Qog  day  she  passed  witb- 

OQftme; 
W]ie%  paired  £ke  tardes,  we  were  still  together ; 
When  often,  as  we  prattled  arm  in  arm, 
Inclining  fondly  to  me  she  has  sworn, 
She  lored  me  mor^  than  all  the  world  besides. 
AUe,  Ha!  say'stthou!  Let  me  look  upon  thee 

well— 
Tis  true— I  know  thee  now — A  mischief  on  thee ! 
Then  art  that  fatal  fair,  that  cursed  she, 
That  set  my  brain  a  UHMlding.  Thou  hast  robbed 


Thou  hast  undone   me— —Murder !   Oh,    my 

Hastings! 
^  his  pale  Uoody  head  shoots  glaring  by  me ! 
C ire  me  him  back  again,  thou  sotI  defiider, 
Thou  beauteous  witdi ! 

J'  8k.  Alas !  I  never  wronged  you 

^  !  then  fae  good  to  me ;  hare  pity  on  me ; 
TfwHi  never  knewest  the  bitterness  of  want, 
And  ma/st  thoo  never  know  it    Oh !  bestow 
Sane  poor  rennin,  the  voiding  of  thy  table, 
A  monKl  to  support  my  fnmimed  soul. 

AUc  Avmunt !  and  come  not  near  me— 

/  Sk.  To  thy  hand 
I  trusted  aU  ;  gave  my  whole  store  to  thee, 
Nor  do  I  ask  it  back ;  allow  me  but 
Tbe  smallest  pittance !  give  me  but  to  eat, 
i^st  I  fall  down,  and  perish  here  before  thee. 

Alic.  Kay !  tell  not  me !  Where  is  tliy  king, 
thv  Edward, 
And  all  tfe  amiling  crinpng  tmin  of  courtiers^ 
Thxt  bent  the  knee  before  thee  f 

J.  SA.  Oh  !  for  mercy  I 

Aik.  Mercy !  I  know  it  not-— for  I  am  miser^ 
able, 
ni  give  thee  misery,  for  here  she  dwells ; 
This  IS  her  house,  where  the  son  never  dawns ; 
The  bird  of  night  sits  screaming  o'er  the  roof, 
Orim  spectres  sweep  along  the  horrid  gloom. 
And  aoi^giit  is  heard  but  waitings  and  lamentings. 
Ilark!    something  oacka  above!   it  diakes,  it 


And  see,  the  nodding  ruin  falls  to  crush'  me ! 
Tis  fallen,  'tis  here  f  I  felt  it  on  my  brain ! 

1  Srr.  This  sight  disorders  her— 

8  Ser.  Retire,  dear  lady — 
And  leave  this  woman — 

Aiie»  Let  her  take  my  counsel : 
Why  shouldst  thou  be  a  Wretch  !  Stab^  tear  thy 

heart. 
And  rid  thyself  of  this  detested  being ! 
I  will  not  unger  long  behind  thee  here. 
A  waving  flood  of  bluish  lire  swells-o'er  me^- 
And  now  'tis  out,  aud  I  am  drowned  in  blood. 
Ha !  what  art  thou  ?  thou  horrid  headless  trunk- 
It  is  my  Hastings !  see,  he  wafts  me  on ! 
Away  r  I  go,  I  Sy !  I  follow  thee  ! 
But  come  not  thou,  with  mischief*makin^  beauty, 
To  interpose  between  us!  look  not  on  him ! 
Give  thy  fond  arts  and  thy  delusions  o'er. 
For  thou  shalt  never,  never  part  us  more. 

[Ske  runs  off  her  iervantt  following, 

J.  iSi.  Alas]  she  raves;   her  brain,  I  fear,  is 
turned. 
In  mercy  look  upon  her,  gracious  Heaven, 
Nor  visit  her  for  any  wrong  to  me. 
Sure  I  am  near  upon  my  journey's  end ; 
My  head  runs  round,  my  eyes  begin  to  fail. 
And  dancing  shadows  swim  before  my  sight 
I  can  no  more.    [Lieg  down]  Receive  me,  thou 

cold  earth. 
Thou  common  parent,  take  me  to  thy  bosom, 
And  let  me  rest  with  thee. 

Enter  BELiioVRt 

Bel.  Upon  the  ground ! 
Thy  miseries  can  never  lay  thiee  lower. 
Look  up,  thou  poor  afflicted  one !  thou  mourner. 
Whom  none  has  comforted!    Where  are  thy 

friendsy 
The  dear  companions  of  thy  joyful  days. 
Whose  hearts  thy  warm  prosperity  made  glad. 
Whose  arms  were  tauglit  to  grow  like  ivy  round 

thee, 
And  bind  thee  to  their  bosoms?  Thus  wit|i  thee, 
Thus  let  us  live,  and  let  us  die,  they  said. 
For  sure  thou  art  the  sister  of  our  loves. 
And  nothing  shall  divide  us.    Now  where  are 

they? 
J.Sh.   Ah,  Belmour!   where  indeed?   They 

stand  aloof. 
And  view  my  desohition  from  afar ! 
When  they  pass  by,  they  shake  their  heads  in 

scorn. 
And  cry,  behold  the  harlot  and  her  end ! 
And  yet  thy  goodness  turns  aside  to  pity  me. 
Alas !  there  may  be  danger ;  get  th^  gone  ! 
Let  me  not  pull  a  ruin  on  thy  head. 
Leave  me  to  die  alone,  for  I  am  fallen 
Never  to  rise,  and  all  relief  is  vain. 

BeL  Yet  raise  thy  drooping  head ;   for  I  am 

come 
To  chase  away  despair.    Behold!  where  yonder 
That  honest  man^  that  faithCuJ|,i  brave  Dumont, 


398 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[ROWB. 


Is  hasting  to  thy  aid 

J.  Sh,  Dumoot !  ha !  where ! 

[Raising  hertelf,  and  looking  aghoit. 
Then  Heaven  has  heard  my  prayer;   his  very 

naine 
Renews  the  springs  of  life,  and  cheers  my  soul. 
Has  he  then  escaped  the  snare  ? 

Bel.  He  has ;  hut  see 

He  comes  unlike  to  that  Dumont  you  knew ; 
For  now  he  wears  your  better  angel's  fomiy 
And  conies  to  visit  you'^with  peace  and  pardon. 

Enter  Shore. 

J.  SL  Speak,  tell  me !  Which  is  he  ?  And  ha ! 
what  would 
This  dreadful  vision !  see  it  comes  upon  me — 
It  is  my  husband Ah !  [She  swoons, 

Sh.  She  faints !  support  her ! 
Sustain  her  head,  while  I  infuse  this  cordial 
Into  her  dying  lips — from  spicy  drugs, 
Rich  herbs  and  flowers,  the  potent  juice  is  drawn ; 
With  wondrous  force  it  strikes  the  lazy  spirits. 
Drives  them  around,  and  wakens  life  anew. 

Bel.  Her  weakness  could  not  bear  the  strong 
surprize. 
But  see,  she  stirs !  And  the  returning  blood 
Faintly  begins  to  blush  again,  and  kindle 
Upon  her  ashy  cheek 

Sh.  So— gently  raise  her —     [Raising  her  up. 

J.  Sh.  Ha !  What  art  thou  ?  Belmour  I 

Bel.  How  fare  you,  lady  ? 

J.  Sh.  My  lieart  is  thrilled  with  horror — 

Bel.  Be  of  courage 

Your  husband  lives !  'tis  he,  iny  worthier  friend — 

J.  Sh.  Still  art  thou  there  f  Still  dost  thou  ho- 
ver round  me ! 
Oh,  save  me,  Belmour,  from  his  angry  shade ! 

Bel.  Tis  he  himself !  he  lives  !  look  up — 

J.  Sh.  I  dare  not ! 
Oh  !  that  my  eyes  could  sliut  him  out  for  ever — 

Sh.  Am  I  so  hateful,  then,  so  deadly  to  thee, 
To  blast  thy  eyes  with  horror  ?  Since  I'm  grown 
A  burthen  to  the  world,  myself,  and  thee, 
Would  I  had  ne'er  survived  to  see  thee  more ! 

J.  Sh.  Oh !  thou  most  injured — dost  tliou  live, 
indeed! 
'  Fall  then,  ye  mountains,  on  my  guilty  head ; 
Hide  me,  ye  rocks,  within  your  secret  caverns; 
Cast  thy  black  veil  upon  my  shame,  O  night ! 
And  shield  me  with  tiiy  sable  wings  for  ever. 

Sh,  Why  dost  thou  turn  away  ?  Why  tremble 
thus? 
Why  thns  indulge  thy  fears?  and  in  despair, 
Abandon  thy  distracted  soul  to  horror? 
Cast  every  black  and  guilty  thought  behind  thee, 
And  let  them  never  vex  thy  quiet  more. 
My  arms,  my  hear(,  are  open  to  receive  thee^ 
To  bring  thee  bark  to  thy  forsaken  home, 
With  tender  joy,  with  fond  forgiving  love. 
And  all  the  longings  of  my  first  desires. 

/.  Sh.  No,  arm  thy  brow  with  vengeance,  and 
appear 


The  minister  of  Heaven^  inquiring  justice. 
Array  thyself  all  terrible  for  judb^ment, 
Wrath  in  thy  *yca,  and  thunder  m  thy  vmoe  ; 
Pronounce  my  sentence,  and  if  yet  there  be 
A  woe  I  have  not  felt,  inflict  it  on  me. 

Sh.  The  measure  of  thy  sorrows  is  compleiat ! 
And  I  am  come  to  snatch  thee  from  injustice. 
The  hand  of  power  no  more  shall  crush   thy 

weakness. 
Nor  proud  oppression  grind  thy  hmnble  soul. 

/.  Sh.   Art  thou  not  risen  by  mirade  from 
death? 
Thy  shroud  is  fallen  from  off  diee,  and  the  grave 
Was  bad  to  give  thee  up,  that  thou  mightst  come 
The  messenger  of  grace  and  goodness  to  me. 
To  seal  my  peace,  and  bless  me  e'er  I  go. 
Oh  1  let  me  then  fall  down  beneath  thy  feet. 
And  weep  my  gratitude  for  ever  there ; 
Give  me  yoiir  drops,  ye  soft  descenchi^  raias, 
Give  me  your  streams,  ye  never  ceasing  springs 
That  my  sad  eyes  may  still  supply  my  duty. 
And  feed  an  everhisting  flood  of  sorrow. 

Sh.  Waste  not  thy  feeble  spirits — ^I  have  long 
Beheld,  unknown,  thy  mourning  and  repentance; 
Thereforie  my  heart  nas  set  aside  the  past. 
And  holds  thee  white,  as  unoffending  mnoccnoe: 
Therefore  in  spite  of  cruel  Gloster's  n^^c. 
Soon  as  my  friend  had  broke  my  prison  doors, 
I  flew  to  thy  assistance.    Let  us  haste. 
Now  while  occasion  seems  to  smile  upon  u% 
Forsake  this  place  of  shame,  and  And  a  slietter. 

J.  Sh.  What  shall  I  say  toyou?  But  I  obey — 

Sh.  Lean  on  my  arm — 

J.  Sh.  Alas !  I'm  wondrous  faint : 
But  that's  not  strangle;  I  have  not  eat  these  three 
days. 

Sh.  Oh,  merciless !  Look  hcre^  my  love,  Fre 
brought  thee 
Some  rich  conserves 

/.  Sh,  How  can  you  be  so  good  ? 
But  you  were  e%'er  thus.    I  well  remember 
With  what  fond  care,  what  diligence  of  lore. 
You  lavislied  out  your  wealdi  to  buy  me  plea- 
sures, 
Preventing  every  wish ;  have  you  forgot 
The  costly  string  of  pearl  you  brought  me  horoe. 

And  tied  about  my  neck  ? ^How  could  I  It-m^ 

you? 

Sh.  Taste  some  of  this,  or  this- 


J.  Sh.  You  are  strangely  altered 

Say,  gentle  Belmour,  is  he  not  ?  How  pale 
Your  visage  is  become?  Your  eyes  are  hollow  ; 
Nay,  you  are  wrinkled  too— Alas,  the  dnj  \ 
My  wretchedness  has  cost  you  many  a  tear^ 
And  many  a  bitter  pang,  since  last  we  parted. 

Sh.  No  more  ot  tliat ^Thou  talkest,  but 

dost  not  eat 

J.  Sh.  My  feeble  jaws  forget  their 
ofiice. 
My  tasteless  tongue  cleaves  to  the  claminy 
And  now  a  ^neral  loathing  grows  opon 
Oh !  I  am  sick  at  heart ! 
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Sk  Tlxro  morderoiis  sorrow ! 
Wilt  tfaoa  still  drink  her  blood,    pursue    her 

Stan 

Mast  she  then  die !  Oh,  my  poor  penitent ! 
Spetk  peace  to  thy  sad  heart :  she  hears  me  not; 
Grief  masters  every  sense — help  me  to  hold  her ! 

Enter  Catesby,  with  a  guard. 

Cat,  Seize  on  them  both,  as  traitors  to  the 
state! 

Bel.  What  means  this  violence  ? 

[Guards  lay  hold  on  Shore  and  Behnour. 
Cat,  Have  we  not  found  you, 
/o  scorn  of  the  protector's  strict  command, 
Assisting  this  base  woman,  and  abetting 
Her  infamy  ? 

SA,  Infanipr  on  thy  head ! 
Thou  tool  ol  power,  thou  pandar  to  anthority ! 
I  tell  thee,  knave,  thou  knowest  of  none  so  vii^ 

toous, 
And  she  that  bore  thee  was  an  £thiop  to  her. 
Cat.  You'll  answer  tliis  at  full — Away  with 

them. 
SA.  Is  charity  grown  treason  to  your  court? 
Wluu  fiooest  man  would  live  beneath  such  rulersj 

I  am  content  that  we  should  die  together 

Cat,  Convey  the  men  to  prison ;  but  for  her, 
Leave  her  to  hunt  her  fortune  as  she  may. 
J.  Sh.  I  will  not  part  with  him — ^for  me ! — 
for  me ! 
Oh !  must  he  die  for  me  ! 

i  Following  him  as  he  ii  carried  off— She  falls, 
4.  Iflhoman  villains  ! 

[Breakivgfrom  the  guards. 

Stand  off!  The  agonies  of  death  are  on  her 

She  pu((s,  she  gripes  me  hard  with  her  celd  hand. 
J,  Sh.  Was  this  blow  wanting  to  compleat  my 
ruin? 
Oh  f  let  him  go,  ye  ministers  of  terror, 
He  shall  offend  no  more,  for  I  will  die, 
And  yield  obedience  to  your  cruel  master. 
Tarry  a  little,  but  a  little  longer, 
Awl 'take  my  last  breath  with  you. 


Sh.  Oh,  my  love ! 
Why  have  I  lived  to  see  this  bitter  moment, 
This  grief,  by  far  s^passing  all  my  former  ? 
Why  dost  thou  fix  thy  dying  eyes  upon  me, 
With  such  an  earnest,  such  a  piteous  look. 
As  if  thy  heart  were  full  ,of  some  sad  meaning 
Thou  could'st  not  speak  ? 

J.  Sh,  Forgive  me  !— — but  forgive  me  ! 

Sh.  Be  witness  for  me,  ye  celestial  host^ 
Such  mercy  and  such  pardon  as  my  soul 
Accords  to  thee,  and  begs  of  Ueaven  to  shew 

thee. 
May  such  befall  me  at  my  latest  hour, 
And  make  my  portion  blest  or  cursed  for  ever ! 

J.  Sh.  Then  all  is  well,  and  I  shall  sleep  in 
peace — 

Tis  very  dark,  and  I  have  lost  you  now 

Was  there  not  something  I  would  have  bequeath- 
ed you? 
But  I  have  nothing  left  me  to  bestow. 
Nothing  but  one  sad  sigh.    Oh !  mercy,  Heaven ! 

[Dies. 

Bel  There  fled  the  soul. 
And  left  her  load  of  misery  behind. 

Sh.  Oh,  my  heart's  treasure !  Is  this  pale  sad 
visage 
All  that  remains  of  thee  ?  Are  these  dead  eyes 
The  light  that  cheered  my  soul?  Oh,  heavy  hour! 
But  I  will  fix  my  trembling  lips  to  thine, 
nrill  I  am  cold  and  senseless  quite,  as  thou  art. 

What,  must  we  part,  then? will  you 

\To  the  guards  taking  him  away. 

Fare  thee  well [Kissing  her. 

Now  execute  your  tyrant's  will,  and  lead  me 
To  bonds,  or  death,  'tis  equally  indifferent. 

BeL  Let  those,  who  view  this  sad  example, 
know. 
What  fate  attends  the  broken  marriage  vow ; 
And  teach  their  children,  in  succeeding  times. 
No  common  vengeance  waits  upon  these  crimes. 
When  such  severe  repentance  could  not  save 
From  want,  from  shame,  aud  an  untimely  grave. 

[£rettii^  omnes. 
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ACT    I. 


SCENE  L—rA«  Court. 


Enter  the  Duke  o/Northumberlamd,  Duke  of 
Suffolk)  and  Sir  John  Gates. 

North.  *Tis  all  in  Tain ;  Heaven  has  required 
its  pled^y 
And  he  must  die. 

Suffi  Is  there  an  honest  heart, 
That  loves  our  England,  does  not  mourn  for  Ed- 
ward? 
The  genius  of  our  isle  is  shook  with  sorrow; 
He  bows  his  venerable  head  with  pain, 
And  labours  with  the  sickness  of  his  lord. 
Religion  melts  in  every  holy  eye ; 
All  comfortless,  afflicted,  and  forlorn. 
She  sits  on  earth,  and  weeps  upon  her  cross, 
Weary  of  man,  and  his  detested  ways : 
Kvcn  now  she  seems  to  meditate  her  flight, 
^nd  wafV  her  angels  to  the  thrones  above. 
North.  Ay,  there,  my  lord,  you  tovich  our  hea- 
viest loss. 
With  him  our  holy  faith  is  doomed  to  suflfer ; 
With  him  our  church  shall  veil  her  sacred  fronts 
That  late  from  heaps  of  Gothic  ruins  rose, 
3 


In  her  first  native  nmple  majesty ; 
The  toil  of  saint^  and  price  of  martyrs*  Uood, 
Shall  fail  with  Edward^  and  again  old  Rome 
Shall  spread  her  banners ;  and  her  monkish  host. 
Pride,  ignorance,  and  rapine,  shall  retnm ; 
Blind  bloody  zeal,  and  cruel  priestly  power. 
Shall  scourge  the  land  for  ten  dark  ages  more. 

Gates.  Is  there  no  help  in  all  the  healing  mit. 
No  potent  juice  or  drug  to  save  a  life 
So  precious,  and  prevent  a  nation's  fate  ? 

North.  What  has  been  left  untried,  that  art 
ooiM  do? 
The  hoary  wrinkled  leech  has  watdied  and  toiled. 
Tried  every  healtlh>restoring  herb  and  gum. 
And  wearied  out  his  painfiu  skill  in  vain. 
Close,  like  a  dragon  folded  in  his  den, 
Some  secret  yenom  preys  npon  his  beait ; 
A  stubborn  and  unconquerable  flame 
Creeps  in  his  veins,  and  drinks  the  stresons  of  Bfe; 
His  youthful  sinews  are  unstninjg;  cold  sweats 
And  deadly  paleness  sit  upon  bis  visage ; 
And  every  gasp  we  look  snail  be  his  laat. 

Gates.  Doubt  not^  your  graces^  but  die  Popish 
faction 
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Will  at  dus  juncture  mge  their  utmost  forces 
All  on  the  princess  Mmy  turn  their  ejes, 
Well  hoping  she  shall  build  again  their  altars, 
And  bring  ttieir  idoUworship  back  in  triumph. 

Nartk,  Good  Heaven,  ordain  tome  better  fate 
for  England ! 

Stiff".  What  better  can  we  hope,  if  she  should 
reign? 
I  know  her  well ;  a  blinded  zealot  is  she ; 
A  gloomr  nature,  sullen  and  serere ; 
Nurtured  by  proud  presuming  Romish  priests^ 
Taught  to  Miere  thejTonly  cannot  err. 
Because  thej  cannot  err;  bred  up  in  scorn 
Of  reason,  and  the  whole  hiy  world ;  instructed 
To  hate  whoe'er  dissent  from  what  they  teach ; 
To  purge  the  world  from  heresy  by  blood ; 
To  massacre  a  nation,  and  believe  it 
An  act  well  pleasing  to  the  Lord  of  Mercy : 
These  are  thy  godst  oh,  Rome,  and  this  thy  faith ! 

North,  And  shall  we  tamely  yield  ourselves  to 
bondaec? 
Bow  down  before  these  holy  purple  tyrants, 
^nd  bid  them  tread  upon  our  slavish  necks? 
No ;  let  thb  faithful  tree-bom  English  hand 
First  dig  my  grave  in  liberty  and  honour ; 
And  though  I  fonnd  but  one  more  thus  resolved, 
That  honest  man  and  I  would  die  togetlier. 

Suff.  Doubt  not,  there  are  ten  thousand  and 
ten  thousand. 
To  own  a  cause  so  just 

Gates,  The  list  I  gave 
Into  your  grace's  hand  last  night,  declares 
My  power  and  friends  at  full.  [To  North. 

North.  Be  it  your  care, 
Good  Sir  John  Gates,  to  see  your  friends  ap- 
pointed. 
And  ready  for  the  occasion.    Haste  this  instant ; 
Lose  not  a  moment's  time. 

Gates.  I  go,  my  lord.  [Exit  Gates. 

North,  Your  grace's  princely  daaghter,  lady 
Jane, 
Is  ^e  yet  come  to  court  ? 

Suff\  Not  yet  arrived, 
But  with  the  soonest  I  expect  her  here. 
I  know  her  duty  to  the  dying  king. 
Joined  with  my  strict  commands  to  hasten  hither, 
Will  bring  her  on  the  wing. 

North.  Beseech  your  grace. 
To  speed  another  messenger  to  press  her ; 
For  on  her  happy  presence  all  our  counsels 
I>ejpend,'and  uke  their  fate. 

oif^.  Upon  the  instant 
Your  grace  shall  be  obeyed.  I  go  to  summon  her. 

[Exit  Sufolk. 

North.  What  trivial  influences  hold  dominion 
(Ver  wise  men's  counsels,  and  the  fate  of  em* 

pire! 
The  gr^fiest  schemes  that  human  wit  can  fofge, 
Or  bold  ambition  dares  to  put  in  practice, 
Depend  upon  our  husbanding  a  moment, 
And  the  light  lasting  of  a  woman's  will ; 
As  if  the  lord  of  nature  should  delight 

Vol.! 


To  hang  this  ponderous  gjobe  upon  a  hair. 
And  bid  it  dance  before  a  breath  of  wind. 
She  must  be  here,  and  lodged  in  Guilfonf  s  arms^ 
Ere  Edward  dies,  or  all  we  have  done  is  marred. 
Ha  I  Pembroke !  that's  a  bar  which  thwarts  my 

way! 
His  fiery  temper  brooks  nbt  opposition, 
And  must  be  met  with  soft  ana  supple  arts. 
With  crouching  courtesy,  and  honeyed  words. 
Such  as  assuage  die  fierce,  and  bend  the  strong. 

Enter  the  Eari  o^Pekbeokc. 

Good  morrow,  noble  Pembroke :  we  have  staid 
The  meeting  of  the  council  for  your  presence. 
Pern.  For  mine,  my  lordf  you   mock  your 

servant  sure, 
To  say  that  I  am  wanted,  where  yourself. 
The  great  Alcides  of  our  state,  is  present. 
Whatever  dangers  menace  prince  or  people. 
Our  great  Northumberland  is  armed   to  meet 

them: 
The  ablest  hand,  and  firmest  heart  you  hear, 
Nor  need  a  second  in  the  glorious  task ; 
Emial  yourself  to  all  the  toils  of  empire. 

North.  No ;  as  I  honour  virtue,  I  have  tried, 
And  know  my  strength  too  well ;  nor  can  the 

voice 
Of  friendly  flattery,  like  yours,  deceive  me. 
I  know  my  temper  liable  to  passions. 
And  all  the  frailties  common  to  our  nature ; 
Blind  to  events,  too  easy  of  persuasion. 
And  often,  too,  too  often,  have  I  erred  : 
Much  therefore  have  I  need  of  some  good  man, 
Some  wise  and  honest  heart,  whose  friendly  aid 
Might  guide  my  treading  through  our  present 

dangers ; 
And,  by  the  honour  of  my  name  I  swear, 
I  know  not  one  of  all  onr  English  peers. 
Whom  I  would  chuse  for  that  best  friend,  like 

Pembroke. 
Pern.  What  shall  I  answer  to  a  trust  so  noblci 
This  prodigality  of  praise  and  honour  ? 
Were  not  your  grace  too  generous  of  soul. 
To  speak  a  Ian<^Q«^  diflfering  from  your  heart, 
How  might  I  think  you  could  not  mean  thiA 

goodtiess 
To  one,  whom  his  ill-fortune  has  ordained 
The  rival  of  your  son. 

North.  No  more ;  I  scorn  a  thought 
So  much  below  the  dignity  of  virtue, 
rris  true,  I  look  on  Guilford  like  a  father. 
Lean  to  his  nde,  and  see  but  half  his  failings: 
But,  on  a  point  like  this,  when  e^^ual  merit 
Stands  forth  to  make  its  bold  appeal  to  honour, 
And  culls  to  have  the  balance  held  injustice; 
Away  with  all  the  fondnesses  of  nature ! 
I  juds;e  of  Pembroke  and  my  son  alike. 

Pern.  I  ask  no  more  to  bind  me  to  your  ser- 
vice. 
North.  The  realm  is  now  at  haxard,  and  bold 

factions 
Threaten  change,  tumult,  and  disastrous  days. 
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These  fears  drive  out  the  gentler  thoughts  of  joy, 
Of  courtship,  and  of  love.    Grant,  Heaven,  the 

state 
To  fix  in  peace  and  safety  once  again ; 
Then  speak  your  passion  to  the  princely  maid, 
And  fair  success  attend  you.    For  myself. 
My  voice  shall  go  as  far  for  you,  my  lord, 
As  for  my  son ;  and  beauty  be  the  umpire. 
But  now  a  heavier  matter  calls  upon  us ; 
The  king,  with  life  jiist  labouring ;  and  I  fealr, 
The  council  grow  impatient  at  our  stay. 

Pern,  One  moment's  pause,  liod  I  attend  your 
grace.  .    [Exit  Narlk 

Old  Winchester  cries  to  me  oft,  fieware 
Of  proud  Northumberland.    The  testy  prelate, 
Froward  with  age,  with  disap|>ointed  hopes. 
And  zealous  for  old  Rome,  rails  on  the  duke, 
Suspecting  him  to  favour  the  new  teachers : 
Yet  even  m  that,  if  I  judge  right,  he  errs. 
But  were  it  so,  what  are  these  monkish  quarrels, 
these  wordy  wars  of  proud  ill-mannered  school- 
men. 
To  iis  and  our  lay  interest  ?  Let  them  rail 
And  worry  one  another  at  their  pleasure, 
lliis  duke,  of  late,  by  many  worthy  offices, 
Has  sought  my  friendship.    And  yet  more,  his 


son. 


The  noblest  youth  our  Fjigland  has  to  boast  of, 
Has  made  me  long  the  partner  of  his  breast 
Nay,  when  he  found,  in  spite  of  the  resistance 
My  struggling  heart  had  made,  to  do  him  justice. 
That  I  \9im  grown  his  nval,  he  strove  haiid. 
And  would  not  turn  me  forth  from  out  his  bosom. 
But  called  me  still  liis  friend.    And  see!  He 
comes. 

Enter  Lord  dtJiLFORDt 

Oh,  Guilford !  just  as  thou  wcrt  entering  here, 
My  thought  was  running  all  tiiy  virtues  over, 
And  wondering  how  thy  soul  could  choose  a 

partner. 
So  much  unlike  itself. 

GuiL  How  could  my  tongUo 
Take  pleasure  and  be  lavish  in  thy  praise ! 
How  could  I  speak  tliy  nobleness  of  nature. 
Thy  open  manly  heart,  thy  courage,  constancy, 
And  imbom  truth,  unknowing  to  dissemble ! 
Thou  art  the  mad  in  whom  my  soul  deliglits ; 
la  whom,  next  heaven,  I  trust. 

Pew.  Oh,  generous  youth ! 
AVhat  can  a  heart,  stubborn  and  fierce,  like  mine, 
Iletum  to  all  thy  sweetness  ? — Yet  1  would, 
I  would  be  grateful. — Oh,  my  cruel  fortune  ! 
Would  I  had  never  seen  her,  never  cast 
Mine  eyes  on  Suffolk's  daughter  I 

GuiL  So  would  I ! 
Since  'twas  my  fate  to  see  and  love  her  first. 

Pern.  Oh  !   Why  should  she,  that  universal 
goodness^ 
Dke  lii^t,  a  common  blessing  to  the  world, 
Rise,  tike  a  comet,  fatal  to  our  friendship^ 
Abd  threaten  it  with  ruin  ? 


GuiL  Heaven  forbid !    ^ 
But  tell  me,  Pembroke,  is  it  not  in  virtue 
To  arm  against  this  proud  imperious  peasian  ? 
Does  holy  friendsliip  dwell  so  near  to  envTf 
She  could  not  bear  to  see  another  happy  r 
If  blind  mistaken  chance,  and  partial  beau^. 
Should  join  to  favour  Guilford- 

Pem.  Name  it  not ! 
My  fiery  spirits  kindle  at  the  thooght. 
And  hurry  me  to  rage. 

GuU.  And  yet  I  tliink 
I  should  not  murmur,  were  thy  lot  to  prosper, 
And  inine  to  be  refused.    Though  sure,  the  k» 
Woula  wound  me  to  the  heart 

Pern.  Ha !  Couldst  thou  bear  it  ? 
And  yet  perhaps  thou  mig^tst;  thy  geatk  tem- 
per 
Is  formed  with  passions  mixed  with  due  propor- 
tion. 
Where  no  one  overbears,  nor  plays  the  tynnt. 
But  join  in  nature^s  business,  and  thy  happiness : 
^Vhue  mine,  disdaining  reaaoD  and  her  law% 
Like  all  thou  canst  imagine  wild  and  furious, 
Now  drive  me  headlong  on,  now  whirl  me  badk^ 
And  hurl  my  unstable  flitting  soul 
To  every  mad  extreme^    Then  pity  me. 
And  let  my  weakness  stand 

Enter  Sir  Johh  Gates. 

Gates.  The  lords  of  council 
Wait  with  impatience. 

Petn.  I  attend  their  pleasure. 
This  only,  and  no  more,  then.    Whatsoever 
Fortune  decrees,  still  let  us  call  to  mind 
Our  friendship  and  our  honour.    And  since  love 
Condemns  us  to  be  rii'als  for  one  prise. 
Let  us  contend,  as  friends  and  brave  men  oiig^ 
With  openness  and  justice  to  each  other; 
Tliat  he,  who  wins  the  fair  one  to  his  arms. 
May  take  her  as  the  crown  of  great  desert ; 
And  if  the  wretched  loser  does  repine. 
His  own  heart  and  the  world  may  all  coodenin 

him.  [ErU  Pern, 

GuiL  How  cross  the  ways  of  life  lie ! 

wc  think 
We  travel  on  direct  in  one  high  road« 
And  Yavt  our  journey's  end  opposed  in  tm 
A  thousand  tliwarting  paths  break  in  upon  am. 
To  puzzle  and  perplex  our  wandering  stepe  ; 
Love,  friendship,  hatred,  in  their  tums^  midcad  na. 
And  every  passion  has  its  separate  interest : 
Where  is  that  piercing  foresight  can  unfold 
Where  all  this  mazy  error  will  have  end. 
And  tell  the  doom  reserved  for  mc  ami  Petn- 

broke  ? 
There  is  but  one  end  certain,  that  is-— Dctalk  : 
Yet  even  that  certainty  is  still  uncertain. 
For  of  these  several  tracks,  whidi  Ke  before  ii«^ 
We  know  that  one  leads  certainly  to  liemU^ 
But  know  not  which  that  one  is.    Tis  in  vmiii* 
This  blind  divining;  let  me  think  no  more  oa  it 
And  see  the  mistreas  of  our  fate  appi^r  ! 
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EiUerLti^  JhVt,  Gray.    AtiernUmts. 

Hail,  prinoely  maid !  who,  with  auspicious  beauty, 
Chevnt  crerj  droopiiig  heart  in  this  sad  place ; 
Wbo^  like  the  silver  regent  of  the  night, 
lift'st  op  thy  sacred  beams  upon  the  land, 
To  bid  die  i^oom  look  gay,  dispel  our  horrots, 
^Jid  make  us  less  lament  the  setting  sun. 
L  /.  Gray.   Yes,  Guilford;  well  dosi  thou 
compare  my  presence 
To  die  faint  comfbrt  of  the  waning  moon : 
like  her  cold  orb,  a  cheerless  gleam  I  bring :' 
Silence  and  heaviness  of  heart,  with  dews 
To  dress  the  face  of  nature  all  in  tears. 
But  SKjr,  how  fares  the  king? 

GuU.  He  lives  as  yet, 
But  every  moment  cuts  away  a  hope, 
Adds  to  our  fears,  and  gives  the  infant  saint 
Oreat  prospect  of  his  opening  Heaven. 
L,  /.  Oray.  Descend,  ye  choirs  of  angels,  to 
reorive  him ! 
Tone  your  melodious  harps  to  some  high  strain, 
And  waft  htm  upwards  with  a  son<;  of  triumph ; 
A  purer  soul,  and  one  more  like  yourselves, 
Neer  entered  at  the  golden  gates  of  bliss. 
Oh,  Guilford !  MThat  remains  for  wretched  Eng- 
land, 
When  he,  our  guardian  angel,  shall  forsake  us  ? 
For  whose  dear,  sake  Heaven   spared  a  guilty 

And  scattered   not  its  plagues  while  Edward 

retyped ! 
GuU  I  own  my  heart  bleeds  inward  at  the 

thought. 
And  rising  horrors  crowd  the  opening  scene. 
And  yet,  JTorpve  me,  thou,  my  native  country. 
Thou  famd  of  liberty,  thou  nurse  of  hemes, 
foipre  mCf  if,  in  spite  of  all  thy  dnnjc;ers, 
^»ew  springs  of  pleasure  flow  within  my  bo«om, 
When  thus  'tis  ^ven  me  tq  behold  those  qyes^     I 


Thus  ^aze,  and  wonder^  how  exceltinc;  nature 
Can  give  each  day  new  patterns  of  her  skill. 
And  yet  at  once  surpass  them. 

L.  J.  Gray.  Oh,  vain  flattery ! 
Harsh  and  ilTrSOunding  aver  to  my  ear ; 
But  on  a  day  like  this,  the  raven^  note 
Strikes  on  my  sense  more  sweetly.     But,  no 

more; 
I  charge  thee  touch  the  ungrateful  theme  no  more ; 
Lead  me  to  pay  my  duty  to  the  king, 
To  wet  his  pale  cold  hand  with  these  last  trtirs. 
And  sliare  uie  blessings  of  his  parting  breath. 

GuiL  Were  I  like  dying  Edward,  9ure  a  touch 
Of  this  dear  hand  would  kindle  life  anew. 
But  I  obey,  I  dreac)  that  gathering  frown ; 
And,  oh !  whene'er  my  bosom  swells  with  pas- 
sion, 
And  my  full  heart  is  pained  with  ardent  love, 
Allow  me  but  to  look  on  you,  and  sigh ; 
*Tis  all  the  humble  jov  that  Guilford  asks. 
L.  J.  Gray.  Still  wilt  thou  frame  tliy  speech  to 
this  vain  purpose. 
When  the  wan  km^  of  terrors  stalks  before  us. 
When  universal  rum  gathers  roimd, 
And  no  escape  is  left  us  ?  Are  we  not 
Like  wretches  in  a  storm,  whom  every  moment) 
The  greedy  deep  is  gaping  to  devou):  ? 
Around  us  see  the  pale  despairing  crew 
Wring  ^eir  sad  hands,  and  give  their  labour 

o'er; 
The  hope  of  life  has  every  heart  forsook. 
Anil  horror  sits  on  each  distracted  look ; 
One  solemn  thought  of  death  does  all  employ. 
And  cancels,  like  a  dream,  delight  and  joy ; 
One  sorrow  streams  from  all  their  weeping  eye^, 
And  one  consenting  voice  for  mercy  cries; 
Trembling,  they  dread  just  Heaven's  avenging 

power. 
Mourn  their  past  lives,  and  wait  the  fatal  hour. 

[ExcunP. 


ACT.   n. 


SCEJ^E  L— Continues. 


Emiff  ^he  Jhike  afSoRTuvuBtRLAVDr  end  the 

Duke  of  SvrvoLK, 

A^.  YcT  then  be  cheered,  my  heart,  amidst 
thy  mourning. 
Tlnogh  mte  hax^  heavy  o*er  us,  though  pale  fear 
And  wild  distraction  sit  on  every  face ; 
Though  oever  clay  of  grief  was  known  like  this^ 
let  me  rejoice,  and  bless  the  hallowed  light, 
^^Ito^e  beams  aumidous  shine  upon  our  nnioiv 
A  ad  bid  me  call  the  noble  Suflblk  brother. 

Jk^  I  know  not  what  rojr  secret  90ul  pre^iig^s, 
Bat  sometiiiiig  seems  to  whisper  i^e  within, 
tVtt  we  liare  bc^n  too  hasty.    Foir  myself, 
/  wish  this  tnatter  had  been  yet  delayed ; 
That  we  had  waited  some  more  blessed  time, 
^ime  better  dayr,  with  happier  omens  hallowed, 
i'x  love  to  kindle  up  h^s  holy  flame. 


But  you,  my  noble  brother,  would  prfvai), 
And  I  have  yielded  to  you. 

North.  Doubt  nof  any  thing ; 
Nor  hold  the  hour  unlucky,  ths^  good  Heaven, 
Who  soften^  the  con^^^on^  of  lus  hnnd. 
And  mixes  stul  a  comfort  with  afflictions, 
lias  given  to-day  a  blessing  in  our  ohtldren. 
To  wipe  away  our  tears  for  dying  Kdward. 
Suf.  In  that  I  trust     Cfood  angels  be  oar 

guard. 
And  make  my  fean  prove  vain !  But  see !  My 

wife ! 
With  her,  your  son,  the  generous  Guilford,  comes; 
She  has  informed  him  of  our  present  purpose. 

Jfinter  the  Dueheu  (f  Suffolk,  and  Lord 

Guilford. 

G^iL  How  shall  I  speak  the  fulness  of  my 
hei^) 
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What  ihflll  I  saj  to  bless  yoo  for  this  goodness  ? 
Oh,  gracious  prmoess!  But  my  life  is  yours^ 
And  all  the  buMness  of  my  years  to  come. 
Is,  to  attend  with  humblest  duty  on  you. 
And  pay  my  vowed  obedience  at  your  feet 
Duch,  Suff".  Yes,  noble  youth,  I  share  in  all 
thyjoys> 
In  all  the  joys  which  this  sad  day  can  give. 
The  dear  delight  I  have  to  call  thee  son, 
Comes  like  a  cordial  to  my  drooping  spirits ; 
It  broods  with  gentle  warmth  upon  my  bosom. 
And  melts  that  frost  of  death  which  hung  about 


me. 


But  haste !  Inform  my  daughter  of  our  pleasure: 
Jxit  thy  tongue  put  on  all  its  pleasing  eloquence, 
InsU'uct  thy  loyo  to  speak  of  comfort  to  her. 
To  soothe  her  grief^  and  cheer  the  mourning 
maid. 
North,  All  desolate  and  drowned  in  flowing 
tears, 
By  Edward's  bed  the  pious  princess  sits ; 
Fast  from  her  lifted  eyes  the  pearW  drops 
Fall  trickling  o*er  her  cheek,  while  nbly  ardour 
And  fenent  zeal  pour  forth  her  labouring  soul ; 
And  every  sigh  is  winged  with  prayers  so  potent. 
As  strive  with  Heaven  to  save  ner  dying  lord. 
Duch.  Suff,  From  the  first  early  days  of  infant 
life, 
A  gentle  band  of  friendship  giew  betwixt  them ; 
And  while  our  royal  uncle  Henry  reigned. 
As  brotlicr  and  as  sbter  bred  together. 
Beneath  one  common  pare4it*s  care  they  li\*ed. 
North,  A  wondrous  sympatic  of  souls  con- 
spired 
To  form  the  sacred  union.    Ladv  Jane 
Of  nil  his  royal  blood  was  still  the  dearest; 
In  every  innocent  delight  they  shared ; 
They  sung,  and  danced,  and  sat,  and  walked  to- 
gether; 
Nay,  in  llio  graver  business  of  his  youth, 
>Vhen  books  and  learning  called  him  from  his 

sports, 
Kven  there  the  princely  maid  was  his  companion. 
She  left  the  shiuipg  court  to  share  his  toil. 
To  turn  witti  him  the  grave  historian's  piigc, 
And  taste  the  rapture  of  the  poet's  song ; 
To  search  the  Latin  and  the  Grecian  storeS} 
Apd  wonder  at  the  miglUy  miuds  of  old. 

Enter  Ladif  Jan^  Gray^  vceping, 

L.  J,  Gray.  Wilt  thou  not  break,  my  heart ! 

Suffl  Alas  1  What  meanest  thou  i 

GuiL  Oh !  nieak  ! 

Duch.  Suff.  How  fares  tlic  king  ? 

North.  &y,  is  he  dead  ? 

I4.  J.  Gray.  The  saints  and  apgels  have  him, 

Duch,  Suff.  When  I  left  him, 
lie  seemed  a  little  cheered,  just  as  you  entered. 

L,  J.  Gray.  As  I  approached  to  kneel  and  pay 
my  duty, 
He  raised  his  feeble  eves,  and  faintly  smiling, 
Arc  you  then  come  ?  he  cried :  I  only  lived* 


To  bid  farewell  to  thee,  mr  gentle  cousid; 
To  speak  a  few  short  words  to  thee,  and  die. 
With  that  he  prest  my  hand,  and,  oh ! — be  moA^ 
When  I  am  gone,  do  thou  be  good  to  England, 
Keep  to  that  faith  in  which  we  both  were  bred. 
And  to  the  end  be  constant    More  I  would, 

But  cannot ^Tbere  his  faltering  nirits  fiuled, 

And  turning  every  thought  from  eartn  at  onc^ 
To  that  blest  place  where  all  his  hopes  were 

fixed. 

Earnest  he  prayed ; ^Merciful,  gpcmt  defeadcr ! 

Preserve  thy  lioly  altars  undefiled. 
Protect  this  land  from  bloody  men  and  idol^ 
Save  my  poor  people  from  the  yoke  of  Rome^ 
And  take  thy  painful  servant  to  thy  mercy !  . 
Then,  sinking  on  his  pillow,  with  a  sisb. 
He  breathed  his  innocent  and  faithfiu  soul 
Into  his  hands  who  gave  it. 

GuU.  Crowns  of  glory. 
Such  as  the  brightest  aug^s  wear,  be  00  Inm! 
Peace  guard  his  ashes  here,  and  paradise. 
With  all  its  endless  bliss,  be  open  to  htm ! 
North,  Our  grief  be  on  his  grm-e*    Ow  pM* 

sent  duty 
Enjoins  to  see  bis  last  commands  obeyed 
I  hold  it  fit  his  death  be  not  made  known 
To  any  but  our  friends.    To-moirow,  emrly^ 
The  council  shall  assemble  at  the  Tower. 
Mean  while,  I  beg  your  grace  would  strait  in* 

form  [To  the  Ducheu  tf  Smfiik- 

Yojar  princely  daughter  of  our  reai^tion  ; 
Our  common  interest  in  tliat  happy  tie 
Demands  our  swiftest  care  to  see  it  finished. 
Duch.  Suff.  My  lord,  you  have  detennioed  wclL 

Lora  Guildford, 
Be  it  vour  task  to  speak  at  large  our  purpose. 
Daughter,  receive  tnis  lord  as  ouc  whom  I, 
Your  father,  and  his  own,  ordain  year  husband : 
What  more  concerns  our  will  and  your  oheAopce^ 
We  leave  vou  to  receive  from  him  at  leisure. 

[Exeunt  Duke  and  Ducheu  qfSuffalky 
and  Duke  of  Northumherimmd^ 
Guil.  Wilt  thou  not  spare  a  moment  frooi  tfay 

sorrows, 
And  bid  these  bubbling  streams  forbc«r  to  flow  f 
Wilt  thou  not  give  one  internal  to  joy^ 
One  little  pause,  while  humbly  I  unfold 
The  happiest  tale  my  tot^e  was  ever  Uest  with? 
L,  J,  Gray.  My  heart  is  dead  jrttbin  ne  ;  eve- 
ry sense 
Is  dead  to  joy :  but  J  will  hear  tbee,  .Guilford  ; 
Nay,  I  must  hear  thee,  such  is  her  c 
Whom  early  duty  taught  me  still  to  obc 
Vet,  oh!  foigive  me,  if  to  all  the  story. 
Though  eloquence  divine  attend  thy  ape 
Though  every  muse,  and  e^'ery  gracsey   do  crows 

tliee ;  , 

Forgive  me,  if  I  oannot  better  answer. 
Than  weeping  ■  thus,  and  thus 

QiiiL  If  I  ofibnd  tliee, 
Let  spe  be  dumb  fur  ever :  Let  not  life 
Inform  these  breathing  oi^gans  of  my 
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If  anj  loiiiMi  from  me  disturb  thj  quiet 
Whtt  is mr  peace  or  liappioess  to  thine ? 
No;  dwum  our  noble  parents  bad  decreed. 
And  urara  high  reasons,  which  import  the  states 
Thif  in^it  to  ^ve  thae  to  luj  faithful  arms^ 
Mj  fsirttt  bnde,  my  only  earthly  bliss- 

L  i.  Gmtf,  How  I  Guilford !  on  this  night 

GuiL  This  happy  nidbt; 
Yet,  if  dioa  art  resolved  to  cross  my  fate. 
If  this,  my  utmost  wish,  shall  dve  thee  pain, 
Now  Fstlier  let  tUe  stroke  of  (feath  fall  on  m^ 
Aad  stretch  me  out  a  lifeless  corpse  before  thee ! 
Let  me  be  swe|^  away,  with  things  forgouen, 
fie  hoddled  up  in  some  obscure  bund  grave, 
Ere  Ukw  shouldst  say  my  love  has  made  thec 

wretched. 
Or  drop  one  single  tear  for  Guilford's  sake. 

L,  J,  Gray.  Alas !  I  have  too  much  of  death 
already, 
And  want  not  thine  to  furnish  out  new  horror. 
Oh !  dreadful  thought,  if  thou  wert  dead  indeed ! 
What  hope  were  left  me  then  ?  Yes,  I  will  own. 

Site  of  the  blush  that  buras  my  maiden  cheek, 
y  heart  has  fondly  leaned  towards  dice  long : 
Thy  sweetness,  virtue,  and  unblemished  yout^ 
H&ve  won  a  place  for  thee  within  my  bosom: 
And  if  my  eyes  look  coldly  on  thee  now, 
And  shun  thy  lo%'e  on  this  disastrous  day, 
It  IS  because  I  would  not  deal  so  hardly. 
To  pve  thee  sighs  for  all  thy  faithful  vows, 
Aaq  pay  thy  tenderness  witn  nought  but  tears. 
As  ie^  'tis  all  I  have. 

umU.  I  ask  no  more ; 
Let  me  but  call  thee  mine,  confirm  that  hope, 
Tp  charm  the  doubts  which  vex  my  aniioussoul; 
For  all  the  rest,  do  thou  allot  it  for  me, 
And,  at  thy  plcsasure,  portion  out  my  blessing 
My  eyes  shall  learn  to  smile  or  weep  from  tmne, 
Nor  will  I  think  of  joy  while  thou  art  sad. 
Nsj^«  couldst  tbou  be  so  croel  to  command  it^ 
J  inJJ  fortpy  m  bridegroom's  sacred  right. 
And  sleep  fmt  from  thee,  on  the  unwholesome 


Where  danpa  arise,  and  whistling  winds  blow 

loud; 
The%  when  tbe  day  returns^  come  droo|iiiQg  to 


My  locks  still  drizzling  with  the  dews  of  night, 
And  cbeer  mj  heart  with  thee,  as  with  the  morn- 

Im  /.  Grmjf.  Say,  wil^  thou  consecrate  this  night 
to  sorrow, 
Aad  give  ap  every  sense  to  solemn  sadness  ? 
Wilt  tboo»  m  watching  waste  thie  tedious  hpurs, 
^t  sOeotl J,  sod  careful,  by  my  side, 
Last  to  the  tolling  dod^i^tbe  cricket's  cry. 
And  every  melancholy  midn^ht  noise  ? 
Sav,  wilt  thou  banish  pleasure  and  dehght  ? 
^llt  thoa  forget  that  ever  we  have  loved,   . 
Aad  oolj  now  and  then  let  fall  a  tear, 
To  m€mm  for  Edward's  loss,  and  England's  fate? 

CuiL  Unwearied  still,  I  wi)l  fittend  tl^  woes, 


And  be  a  very  faithful  partner  to  thee. 
Near  thee  I  will  complain  in  sighs^  as  number- 
less 
As  murmurs  breathing  in  the  leafy  grove : 
My  eyes  shall  mix  their  falling  drops  withjthine^ 
Constant,  as  never-cearing  waters  roll, 
That  purl  and  gurgle  o'er  their  sands  for  ever. 
The  sun  shall  see  my  grief  through  all  his  course; 
And^  when  night  comes,  sad  Philomel,  who 'plains 
From  starry  vesper  to  the  rosy  dawn. 
Shall  cease  to  tune  her  lamentable  8on|^ 
Ere  I  give  o'er  to  weep  and  mourn  wi£  thee. 
L.  J.  Gray.  Here,  then,  I  take  thee  to  my 
heart  for  ever,  [Ghoing  her  lUmJL 

The  dear  companion  of  my  future  days : 
Whatever  Providence  allots  for  each. 
Be  that  the  common  portion  of  us  both : 
Khare  all  the  griefs  ot  thy  unhappy  Jane; 
But  if  good  l&aven  has  any  joys  m  store, 
Let  them  be  all  thy  own. 

GimL  Thou  wondrous  goodness ! 
Heaven  gives  too  much  at  once  in  giving  thee ; 
And,  by  the  common  course  of  thinss  below. 
Where  each  delight  is  tempered  witti  affliction. 
Some  evil,  terrible  and  uutoreseen. 
Must  sure  ensue,  and  poise  the  scale  against 
This  vast  profusion  of  exceeding  pleasure. 
But  be  it  so !  let  it  be  death  and  ruin ! 
On  any  tenns  I  take  thee. 

JL  J.  Gra^.  Trust  our  fate 
■To  him,  whose  gracious  wisdom  guides  our  ways. 
And  makes  what  ive  think  evil  turn  to  good. 
Permit  me  now  to  leave  thee  and  retire ; 
I'll  summon  all  my  reason  and  my  duty. 
To  soothe  this  storm  within,  and  frame  my  heart 
To  yield  obedience  to  vaj  noble  parents.. 

UuiL  Good  angels  mmister  tneir  comforts  to 
thee! 
And,  oh !  if,  as  my  fond  belief  would  hope. 
If  any  word  of  mine  be  gracious  to  thee, 
I  beg  thee,  I  conjure  tl^ee,  drive  away 
Those  murderous  thoughts  of  grief,  that  kill  thy 

quiet! 
Restore  thy  ^tle  bosom's  nadve  peace,  > 
Lift  up  the  light  of  ^adness  in  thy  eyes> 
And  cheer  thy  heavmess  with  one  dear  smile ! 

L.  J.  Gray.  Yes,  Guilford,  I  will  study  to  forget 
All  that  the  roval  Edward  has  been  to  me ; 
How  we  bave  loved,  even  from  our  very  cradle^^ 
My  private  loss  no  longer  will  I  mourn, 
But  every  tender  thou^t  to  thee  shall  turn : 
\Vith  patience  I'll  submit  to  Heaven's  decree. 
And  what  I  lost  in  Edward  find  in  thee. 
But,  oil !  when  I  revolve  what  ruins  wait 
Our  sinking  altars  and  the  falling  state; 
When  I  consider  what  my  native  land 
Expected  fi:om  her  pious  sovereign's  hand ; 
How  formed  he  was  to  save  her  from  distress, 
A  lung  to  govern,  and  a  saint  to  bless : 
New  sorrow  to  my  labouring  breast  succeeds, 
And  my  whole  heart    for  wretched  England 
bleeds.'  •  [ExH  Lady  Jane  Gray. 
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GmL  My  heart  sinkB  in  me,  at  her  soft  com- 
plaining; 
And  every  moving  accent,  that  she  hreathes, 
Resolves  my  courage,  slackens  my  tough  nerves, 
And  melts  me  down  to  infancy  and  tears. 
My  fancy  palls,  and  takes  distaste  at  pleasure : 
My  soul  grows  out  of  tune,  it  loathes  the  world. 
Sickens  at  all  the  nois^  and  folly  of  it ; 
And  I  could  sit  me  down  in  some  dull  shade. 
Where  lonely  Contemplation  keeps  her  cave. 
And  dwells  widi  hoary  hermits;  tnere  forget  my- 
self, 
There  fix  my  stupid  eyes  upon  the  earth, 
Amd  muse  away  an  age  in  deepest  melancholy. 

Enter  Pembroke. 

Pern,  Edward  is  dead ;  so  said  the  great  Nor- 
thumberland, 

As  now  he  shot  along  by  me  in  hi^ste. 

He  pressed  my  hand,  and,  in  a  whisper,  begged 
me 

To  guard  the  secret  carefully  as  life, 

Till  some  (eyf  hours  should  pass;  form\ich  hung 
on  it 

Much  may  indeed  haqe  on  it.    See  my  Guil* 

My  friend  !  [Spealung  to  him, 

GuiL  Ha !  Pembroke !  [Starting. 

Pern,  Wherefore  dost  thou  start  ? 
Why  sits  that  wild  disorder  on  thy  visage, 
Soniewhiit,  that  looks  like  passions  strange  tar 

thee. 
The  paleness  of  surprize  and  gha&dy  fear  f 
Since  I  have  known  thee  first,  sund  called  thee 

friend, 
I  never  saw  thee  so  unlike  thyself, 
So  changed  unon  a  sudden. 

Gai«7.  How !  so  changed ! 

Pan,  So  to  my  eye  thou  seemest 

G^i^'  The  kins  is  dead. 

Pern,  I  learned  it  from  thy  father^ 
Just  as  I  entered  here.    But  say,  could  that, 
A  fate  which  every  moment  we  expected. 
Distract  thy  thoueht,  or  shock  thy  temper,  thus? 

QuiL  On,  Pembroke !  'tis  in  vain  to  nide  from 
thee! 
For  thou  hast  looked  into  my  artless  bosom. 
And  keen  at  once  the  hurry  of  m^  souL 
^is  true,  thy  coming  struck  me  with  surprize. 
I  have  a  thought— but  wherefore  said  I  on^  ? 
I  have  a  thounnd  thoughts  all  up  in  aons, 
like  popukms  towns  disturbed  at  dead  of  night. 
That,  miied  in  daiiness,  bustle  to  and  fro. 
As  if  their  business  were  to  make  confusion. 

Pern,  Then  sure  our  better  angels  called  me 
hither; 
For  thb  is  friendship's  hour,  and  friendship'-s  of- 
fice, 
To  come,  when  counsel  and  when  help  is  want- 

^         ingf 

To  share  the  pain  of  every  gnawing  care, 

To  speak  of  comfort  in  the  time  of  trouble, 


To  reach  a  hand,  and  save  thee  from  advershj. 

GuiL  And  wilt  thou  be  a  friend  to  me  indeed? 
And,  while  I  lay  my  bosons  bare  before  thee, 
Wilt  thou  deal  tenderly,  aiid  let  thy  hand 
Pass  gently  over  every  painful  part  ? 
Wilt  tfaoa  with  patience  h^ar,  a|id  judge  vridi 

temper? 
And  if,  perchance,  thou  meet  with  sofnetking 

harsh. 
Somewhat  to  rouse  thy  rage,  and  grate  thy  soul, 
Wilt  thou  be  master  of  thyself  ami  bear  it  ? 

Pern,  Away  with  all  this  needless  preparttkm! 
Thou  knowest  thou  art  so  dear,  so  sacred  to  me, 
That  I  can  never  think  thee  an  offender. 
If  it  were  so,  that  I  indeed  must  judge  thee, 
I  should  take  part  with  thee  against  myself, 
And  call  thy  tault  a  virtue. 

GuiL  But  suppose 
The  thought  were  somewhat  that  concerned  oar 
love? 

Pern.  No  more ;  thou  knowest  we  spoke  of 
that  to^y. 
And  on  what  terms  we  lef^it.    lis  a  subject, 
Of  whidi,  if  possible,  I  would  not  think ; 
I  beg  that  we  may  mention  it  no  more. 

GuiL  Can  we  not  q>eak  of  it  with  temper? 

Pcm,  No. 
Thou  knowest  I  cannot     Therpfore^  prithee 
spare  it 

GuiL  Oh !  could  the  secret  I  would  teB  thee 
sleep. 
And  the  world  never  know  it,  my  fond  tongue 
Should  cease  from  ^[leaking,  ere  I  would  nnfbkl 

Or  vex  thy  peace  with  an  officious  tale ! 
But  smce,  howe'er  ungrateful  to  thy  ear, 
It  must  be  told  thee  o|ioe,  hear  it  from  me. 

Pern,  Speak,  then,  and  ease  the  doubts  that 
shock  my  soul! 

GuiL  Suppose  thy  Guilford's  better  stars  pre- 
yail. 
And  crown  his  love 

Pern,  Say  not,  suppose :  'tis  done. 
Seek  not  for  vain  excuse,  or  softening  words : 
Thou  hast  prevaricated  ^th  thy  friend. 
By  under-hand  contrivances  undone  me : 
And,  while  my  open  nature  trusted  in  tbee. 
Thou  hast  stepp<^d  in  between  me  and  mj  hopes^ 
And  ravished  from  me  all  my  soul  held  dear. 
Thou  hast  betraved  me. 

Guii,  How !  betrayed  thee,  Pembroke  ? 

Pemi  Yes,  falsely,  like  a  traitor. 

(xuiL  Have  a  care ! 

Pern.  But  think  not  I  will  bear  d)e  fbnl  play 
from  thee; 
There  was  but  this  which  I  could  ne'er  fbrgira. 
My  soul  is  up  in  aims,  my  injured  honour, 
In^pabent  of  the  wron^  calls  for  revengie ; 
And  though  I  love  thee— —fondly— — 

QuiL  Hear  me  yet, 
And  Pembroke  shall  acquit  me  to  himsdf ; 
Hear,  while  I  tell  bow  fortune  dealt  bttwecn  «^ 
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And  gave  the  jxeldiiig  beauty  to  my  arms— 
PenL  What,  hear  it !   Stand  and  listen  to  thy 
triumph ! 
ThoQ  thinkest  me  tame  indeed.     No^  hold,  I 

charge  thee, 
Lest  I  forget  that  ever  we  wdre  friends ! 
Lest,  in  the  rage  of  disappointed  k>«^, 
I  nish  at  once  and  tear  tnee  fm  thy  falsehood ! 
GuiL  Thou  warnest  me  well ;  and  I  were  rash, 
as  thou  art. 
To  trust  the  secret  sum  of  all  my  happiness 
With  one  not  master  of  himself.    Farewell. 

[Going. 
Pern,  Ha !  art  thoa  going  ?  Think  not  thus  to 
part, 
Nor  leave  me  on  the  tack  of  this  uncertamty. 
GuiL  What  wouldst  thoo  further  ? 
Fern.  Tell  it  to  me  all ; 
Say  thou  art  married,  say  thou  hast  possessed 

her. 
And  rioted  in  vast  excess  of  bliss, 
That  I  may  curse  myself,  and  thee,  and  her ! 
Come,  tell  me  how  thou  didst  supplant  thy  friend ! 
How  didst  thou  look  with  that  betraying  face, 
And,  smiling,  plot  my  ruin  ? 

GuiL  Give  me  way. 
When  thou  art  better  tempered,  I  may  tell  the^ 
And  vindicate  at  full  my  love  and  friendship. 
Pern.  And  dost  thou  hope  to  shun  me  then, 
thou  traitor? 
No,  I  will  have  it  now,  this  moment  from  thee. 
Or  drae  the  secret  out  from  thy  false  heart 
GuiL  Away,  thou  madman  I   I  would  talk  to 
winds, 
And  reason  with  the  rude  tempestuous  surKe» 
Sooner  than  hold  discourse  with  rage  like  mine* 
Pern,  Tell  it,  or,  bv  my  injured  love,  I  swear, 
[Luylng  hit  hand  upon  hit  tmord. 
Ill  stab  the  lurking  treason  in  thy  tieart. 

GuiL  Ha !  stay  thee  there ;  nor  let  thy  frantic 
hand  [Stopping  him.  I 


Unsheath  thy  weapon.    If  the  sword  be  drawn. 
If  once  we  meet  on  terms  like  those,  farewell 
To  ^ery  thought  of  friendship ;  one  must  fall. 
Pern,  Curse  on  thy  friendship  I  I  would  break 

the  band. 
GwL  That  as  you  please — Beside,  this  place 

is  sacred. 
And  will  not  be  profaned  with  brawls  and  out* 

rage. 
You  know  I  dare  be  found  on  auy  summons^ 
Pern,  Tis  welL   My  vengeance  shall  not  loiter 

long. 
Henceforward  let  the  thoughts  of  our  past  lives 
Be  turned  to  deadly  and  remorseless  hate ! 
Here  I  give  up  the  empty  name  of  friend, 
Renounc4!  all  gentleness,  all  commerce  with  thee; 
To  death  defy  thee  as  mj  mortal  foe; 
And,  when  we  meet  again,  may  swift  destruction 
Rid  me  of  thee,  or  rid  me  of  myself ! 

[Exit  Pembroke, 
GuiL  The  fate,  I  ever  feared,  is  fallen  upon  me ; 
And  lone  ago  m^  boding  heart  divined 
A  breacn  hke  tms  from  his  ungovemcd  rage. 
Oh,  Pembroke !  thou  hast  done  me  much  inju»- 

tice. 
For  I  have  borne  thee  true  unfeigned  affection^ 
'Tis  past,  and  thou  art  lost  to  me  for  ever. 
Love  is,  or  ought  to  be,  oui*  greatest  bliss; 
Since  every  other  joy,  how  dear  soever. 
Gives  way  to  that,  and  we  leave  all  for  love. 
At  the  imperious  tyrant's  lordly  call. 
In  spite  of  reason  or  restraint  we  come. 
Leave  kindred,  parents,  and  our  native  home. 
The  trembling  maid,   with  all  her  fears,   he 

charms. 
And  pulls  her  from  her  weeping  mother's  arms : 
He  laughs  at  all  her  leagues,  and,  in  proud  scon^ 
Cominuids  the  bands  of  friendship  to  be  torn ; 
Disdains  a  partner  should  partake  his  throne. 
But  reigns  unbounded,  lawless,  and  alone. 

[Exit. 


ACT  ra. 


SCENK  I.— 1%«  Tower. 


Enter  Pembroke  and  Gardiner. 

Gar.  Nat,  by  the  rood,  my  lord,  you  were  to 
blame. 
To  let  a  hair-brained  passion  be  your  guide. 
And  hurry  you  into  such  mad  extremes. 
Marry,  vou  might  have  made  much  worthy  pro- 

By  patient  hearing;  tlie  unthinking  lord 
llacl  brought  forth  every  secret  of  his  soul ; 
Then  when  you  were  the  master  of  his  bosom. 
That  was  the  time  to  use  him  with  contempt, 
And  turn  his  friendship  back  upon  his  hanos. 
Pem.  Thou  talkest  as  if  a  madman  could  be 
wise. 


Oh,  Winchester !  thy  hoary  frozen  age 
Can  never  guess  my  pain ;  can  never  know 
The  burning  transports  of  untamed  desire. 
I  tell  thee,  reverend  lord,  to  that  one  blias^ 
To  the  enjoyment  of  that  lovely  maid, 
As  to  their  centre,  I  had  drawn  each  hope, 
And  every  wish  my  furious  soul  could  form ; 
Still  witli  regard  to  that  my  brain  forethought^ 
And  fashioned  every  action  of  my  life. 
Then,  to  be  robbed  at  once,  and,  unsuspectiii^ 
Be  dashed  in  all  the  height  of  expectation ! 
It  was  not  to  be  borne. 

Gar.  Have  you  not  heard  of  what  has  hf4>p)eB- 
ed  since? 

Pern.  1  have  not  had  aminute^s  peace  of  mimi^ 
A  moment's  pause,  to  rest  from  rage,  or  think^ 
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Gar.  Learn  it  from  me  then:  But  ere  I  speak, 
I  warn  you  to  be  master  of  yourself. 
Though,  as  you  know,  they  have  confined  me 

long, 
Gra'mercy  to  their  goodness,  prifioner  here ; 
Yet  as  I  am  allowed  to  walk  at  large 
Within  the  Tower,  and  hold  free  speech  with  any, 
I  have  not  dreamt  away  my  thoughtless  hours. 
Without  good  heed  to  these  our  righteous  rulers. 
To  prove  this  true,  this  mom  a  trusty  spy 
Has  brought  me  word,  that  yester  evenmg  late, 
In  spite  of  all  the  grief  for  Edward's  death. 
Your  friends  were  married. 

Pern,  Married !  who  ?— ^Damnation ! 

Gar.  Lord  Guilford  Dudley,  and  the  lady 
Jane. 

Pern.  Curse  on  my  stars ! 

Gar.  Nay,  in  the  name  of  grace, 
Restrain  this  sinful  passion !  all's  not  lost 
In  this  one  single  woman. 

Pern.  I  have  lost 
More  than  the  female  world  can  give  me  back. 
I  had  beheld  even  her  whole  sex,  unmoved. 
Looked  o'er  them  like  a  bed  of  gaudy  flowers, 
That  lift  their  painted  heads,  and  live  a  day, 
Then  shed  their  trifling  glories  unre^^rded : 
My  heart  disdained  their  beauties,  till  she  came. 
With  every  grace  that  Nature's  hand  could  give. 
And  with  a  mind  so  great,  it  spoke  its  essence 
Immortal  and  divine. 

Gar.  She  was  a  wonder ; 
Detraction  must  allow  that 

Pern.  The  virtues  came. 
Sorted  in  gentie  fellowship,  to  crown  her. 
As  if  they  meant  to  mend  each  other's  work. 
Candour  with  goodness,  fortitude  with  sweetness. 
Strict  piety,  and  love  of  truth,  with  learning, 
More  than  the  schools  of  Athens  ever  knew. 
Or  her  own  Plato  taught.    A  wonder,  Winches- 
ter? 
Thou  know'st  not  what  she  was,  nor  can  I  speak 

her. 
More  than  to  sny,  she  was  that  only  blessing 
My  soul  was  set  upon — and  I  have  lost  her. 

Gar.  Your  state  is  not  so  bad  as  you  would 
make  it ; 
Nor  need  you  tlius  abandon  every  hope. 

Pern.  Ha !  wilt  thou  save  me,  snatch  me  from 
despair. 
And  bid' me  live  again? 

Gar.  She  may  be  yours. 
Suppose  her  husband  die. 

Jreni.  Q  vain,  vain  hope ! 

Gaf.  Mtttry,  I  do  not  hold  that  hope  so  vain. 
These  gospellers  have  had  their  golden  days, 
And  loHffeld  it  at  will ;  with  proud  despite 
Have  troddefi'ddfwn  our  holy  Roman  faith. 
Ransacked  gur  shrines,  and  driven  her  saints  to 

eidle. 
But  if  my  divination  fail  me  not, 
Tltelf  hatighl^'heartSi^all  be  abksed  ere  lon^ 
And^^l  ttM^'vtftg^^imce  of  our  Mary's  reign. 


Pern.  And  woiildst  thou  have  my  fierce  imp»> 

Uence  striy  f 
Bid  me  lie  bouud  upon  a  rack,  and  wait 
For  dbtant  joys,  whole  a|jes  yet  behind  f 
Can  love  attend  on  politician/  schemes, 
Expect  the  slow  events  of  cautious  counsels. 
Cold  unresolving  heads,  and  creepins  time  ? 
Oar^  To-day,  or  I  am  ill  informed,  Nortfanm- 

beriand. 
With  easy  Suffolk,  Guilford,  and  the  rest, 
M(3et  here  in  coundl,  on  s<»me  deep  design. 
Some  traiterous  contrivance,  to  protect 
Their  upstart  faith  from  near  approaching  mio. 
But  there  are  punishments — halters  and  axes 
For  traitors,  and  consuming  flames  for  heretics : 
Th(!  happy  bridegroom  may  be  yet  cut  shorty 
Even  in  his  highest  hope — But  go  not  yon, 
Howe'erthe  fawning  sire,  old  Dudley,  court  you; 
No,  by  the  holy  rood,  I  charge  you,  mix  not 
Witah  their  pernicious  counsels. — Misdiief  wwts 

them. 
Sure,  certain,  unavoidable  destruction. 
Piin.  Ha!  join  with  them !  the  cursed  Dudley's 

race! 
Who^  while  they  held  me  in  their  arms,  betrajcd 

me; 
Scorned  me  for  not  suspecting  they  werevillainsy 
And  inade  a  mockery  of  my  easy  friendship ! 
No,  when  I  do,  dishonour  be  my  portioo. 
And  swift  perdition  catch  me. — ^Join  with  them  ! 
Gar.  I  would  not  have  you — ^Hie  you  to  the 

And  join  with  those  that  love  our  ancient  fiiddi. 
Gather  your  friends  about  you,  and  be  ready 
To  assert  our  zealous  Mary's  royal  title^ 
And  doubt  not  but  her  grateful  hand  shall  pve 

you 
To  see  your  soul's  desire  upon  your  enemies. 
The  church  shall  pour  her  ample  treasures  Ibrth 

too. 
And  pay  you  with  ten  thousand  years  of  pardon. 
Pern.  No ;  keep  your  blessings  back,  and  c^« 

me  vengeance ! 
Give  me  to  tell  that  soft  deceiver,  Guilford, 
Thus^  traitor,  hast  thou  done,  thus  faasfc    tlwm 

wronged  me. 
And  thus  thy  treason  finds  a  just  reward  I 

Gar.  But,  soft!  no  more!  the  lords  u£  the 

council  come — 
Ha !  by  the  mass,  the  bride  and  bridcgrooas  too ! 
Retire  with  me,  my  lord;  we  must  not   nkeet 

them. 
Pern.  Tis  they  themselves,  the  ciine^  K^p^w 

pair! 
Haste,  Winchester,  haste !  let  us  fly  for  erer. 
And  drive  her  from  my  very  thoctthia^  if  poMbi^. 
Oh !  love,  what  have  I  lost !  Oh  f  reveretad  lord ! 
Pity  this  fond,  this  foolish  weakness  in 
Methinks,  I  go  like  our  first  wretched 
Wheri^rom  his  blissful  garden  he  was 
like  me  he  went  despairing,  and  like 
Thu9  at  the  gate  stopt  short  for  one 
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Then  wkli  Uw  chforleas  putaer  of  his  woe, 
He  toriied  him  to  the  world  that  lay  below : 
Tbere^  for  hia  Eden's  happj  plains,  beheld 
A  btrreo,  wild,  imoomfortable  field ; 
He  mm  'twas  nun  his  ruin  to  deplore, 
Me  tried  to  give  the  sad  remembrance  o'er; 
The  ad  remembrance  still  returned  again. 
And  his  lost  paradise  renewed  his  pain. 

[Exeunt  Pembroke  and  Gardiner. 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Ijjrd  Guilford  and  Lady  J4N£. 

GuiL  What  shall  I  say  to  thee  !  What  power 
divine 
Will  teach  my  tongue  to  tell  thee  what  I  feel  ? 
To  pour  the  transports  of  my  bosom  forth, 
And  make  thee  partner  of  the  joy  dwells  there  ? 
For  diou  art  comfortless,  full  of  affliction. 
Heavy  of  heart  as  the  forsaken  widow, 
And  desolate  as  orphans.    Oh  I  my  fair  one ! 
Thy  Edward  shines  amongst  the  brightest  stars, 
And  yet  thy  sorrows  seek  him  in  the  grave. 
L^J.  Gray.  Alas,  my  dearest  lord  !  a  thousand 
griefs 
Beset  my  anxious  heart :  and  yet,  as  if 
The  bnrthen  were  too  little,  I  have  added 
Tfie  weight  of  all  thy  cares ;  and,  like  the  miser, 
loctease  of  wealth  has  made  me  but  more  wretch- 
ed. 
The  morning  light  seems  not  to  rise  as  usual. 
It  dawns  not  to  me,  like  my  virgin  days. 
But  brings  new  thoughts  and  other  fears  upon 

me; 
I  tremble,  and  my  aavioas  heart  is  pained. 
Lest  aught  but  good  should  happen  to  my  Guil- 
ford. 
GniL  Nothing  but  good  can  happen  to  thy 
Guilford, 
While  thoa  art  by  his  side,  his  better  angel, 
His  biessim;  and  nis  guard. 

U  J.  Oray.  Why  came  wc  hither  ? 
Wily  was  I  drawn  to  this  unlucky  place. 
This  Tower,  so  ofVen  stained  with  royal  blood  ? 
Here  the  fourth  Edward's  helpless  sons  were  mur- 
dered. 
And  jMous  Henry  fell  by  ruthless  Gloster : 
Is  this  the  place  allotted  for  r^oidng  } 
The  bower  adorned  to  keep  our  nuptial  feast  in  ? 
Medniks  Suspicion  and  Distrust  dwell  here, 
iiianng,  with  meagre  forms,  through  grated  win- 
dows: 
Death  lorks  within,  and  unrelenting  Punishment: 
Without,  grim  Danger,  Fear,  and  fiercest  Power, 
^  oo  the  rude  old  towers,  and  Gothic  battle- 

raents; 
Wlnle  Horror  overlooks  the  dreadful  wall. 
And  frowns  on  all  around. 

GviL  Ln  safety  here. 
The  lords  of  die  council  have  this  mom  decreed 
To  meet,  and,  with  united  care,  support 
The  feeble  tottering  state.  To  thee,  my  princess, 
Vot.  I. 


Whose  royal  veins  are  rich  in  Henry's  blood, 
With  one  consent  the  noblest  heads  are  bowed  s 
From  thee  they  ask  a  sanction  to  their  counsels, 
And  from  thy  healing  hand  expect  a  cure. 
For  England  s  loss  in  Edward. 

L,  X  Oray.  How !  from  me ! 
Alas !  my  lord — But  surethou  meanst  to  mock  me  ? 

GuiL  No;  by  the  love  my  faithful  heartisfullof ! 
But  see,  thy  mother,  gracious  Suffolk,  comes 
To  intercept  my  story :  she  shall  tell  thee ; 
For  in  her  look  I  read  the  labouring  thought^ 
What  vast  eveilt  thy  fate  is  now  disclosing. 

Enter  the  Duchess  of  SvrrohK, 

Duck,  Suffl  No  more  complain ;  indulge  thy 
tears  no  more ; 
Thy  pous  grief  has  given  the  gra^c  its  due : 
Let  tny  heart  kindle  with  the  highest  hopes ; 
Expand  thy  bosom ;  let  thy  soul,  enlarged. 
Make  room  to  entertain  the  coming  glory  ! 
For  majesty  and  purple  greatness  court  thee ; 
Homage,  and  low  subjection,  wait ;  a  crown; 
I'hat  makes  the  princes  of  the  earth  like  gods ; 
A  crown,  my  daughter,  England's  crown  attends, 
To  bind  thy  brows  with  its  imperial  wreath. 

L,  J,  Gray.   Amazement  chills  my  veins  ! — 
What  says  my  mother  ? 

Duch.  Suff.  Tis  Heaven's  decree ;  for  our  ex^ 
pirin^r  Edward, 
When  now,  just  struggling  to  his  native  skies, 
Even  on  the  verge  of  heaven,  in  sight  of  angels, 
Tliat  hovered  round,  to  waft  him  to  the  stars. 
Even  then  declared  my  Jane  for  his  successor. 

L.  J.  Gray.  Could  Edward  do  tliis  ?  could  the 
dvin|;  saint 
Bequeatfi  his  crown  to  mc  ?  Oh,  fatal  boun^  ! 
To  me !  But  'tis  impossible !    We  dream. 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  bars  oppose  mc. 
Rise  in  my  way,  and  intercept  my  passage. 
Even  you,  my  gracious  mother,  what  must  you  be^ 
Ere  I  can  be  a  queen  ? 

Duch.  Suf.  That,  and  that  only. 
Thy  mother;  fonder  of  that  tender  name. 
Than  all  the  proud  additions  power  can  give. 
Yes,  I  will  give  up  all  my  share  of  greatness, 
And  live  in  low  obscurity  for  ever. 
To  see  thee  raised,  thou  darling  of  my  heart, 
And  fixed  upon  a  throne.    But  see ;  thy  father^ 
Northumberland,  with  all  the  council,  come 
To  pay  their  vowed  allegiaiioe  at  thy  feet. 
To  kneel,  and  call  thee  queen. 

L,  J.  Gray.  Support  me,  Guilford ; 
Give  me  thy  aid ;  stay  thou  my  fainting  soul« 
And  help  me  to  repress  this  growing  dangee. 

£n/er Suffolk,  Northumberland,  Lords  and 
others  of  the  Privy  Council. 

North  Hail,  sacred  princess !  sprung  from  aiH 
dent  kings. 
Our  England's  dearest  hope,  undoubted  offiiprias 
Of  York  and  Lancaster's  united  line ; 
By  whoM  bright  zeal,  by  who^e  victorioas  faitiv 
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Guarded  nod  fenced  around,  our  pure  religion. 
That  lamp  of  tnidi,  which  shines  upon  our  altars, 
Shall  lid  Its  golden  head,  and  flounsh  long ; 
Beneath  whose  awful  rule,  and  righteous  sceptre, 
The  plenteous  years  shall  roll  in  long  succession; 
Law  shall  prevail,  and  ancient  right  take  place ; 
Fair  liberty  shall  lift  her  cheerful  head, 
Fearless  of  tyranny  and  proud  oppression; 
No  sad  complaining  in  our  streets  shall  cry, 
But  justice  shall  be  exercised  in  mercy. 
Hail,  royal  Jane !  behold  we  bend  our  knees, 

[They  kneel 
The  pledge  of  homage,  and  thy  land^s  obedience ; 
With  humblest  duty  thus  we  kneel,  and  own  thee 
Our  liege,  our  sovereign  lady,  and  our  queen. 

L.  J.  Gray.  Oh,  rise ! 
My  father,  nse  !  [To  Suf. 

And  you,  my  father,  too !  [To  North, 

Rise  all,  nor  cover  me  with  this  confusion. 

[They  rite. 
What  means  this  mock,  this  masquing  sliew  of 

greatness  } 
Why  do  you  hang  these  pageant  glories  on  me, 
And  dress  me  up  in  honours  not  my  own  f 

North.  The  (laughters  of  our  late  great  mas- 
ter Henry, 
Stand  Ijoth  by  law  excluded  from  succession. 
To  make  all  nrm, 

And  fix  a  power  unquestioned  in  your  hand, 
ICdward,  by  will,  bequeathed  his  crown  to  you : 
And  the  concurring  lords,  in  council  met, 
Have  ratified  the  gift. 

L,  J.  Gray.  Are  crowns  and  empire. 
The  government  and  safety  of  mankind, 
Trifles  of  such  light  moment,  to  be  left 
like  some  rich  toy,  a  ring,  or  fancied  gem, 
The  pledge  of  parting  friends  ?  Can  kings  do  thus, 
And  give  away  a  people  for  a  legacy  ? 

North.  Forgive  me,  princely  lady,  if  my  won- 
der 
Seizes  each  sense,  each  faculty  of  mind. 
To  see  the  utmost  wish  the  great  can  form, 
A  crown,   thus  coldly  met:   A  crown,  which, 

slighted. 
And  left  in  scorn  by  you,  ^11  soon  be  sought. 
And  find  a  joyful  wearer ;  one,  perhaps, 
Of  blood  unkind  red  to  your  rojal  house, 
And  fix  its  glories  in  another  Ime. 

L.  J.  Gray,  Where  art  thou  now,  thou  partner 
of  my  cares  ?  [Turning  to  Guilford, 

Come  to  my  aid,  and  help  to  bear  this  burthen : 
Oh  !  save  me  from  this  sorrow,  this  misfortune. 
Which,  in  the  shape  of  gorgeous  greatness,  comes 
To  cniwn,  and  make  a  wretch  of  me  for  ever ! 

GuiL  Thou  weep'st  my  queen,  and  hang'st  thy 
drooping  heac^, 
Jjkc  nodding  poppies,  heavy  with  the  rain. 
That  bow  tlieir  weary  necks  and  bend  to  earth. 
See,  by  thy  side,  thy  futhful  Guilford  stands, 
Prepared  to  keep  distress  and  danger  from  tbee, 
To  wear  thy  sacred  cause  upon  his  sword. 
And  war  against  the  world  m  thy  defence. 


North,  Oh !  stay  this  inauspicious  stream  of 

tears, 
And  cheer  your  people  with  one  gradoos  smile. 
Nor  comes  your  fate  in  such  a  dreadful  form. 
To  bid  you  shun  it.    Turn  those  sacred  eyes 
On  the  bright  prospect  empire  spreads  before 

you. 
Methinks  I  se^  you  seated  on  the  throne ; 
Beneath  your  feet,  the  kingdom's  great  degrees 
In  bright  confusion  shine,  rnitrca  and  coronets, 
The  various  ermine,  and  the  glowing  purple ; 
Assembled  senates  wait,  with  awful  dread. 
To  affirm  your  high  commands,  and  make  them 

fate; 
JLJ,  Gray.  You  turn  to  new  the  painted  side 

of  royalty. 
And  cover  all  the  cares  that  lurk  beneath. 
Is  it,  to  be  a  queen,  to  sit  aloft. 
In  solemn,  dull,  uncomfortable  state. 
The  flattered  idol  of  a  servile  court? 
Is  it  to  draw. a  pompous  train  along, 
A  pageant,  for  the  wondering  crowd  to  g^ne  at? 
Is  It,  m  wantonness  of  power  to  reign. 
And  make  the  world  subservient  to  my  pleasure  ? 
Is  it  not  rather,  to  be  greatly  wretched. 
To  watch,  to  toil,  to  take  a  sacred  charge. 
To  bend  each  day  before  high  Heaven,  and  own. 
This  people  hast  thou  trust^  to  my  hand. 
And  at  my  hand,  I  know,  thou  abalt  require 

them? 
Alas,  Northumberland !  My  father !  Is  it  not 
To  live  a  life  of  care,  and,  when  I  dic^ 
Have  more  to  answer  for  before  my  judge. 
Than  any  of  my  subjects  ? 

Duch,  Suff.  Every  state. 
Allotted  to  toe  race  of  man  below. 
Is,  in  proportion,  doomed  to  taste  *M)me  sonow. 
Nor  is  the  golden  wreath  on  a  king's  brow 
Exempt  from  care;   and  yet,  who  would   not 

bear  it? 
Think  on  the  monarchs  of  your  royal  race : 
Tliey  lived  not  for  dicmselves :  bow  many  blcv- 

sing^ 
How  many  lifted  hands  shall  pay  thy  toil. 
If  for  thy  people's  good  thou  happily  borrovr 
Some  portion  from  the  hours  of  rest,  and  wake. 
To  give  the  world  repose  ! 

Suff.  Behold,  we  staiul  upon  the  brink  of  ruin. 
And  only  thou  canst  save  us.    Persecution, 
TluLt  fiend  of  Rome  and  hell,  prepares  her  toi^ 

tares ; 
See  where  she  comes  in  Mary*s  priestly  train  ! 
Sdll  wilt  thou  doubt?  till  thou  behold  her  stmlk. 
Red  with  the  blood  of  martyrs,  and  widciM^Mtuig 
O'er  England's  bosom?  All  the  mournings  year 
Our  to\%ns  shall  glow  with  unextinguished  6rps; 
Our  youth  on  racks  shall  stretch  their 

bones; 
Our  babes  shall  sprawl  on  consecrated 
Matrons  and  husbands^  with  their 

fants, 
Shall  burn  promiscuous;  a  continued  pe«l 
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Of  lamenCatioiiSygitMuifl,  and  shrieks,  shall  sound, 
Through  all  our  purple  ways. 

GwL  Amidst  that  niio. 
Think  thou  beboldest  thy  Guilford's  head  laid  low, 
Blood?  and  pal»-T— 
h  J,  Gray.  Oh !  spare  the  dreadful  image ! 
GmL  Oh  [would  the  misery  be  bounded  &ere, 
My  life  were  little ;  but  the  rage  of  Rome 
Demands  whole  hecatombs,  a  land  of  victims. 
With  Saperstitioa  comes  that  other  fiend, 
That  bane  of  peaoe^  of  arts  and  virtue.  Tyranny ; 
That  foe  of  jostioe,  acomer  of  all  law ; 
That  beast,  which  thinks  mankind  were  bom  for 

one. 
And  made  by  heaven  to  he  a  monster^s  prey ; 
That  heaviest  curse  of  eroaning  nations,  Tyranny. 
Maiy  shall,  by  her  kindred  Spain,  be  taught 
To  bend  our  necks  beneath  a  braaen  yoke^ 
Ajid  nile  o'er  wretches  with  an  iron  sceptre. 
L.  J.  Gray,  Avert  that  judgment,  Heaven ! 
Whate'er  thy  providence  allots  for  me, 
lo  mercy  spare  my  country. 

GmU.  Oh,  my  queen ! 
Does  not  thy  great,  thy  generous  heart  relent. 
To  tfauik  this  land,  for  liberty  so  famed, 
Sbsil  have  her  towery  front  at  once  laid  low. 
And  robbed  of  all  its  glory  ?  Oh  !  my  country ! 
Ob !  fairest  Albion,  empress  of  the  deep, 
How  have  thy  noblest  sons,  with  stubborn  va- 
lour, 
Stood  to  the  last,  dtod  manv  a  field  in  blood. 
In  dear  defence  ofmrthHri^nt  and  their  laws  ? 
And  shall  ihoac  hands,  which  fought  the  cause  of 


Be  manacled  in  base  unworthy  bonds  } 
fie  tamely  yielded  up,  the  spoil,  the  slaves 
Of  hair^ramed  zeal,  and  cruel  coward  priests  ? 
JL  /.  Gray.  Yes,  my  loved  lorc^  my  soul  is 
moved  like  thine. 
At  every  danger  which  invades  our  England ; 
Mj  cold  heart  kindles  at  the  great  occasion, 
And  ooold  be  more  than  man  in  her  defence. 
But  wheaa  is  my  commission  to  redress  ? 
Ur  wheaoe  my  power  to  save  ?  Can  Edward's 

will. 
Or  twenty  nfeet  in  council,  make  a  queen  ? 
Can  yoa,  my  lords,  give  me  the  power  to  canvass 
A  doabtfnl  title  with  king  Henry's  daughters  } 
'^Vhere  are  the  reverend  sages  of  the  law, 
I'l  guide  me  mth  their  wisdoms,  and  point  out 
T^ie  paths,  which  right  and  justice  bid  me  tread } 
North.   The  juc^es  all  attend,  and  will  at 


Besolve  tou  every  scruple. 

L  J.  i^ray.  They  expound ; 
But  wbete  are  chose,  mv  lord,  that  make  the  law  \ 
Wlvre  are  the  ancient  honours  of  the  realm^ 
The  nobles^  with  the  mitred  fathers  joined  ? 
The  wealthy  ocNumons  solemnly  assembled  ? 
IVhere  is  that  voice  of  a  consenting  people, 
Tu  pieds^  the  universal  faith  with  mine, 
«\jad  call  me  justly  queen  ? 


North.  Nor  shall  that  long 
Be  wanting  to  your  wish.    The  lords  and  com- 
mons 
Shall,  at  your  royal  bidding,  soon  assemble^ 
And  with  united  homage  own  your  title. 
Delay  not  then  the  general  wish. 
But  be  our  queen,  be  England's  better  angel ! 
Nor  let  mistaken  piety  betray  you 
To  join  with  cruel  Mary  in  our  ruin : 
Iler  bloody  faith  commands  her  to  destroy, 
And  yours  forbids  to  save. 

GuiL  Our  foes,  already 
High  in  their  hopes,  devote  us  all  to  death  : 
The  drooish  raodks,  the  scorn  and  sltame  of  man- 
hood. 
Rouse,  and  prepare  once  more  to  take  possession. 
To  nestle  in  their  ancient  hives  again : 
Again  they  furbish  up  their  holy  trumpery, 
Relicks  and  wooden  wonder-working  saints, 
Whole  loads  of  lumber  and  religious  rubbish. 
In  high  procession  mean  to  bring  them  back, 
And  place  the  puppets  in  their  shrines  agnin : 
While  those  of  keener  malioe,  savage  Bonner, 
And  deep-designing  Gardiner,   dream  of  ven- 
geance; 
Devour  the  blood  of  innocents,  in  hope ; 
like  vultures,  snuff  the  slaughter  in  tne  wind, 
And  speed  their  flight  to  havock  and  the  prey. 
Haste  then,  and  sav^  us,  while  \is  given  to  save 
Your  country,  your  religion. 

North,  Save  your  friends  ! 

Suf.  Your  father !  (^ 

D'ttcA.  Suff,  Mother !  ^v 

GuiL  Husband ! 


Xf  J.  Gray.  Take  me,  crown  me, 
Invest  me  with  tliis  royal  wretchedness ! 
Let  me  not  know  one  happy  minute  m^ire ; 
Let  all  my  sleepless  nights  Le  spent  in  care. 
My  days  be  fixed  with  tumults  and  alarms; 
If  only  I  can  save  you,  if  my  fate 
Has  marked  me  out  to  be  the  public  victim, 
I  take  the  lot  with  joy  I  Yes,  I  will  die 
For  that  eternal  truth  my  faith  is  fixed  on. 
And  that  dear  native  land  which  gave  roe  birth ! 
GuiL  Wake  every  tuneful  instrument  to  tell  it. 
And  let  the  trumpet's  sprightly  note  proclaim. 
My  Jane  is  Ei^land's  queen  \  Let  the  loud  can- 
non 
In  peals  of  thunder  speak  it  to  Augusta; 
Imperial  Thames,  catch  thou  the  sacreti  sound. 
And  roll  it  to  the  subject  ocean  down : 
Tell  the  old  deep,  and  all  thy  brother  floods. 
My  .Tana  is  empress  of  the  watery  World  I 
Now  with  glad  fires  our  bloodless  streets  shall 

shine. 
With  cries  of  joy  our  cheerful  ways  shall  ring; 
Thy  name  shall  echo  tlirough  the  rescued  isle. 
And  reach  applauding  heaven ! 

L.  J.  Gray.  Oh,  Guilford !  what  do  we  give 
up  for  glory ! 
For  glory !  that's  a  toy  I  would  not  purchase; 
An  idle,  empty  bubble.    But  for  £i^|land ! 
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What  must  we  lose  for  that^  Since  then  mv  fate 
Has  forced  this  bard  exchange  upon  iny  willy 
Jjet  gracious  Heaven  allow  me  one  reouest : 
For  that  blest  peace  in  whidi  I  once  did  dwelli 
For  booksy  retirement,  and  my  studious  cell, 
por  all  those  joys  my  happier  days  did  prove, 


For  Plato,  and  his  »»<.«.»«««,  e^«"-^ 
All  that  I  ask,  is,  though  my  fortune  frowii» 
And  bury  me  beneath  this  ratal  ctowa ; 
Let  that  oee  good  be  added  lo  my  doonit 
To  save  thin  land  from  tyranny  and  Rone. 

\BtaaU. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  t— Continues, 

Enter  Pembroke  and  Gardiner. 

Qar,  In  an  unlucky  and  accursed  hour 
Set  forth  that  traitor  ciuke,  that  proud  Northum- 
berland, 
To  draw  his  sword  upon  the  side  of  heresy, 
And  war  against  our  Mary's  holt  right : 
111  fortune  fly  before,  and  pave  bis  way 
Wi(h  disappointments,  icischief,  and  defeat ! 
Do  thou,  O  holy  Becket,  the  protector. 
The  champion,  and  the  martyr  of  our  church. 
Appear,  and  once  more  own  the  cause  of  Rome : 
Beat  down  liis  lance,  break  thou  his  sword  in 

battle, 
And  cover  foul  rebellion  with  confusion  ! 

Pern,  I  saw  him  marching  at  his  army's  head; 
I  nuirked  him  issuing  through  the  city-gate. 
In  harness  all  appointed,  as  he  passed ; 
And  (for  he  wore  his  beaver  up)  could  read 
Upon  his  visage,  horror  and  dismay. 
No  voice  of  cheerful  salutation  cheered  him. 
None  wished  his  arras  might  thiive,  or  bade  God 

speed  him, 
But,  through  a  staring  gbastly-looking  crowd, 
Unhnii'ed,  unblessed,  with  heavy  heart  he  went; 
As  if  \\\t  traitor  father's  ha^gnrd  ghost. 
And  Somerset,  fresh  bleedint;  from  the  axe. 
On  either  hand  had  ushered  him  to  ruin. 

Gar.  Nor  shall  the  holy  vengeance  loiter  long. 
At  Farmiuu^ham,  in  Sutiblk,  lies  the  queen, 
Mnry,  our  pious  mistre:«s :  where  each  day 
The  nobles  of  tlic  land,  and  swarming  populace. 
Gather,  and  list  beneath  her  royal  ensigns. 
The  fleet,  commanded  by  Sir  Thomas  Jeming- 

ham, 
Set  out  in  warlike  manner  to  oppose  her^ 
\Vith  one  amsont  have  joined  to  own  her  cause ; 
The  valiant  Sussex,  and  Sir  Edward  Hastings^ 
With  many  more  of  note,  are  up  in  armsy 
And  all  declare  for  her.  »    ■' 

Pern,  The  citizens 
Who  held  the  noble  Somerset  right  dear^ 
Hate  this  aspiring  Dudley  and  his  race,  - 
And  would  upon  the  instant  join  to  oppose  him ; 
Could  we  but  draw  some  of  the  lords  of  the 

council  '   ■    ■  '(  . 

To  appear  among  them,  own  the  same  design, 
And  bring  the  reverend  sanction  of  authority 
To  lead  them  into  action.     For  that  purpose*. 
To  thee,  as  to  an  oracle,  I  come, 
To  learn  what  lit  expedient  may  be  (ound^ 


To  win  the  waiy  council  to  our  side. 
Say  thou,  whose  head  is  grown  thus  sihrcr-white, 
In  arts  of  government,  aikl  turns  of  stnie. 
How  we  may  blast  Our  enemies  with  rain. 
And  sink  the  cursed  Northuraberlaiid  to  faell ! 
Gar,  In  happy  time  be  your  whole  wish  ao; 

complished. 
Since  the  proud  duke  set  out,  I  have  hmd  coo- 

ferenoe, 
As  fit  occasion  served,  with  diven  of  diem. 
The  earl  of  Arundel,  Mason,  andCbeyncy, 
And  find  them  all  disposed  as  we  ooiud  «ik. 
By  holy  Mary,  if  I  count  aright. 
To-day  the  better  part  shall  leave  thb  pboe. 
And  meet  at  Baynard'd  casde  in  the  dty; 
Theie  own  our  sovereign's  title,  and  defy 
Jane  and  her  gospel  crew.    But,  hie  joo  iwDoe  ! 
This  place  is  still  within  our  foe's  commanri ; 
Their  puppet-queen  reigns  here. 

Enter  an  Officer  wUh  a  Guard. 

Offi  Seize  on  them  both. 

[Guards  teixe  Pembroke  tmd  Gmtdimtr* 
My  lord,  you  are  a  prisoner  to  the  state. 

Pern.  Iia!  by  whose  order? 

Offi.  By  the  queen's  command. 
Signed  and  delivered  by  lord  Guilford  Dudley. 

Pern,  Curse  on  his  traitor's  heart  1 

Gar,  Rest  you  contented : 
You  have  loitered  here  too  long ;   but 

patience; 
These  bonds  shall  not  be  lasting. 

Ofii,  As  for  you,  sir,  [To 

'Tis  the  queen*s  pleasure  you  be  close  coofined  : 
You  have  used  tnat  fair  permission  was  allowed 

you. 
To  walk  at  large  within  the  Tower,  unworthily^ 
You  arc  noted  for  an  over-busy  meddler, 
A  secret  prncdser  against  the  state  ; 
Forwhich,  henceforth,  your  limits  shall  be 
Hence,  to  your  chamber ! 

Gar.  Farewell,  gentle  Pembroke; 
I  trust  that  we  shall  meet  on  blither 
Till  then,  amongst  my  heads  I  will 
And  give  you  to  the  keeping  of  tlie 

[Exeunt  part  dfthe  guards  wUk  C^rdin^r 

Pern.  Now,  whither  must  I  go? 

i}j}L  Thn  way,  rpy  lord.  [ 

Enter  Guilfobo. 

Guil.  Hold,  Captain!  ere  you  go^  I 
word  or  two 
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Offi  At  yoar  pleasure ; 
I  kaom  mj  dutf ,  uoA  fttteod  your  lordship. 

[The  Officer  mnd  Omardi  retire  to  thefm^ 
thai  part  of  the  etage, 
GnL  IsaU  toe  gentleness,  that  was  betwixt  us. 
So  lotty  so  swept  away  iroin  div  remembranoey 
TIhw  cBBst  not  look  upon  me  r 

Pern.  Ha!  notlookl 
Whstterrore  are  there  in  the  Dudley's  race, 
Thst  Plmbfoke  dares  not  look  upon  and  soorn  ? 
And  yet;  *Ua  troOy  I  would  not  look  upon  thee : 
Our  eyes  avoid  to  look  oo  what  we  hate, 
As  weU  as  what  we  fear. 
GviL  You  hate  me,  then ! 
Poa.  I  do :  and  wish  jMrdition  may  overtake 
Tbr  facher,  thy  false  sdf,  and  thy  whole  name. 
GmiL  Aisd  yel^  as  sore  as  "nf/e  distarbs  liiy 


Aad  aMsfecrs  all  the  noUe  oatore  in  thee» 
As  sore  as  thou  bast  wrong^  me,  I  am  oome, 
In  fieaderness  of  friendship,  ^  preserve  thee ; 
To  plaat  even  all  the  power  I  nave  hdfbre  thee, 
Aaa  feooe  thee  from  oestraction  with  mj  life. 
Fern.  Friendship  from  theel  Bat  my  jast  soal 
disdaina  thee. 
Henoe !  take  th^  prostttnted  bauble  baoki 
Hsag  it  to  grace  some  skaveriae  idiot's  neck. 
For  none  bot  fools  will  praise  the  tinsel  toy. 
Bat  thoa  ait  oomey  peinap^  to  vaunt  thy  great* 


Aad  9Bt  thr  parple  pomp  to  view  before  me  ^ 
To  let  me  know  that  Guilford  is  a  king. 
That  he  can  speak  the  word^  and  give  me  free- 
dom.   . 
Oh,  short-hvcd  pageant!    Hadst  thou  all  the 


Which  thy  vaio  soul  would  grasp  at,  I  would 

die. 
Hot  in  a  dongenvi,  ere  receive  a  grace, 
Tbe  Jeas^  the  meanest  courtesy  from  thee. 
GmiL  Oby  Pembroke !  but  I  have  not  tim^  to 

For  danger  presses ;  danger  unforeseen. 
And  secict  aa  the  shaft  that  flies  by  night. 
Is  aimiag  at  thy  life.    Captain,  a  word ! 

[2b  the  Officer, 
I  take  yoar  prisoner  to  my  proper  charge ; 
Dnw  atr  yoor  guard,  and  leave  his  sword  widi 


[Hke  Oflieer  deUven  the  eword  to  Lord 
{hiiifordj  and  goei  omt  with  hit  guard, 
[Lord  Guilford  offering  the  tw&rd  to 
jP^moroAf. 
R^rava  this  giA,  even  from  a  rivaVs  hand; 
And,  if  th^  rage  will  saffer  thee  to  hear 
The  ooonsel  of  a  man,  once  called  thy  friend, 
T\y  from  thia  fatal  place,  and  seek  th^  safety  ! 
Pern.  How  now !  what  shew  !  wmit  mooiery 
h  this? 
U  it  in  nf>rt  you  use  me  thus  ?  What  means 
This  swiR  fkntastic  chaagmg  of  the  scene  ? 


CruiL  Oh»  take  thy  swoidy  and  let  thy  valiaaC 
hand 
Be  ready  armed  to  guard  thy  noble  life. 
The  time,  the  danger,  aad  thy  wild  impatience. 
Forbid  me  all  to  enter  into  speech  with  thee^ 
Or  I  could  tell  thee 

Pern,  No^  it  needs  not,  traitor ! 
For  all  tliy  poor,  thy  little  arts  are  known. 
Thou  fearcst  my  vengeanoei  and  art  come  to 

fawi^. 
To  make  a  merit  of  that  proffered  freedom* 
Which,  in  despite  of  thee,  a  day  shall  give  me. 
Nor  can  my  fate  depend  on  thee,  false  Guilford; 
For  know^  to  thy  confusion,  ere  the  sun 
Twice  gild  the  east,  our  royal  Mary  comes 
To  end  thy  pageant  reign,  aod  set  me  free. 

QuiL  Ungrateful  and  unjust !  Hast  thou  thea 
known  me 
So  little,  to  accuse  my  heart  of  fear } 
Hast  thou  foigotten  Musselborough's  field  f 
Did  I  then  fear,  when  by  thy  side  I  fought. 
And  dyed  my  maiden  sword  an  Scottish  blood  ^ 
Bat  this  is  madness  alL 

Pern,  Give  me  my  sword.    \Taking  his  ewonL 
Perhaps,  indeed,  I  wronj^thee.  Thou  hast  Ihouglit; 
And,  oonsdous  of  the  injury  tliou  hast  doae  me^ 
Art  oome  to  profier  me  a  soldier's  Justice, 
And  meet  my  arm  in  single  opposition. 
Lead,  tfaien,  and  let  roe  follow  to  the  field. 

GuiL  Yes,  Pembroke,  thou  shalt  satisfy  thy 
vengeance, 
And  write  tliy  bloody  purpose  on  my  bosom* 
But  let  death  wait  torday.    By  oar  past  friend* 

ship. 
In  honours  name,  by  every  sacred  tie, 
I  beg  thee  ask  no  more,  but  haste  from  hence. 

Pent.  What  mystic  meaning  lurks  beneath  thy 
words? 
What  fear  is  this,  which  thou  wouldst  awe  my 

soul  widi  ? 
Is  there  a  danger  Pembroke  dares  not  meet  ^ 

GuiL  Oh,  spare  my  tongae  a  tale  of  guilt  and 
horror!  • 

Trust  me  this  once :  beHeve  me  when  I  tell  thee^ 
Thy  safety  and  thy  life  is  all  I  seek. 
Away. 

Pern,  By  Heaven,  I  will  not  stir  a  step ! 
Carse  on  this  shoffling,  dark,  ambiguous  phrase ! 
If  thou  wouldst  have  me  think  thou  meanest  me 

fairly, 
Speak  with  that  plmanesa  honesty  delights  in, 
Aind  let  thy  double  toiigue  for  once  be  crae. 

GuiL  Forgive  me,  fihal  piety  and  nature. 
If,  thus  compelled,  1  break  your  sacred  laws, 
Reveal  my  father^  crime,  and  blot  with  infamy 
The  hoary  head  of  him  who  gave  me  being. 
To  save  the  man^  whom  my  soul  loves,  from  cleath  f 

[Givimg  m  paper. 
Read  there  the  fittal  parpose  otth^  fbc, 
A  thought  whiph  wounds  my  soul  with  shame  and 

horror! 
Somewhat  that  darkness  should  have  hid  for  ever, 
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But  that  thy  life — Say,  hast  thou  seen  that  cha- 
racter ? 
Tern,  I  know  it  well;  the  hand  of  proud 
Northumberland, 
Directed  to  his  minions,  Gates  and  Palmer. 
What's  this?  [ReatU. 

*  Remember,  with  your  closest  care,  to  observe 
'  those  whom  I  named  to  you  at  parting ;  espe- 

*  daily  keep  your  eye  upon  the  efu*l  of  Pembroke ; 
'  as  his  power  and  mtcrest  are  most  considerable, 
'  so  his  opposition  will  be  most  fatal  to  us.    Re- 

*  member  the  resolution  was  taken,  if  you  should 
**find  him  inclined  to  our  enemies.  The  forms  of 
'justice  are  tedious,  and  delays  are  dangerous. 
'  If  he  falters,  lose  not  the  sight  of  him  tut  your 
'  dasgers  have  reached  his  heart' 

My  neart !  Oh,  murderous  villain ! 

GuiL  Since  we  parted, 
Thy  ways  have  all  oeen  watched,  thy  steps  been 

marked; 
Thy  secret  treaties  with  the  malecontents , 
That  harbour  in  the  city,  thy  conferring 
With  Gardiner  he^ e  in  the  Tower ;  all  is  known : 
And,  in  pursuance  of  that  bloody  mandate, 
A  set  ofchosen  rufhans  wait  to  end  thee : 
There  was  but  one  way  left  me  to  preserve  thee; 
I  took  it ;  and  this  rooming  sent  my  warrant 
To  seize  thy  person But  begone ! 

Penu  lis  so— 'tis  truth-r— I  see  his  honest 
heartrr- 

GuiL  I  have  a  friend  of  well-tried  futh  and 
courage, 
Who,  with  a  fit  disguise,  and  arms  concealed, 
Attends  without,  to  guide  thee  benoe  with  safety. 

Fern,  What  is  Northumberland  ?  And  what  art 
tliou? 

CruiL  Waste  not  the  time.    Away ! 

Pent,  Here  let  me  fix. 
And  gaze  with  everlasting  wonder  on  thee. 
What  is  there  good  or  excellent  in  man, 
That  is  not  found  in  thee }  Thy  virtues  flash. 
They  break  at  once  on  my  astonished  soul ; 
As  if  the  curtains  of  the  dark  were  drawn, 
To  let  in  day  at  midnight. 

GuiL  Tlunk  me  true ; 
And  tlmugh  ill  fortune  crossed  upon  our  friend- 
shij^— 

Pent.  Curse  on  our  fortune! — ^Think  I  know 
thee  honest. 

GuiL  For  ever  I  could  hear  thee — but  thy  life. 
Oh,  Pembroke !  linger  not 

Pern.  And  can  I  leave  thee. 
Ere  I  have  clasped  thee  in  my  eager  arms. 
And  given  thee  back  my  sad  repenting  heart  ? 
Believe  me,  Guilford,  like  the  patriarch's  dove, 

[Embracing, 
It  wandered  forth,  but  found  no  resting  place, 
I'ill  it  came  home  ai^nin  to  lodge  with  thee. 

GuiL  What  is  there  that  my  soul  can  more  de- 
sire. 
Than  these  dear  marks  of  thy  returning  friend- 
ship? 


The  danger  comes^— If  you  stay  longer  here. 
You  die,  my  Pembroke. 

Petn.  Let  me  stay  and  die; 
For  if  I  go^  I  go  to  work  thy  ruin. 
Thou  know'st  not  what  a  foe  tfaoa  aencfst  me 

forth; 
That  I  have  sworn  destruction  to  the  queen. 
And  pledged  my  faith  to  Mary  and  her  onue : 
My  honour  is  at  stake. 

GuiL  1  know  'tis  given. 
But  gor-rthe  stronger  thy  engagements  there. 
The  mope's  thy  danger  here.    There  is  a  power 
Who  sits  above  the  stars ;  in  him  1  trust : 
All  that  I  have,  his  bounteous  hand  bestowed; 
And  he,  that  ^ve  it,  can  preserve  it  to  me. 
If  his  o'er-ruhng  will  ordaws  my  ruin. 
What  is  there  more,  but  to  fall  down  before  him. 
And  humbly  yield  obedience?-: — Fly  !  begone! 

Pent.  Yes,  I  will  go — ^for,  see  I  Behold  who  comes! 
Oh,  Guilford  1  hide  me,  shield  me  from  her  sight; 
Every  mad  passion  kindles  up  again, 
I/)ve,  rage,  despair — and  yet  I  will  be  master — 

I  will  remember  thee Oh,  my  torn  heart ! 

I  have  a  thousand  things  to  say. 
But  cannot,  dare  not,  stay  to  look  on  her. 
Thus  gloomy  ghosts,  where'er  the  breaking  mora 
Gives  notice  of  the  cheerful  sun's  return. 
Fade  at  the  light,  with  horror  stand  oppressed* 
And  shrink  before  the  purple  dawning  east ; 
Swift  with  the  fleeting  shades  they  wing  their  vmy. 
And  dread  the  brightness  of  the  rising  day. 

[Exeunt  Guilford  and  Pewtbroke. 

SCENE  XL 

pnter  Lady  Jane,  readings 

L,  J.  Gray,  Tis  false !   The  thinking  soul   i^ 
somewliat  more 
Than  symmetry  of  atoms  well  disposed. 
The  harmonv  of  matter.    Farewell  else 
The  hope  of  all  hereafter,  tint  new  life. 
That  separate  intellect,  which  must  survive^ 
When  this  fine  frame  is  mouldered  into  dust. 

Enter  Guilford. 

GuiL  What  read*st  thou  th^re,  my  queen  ? 

L,  J.  Gray.  Tis  Plato*s  Phtcdon ; 
Where  dying  Socrates  takes  leave  of  life. 
With  such  an  easy,  carelfss,  calm  indifleresiicry 
As  if  the  trifle  were  of  no  account ; 
Mean  in  itself,  and  only  to  be  worq 
In  honour  of  the  giver. 

GuiL  Shall  thy  ^oul 
Still  scorn  the  world,  still  fly  tiie  joys  th«t  c«mn 
Thy  blooming  beauty,  and  thy  tender  youUi  9 
Still  shall  she  soar  on  contemplation's  ivin||^ 
And  mix  with  nothing  meaner  tliau  the  stars  ; 
As  heaven  and  immortality  alone 
Were  objects  wortliy  to  employ  her  fiiciiltie%  f 

L,  J,  Gray.  Bate  but  thy  tnitli,  what  is  there 
here  below 
Deserves  th^  l^«st  regard?  Is  it  not  tisae 
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To  bid  oar  souls  look  out,  explore  hereafter. 
And  seek  some  better  sure  abiding  place ; 
When  all  around  our  gathering  foes  come  on, 
To  drive,  to  sweep  us  from  this  world 'at  once  ? 

GuiL  Does  any  danger  new     ■ 

L.  /.  Gruy.  The  faithless  counsellors 
Are  fled  from  hence  to  join  the  princess  Mary. 
The  servile  herd  of  courtiers,  who  so  late 
In  low  obedience  bent  the  knee  before  me ; 
They,  who  with  zealous  tongues,  and  hands  up- 
lifted. 
Besought  me  to  defend  their  laws  and  faith ; 
Vent  their  lewd  execrations  on  my  name, 
Proclaim  me  traitress  now,  and  to  the  scaffold 
Doom  my  devoted  head. 

GuiL  The  changeling  villains ! 
That  pray  for  slavery,  fight  for  their  bonds, 
And  shun  the  blessing,  liberty,  like  ruin. 
What  art  thou,  human  nature,  to  do  thus  ? 
Does  fear  of  folly  make  thee,  like  the  Indian, 
Fall  down  before  this  dreadful  devil,  tyranny. 
And  worship  the  destroyer  ? 
But  wherefore  do  I  loiter  tamely  here  ? 
Give  me  my  arms :  I  will  preserve  my  country. 
Even  iu  her  own  despite.    Some  friends  I  have. 
Who  %vill  or  die  or  conquer  in  the  cause, 
Thine  and  religion^  thine  and  England's  cause. 

JL  J.  Gray.  Art  thou  not  ail  mv  treasure,  all 

And  wilt  thou  take  from  me  the  only  joy. 
The  last  defence  is  left  me  here  beluw  ? 
Think  not  thy  ann  can  stem  the  driving  torrent. 
Or  save  a  people,  who  with  blinded  rage 
Urge  their  own  fate,  and  strive  to  be  undone. 
^Northumberland,  thy  father,  is  in  arms ; 
And  if  it  be  in  valour  to  defend  us 
His  sword,  tliat  long  has  known  the  way  to  con- 
quest. 
Shall  be  our  surest  safety. 

Enter  the  Duke  o/* Suffolk. 

Suffl  Oh,  my  children  ! 

JL  J.  Gray.  Alas !  what  means  my  father  ? 

Sufif.  Oh,  my  son. 
Thy  father,  great  Northumberland,  on  whom 
Our  dearest  hopes  were  built 

GuiL  Ha !  Wliat  of  him  ? 

Sufff.  Is  lost !  betrayed ! 
His  army,  onward  as  he  marched,  shrunk  from 

hun. 
Mouldered  away,  and  melted  by  his  side ; 
Like  falling  hail  thick  strewn  upon  the  ground. 
Which,  ere  we  can  essay  to  count,  is  vanished. 
With  sonic  few  followers  he  arrived  at  Cam- 
bridge; 
But  there  even  they  forsook  him,  and  himself 
Was  forced,  with  heavy  heart  and  watery  eye. 
To  cast  his  cap  up,  with  dissembled  cheer. 
And  cry,  God  save  queen  Mary  1  But,  alas ! 
Little  availed  the  semblance  of  that  loyalty : 
For  soon  thereafter,  by  the  earl  of  Arundel 


IV  tm 
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With  treason  he  was  charged,  and  there  arrested ; 


And  now  he  brings  liim  prisoner  up  to  London. 
L.  J.  Gray.  Then  there's  an  ena  of  greatness; 

the  vain  dream 
Of  empire,  and  a  crown,  that  danced  before  me^ 
With  all  tliose  unsubstantial  empty  forms : 
The  gaudy  mask,  tedious,  and  nothing  meaning, 

Is  vanished  all  at  once Why,  fare  it  wclL 

GtuL  And  canst  thou  bear  this  sudden  turn  of 

fate. 
With  such  unshaken  temper  ? 

L.  J.  Gray.  For  myself, 
If  I  could  form  a  wish  for  Heaven  to  grant, 
It  should  have  been,  to  rid  me  of  this  crown. 
And  thou,  o*cr-ruling,  great,  all-knowing  Power ! 
Thou  who  discern'st  our  thoughts,  who  sce'st  them 

rising 
And  forming  in  the  soul !  Oh,  judge  me,  thou, 
If  e'er  ambition's  guilty  fires  have  warmed  me. 
If  e'er  my  heart  inclined  to  pride,  to  power. 
Or  joined  in  being  a  queen.    I  took  the  sceptre 
To  save  £hts  land,  thy  people,  and  thy  altars : 
And  now,  behold,  I  bend  my  grateful  knee, 

[Kneeling. 
In  humble  adoration  of  that  mercy. 
Which  quits  me  of  the  vast  unequal  task. 

Enter  the  Ducheu  o/* Suffolk. 

Duch.  Suffi  Nay,  keep  that  posture  still,  and 
let  us  join, 
Fix  all  our  knees  by  thine,  lift  up  our  hands, 
And  seek  for  help  and  pity  from  above  ; 
For  earth  and  faithless  man  will  give  us  none  ! 

L.  J.  Gray.  What  is  the  worst  our  cruel  fate 
ordains  us  ? 

Duch.  Suff".  Cursed  be  my  fatal  counsels,  cursed 
my  tongue. 
That  pleaded  for  thy  ruin,  and  persuaded 
Thy  guiltless  feet  to  tread  the  paths  of  greatness ! 
My  child 1  have  undone  tnec  ! 

L.  J.  Gray.  Oh,  my  mother ! 
Should  I  not  bear  a  portion  in  thy  sorrows  ? 

puch.  Suffl  Alas,  thou  hast  thy  own,  a  double 
portion. 
Mary  is  come,  and  the  revolting  Londoners, 
Who  beat  the  heavens  with  thy  applauding  name. 
Now  crowd  to  meet,  and  hail  her  as  their  queen. 
Sussex  is  entered  here,  commands  the  Tower, 
Has  placed  his  guards  around,  and  this  sad  place. 
So  late  thy  palace,  is  become  our  prison. 
I  saw  him  bend  his  knee  to  cruel  Gardiner, 
Who,  freed  from  his  confinement,  ran  to  meet 

hiln. 
Embraced  and  blest  him  with  a  hand  of  blood ; 
Each  hastening  moment  I  expect  them  here. 
To  seize  and  pass  the  doom  of  death  upon  us. 

GuiL  Ha!  seized !  Shalt  thou  be  seized?  and 
shall  I  stand. 
And  tamely  see  thee  borne  away  to  death  ? 
Then  blasted  be  my  coward  name  for  ever ! 
No,  I  will  set  myself  to  guard  this  spot. 
To  which  our  narrow  empire  now  is  shrunk  : . 
Here  I  will  grow,  the  bulwark  of  my  queen ; 
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Nor  shall  the  hand  of  violence  proltuie  thee, 
Until  my  breaat  hwe  borne  a  thousand  wounds. 
Till  this  torn  mangled  body  sink  at  once, 
A' heap  of  purple  ruin,  at  thy  feet. 

L.  J.  Gray,  And  could    thy  rash  distracted 
•rage  do  thus  ? 
Draw  thy  vain  sword  against  an  armed  multitude^ 
Only  to  have  my  poor  heart  spHt  with  horror, 
To  see  tliee  stabbed  and  butchered  here  before  me? 
Oh,  call  thy  better  nobler  courage  to  thee, 
And  let  us  meet  this  adverse  fate  with  patience  ! 
Greet  our  insulting  foes  with  equal  tempers, 
With  even  brows,  and  souls  secure  of  death ; 
Here  stand  unmoved ;  as  once  the  Roman  senate 
Rfceeived  fierce  Brenuus,   and  the  conquering 

Gauls, 
Till  even  the  rude  barbanans  stood  amazed 
At  such  superior  virtue.    Be  thyself, 
For  see,  the  trial  comes ! 

Enter  Sussex,  Gardiner,  Offkert  and  Soldiers, 

Stut,  Guards,  execute  your  orders ;  seize  the 
traitors: 
Here  my  commission  ends.    To  you,  my  lord, 

[2b  Gar, 
So  our  great  mbtress,  royal  Mary,  bids, 
I  leave  the  full  disposal  of  these  prisoners. 
To  your  wise  care  the  pious  queen  commends 
Her  sacred  self,  her  crown,  and,  what's  yet  more. 
The  ^oly  Roman  church ;  for  whose  dear  safety, 
She  wills  your  utmost  diligence  be  shewn. 
To  bring  rebellion  to  the  bar  of  justice. 
Yet  fartlier,  to  proclaim  how  much  she  trusts 
In  Winchester's  deep  though^   and  well  tried 

faith, 
The  seal  attends  to  grace  those  reverend  hands ; 
And  when  I  next  salute  you,  I  must  call  you 
Chief  mimster  and  chancellor  of  England. 

Gar.  Unnumbered  blessings  fall  upon  her  head, 
My  ever-gracious  lady !  to  remember 
With  such  full  bounty  her  old  humble  beadsman ! 
For  these,  her  foes,  leave  me  to  deal  with  them. 

Suu,  The  queen  is  on  her  entrance,  and  ex- 

nts  me : 
,    srewell. 
Gar,  FareweH,  right  noble  Sussex : 
Commend  me  to  the  queen's  grace ;  say  her  bid- 
ding 
Shall  be  obser«'ed  by  her  most  lowly  creature. 

[Exit  Sussex, 
lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  take  hence  your  pri- 
soners: 
Be  it  your  care  to  see  them  kept  apart. 
That  thev  may  hold  no  commerce  with  each  other. 
X.  J.  Gray.  That  stroke  was  unexpected. 
Guil,  Wilt  thou  part  us  ? 
Gar,  I  hold  no  speech  with  heretics  and  trai- 
tors. 
Lieutenant,  see  my  orders  are  obeyed. 

\Exit  Gar, 
Guil,  Inhuman,  monstrous,  unexampled  cru- 
elty! 


Oh,  tyrant !  but  the  task  becomes  thee  w«n ; 
Thy  savage  temper  joys  to  do  death's  office ; 
To  tear  the  sacred  bands  of  love  asmider. 
And  part  those  hands  which  heaveQ  itself  bath 
joined. 

Duck,  Suff.  To  let  us  waste  the  Kttie  rest  of 
life 
Together,  had  been  merdfttl. 

Suff.  I1ien  it  had  not 
Been  done  like  Winchester. 

Guil,  Thou  stand'st  unmoved ; 
Calm  temper  sits  upon  thy  beauteous  brow ; 
Tliy  eyes,  that  flowed  so  fast  for  Edward's  losa^ 
Gaze  unconcerned  upon  the  ruin  roood  thee; 
As  if  thou  hadst  resolved  to  brave  thy  fate^ 
And  triumph  in  the  midst  of  desolation. 
Ha !  see,  it  swells ;  the  liquid  crystal  rises;, 

It  starts,  in  spite  of  thee, ^but  I  will  catch  it; 

Nor  let  the  earth  be  wet  with  dew  so  rich. 

L,  J,  Gray.  And  dost  thou  think,  my  Gaiifor^ 
I  can«ee 
My  father,  mother,  and  even  thee  my  husband. 
Torn  from  my  side  without  a  pang  of  sorrow  ? 
How  art  thou  thus  unknowing  in  my  heart ! 
Words  cannot  tell  thee  what  I  feel.    There  is 
An  agonizing  softness  busy  here. 
That  tugs  the  string,  that  struggles  to  get  loose. 
And  pour  my  soul  in  waitings  out  before  thee. 

GuiL  Give  way,  and  let  tlie  gushing  torrent 
come; 
Behold  the  tears  we  bring  to  swell  the  dehige. 
Till  the  flood  rise  upon  the  guilty  world. 
And  make  the  ruin  common. 

X.  J.  Gray,  Guilford  !  No ! 
The  time  for  tender  thoughts  and  soft  endear- 
ments ' 
Is  fled  away  and  gone :  joy  has  forsaken  as; 
.Our  hearts  have  now  another  part  to  play ; 
They  must  be  steeled  with  some  nncomoMMi  fbr< 

titude. 
That,  fearless,  we  may  tread  the  paths  of  bofror 
And,  in  despite  of  fortune  and  our  foes. 
Even  in  the  hour  of  death,  be  more  than 


querors. 
GuiL  Oh,  teach  me !  say,  what  energy 
Inspires  thy  softer  sex,  and  tender  yeara^ 
With  such  unshaken  courage  1 

L,  J.  Gray,  Truth  and  innocence ; 
A  conscious  knowledge  rooted  in  my  hearty 
That  to  have  saved  my  country  was  my  du^y. 
Yes,  England,  yes,  my  country,  I  wooM  * 

thee; 
But  heaven  forbids,  heaven  disallows  my  ^iv 

ness; 
And  to  some  dear  selected  hero's  hand 
Reserves  the  glory  of  thy  great  deliv 
Lieut,  My  lord,  my  orders 
Guil,  See  !  we  must — ^must  part. 
L,  J,  Gray,  Yet  surely  we  shall  mee^ 
Guil,  Oh!  Where? 
L,  J,  Gray,  If  not  on  earth, 
denscara^ 
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Whfreocher  suns  arise  oo  Other  earths, 
And  bapfMer  beings  rest  oa  happier  seats : 
Where,  mtb  a  reach  eoUrged,  oar  souls  shall  view 
The  ^reat  Creator's  never  ceasing  hand 
Poor  forth  new  worlds  to  all  etemi^i 
And  people  che  infinity  of  space. 
GuiL  Fain  would  I  cheer  my  heart  with  hopes 
like  these; 
But  my  nd  thou^ts  torn  ever  to  the  grave ; 
To  that  last  dwelling,  whither  now  we  haste; 
Where  the  Uack  shade  shall  interpose  betwixt 

And  veil  thee  from  these  longing  eyes  for  ever. 
L  J.  Gray,  Tis  true,  by  those  dark  paths  our 
joomey  leads, 
Aod  throogh  the  vale  of  death  we  pass  to  life. 


But  what  is  there  in  death  to  blast  our  hopes  ? 

Behold  the  universal  marks  of  nature. 

Where  life  still  springs  from  death.    To  us  the 

sun 
Dies  every  night,  and  every  mom  revives : 
The  flowers,  which  winter's  icy  hand  destroyed, 
Lifl  their  fair  heads,  and  live  again  in  spring. 
Mark,  with  what  hopes  upon  the  furrowed  plain, 
The  careful  plowman  casts  the  pregnant  grain ; 
There  hid,  as  in  a  grave,  a'  while  it  lies, 
Till  the  revolving  season  bids  it  rise  ; 
Till  nature's  gemal  powers  command  a  birth, 
And  potent  adl  it  from  the  teeming  earth  : 
Then  larg^  increase  the  buried  treasures  yield. 
And  with  full  harvest  crown  the  plenteous  field. 

[Exeunt  tevcraUy  with  guards. 


ACT    V* 


CENE  I.-^oMf  intiei. 


i^ter  Gaidiner,  om  Lord  Chancellor^  and  the 
Lieutenant  of  the  Tower.  Servants  with  lights 
heforethem. 

Lieut,  Goon  morning  to  your  lordship;  you 

rise  early. 
Oer.  Nay,  by  the  rood,  there  are  too  many 
sleepers; 
^^  must  stir  eitfly,  or  the  state  shall  suffer. 
Did  von,  as  yesterday  our  mandate  bade, 
Inform  your  prisoners,  ladv  Jane  and  Guilford, 
Tbey  were  to  die  this  day  r 
Lieut,  My  lord,  I  did. 

Gar.  Tia  well.    But  say,  how  did  your  mes- 
sage like  them  ? 
Lieut,  My  lord,  they  met  the  summons  with  a 
temper, 
Tliat  shewed  a  solemn,  serious  sense  of  death, 
Miied  with  a  noble  scorn  of  all  its  terrors. 
lo  short,  they  heard  me  with  the  self^same  pati- 


Widi  which  they  still  have  borne  them  in  their 

prison, 
la  one  nniiest  they  both  concurred;  each  begged 
To  die  before  the  other. 

Gar.  That  dispose 
As  foo  think  fittins. 

lieui.  The  lord  Guilford  only 
Implored  another  boon,  and  urged  it  warmly ; 
That,  ere  he  saffisred,  he  might  see  his  wife, 
Aad  take  a  last  farewell. 

Ger,  Thatfa  not  much; 
Thst  fcrace  may  be  allowed  him.    See  you  to  it. 
How  eoes  the  morning  ? 

iJeut.  Not  yet  four,  my  Iprd. 

Oar,  Bf  ten  they  meet  their  fate.    Yet  one 
thtntf  more. 
Too  know  ^twras  ordered  that  the  lady  Jane 
%oald  safler  here  within  the  Tower.    Take  care 
)io  crowds  may  be  let  in,  no  maudlin  gazers 
To  wet  their  baodkerchiefa^  and  make  report 

Vol.  I.  '^ 


How  like  a  saint  she  ended.'    Some  fit  number, 
And  tliose,  too,  of  our  friends,  were  most  conve* 

nient; 
But,  above  all,  see  that  good  guard  be  kept : 
Tou  know  the  queen  is  lodged  at  present  here; 
Take  care  that  no  disturbance  reach  her  highness. 
And  so  good  morning,  good  master  lieutenant 

(Exit  Lieutenant. 
ere  ? 
Ser.  So  please  your  lordship, 
If  I  mistake  not,  ^tis  the  earl  of  Pembroke. 
dar,  Pembroke !    Tis  he :    What  calls  him 
forth  thus  early  ? 
Somewhat  he  seems  to  bring  of  high  import ; 
Some  flame  uncommon  kindles  up  his  soul. 
And  flashes  forth  impetuous  at  his  eyes. 

Enter  Pembroke  ;  a  page  with  a  light  before 

him. 

Good  morrow,  noble  Pembroke !  What  importiH 

nate 
And  strong  necessity  breaks  on  your  slumbers. 
And  rears  your  youthful  head  from  off  your  pil- 
low 
At  this  unwholesome  hour ;  wliilc  yet  the  night 
Lasts  in  her  latter  course,  and  with  her  raw 
And  rheumy  damps  infests  the  dusky  air? 

Pern,  Oh,  reverend  Winchester!  my  beating 
heart 
Exolts  and  labours  with  the  joy  it  bears : 
The  news  I  bring  shall  bless  the  breaking  mom. 
This  coining  day  the  sun  shall  rise  more  glorious 
Than  when  his  maiden  beams  first  gilded  o'er 
The  rich  immortal  greens,  the  flowery  plains. 
And  fragrant  bowers  of  paradise  new-oom ! 

Gar,  What  happiness  is  this? 

Pern,  '  ris  mercy,  mercy, 
The  mark  of  Heaven  impressed  on  human  kind ; 
Mercy,  that  glads  the  world,  deals  joy  around; 
Mercy,  that  smooths  the  dreadful  brow  of  power, 
And  makes  dominion  light;  mercy,  diat  slaves. 
Binds  up  the  broken  heart,  and  heals  despair. 
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Mary,  our  royal,  evef^mgaoas  mistress, 
Has  to  my  services  ana  humblest  prayers 
Granted  the  lives  of  Guilford  and  his  wife; 
Full  and  free  pardon ! 

Gar,  Ha !  what  said  you  ?  Pardon ! 
But  sure  you  cannot  mean  it ;  could  not  urge 
The  queen  to  such  a  rash  and  ill-timed  grace  ? 
What!   save  the  lives  of  those  who  wore  her 

crown! 
My  lord !  'tis  most  unwei^ied,  pernicious  coun- 
sel. 
And  must  not  be  complied  with. 

Pern.  Not  complied  with ! 
Aiid  who  shall  dare  to  bar  her  sacred  pleasure^ 
And  stop  the  stream  of  mercy ! 

Gar.  That  will  I ;     * 
Who  will  not  see  her  gracious  disposition 
Drawn  to  destroy  herself. 

Fern,  Thy  narrow  soul 
Knows  not  the  god-like  glory  of  forgiving: 
Nor  can  thy  cold^  tliy  ruthless  heart  conceive. 
How  large  the  power,  how  fixed  the  empire  is, 
W'hich  l^nefits  confer  on  generous  minas : 
Goodness  prevails  upon  the  stubborn  foe. 
And  conquers  more  than  even  Caesar*s  sword  did. 

Gar,  These  are  romantic,  light,  vain-glorious 
dreams. 
Have  you  considered  well  upon  the  danger  ? 
How  dear  to  the  fond  many,  and  how  popular 
These  are  whom  you  would  spare  ?   Have  you 

ibrgot. 
When  at  the  bar,  before  the  seat  of  judgment, 
This  lady  Jane,  tliis  beauteous  traitress,  stood, 
With  what  command  she  charmed  the  whole  as- 
sembly ? 
With  silent  grief  the  mournful  audience  sat, 
Fixed  un  her  face,  and  listening  to  her  pleading. 
Her  very  judges  tvrung  their  hands  for  pity ; 
I'lieir  old  hearts  melted  in  them  as  she  spoke, 
Aiul  tears  ran  d6wn  upon  their  silver  beards. 
Even  I  myself  was  moved,  and  for  a  moment 
Frit  wratli  suspended  in  my  doubtful  breast. 
And  questioned  if  tlie  voice  I  heard  was  mortal. 
Bt)t  when  her  talc  was  done,  what  loud  applause, 
1  jke  bursts  of  thunder,  shook  the  spacious  hall ! 
At  last,  when,  sore  constrained,  the  unwilling  lords 
Pronounced  the  fatal  sentence  on  her  life, 
A  peal  of  groans  ran  through  the  crowded  court, 
As  cvt^ry  heart  was  broken,  and  the  doom. 
Like  that  which' waits  the  world,  were  universal. 

Pem.  And  can  that  sacred  form,  that  angel's 
voice, 
Whidi  moved  tlie  hearts  of  a  rude  ruthless  crowd, 
Nay,  moved  even  thine,  now  sue  in  vain  for  pity  ? 

Gtir,  Alas,  you  look  on  lier  with  lovers'  eyes : 
I  hoar  and  see  through  reasonable  organs, 
\V  here  ptission  has  nO  part.    Come,  come,  my 

lord, 
You  have  too  little  of  the  statesman  in  you. 

Petst,  A  ndjou,  my  lord,  too  little  of  tlie  church- 
mam 
Is  not  the  sacred  purpose  of  our  fnith 


Peace  and  good'^wtll  to  man?   The  kdlowcd 

hand. 
Ordained  to  bless,  should  know  no  stain  of  blood. 
Tis  true,  I  am  not  practised  in  your  politics ; 
Twas  your  pcmicious  counsel  led  the  <P<een 
To  break  her  promise  with  the  men  of  Sufldlk, 
To  violate,  what  in  a  prince  should  be 
Sacred  above  the  rest,  her  royal  word. 

Gar.  Yes,  and  I  dare  avow  it :  I  advised  her 
To  break  through  all  engagements  made  with  he- 
retics, 
And  keep  no  faith  with  such  a  miscreant  crew. 
Pem,  Where  shall  we  seek  f<^  truth,  when 
even  religion. 
The  priestly  robe  and  mitred  bead,  disrlaim  it? 
But  thus  bad  men  dishonour  the  best  cause. 
I  tell  tliee,  ^^Inchester,  doctrines  like  thine 
Have  stained  our  holy  church  with  greater  in- 
famy 
Than  all  ^our  eloquence  can  wipe  away. 
Hence  'tis,  that  those  who  di6ler  from  oor  fiuth. 
Brand  ns  with  breach  of  oaths  ^ith  persecution, 
With  tyraimy  oW  conscience,  and  proclaim 
Our  scarlet  prelates  men  that  thirst  for  blood, 
And  Christian  Rome  more  cruel  than  the  Pk^yo- 
Gar,  Nay,  if  you  rail,  farewell.    The  queeo 
must  be 
Better  advised,  than  thus  to  cherish  vipers. 
Whose  mortal  stings  are  armed  against  her  life. 
But  while  I  hold  the  seal,  no  pardon  passes 
For  heretics  and  traitors.  [Exit  Gardiner. 

Pem*  'Twas  unlucky 
To  meet  and  cross  upon  this  froward  piicst : 
But  let  me  lose  the  thought  on*t ;  let  me  Inste, 
Pour  my  glad  tidings  forth  in  Guilford's  bosom. 
And  pay  him  back  the  life  his  friendship  saved. 

'   SCENE  H. 

The  Lady  Jake  kneeling,  a$  at  hrr  devotion  :  « 
light,  and  a  book  placed  on  a  table  before  her, 
Enter  Lieutenant  of  the  Towery  Lord  Gvii.- 
FORD,  and  one  of  Lady  Ja'sz^s  vomen. 

Lieut,  Let  me  not  press  upon  your  locdsliip 

fartlier. 
But  wait  your  leisure  in  the  anti-chamber. 
GuiL  Lwill  not  hold  you  long. 

[Exit  Lieutemnni. 
Worn.  Softly,  my  lord ! 
For  yet,  behold  she  kneels.    Before  the  ni^Kt 
Had  reached  her  middle  space,  slic  left  hcs*  bed. 
And  with  a  pleasing,  sober  cheertulnesis, 
As  for  her  funeral,  arrayed  herself 
In  those  sad  solemn  weeds.    Since  then  her  kue« 
Has  known  that  posture  only,  and  her  eve. 
Or  fixed  upon  the  sacred  page  before  her. 
Or  lifted,  with  her  rising  W3p€*s,  to  hca%eti. 

GuiL  Sec,  with  what  zeal  those  lioiy  Kaunds  arv 
reared ! 
Mark  her  vermilion  lip,  with  fervour  tremblti^  * 
•  Her  spotless  bosom  swells  with  sacred 
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And  burns  with  ecstasy  wad  strong  derotion ; 

Her  sopplicadon  sweet^  her  faithful  vows 

Fngnat  and  pute,  and  ^i^rateful  to  high  Heaven, 

likeinoease  from  the  golden  censer  rise; 

Or  blcsud  aogeis  minister  unsceoy 

Catcb  the  soft  sounds,  and  with  alternate  office, 

Spread  their  ambrosial  wings,  then  mount  with 

And  waft  diem  upwards  to  the  throne  of  grace. 
Bat  she  has  ended,  and  comes  forward. 

[Iduijf  Jane  rues,  and  comes  towards  the 
front  of  the  stage, 
L.J.  Gray.  Ha  I 
An  tboo  my  Guilford  ?   Wherefore  dost  thou 

come. 
To  break  the  settled  quiet  of  my  soul  ? 
/  mesnt  Co  part  without  another  pane. 
And  kf  my  weary  head  dowu  futl  of  peace. 

GuiL  For^ve  the  fondness  of  my  longing  soul, 
That  melts  with  tenderness,  and  leans  toward 

thee, 
Tboi^  the  imperious,  dreadful  voice  of  fate 
SommoD  her  nence,  and  warn  her  from  the 

world. 
Bat  if  to  see  thy  Guilford  give  thee  pain, 
Would  1  had  died,  and  never  more  beheld  thee, 
Though  my  lamenting  dL5(!ontented  ghost 
Usd  wandered  forth  unblessed  by  tliose  dear 

eres, 
And  waiied  thy  loss  in  death's  eternal  shades ! 
L  J.  Gray,  My  heart  has  ended  every  eartlily 
care. 
And  oBmd  op  its  prayers  for  thee  and  England, 
And  fixed  its  hopes  upon  a  rock  unfailing  ; 
While  all  the  little  business  that  remained, 
Was  but  to  pass  the  forms  of  dcatli  and  con- 
stancy. 
And  leave  a  life  become  indifferent  to  me. 
Bot  ik/M  hast  wakened  other  thoughts  within 


Thy  sighl^  my  dearest  hosband  and  my  lord, 
Strikes  on  tl>e  tender  strings  of  love  and  nature : 
My  vanqaished  passions  rise  again,  and  tell  me, 
Trs  more,  fsir  more  than  death  to  part  from  thee. 

Enter  Peh  broke. 
Pear.  Oh,  let  me  fly,  bear  me^  thou  swifl  impa- 


Aad  lodge  uae  ao  my  faithful  ^uil^^i^*^  ^rms ! 

[Embracing. 
That  I  mfiy  spatch  him  from  the  gceedy  graye, 
That  I  maj  warm  his  gentle  heart  with  .joy, 
And  talk  to  him  of  life*  of  life  and  pardon. 
GrniL  What  m^ms  n^y  dearest  Pembroke? 
I*€m.  Oh,  my  speech 
U  choaked  with  words  that  crowd  to  teH  my  ti- 

diaga! 
Bat  I  have  aaved  thee — and — Oh,  joy  unuttera- 
ble ! 
The  queen,  tnj  fsnaoos,  my  forgiving  mistress^ 
lbs  given  not  only  thee  to  my  reouest. 
But  ^e,  ibe  tofh  ^  whom  alone  tbou  liv'st, 


The  partner  of  thy  heart,  thy  love  is  safe. 
GuiL  Millions  of  blessii^  wait  her ! — ^Has  she 
— tell  me. 
Oh,  has  she  spared  my  wife  ? 

Pern,  Both,  both  are  pardoned. 
But  haste,  and  do  thou  lead  me  to  thy  saint. 
That  I  may  cast  myself  beneath  her  tect. 
And  beg  her  to  accept  this  poor  amends 

For  all  IVedone  against  her Thou  fair  exec  1r 

lence,  [Kneeling. 

Can^t  thou  forgive  the  hostile  hand,  that  anncd 
Against  thy  cause,  and  robbed  thee  of  a  crown  ? 
L,  J.  Gray.  Oh,  rise,  my  lord,  and  let  me  take 
your  posture  I 
Life  and  the  world  are  hardly  worth  my  care, 
Qut  you  have  roconciled  me  to  theip  both; 
Then  let  me  pay  my  gratitude,  and  dvc 
This  free,  this  noble,  unexpected  mercy, 
Thus  low  I  bow  to  Heaven,  the  queen,  and  yoa. 

Pern.  To  me  !  forbid  it  goodness !  if  I  li%'e, 
Somewhat  J  will  do  sliall  deserve  your  thanks. 
All  discord  and  remembrance  of  otTence 
Shall  be  clean  blotted  out;  and  for  your  free- 
dom, 
Myself  have  undertaken  to  be  your  caution. 
Hear  me,  you  saints,  and  aid  my  pious  purpose ! 
These  that  deserve  so  much,  tins  wondrous  pait, 
Let  these  be  happy :  every  joy  attciHl  them; 
A  fruitful  bed,  a  chain  of  love  unbroken, 
A  good  old  age,  to  see  their  childrens  chil- 

dren; 
A  holy  death,  and  everlasting  memory ; 
While  I  resign  to  them  my  stiaro  of  happiness 
Contented  still  lo  want  what  they  enjoy. 
And  singly  to  be  wretched. 

Enter  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 

Lieut.  The  Jiord  Chancellor 
Is  coqie  with  orders  from  the  queen.* 

Enter  Carpi  nek,  and  Attendant. 

« 

Pern.  Ha!  Winchester! 

Gar,  The  queen,  whose  days  be  many, 
By  me  confirms  her  first  accorded  grace ; 
But,  as  tlie  pious  princess  means  her  mercy 
Should  reacn  e'ei>  to  the  soul  as  well  as  body^ 
IW  me  she  signifies  her  royal  pleasure, 
Inat  thou,  lord  Guilford,  and  the  lady  Jane, 
Do  instantly  renounce,  abjure  your  heresy, 
And  yi^id  obedience  to  the  see  of  Home. 

L.  J.  Gray.  What  I  ti^rn  apostate  ? 

GuiL  ila !  forego  my  faith  I 

Gar.  This  one  condition  only  seals  you/  paiv 
don: 
But  if,  through  pride  of  heart,  and  stubborn  ob- 
stinacy. 
With  wilful  hands  you  push  the  blessing  from 

And  shut  your  eyes  against  such  manifest  lii;ht. 
Know  ye,  your  tonner  sentence  stands  confirmed.. 
And  you  must  die  to-day. 
Pern.  Tis  false  as  heU : 
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The  mercy  of  die  queen  was  free  and  full. 
Think'st  tliou    that  princes  merdiandiie  their 

grace. 
As  Roman  priests  their  pardons?  Do  theybarter. 
Screw  up,  like  Vou,  the  buyer  to  a  price. 
And  doubly  sell  what  was  designed  a  gift  ? 
Gar,  My  lord,  this  language  ill  becomes  your 
nobleness ; 
Nor  come  1  here  to  bandy  words  with  madmfn. 
Behold  the  royal  signet  ot  the  queen. 
Which  amply  speaks  her  meaning.     You,  the 

prisoners, 
}Iave  heard,  at  largf;,  its  purport,  and  most  in- 
stantly 
Resolve  upon  the  choice  of  life  or  death. 

Pein.  Curse  on But  wherefore  do  I  loiter 

heref 
111  to  the  queen  this  moment,  and  there  know 
What  'tis  this  mischief-making  priest  intends. 

[Exit. 
Gar»  Your  wisdom  points  you  out  a  proper 
course. 
A  word  with  you,  Deutenant. 

[Talks  with  the  JJeutenant  aUde, 
GuiL  Must  we  part,  then  ? 
What  are  those  hopes  that  flattered  us  but  now ; 
lliose  joys,  that,  like  the  spring,  with  all  its 

flowers. 
Poured  out  their  pleasures  every  where  around 

us? 
In  one  poor  minute  gone ;  at  once  they  withered, 
And  left  their  place  all  desolate  behind  them. 
L.  J.  Gray,  Such  is  this  foolish  world,  and 
such  the  certainty 
Of  all  tlie  boasted  blessings  it  bestows  ; 
Then,  Guilford,  let  us  have  no  more  to  do  with 

it; 
Think  only  how  to  leave  it  as  we  ought ; 
But  trust  no  more,  and  be  deceived  no  more. 
GuiL  Yes,  I  will  copy  thy  divine  example, 
And  tread  the  paths  are  pouitrd  out  by  thee : 
By  thee  instructed,  to  the  fatal  block 
I  bend  my  head  with  joy,  and  think  it  happiness 
To  give  my  Ijfe  a  ransom  for  my  faith. 
From  thcc,  thou  angel  of  my  heart,  I  learn 
That  greatest,  hardest  task,  to  part  with  thee. 
L.  J.  Gray,  Oh,  gloriously  resolved  !  Hea\Tn 
is  my  witnrss, 
My  heart  rejoices  in  thee  more  even  now, 
THus  constant  as  thou  art,  in  death  tlius  faithful. 
Than  when  the  holy  priest  first  joined  our  handsj, 
And  ^ nit  the  sacred  knot  of  bridal  love. 

Gar.  The  day  wear;  fast ;  Lor^  Guilford,  have 
you  thought  ? 
Will  you  lay  hold  on  Hfe  ? 
GuiL  What  arf  the  terms  ? 
Gar.  Death,  or  the  mass,  attend  you. 
GuiL  Tis  determined : 
Lead  to  the  scaffold. 

Gar.  Bear  him  to  his  fate. 
QuiL  Oh,  let  me  fold  thee  once  more  in  my 
arms^ 


Thou  dearest  treasure  of  mf  heart,  «nd  print 
A  dying  husband's  kiss  upon  thy  lip ! 
Shall  we  not  live  again,  even  in  thoae  fbms? 
Shall  I  not  gaze  upon  thee  with  these  eyes? 
L.  J.  Gray,  Oh,  wherefore  dost  thou  soodw  tt« 
with  thy  softness? 
Why  dost  thou  wind  thyself  about  my  hear^ 
And  make  this  separation  painful  to  us? 
Here  break  we  off  at  once ;  and  let  os  now. 
Forgetting  ceremony,  like  two  friends 
That  have  a  little  business  to  be  done. 
Take  a  short  leave,  and  haste  to  meet  ag^un. 
QuiL  Rest  on  that  hope,  my  soul— ^my  wile^ 
L,  J.  Gray.  No  more. 

GuiL  My  sight  hangs  on  dice        Oh,  nippoit 
me,  Heaven, 
In  this  last  pang— and  let  us  meet  in  bhss ! 

iGui^ord  ii  ledtffby  the  guards 
L.  J,  Gray,  Can  nature  bear  tiois  stroke? 
Warn,  Alas,  she  faints !  [SupportiMtn 

L,  J.  Gray,  Wilt  tliou  fail  now The  kiU- 

ing  stroke  is  past, 
And  all  £e  bitterness  of  dea&  is  o*er. 

Gar,  Here  let  the  dreadful  hand  of  vengeaDoe 
stay; 
Have  pity  on  your  youth,  and  blooming  beanty; 
Cast  not  away  the  good  which  Heaven  bestows ; 
Time  may  have  many  years  in  store  for  tou, 
All  crowned  with  fair  prosperi^,    Yoor  nufbaod 
Has  perished  in  perverseness. 

L,  J.  Grey,  Cease,  thou  raven, 
Nor  violate,  with  tlw  profaner  malice, 
My  bleeding  Guilfora's  ghost — ^"Tis  gone,  His 

flown: 
But  lingers  on  the  wing,  and  waits  for  me. 

[The  tcene  dramty  and  diae&ven  a  tcaf' 
Jold  hung  with   biackj  tMeeutiouer 
and  guartis. 
And  see  my  journey's  end.  • 

1  Worn,  My  dearest  lady !  [Weeping, 

2  Worn,  Oh,  miseiy ! 

L.  J,  Gray,  Forbear,  my  gentle  maids, 
Nor  wound  my  peape  with  fivitless  lamentalions; 
The  gpod  and  gracious  hand  of  Providenoe 
Shall  raise  you  better  friends  than  I  have  been. 

1  Worn,  Oh,  never,  never  !-—^ 

X.  J.  Orav.  Help  to  cfisamy. 
And  fit  me  for  the  block ;  do  this  last  service, 
And  do  it  cheerfully.    Now  you  will  see 
Your  poor  unhappy  mistress  sleep  in  peace. 
And  cease  from  all  her  sorrows,    'xliese  ft 

trifles, 
The  pledges  of  a  dying  mistress'  love. 
Receive  and  share  a|nong  you.    Hkw,  Maria, 

[lb  1  Wa 
Hast  been  my  old,  my  verr  ftdthful  servant : 
In  dear  remembrance  of  thy  love,  I  leave  tfaee 
This  book,  the  law  of  e\'eriasting  tmth : 
Make  it  thy  treasure  still ;  'twas  my  support 
When  all  mlp  else  forsook  me. 

Gar,  Will  you  yet 
Repent,  be  wise^  and  save  your  pmoos  life? 
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L  J.  Grmf,  Oh,  Windieflter !  has  learnii^ 
taught  thee  Uiat, 
To  btftar  troth  for  life? 
Oct.  Mistdien  folly ! 
YoQ  tail  and  trayail  for  jour  own  perditioD| 
And  die  for  damned  errors. 

X.  J.  Gray.  Who  judg^  n^tly. 
And  who  persists  in  error,  will  lie  known. 
Then,  when  we  meet  agiin.    Once  more,  fare- 
well !  [2b  her  women. 
Goodness  be  ever  with  you.    When  I'm  dead, 
Entreat  they  do  no  rud^  dishonest  wrong 
To  my  ooU,  headless  corpse ;  but  see  it  shrouded. 
And  oecent  laid  in  earth. 

Qar.  Wilt  thou  then  die  ? 
Thy  blood  be  on  thy  head. 
L  J,  Gray,  hILj  blood  be  where  it  falls ;  let 
the  earth  hide  it ; 
And  may  it  never  rise,  or  call  for  ven^^enoe. 
Oh,  that  it  were  the  last  shall  fall  a  victim 
To  leaf  8  inhuman  wrath !   Thou,  gracious  Hea- 
ven, 
Hear  and  defend  at  length  thy  suffering  people ; 
Raise  up  a  monarch  of  the  royal  hXooS, 
Brave,  pious,  equitable,  wise,  and  good. 
In  thy  due  season  let  the  hen>  come. 
To  save  thy  altars  from  the  rage  of  Rome : 
lom;  let  hrai  reign,  to  bless  the  rescued  land, 
And  deal  out  justice  with  a  righteous  hand. 
And  when  he  fails,  oh,  may  he  leave  a  son, 
Mith  equal  virtaes  to  adorn  his  throne ; 


To  latest  dmes  the  blessing  to  convey, 

And  guard  that  faith  for  which  I  die  to-day ! 

[Lady  Jane  goei  up  to  the  tcagoUL 
The  uene  cUuet. 

Enter  Pembboxe. 

Pern.  Horror  on  horror !  Blasted  be  the  ImH 
That  struck  my  Guilford !  Oh,  his  bleeding  tnnk 
Shall  live  in  these  distracted  eyes  for  ever! 
Curse  on  thy  fatal  arts,  thy  cruel  counsels ! 

\ToG4n 
The  queen  is  deaf,  and  pitiless  as  thou  art. 

Gar.  The  just  reward  of  heresy  and  treason 
Is  fallen  upon  them  both,  for  their  vain  obstinacy; 
Untimely  death,  with  infamy  on  earth. 
And  everlasting  punishment  hereafter. 
Fern.  And  canst  thou  tell  ?  Who  ga?e  thee  to 
explore 
The  secret  purposes  of  Heaven,  or  taught  thee 
To  set  a  bound  to  mercy  unconfined  ? 
But  know,  thou  proud,  perversely-jud^ng  Win^ 

Chester! 
HoweVr  you  hard,  imperious  censures  doom, 
And  portion  out  our  lot  in  worids  to  come, 
Those,  who,  with  hopest  hearts,  pursue  the  rjgh^ 
And  follow  faithfully  truth's  sacred  li^^t. 
Though  suffering  here^  shall  from  their  sorrows 

cease. 
Rest  with  the  saints,  ant)  dwell  in  endless  peace. 

\Kxeunt. 
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MEM. 

CHRISTIANS. 


EuMENCSy  Qcvemar  (/ Damascw. 

Herbis,  his/riend,  one  of  the  Ckiefi  of  the  City. 

Phocyas,  a  noble  and  valiant  Syrianj  privately 

in  love  with  Eudocioj 
Artamon,  an  Officer  of  the  Guards, 
S£ag;i;3>  an  ExpreM/sfrom  the  Emperor  Heracfii^, 

WOMEN. 

EuDOciAy  Daughter  to  Eutnenei, 

Officerty  Soldiers,  Citizens,  and  Attendants. 


MEN. 

SARACENS. 

Caled,  General  of  the  Saracen  Army, 
Abudah,  n^t  in  command  under  Caled. 
Daran,  a  ffild  Arabian,  pr^essing  MakomeiM' 
nismfor  the  sake  f^hf  spoUi 

Officers,  Soldiers,  and  Attendants, 


Scene, — I^  City  of  Damascus,  in  Syria,  and  the  Saracen  Camp  before  it.    And^  in  the  last 

Act,  a  Valley  adjacent. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I^The  City. 


Enter  Eumenes,  followed  by  a  crowd  rf  people. 

Eum.  Vi\  hear  no  more.    Begone ! 
Or  stop  your  clamorous  moaths,  Uiat  still  are  open 
To  bawl  sedition,  and  consume  our  com. 
If  you  will  follow  me,  send  home  your  women, 
And  follow  to  the  walls ;  there  earn  your  safety, 
As  brave  men  should.    Pity  your  wires  and  chil- 
dren ! 
Yes,  I  do  pity  them.  Heaven  knows  I  do. 
Even  more  than  you ;  nor  will  I  yield  them  up, 
Thou^  at  your  own  request,  a  prey  to  ruffians — 
HerbiSy  what  news  ? 

Enter  Herb  is. 

Herb,  News  I  we  are  betrayed,  deserted ; 
The  works  are  but  half-manned ;  the  Saracens 


Perceive  it,  and  pour  on  such  crowds,  tbej  blont 
Our  weapons,  and  have  drained  oar  stores  of 

death, 
What  will  you  next  ? 

Eum.  I  have  sent  a  fresh  recruit; 
The  valiant  Phocyas  leads  them  on: — whoae  deeds 
In  early  youth  assert  his  noble  race ; 
A  more  than  common  ardour  seedls  to  warm 
His  breast,  as  if  he  loved  and  caoftipdL  danger. 
Herb.  1  fear  it  will  be  too  late. 
Eum,  [Aside,]  I  fear  it  too : 
And  though  I  braved  it  to  the  trembling  crowd, 
I  have  caught  the  infection,  ai^d  I  dread  tbe 

event. 
Would  I  had  treated — ^but  'tis  novv  too  late — 
Come,  Herbis.  [JExcaaf. 

[A  noise  is  heard  without,  of  offers  giiring 
orders. 
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Ui.  OgL  Help  there !  more  help !  all  to  the 

eisterogate! 
SdOfi,  look  where  they  ding  aloft,  like  clus- 
tered bees! 
Here,  wdien^  plj  yoor  hows. 

Ut  Ofi.  Down  with  die  ladders ! 
Whaty  will  yoQ  let  them  mount  ? 
2i  Offi,  Alofl  there !  give  the  signal,  jou  that 
wait 
Id  St  Mark's  tower. 

Ut  OfiL  Is  the  town  asleep ! 
Ring  out  the  ahmim  bell ! 
[Bell  ringi,and  the  citizetu  run  to  and  fro  in 
con/utionl 

[A  great  shout. 

Enter  Hcrbis. 

Herh,  So— the  tide  ti|ms ;  Phocyas  has  driven 
it  back. 
Tbe  gate  once  more  is  ours. 

Enter  Eumenes,  Phoctas,  Artamon,  ^c, 

Eum.  Brave  Phocvas,  thanks !  Mine  and  the 
people's  thanks. 

[Feople  ehout  and  cry^  A  Phoeyat,  Sfc. 
^a,  that  we  may  not  lose  this  breathing  space, 
Hang  oat  the  flag  of  truce.    You,  Artainon, 
iiaaie  with  a  trumpet  to  the  Arabian  chiefs, 
And  let  them  know,  that,  hostages  exchanged, 
J  irould  meet  them  now  upon  the  eastern  plain. 

[Exit  Artamon. 
Pho.  What  means  Eumenes? 
£m.  Phocyasy  I  would  try 
Bt  friendly  treaty,  if  on  terms  of  peace 
They  will  yet  withdraw  their  powers. 

P^o.  On  terms  of  peace ! 
^liat  terms  can  yon  expect  from  hands  of  robbers ! 
What  terms  from  slaves  but  slavery  ?  You  know 
These  wretches  fight  not  at  the  call  of  honour ; 
For  iojared  rights,  or  birth,  or  jealous  greatness, 
That  sets  tlte  princes  of  the  world  in  :ti-ms. 
Ka^-bom,  ana  starved  amidst  their  stoney  deserts, 
Long  liave  they  viewed  from  far,  with  wishine:eyes, 
(hir  fruitfal  vales*  our  fig-trccs,  olives,  vines, 
Our  cedars,  palm.%  and  all  the  verdant  wealth 
I'iiat  crowns  fur  Ijebanon's  aspiring  brows. 
Here  have  the  locusts  pitched,  nor  will  they  leave 
These   tasted  sweets,   these  blooming  fields  of 

plenty, 
F<ir  barren  sanda,  and  native  poverty, 
nil  driven  away  by  force. 
£itm.  V\'hat  can  we  do  ? 

<  hr  people  in  despair,  our  soldiers  harrassed 
H  ;th  daily  toil,  and  constant  nightly  watch : 

<  Hir  hopes  of  Miccour  from  the  emperor 
I  Dcertain ;  Eutvches  not  yet  returned, 

That  went  to  ask  tliem ;  one  brave  anny  beaten ; 

l^«e  Arabians  numerous,  cruel,  flushed  with  con- 
quest. 
Hfr6.  Be^'dcs,  you  know  what  frenzy  fires  tlieir 
minds 

Of  their  new  faith,  and  drives  them  pn  to  danger. 


Eum.  True;  they  pretend  the  gates  of  Paradise 
Stand  ever  open,  to  receive  the  souls 
Of  all  that  die  in  fighting  for  their  cause. 

Pho,  Then  would  I  send  their  soulsto  Paradise, 
And  give  their  bodies  to  our  Syrian  eagles. 
Our  ebb  of  fortune  is  not  yet  so  low 
To  leave  us  desperate.    Aids  may  soon  arrive ; 
Mean  time,  in  spite  of  their  late  bold  attack. 
The  city  still  is  ours ;  tlieir  force  repelled, 
And  therefore  weaker ;  proud  of  this  success, 
Our  soldiers  too  have  gamed  redoubled  courage, 
And  long  to  meet  them  on  the  open  plain. 
What  hinders,  tlien,  but  we  repay  this  outrage, 
And  sally  on  tlieir  camp  ? 

Eum.  No— let  us  first 
Believe  the  occasion  fair,  by  this  advantage. 
To  purchase  their  retreat  on  easy  terms : 
That  failing,  we  the  better  stand  acquitted 
To  our  own  citiiens.    However,  brave  Phocyas, 
Cherish  this  ardour  in  the  soldiery. 
And  in  our  absence  form  what  force  thou  canst; 
Then  if  these  hungry  bloodhounds  of  the  war 
Should  still  be  deaf  to  peace,  at  our  return 
Our  widened  gates  shall  pour  a  sudden  flood 
Of  vengeance  on  them,  and  chastise  their  scorn. 

[Ereunt, 

SCENE  n.— ^  Plain  before  the  City.    A  Pro^ 
pect  of  'Pents  at  a  distance. 

Enter  Caled,  Abudah,  and  Darax. 

Dar,  To  treat,  my  chiefs  !  what,  are  we  mer- 
chants then, 
That  only  come  to  traflic  with  those  Syrians, 
And  poorly  cheapen  conquest  on  conditions  ? 
No ;  we  were  sent  to  fight  the  caliph's  battles. 
Till  every  iron  neck  bend  to  obedience. 
Another  storm  makes  this  proud  city  ours ; 
What  need  we  treat  ?  I  am  for  war  and  plunder. 

CaL  Why,  so  am  I— and  but  to  save  the  lives 
Of  mussulmans,  not  christians,  I  would  not  treat. 
I  hate  these  christian  dogs ;  and  'tis  our  task. 
As  thou  observest,  to  fight ;  our  law  enjoins  it : 
Heaven,  too,  is  promised  only  to  the  valiant. 
Oft  has  our  prophet  said,  tlie  happy  plains 
Above  lie  stretched  beneath  tlie  blaze  of  swords. 

Abu.  Yet,  Daran's  loth  to  trust  that  heaven 
for  pay ; 
This  earth,  it  seems,  has  gifts  that  please  him 
more. 

Cal.  Check  not  his  zeal,  Abudah. 

Abu.  No ;  I  praise  iL 
Yet,  I  could  wish  that  zeal  had  better  motives. 
Has  victory  no  fniits  but  blood  and  plunder  ? 
That  we  were  sent  to  fight,  'tis  true;  but  where- 
fore ? 
For  conquest,  not  destruction.    That  obtained. 
The  more  we  spare,  the  caliph  has  more  subjects^ 
And  Heaven  is  better  served-— But  see,  they  come. 

£n/er  Eumenes,  Herbis,  and  Artamon. 
CaL  Well,  christians,  we  arc  met,  and  war  awhile^ 
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At  yoar  request,  has  stilled  his  angry  voice, 
To  hear  what  you  will  propose. 

Ettjfi.  We  come  to  know. 
After  so  many  troops  you  have  lost  in  vain, 
If  you  will  draw  off  in  peace,  and  save  the  rest 

nerb.  Or  rather  to  know  first — ^for  yet  we 
know  not — 
Why  on  your  heads  you  call  our  pointed  arrows, 
In  our  own  just  defence  ?  What  means  this  visit  ? 
And  why  see  we  so  many  thousand  tents 
Rise  in  die  air,  and  whiten  all  our  fields  ? 

CaL  Is  that  a  question  now  ?  you  had  our  sum- 
mons, 
When  first  we  marched  against  you,  to  surrender. 
Two  moons  have  wasted  since,  and  now  the  third 
Is  in  it's  wane.    *Tis  true,  drawn  off  awhile. 
At  Aiznadin  we  met  and  fought  the  powers 
Sent  by  your  emperor  to  raise  our  siege. 
Vainly  you  thought  us  gone ;  we  gained  a  con- 
quest. 
You  see  we  are  returned ;  our  hearts,  our  cause, 
Our  swords  the  same. 

Herb.  But  why  those  swords  were  drawn, 
And  what's  the  cause,  inform  us. 

Bum,  Speak  your  wrongs, 
If  wrongs  you  have  received,  and  by  what  means 
They  may  be  now  repaired. 

Abu.  Then,  christians,  hear ! 
And  heaven  inspire  you  to  embrace  its  truUi ! 
Not  wrongs  to  avenge,  but  to  establish  right. 
Our  swords  were  drawn :  For  such  is  heaven's 

command 
Immutable.    By  us  great  Mahomet, 
And  his  successor,  holy  Abubeker, 
Invite  you  to  the  faith. 

Art,  [Atide.]  So — then,  it  seems 
There  is  no  harm  meant;  we  are  only  to  be  beaten 
Into  a  new  religion — If  that's  all, 
I  find  I  am  already  half  a  convert. 

Eum.  Now,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  what  faith 
is  this, 
That  stalks  gigantic  forth  thus  armed  with  terrors, 
As  if  it  meant  to  ruin,  not  to  save  ? 
That  leads  embattled  legions  to  the  field. 
And  marks  its  progress  out  with  blood   and 
slaughter  ? 

H&rb.  Bold,  frontless  men!  that  impudently 
dare 
To*  blend  religion  vHth  the  worst  of  crimes ! 
And  sacrilegiously  usurp  that  name, 
To  cover  fraud  and  justify  oppression  ! 

Eum.  Where  arc  your  priests  ?  What  doctors 
of  your  law 
Have  you  e^er  sent  to  instruct  us  in  its  precepts? 
Tw solve  our  doubts,  and  satisfy  our  reason, 
«And  kindly  lead  us  through  the  wilds  of  error 
To'  these  new  tracts  of  truth — ^This  would  be 

friendships 
JnA  well  might  claim  our  tlianks. 

Call  Friendship  like  this 
With  scorn  had  been  received :  your  numerous 
vioes| 

8 


Your  clashing  sects,  your  mutual  rage  and  strife. 
Have  driven  religion  and  her  angel  guards, 
like  outKAsts^  from  among  you.    In  her  stead, 
Usurping  superstition  bears  the  sway, 
.And  reigns  in  mimic  state,  'midst  idol  shows^ 
And  pageantry  of  power.    Who  does  not  mark 
Your  lives !  Rebeluous  to  your  own  great  pro- 
phet 
Who  mildly  taught  you — ^Therefore  Mahomet 
Has  brought  the  sword  to  govern  you  by  foroe^ 
Nor  will  accept  obedience  so  precarious^ 

Eum.  O  solemn  truths !  though  from  an  in>- 
pious  tongue !  [Amde. 

That  we're  unworthy  of  our  holy  faith. 
To  Heaven,  with  grief  and  conscious  shame,  we 

own. 
But  what  are  you,  that  dius  arraign  our  vioes^ 
And  consecrate  your  own }  Vile  hypocrite  ! 
Are  you  not  sons  of  rapine,  foes  to  peace. 
Base  robbers,  murderer»— ~ 

Cat.  Christians,  no— - 

Eum,  Then  say. 
Why  have  you  ravaged  all  our  peacefdl  borders  ? 
Plundered  our  towns  ?  and  by  what  claim  e'ea 

now, 
You  tread  this  ground  ? 

Herb.  What  claim,  but  that  of  hunger  ? 
The  claim  of  ravenous  wolves,  that  leave  their 

dens 
To  prowl  at  midnight  round  some  sleeping  vil- 
lage, 
Or  watch  the  shepherd's  folded  fiock  for  prey  ? 

Cal.  Blasphemer,  know,  your  fields  and  towns 
are  our's ; 
Our  prophet  has  bestowed  them  on  the  faithfiil. 
And  heaven  itself  has  ratified  the  grant. 

Eum.  Oh  !  now  indeed  you  boast  a  noble  tide ! 
What  could  your  prophet  grant  ?  a  hireling  slave  ! 
Not  even  the  mules  and  camels,  which  he  ditne, 
W*ere  his  to  give ;  and  yet  the  bold  impostor 
Has  cantoned  out  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth. 
In  frantic  fits  of  visionary  power, 
To  soothe  his  pride,  and  bribe  his  fellow  madnen  T 

CaL  Was  it  for  this  you  sent  to  ask  a  parley. 
To  affront  our  faith,  and  to  traduce  our  propfcet;? 
Well  might  we  answer  you  with  quick 
Nor  such  indignities — ^Yet  bear,  once  more, 
Hear  this,  our  last  demand ;  and  this 
We  yet  withdraw  our  war.    Be  christians 
But  swear  to  live  with  us  in  firm  alliance^ 
To  yield  us  aid,  and  pay  us  amiual  tribute. 

Eum,  No — Should  we  grant  you  aid,  we 
be  rebels ; 
And  tribute  is  the  slavish  badge  of 
Yet  since,  on  just  and  honourable  terms, 
We  ask  but  for  own — ^Ten  silken  vests, 
Weighty  with  peari  and  gens  ^c'U  s^id 

Two,  Caied,  shall  be  thine ;  two  thine, 
To  each  inferior  captain  we  decree 
A  turban  spun  from  our  Damascus  flax, 
White  as  the  saows  of  heaveo ;  to  every 
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Aadnitv.  Thk^  and  of  solid  ^d 
Ten  iagatif  be  the  price  to  buy  your  absence. 
Cal  Thm,  Mid  much  iiioi«>  even  sU  your  shi- 
akic  wedthy 
Will  soon  oe  ours :  look  ffound  your  Syrian  fron- 

ders! 
See  b  Kow  maav  towns  our  hoisted  flags 
Are  mmnng  iu  the  iviod ;  Sachna,  and  llawran, 
Prood  Tadmor,  Aracah,  and  stubborn  Bosra 
Have  bowed  beneath  the  yoke — bdiold  our  march 
(/a  half  your  land,  like  flame  through  fields  of 

harvest 
And  Isst  view  Aiaiadiny  that  yale  of  blood ! 
There  seek  the  souls  of  forty  thousand  Greeks, 
That,  fresh  from  life,  yet  hover  o'er  their  bodies. 
Then  think,  and  then  resolve. 
Uerh,  Presumptuous  men ! 
What  though  you  yet  can  boast  successful  guilt. 
Is  oonquest  oiily  jour's  f  Or  dare  you  hope 
That  yoa  ahail  suit  pour  on  the  swellmg  tide^ 
like  some  pcoud  river  tliat  has  left  its  banks, 
Kor  ever  know  repulse  ? 

faoL  Have  yon  foi^ ! 
Not  twice  seven  years  are  past  sinoe  e^en  yonr 

prophet, 
BoM  as  he  was,  and  boasdog  aid  divine, 
Was  by  the  tribe  of  Corish  forced  to  fly, 
Pooriy  to  fly,  to  save  his  wretched  life, 
Fiom  Mecca  to  Medina. 

Jhm.  No^forgot! 
^e  well  remember  how  Medina  screened 
That  holy  head,  preserved  for  better  days, 
And  ripeniog  years  of  glory ! 

Dtr.  Why,  mj  chiefs, 
Will  you  waste  time  in  offi*ring  terms  despised 
To  these  idolaters  ?— Words  are  but  air ; 
Bkms  would  plead  belter. 

Cid.  Darao*  thoo  say'st  true. 
Christiana,  here  end  our  truce.     Behold  once 


The  sarord  of  heaven  is  drawn!   nor  shall  be 

sheathed 
Bat  in  the  bowels  of  Damascus. 

EiuL  That, 
^  spoedy  vengennoe,  and  destruction  due 
1  ^  the  proud  meuaoers,  as  Heaven  sees  fit ! 

fExeunt. 
SCENE  UL«— J  Oarden. 

Enttr  EuDOciA. 

Eud,  All  ia  hashed  around! — No  more  the 
shout  of  soldiers 
And  clash  of  araaa  tunraltaous  fill  the  air. 
Methinks  tliis  iDtcrval  of  terror  seems 
like  dMt,  when  the  load  thunder  just  has  rolled 
<fcr  our  aflfrightcd  heads,  and  in  the  heavens 
'\  OMNDeDtary  silence  but  prepares 
A  second  and  •  UMider  clap  to  follow. 

Eni€r  PbocyaS. 

O  no— my  hero  comes,  widi  better  omens. 
And  cvwy  gkKMBy  thought  is  now  no  more. 
Vqu  I. 


Pka,  Whore  is  the  treisare  of  my  sool^-* 
Eodocia, 
Behold  me  here  impatient,  like  the  miser 
That  often  steals  in  secret  to  his  gold, 
And  counts  with  tremUing  joy,  and  jealous  trans* 

port, 
The  shining  heaps  whidh  he  still  fears  to  lose. 

Eud,  Welcome,  thou  brave,  thou  best  deser* 
ving  lover ! 
How  do  I  doubly  share  the  common  safebr. 
Since  'tis  a  debt  to  thee ! — But  tell  me,  Pnocyas^ 
Dost  thou  bring  peace } — ^Thou  dost,  and  I  am 
happy  f 

PhtK  Not  yet^  Eododa;  'tis  decreed  by  Heaven 
I  must  do  more  to  merit  thy  esteem. 
Peace,  like  a  frighted  dove,  has  winged  her  flight 
To  distant  hills,  beyond  these  hosule  tents; 
And  through  them  we  must  thither  force  our  way^ 
If  we  would  call  the  bvely  wanderer  back 
To  her  forsaken  home. 

Eud.  False  flattering  hope ! 
Vanished  so  soon  1 — alas,  my  faithful  fean 
Return,  and  tell  me,  we  most  still  be  wretched ! 

Pho.  Not  so,  my  fair ;  if  thou  but  gently  smilti 
Inspiring  valoor,  and  presaging  conquest. 
These  barbarous  foes  to  peace  and  love  shall  soon 
Be  chased,  like  fiends  befisre  the  morning  ligjht, 
And  all  be  calm  again^ 

£tt d.  Is  the  truce  ended  f 
Must  war,  alas !  renew  iu  bloody  rage. 
And  Phocyas  ever  be  exp<ised  tu  danger? 

PAo,  Inink  for  whose  sake  danger  itself  has 
diarms* 
Dismiss  thy  fears ;  the  lucky  hour  comes  on. 
Full  fraught  with  joys,  when  my  big  soul  no  more 
Shall  labour  with  tliis  secret  of  my  passion. 
To  hide  it  from  thy  jealous  fathers  eyes. 
Just  now,  by  signals  from  tlie  plain,  I  ve  learned 
llMt  the  proud  foe  refuse  us  terms  of  honour; 
A  sally  is  resolved ;  the  citizens 
And  soldiers,  kindled  into  sudden  fuiy. 
Press  all  in  crowds,  and  beg  Til  lead  them  en. 
Oh,  my  Eudocia  I  if  I  now  succeed— 

Did  I  say  if 1  must,  I  will ;  the  cause 

Is  love,  tis  liberty,  it  is  Eudocia !     ■ 
What  then  shall  hinder,  since  our  mutual  faith 
Is  pledged,  and  thnu  consenting  to  my  bliss, 
But  I  may  boldly  ask  thee  of  Eumencs, 
Nor  fear  a  rival  s  more  prevailing  claim  ? 

Eud.  May  blessings  still  attend  thy  arms  !«* 
Methmks 
I've  caught  the  flame  of  thy  heroic  ardour ! 
And  now  I  see  thee  crowned  with  palm  and  oli«'e; 
The  soldiers  bring  thee  back  with  songs  of  triumph 
And  loud  applauding  shouts;  thy  rescued  country 
Resounds  tny  praise ;  our  emperor  Ueraclius 
Decrees  thee  honours  for  a  city  saved. 
And  pillars  rise,  of  monumental  brasn. 
Inscribed To  Phocyas  the  deliverer, 

Pho.  The  honours  and  rewards,  which  thon 
hast  named, 
Arc  bribes  too  little  for  my  vast  ambition. 

8B 
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My  soul  is  full  of  thee !-— r-Thou  art  my  all 
Of  fame,  of  triumph,  and  of  future  fortune, 
rrwas  Jove  of  thee  first  sent  me  forth  io  arms. 
My  ser\ice  is  all  thine,  to  thee  devoted, 
And  thou  alone  canst  make  e*en  conquest  plea- 
sing. 
Eud,  O,  do  not  wrong  thy  merit,  nor  restrain  it 
To  narrow  bounds ;  but  know,  I  best  am  pleased 
To  share  thee  with  thy  country.    Oh,  ray  Pho- 

cyas! 
Mr'ith  conscious  blushes  oft  IVe  heard  thy  vows. 
And  strove  to  hide,  yet  more  revealed  my  heart; 
But  'tis  thy  virtue  justifies  my  choice, 
And  what  at  first  was  weakaess,  bow  is  glory^ 


Pha,  Tarpve  me,  thoa  fair  pattern  of  all  gom^ 

ness. 
If  in  the  transport  of  unbounded  pasaon, 
I  still  am  lost  to  every  thought  but  thee; 
Yet  sure  to  love  thee  thus  is  every  %  irtue  ; 
Nor  need  I  more  perfection. — Hark !  I'm  called 

[Tmmvet  timmdg. 
Eud.  Then  go^-aad  Heaven  with  aU  its  angels 

guard  thee! 
Pho.  Farewell ! — for  thee  ooce  more  I  draw 
the  sword. 
Now  to  the  field  to  gain  the  glorious  prne; 
Tis  VKtory-^the  word^£a(bcia's  eyes ! 

lEtruMt 


ACT    IL 


SCENE  t— 1%«  6ovemor^i  Palace. 

Enter  Euuenes  and  Herbis. 

Herb.  Still  I  must  say,  'twas  wrongs  'twas 
wrong,  Eumenes, 
And  mark  the  event ! 

Eum.  What  could  I  less?  You  sfsw 
Twas  vain  to  oppose  it,  whilst  his  eager  vafeur. 
Impatient  of  restraint — » 

iierb.  His  eager  valour  I 
His  rashness,  his  hot  youth,  his  valour's  fever  1 
Must  we,  whose  business  is  to  keep  our  walby 
And  manage  warily  our  little  strength. 
Must  we  at  once  lavish  away  our  blood. 
Because  his  pulse  beats  high,  and  his  mad  cou- 
rage 
Wants  to  be  breathed  in  some  new  enterprfze? — 
You  should  not  have  consented. 

Eum.  You  forgets 
Twas  not  my  voice  alone ;  you  saw  the  people 
(And  sure  such  sudden  instincts  are  from  Hea- 
ven !) 
Hose  all  at  once  to  follow  him,  as  if 
One  soul  inspired  them,  and  that  soul  was  Pho- 
cyas'. 

Herb,  I  had  indeed  forgot ;  atnd  ask  your  par- 
don^ 
I  took  you  for  Eumenes,  and  I  thought 
That  in  Damascus  you  had  chief  command. 

Eum.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

Herb.  Nay,  who's  forgetful  now  ? 
You  say,  the  people— ^Ycs,  that  very  people. 
That  coward  tribe  that  pressed  you  to  sufrender ! 
Well  may  they  spurn  at  lost  authority ; 
Whom  they  like  better,  better  tlieyil  obey^ 

Eum.  O  I  could  curse  the  giddy  changeful 
slaves^ 
But  that  tlie  thought  of  this  great  hour's  event 
Possesses  all  my  soul. If  we  are  beaten ! 

lfer6.  The  poison  works;  'tis  well — ^I*ll  give 
him  more.  [Aiide. 

True,  if  we're  beaten,  who  shall  answer  that  ? 

Shall  you,  or  I  ? Are  you  the  governor  ? 

Or  say  we  conquer;  whose  is  then  the  praise  i 


Eum.  1  know  thy  frien<fly  fears;  that  ttioa  and  t 
Must  stoop  beneath  a  beardless  rising  hero; 
And  in  lieraclius'  court  it  shall  be  saki, 
Damascus,  nay  perhaps  the  empire  too. 
Owed  its  deliverance  to  a  boy .^— Why,  be  it. 
So  that  he  now  return  with  victory ; 
Tis  honour  greatly  won,  and  let  mm  wear  it. 
Yet  I  could  wish  I  needed  lete  his  service. 
Were  Eutyches  returned*— 

Herb.  lAside.]  That,  that's  my  tortare. 
r  sent  my  son  to  the  emperor's  court,  in  hopes 
His  merit  at  this  time  nught  raise  his  fortunes; 
But  Phocyas— curse  upon  his  forward  virtues ! — 
Is  reaping  all  this  field  of  fame  alone. 
Or  leaves  him  scared  the  gleanings  of  a  harvest. 

Eum.  See,  Artamon  with  hasty  strides  retom- 
ing. 
He  comes  alone  U'-^O  friend/ thy  fears  were  just. 
What  are  we  now,  and  what  is  lost  Danascasf 

Enter  AtLTAHoy. 

Art.  Joy  to  Eumenes ! 

Eum.  Joy  ! is  it  possible  ? 

Dost  thou  bring  news  of  victory  ? 

Art.  The  sun 
Is  set  in  blood,  and  from  the  westcim  skies 
Has  seeiv  three  thousand  slaughtered  Arabs  fidU. 

Herb.  Is  Phocyas  safe  ? 

Art.  He  is,  and  crowned  with  triumph. 

Iterb.  [Aside.]  My  fears  mdeed  %vere  iost. 

[Shout,  A  Phocyas !  A  Riocyas  ! 

Eum.  What  noise  is  that  ? 

Herb»  The  people  worshipping  their  new  dli 
nity. 
Shortly  they'll  build  him  temple&r 

Eum.  Tell  us,  soldier. 
Since  thou  hast  shared  the  glory  of  thb 
Tell  us  Jiow  it  began* 

Art.  At  first  the  foe 
Seemed  much  surprised;  buty  taking 

alarm. 
Gathered  some  hasty  troops^  and  mardie<i   to 

meet  us. 
The  captain  of  these  bands  looked  wikl 
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i£s  held  onarmed,  as  if  in  scorn  of  danger. 
And  naked  to  the  waist ;  as  he  drew  near, 
He  raised  his  arm,  and  ^ook  a  ponderous  lance; 
Wheq  all  at  ooce,  as  at  a  signal  given, 
We  heard  the  Tecbir,  so  these  Arabs  call 
Their  shoot)  of  onset,  when  with  loiid  appeal 
They  challenge  Heaven,  as  if  demanding  con- 
quest. 
The  battle  joined,  and  through  the  barbarous 

host, 
fight^  fight,  and  paradise !  was  jsll  the  cry. 
At  last  our  leaders  met ;  and  gallant  Phocya»^ 
But  what  are  words  to  tell  the  niigh^  wonders 
We  mlf  him  tben  perform  ?-r~Theur  chief  un- 

nor  sea, 
The  Saracens  soon  bniVe  their  ranks  and  (led ; 
And  bad  not  a  thick  evening  fog  arose, 
(Which  sure  t}ie  devil  raised   up  to  save  his 

friends) 
The  slaughter  had  been  double     »      But,  be- 
hold! 
Tlie  hero  come^ 

Enter  PaocYAS,  Eumcwes  meeting  him. 

Emwl  Joj  to  brave  Phocyas ! 
Enmenes  gives  him  back  thie  joy  he  sent. 
The  welcome  news  has  reached  this  place  before 

thee. 
How  shall  thy  coantry  pay  the  debt  she  owes 
thee? 
PAa  By  taking  this  as  earnest  of  a  debt 
Which  I  owe  her,  and  fain  would  better  pay. 
Her,  In  spite  of  envy  I  must  praise  him  too. 

t  Aside, 

Suocessfnl  virtue  take  a  time  to  rest. 
Fortune  is  fickle^  and  may  change ;  besides. 
What  shall  we  gain,  if  from  a  mighty  ocean 
Bv  sluices  we  draw  off  some  little  streams? 
I^  thousands  fall,  ten  thousands  more  remain ; 
AV  ought  we  bajsard  worth  so  great  as  thine 
Aeainat  sach  odds.    Suffice  what's  done  already : 
And  let  us  now,  in  hopes  of  better  days, 
Keep  warr  watch,  and  wait  the  expected  succours. 

PAo.  >^hat! to  be  cooped  whole  months 

within  oar  walls } 
To  rust  at  home,  and  sicken  with  inaction  f 
The  coarai^  of  oar  men  will  droop  and  die. 
If  not  kept  op  by  daily  exercise. 
Acain  the  beaten  foe  may  force  our  gates; 
And  victory,  if  alighted  thus,  take  wing, 
^sid  fly  where  ahe  may  find  a  better  welcome. 
Art,  \A9id/eI\  It  must  be  so — he  hates  him,  on 
mr  aoal ! 
This  Hernia  is  a  foul  old  envioos  knave. 
Medrinks  Eoiaenea  too  might  better  tliank  him. 

Emwl  \To  Her^ct ast4le.][  urge  him  no  more; — 
ITl  think  of  thy  late  warning ; 
And  thoo  shalt  ace  Pll  yet  be  governor. 


A  letter  brought  in. 
Pho.  [Lpofung  OH  it,]  Tis  to  Eumencs. 


Eum,  Ha !  from  Eutyches. 
[lieai«.]  *  The  emperor,  awakened  with  the  dan- 
ger, 
'  That  threatens  his  dominions,  and  the  loss 
'  At  Aiznadin,  has  drained  his  garrisons 

*  To  raise  a  second  ann) .    In  few  hours 

*  Wc  will  bccin  our  march.    Sergiu&  brings  this, 
•And  will  inform  you  further.* 

Herb,  [Aside.]  f  leaven,  T  thank  thee ! 
Twas  even  beyond  my  hopes. 

Eum,  But  where  is  Sergius  ? 

Mes$,  The  letter,  fastened  to  an  arrow's  head, 
Was  shot  into  the  town. 

Eum.  I  fear  he's  taken "- 

O  Phocyas,  Herbis,  Artamon !  my  friends ! 
You  all  are  sharers  in  this  news :  the  stcirm 
Is  blowing  o'er,  that  hung  like  night  upon  us, 

And  threatened  deadly  ruin Hasre,  proclaim 

The  welcome  tiding  loud  through  all  the  city. 
Let  sparkling  lights  be  seen  from  every  turret. 
To  tfell  our  joy,  and  spread  their  blaze  to  hravcn. 
Prepare  for  feasts ;  danger  shall  wait  at  distance^ 
And  fear  be  now  no  more.    The  jolly  soldier 
And  citizens  sliall  meet  o'er  their  fvAl  bowls, 
Foi^get  their  toils,  and  laugh  their  cares  away. 
And  mirth  and  triumphs  close  this  happy  day. 

S Exeunt  Herb,  mnd  Art. 
iiig  days  pro\'e  yet  more 
happy ! 
Well  dost  tiiou  bid  the  voice  of  triumph  sound 
Through  all  our  streets;  our  city  calls  thee  fa- 
ther; 
And  say,  Eumenes,  dost  thou  not  perceive 
A  father's  transport  rise  within  thy  breast, 
Whilst  in  this  act  thou  art  the  hand  of  Heaven, 
To  deal  forth  blessings,  and  distribute  joy  ? 
Eum.  The  blessings  Heaven  bestows  are  freely 
sent. 
And  should  be  freely  shared. 

Pho.  True Generous  minds 

Redoubled  fVel  the  pleasures  they  impart. 
For  me,  if  IVe  deserved  by  arras  or  c:)unso!s 
By  hazards  gladly  sought,  "and  greatly  prospered, 
VVhate'er  IVe  added  to  t^e  public  stork, 
With  joy  I  see  it  in  Eumenes'  hands, 
And  wish  but  to  receive  my  share  from  thee. 

Eum.  I  cannot,  if  I  would,  withhold  thyshnrei 
What  thou  hast  done  is  thine,  the  fame  th)  own; 
And  virtuous  actions  will  re^^-ard  themselves. 
Pho.  Fame — ^What  is  that,  if  courted  for  her- 
self? 
Less  than  a  vision ;  a  mere  sound,  an  echo. 
That  calls,  with  mimic  voice,  thiuugh  woods  and 

labyrinths,  • 
Her  cheated  lovers ;  lost  and  heard  by  fits. 
But  never  fixed  :  a  seemin^  nymph,  yet  nothing, 
Virtue  indeed  is  a  substantial  good, 
A  real  beauty ;  yet  with  weary  steps 
Through  rugged  ways,  by  long,  laborious  ser\'ire. 
When  we  have  traced,  and  wooed,  and  won  the 

dame. 
May  we  not  then  expect  the  dower  she  bringi 


4Q» 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[HVOHBS. 


Eum.  Well— 4uk  that  dowry;  say,  can  Da- 
mascus pay  it? 
Her  riches  shall  m  taxed :  name  but  the  sum, 
Her  merchants  with  some  oostly  g«m»  shali  girace 

thee; 
Nor  can  Ueraclias  fail  to  grant  thee  honours. 
Proportioned  to  thy  birth  and  thy  desert. 

Fho.  And  can  Eumenes  thmk  I  would  be 
bribed 
By  trash,  by  sordid  gold,  to  venal  virtue  ? 
What !  serve  my  country  for  the  same  mean  hire, 
That  can  corrupt  each  villain  to  betray  her? 
Why  is  she  saved  from  the  Arabian  spoilers, 
If  to  be  stripped  by  her  own  sons? — Forgive  me 
If  the  thought  glows  on  my  cheeks !  I  know 
rrwaa  mentioned,  but  to  prove  how  much  I 

scorn  it. 
As  for  the  emperor,  if  he  owns  my  conduct, 
I  shall  indulge  an  honest  pride  in  honours 
Which  I  have  strove  to  merit.    Yes,  Eumenes^ 
X  have  ambition— —^yet  the  vast  reward. 
That  swelb  my  hopes,  and  equals  all  my  wishes, 
Is  in  thy  gift  alone it  is  Eudoda. 

Eum.  Eudoda !  Phocyus,  I  am  yet  thy  friend, 
And  therefore  will  not  hold  thee  long  in  doubt. 
Thou  must  not  think  of  her. 

Pko.  Not  think  of  her? 
Impossible  !  She*s  ever  present  to  me. 
My  life,  my  soul !  She  animates  my  being, 
And  kindles  up  my  thoughts  to  worthy  actions. 
And  why,  Eumenes,  why  not  think  of  her? 
Is  not  ray  rank— 

Eum,  Forbear What  need  a  herald 

To  tell  me  who  tliou  art  ?  Yet  once  again 
Since  thou  wilt  force  me  to  a  repetition, 
I  say,  thou  must  not  think  of  her. 

Phv,  Yet  hear  me ; 
Why  wilt  thou  judge,  ere  I  can  plead  my  cause  ? 

JEum,  Why  wilt  rliou  plead  in  vain  ?  hast  thou 
not  heard 
My  choice  Ims  destined  her  to  Eutyches  ? 

Pho,  And  has  she  consented  to  that  choice  ? 

Eum,  Has  she  consented !  What  is  her  coo* 
sent? 
Is  she  not  mine  ? 

Pho.  She  is ^and  in  that  title 

fven  kings  with  envy  may  behold  thy  wealth, 
nd  tbiiui  their  kingdoms  poor !  and  yet,  Eu* 
meucs. 
Shall  she,  by  being  thine,  be  barred  a  privilef^e 
Which  even  the  meanest  of  her  sex  may  daim  ? 
Thou  wiit  not  force  her  ? 

Enm,  Who  has  told  thee  so  ? 
1  would  force  her  to  be  happy. 

Pho,  Thou  canst  not. 
What  happiness  subsists  in  loss  of  freedom  ? 
The  guest,  constrainec^but  murmurs  at  the  ban«- 

quet; 
I<^or  thanks  his  host,  but  starves  amidst  abun-> 
dance. 
Eum,  Tis  well,  young  man — ^Why  then,  111 
loam  from  the« 


To  be  a  very  tame  obedient  father. 
Thou  hast  already  tausht  my  child  her  dut^. 
I  find  the  source  of  alTher  disobedience. 
Her  hate  of  me,  her  scorn  of  Eutyches ; 

Ha !  Is  it  not  so ! Come,  tell  me  ?  Ill  foig^ve 

thee: 
Hast  thou  not  found  her  a  most  rcadv  scholar? 
I  know  thou  hast.    Why,  what  a  duU  old  wretch 
Was  I,  to  think  I  ever  had  a  daughter ! 

Pho,  1  am  sorry  that  Eumenes  think*—- 

Eum.  No— soriy! 
Sorry  for  what?  Then  thou  dost  own  tfaon*st 

wronged  me ! 
That's  somewhat  yet — Curse  on  my  stsfud  bliod* 

ness! 
For  had  I  eyes  I  might  have  seen  it  sooner. 
Was  this  the  spring  of  thy  romantic  bravery. 


Thy  boastful  merit,  thy  officious  ser\'ice  ? 
IS — with  pride  I  own  it — 'ti 


twaa  Eu- 


Pho.  It  was — with 
docia, 
I  have  8er\'cd  thee  in  serving  her,  thou  knowest 

And  thouglit  I  might  have  found  a  better  treat- 
ment. 
Why  wiit  tlioo  force  me  thus  to  be  a  braggart. 
And  tell  thee  that  which  thou  shouldst  tell  thy> 

self? 
It  grates  my  soul — ^I  am  not  wont  to  talk  thas. 

But  I  recall  my  words ^I  have  done  Dochio|b 

And  would  disclaim  all  merit,  but  my  lore. 
Eum.  O  no — say  on,  that  thou  hast  saved  Dar 

masctts; 
Is  it  not  so  ?  Look  o*er  her  battlements. 
See  if  the  H^iug  foe  have  left  their  camp ! 
Why  are  our  g^es  yet  dosed,  if  thou  hast  freed  as^ 
Tis  true,  thou*st  fouglit  a  skirmish — ^What  of  thai? 

Had  Eutjrcbes  been  present 

Pho.  Eutyches! 
Why  wilt  thou  uige  my  temper  with  that  trifter^ 
O  let  him  come  !  that  in  yoo  s^ious  plaia 
We  may  together  chaiige  the  thickest  raak% 
Rush  on  to  battle,  wounds,  and  gloriooa  dc^atli. 
And  prove  who  it  was  that  best  deserved  £0- 

docia. 
Eum,  That  will  be  seen  ere  loie— Bot 

find 
Thou  afTOgantly  would^st  usurp  dominiion, 
Bclievest  Uiyself  the%guardiao  genius  ~ 
And  that  our  fortunes  hanff  upon  thy 
Be  that  first  tried-^er   know,  that  ft 

moment 
Hiov  here  hast  no  oomraand-^Facoffell  ! — So 

stay. 
Or  hence  and  job  the  foe — thou  hast 

r 

Phok   spurned  and  degiaded 
grateful  man ! 
Am  I  a  bubble  then,  bk>w»  ub  by  th^e^ 
And  tossed  into  the  air  to  make  thee 
Hence  to  the  foe !  'Tis  well 
Oh,  1  will  see  thee^  thou  wronged  ex( 
But  hiow  to  speak  thy  tirongi^  or  iby 
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ImpowUe !  Oh»  nitiier  let  DM  walk 

like  a  dmnb  gfaioety  toad  bant  my  heart  in  silence. 

SCENE  U.'^Tke  GanUn. 

Enter  Evdocia. 

Eud.  Why  miiat  we  meet  by  stealth,  like  guU- 
tv  loven! 
But  'twifi  not  loo|^  be  to--What  joy  it  will  be 
To  own  my  hero  m  his  ripened  honours^ 
And  hear  applauding  crowds  pronounce  me  blest ! 
Sure  hell  be  here    See  the  fair  rising  moo% 
Ere  d^f's  rematniag  twilight  scarce  is  spent, 
Hangii  up  her  ready  lamp,  and  with  mild  lustre 
Drives  back  the  hovering  shade !  Come,  Phocy- 

as^come; 
This  gentle  season  is  a  friend  to  lore ; 
And  BOW,  methtnka,  I  could  with  equal  passion, 
Meet  thinoi  and  tell  thee  all  my  secret  souL 

Enter  Puocyas. 

He  hears  me — O  my  Phocyas ! — ^What — ^not  an- 
swer! 

Art  thou  not  he;    or  art  some  shadow? 

Speak. 
PAo.  I  am  indeed  a  shadow — ^I  am  nothing — 

Ei$d.  What  dost  thou  mean? ^for  now  I 

know  thee,  Phocyas. 
Pko.  And  never  can  be  thine ! 
It  will  have  vent        0  barbarous^  cursed — ^bat 
hold-— 

I  had  forgot        it  waa  Eadeda's  father ! 

O,  could  I  too  forget  how  he  has  used  me  ! 

Eud.  I  fear  to  ask  thee 

Pko.  Deat  thou  fear !— Alas^ 
Then  thoa  wilt  pity  me        O  generous  maid ! 
Thou  hast  charmed  down  the  rage  that  swelled 

my  hearty 
And  cboaked  my  voice — now  I  can  speak  to  thee. 
And  yet  'tis  worse  than  death  what  I  have  suf- 
fered; 
It  is  the  death  of  honour !  Yet  that's  littfe ; 
Tis  raore^  £ndocia»  'tis  the  loss  of  thee  ! 

End.  Unst  thoa  not  conquered?  What  are  all 

This  voioa  of  geaiiral  joy,  heard  far  around  ? 
What  ara  thasa  iiesL  that  oast  their  glimmering 

li«ht 
Against  thesky?Ai«  not  all  these  thy  triumphs? 

Pk0.  O  namo  not  tiiumpb !  Talk  no  more  of 
eeuqaeit! 
It  is  indeed  a  night  of  general  joy. 
Bat  sot  to  me!  fiudoeia,  I  ara  come 
To  takaa  kit  farewell  of  thee  forever. 

Eud,  A  last  farewell ! 

Pkoi  Yes;-**— Mow  wilt  thou  hereafWr 
look  on  a  wreich  desnisei^  revthidi  cashiered^ 
Stript  of  cnmmaad,  like  a  base  beaten  ooward  ? 
Thv  cruel  father  ■■  -I  have  told  too  auch; 
I  shoaU  not,  hot  ler  Am»  have  felt  the  wounds 
I  got  in  fight  Av  him  "Bow,  now  they  bleed  . 


But  I  have  done— *— and  now  thou  hast  mv  stoiy, 
Is  there  a  creature  so  accurst  as  Phocyas? 
Eud,  And  can  it  be?  Is  this  then  thy  reward? 

0  Phocyas  I  never  wouldst  thou  tell  me  yet 
That  thou  hadst  wounds ;  now  I  must  feel  them 

too. 
For  is  it  not  for  me  that  thou  hast  borne  this? 
What  else  could  be  thy  crime  ? — ^Wert  thou  a 
traitor, 

Had'st  thou  betraved  us,  sold  us  to  the  foe 

PAo.  Would  I  be  ^et  a  traitor,  I  have  leave; 
Nay,  I  am  dared  to  it  with  mocking  scorn. 
My  crime  indeed  was  asking  thee ;  tfaftt  only 
Has  cancelled  all,  if  I  had  any  merit ! 
The  city  now  is  safe,  my  service  slighted. 
And  I  discarded,  like  an  useless  thin|^ 

Nay,  bid  begone and,  if  I  hkt  that  better. 

Seek  out  new  friends,  and  join  yoo  barbarous 
host 
Eud.  liold— let  me  think  a  while— 

[WMiuiidg, 
Though  my  heart  bleed, 

1  would  not  have  him  see  these  dropping  tear»^- 
And  wilt  thou  go,  then,  Phocyas  ? 

PAo.  To  my  grave ; 
Where  can  I  muy  else  this  fool  disgrace? 
Alas !  that  question  shows  how  poor  I  am. 
How  vei^  much  a  wretch ;  for  if  I  go^ 
It  is  from  thee,  thou  only  joy  of  life ! 
And  death  will  then  be  welcome. 

Eud.  Art  thou  sure 
Thou  hast  been  used  thus?  Artthou  quite  nadone  } 

Pko.  Yes,  very  sure ^What  doat  thou  mean  f 

Eud.  That  then,  it  is  a  time  for  me— O, 
Heaven !  that  I 
Alone  am  gratefal  to  this  woodrons  man ! 
To  own  thee,  Phocyas,  tbos-^[6riM|f  ker  hand.] 

nay,  glory  in  thee. 
And  show,  without  a  bhuh,  how  madi  I  love. 
We  must  not  part      ■  ■ 

Pho.  Then  I  am  rich  again !  [Embrmcimg  ker, 
0»  BO--WC  will  not  part !  Confirm  it.  Heaven ! 
Now  thou  shalt  see  now  I  will  bend  my  spirit. 
With  what  soft  patience  I  wiU  bear  my  wrongi^ 
Till  I  have  wearied  out  thy  fadier's  soom. 
Yet  I  have  worse  to  tell  tlia»->-Eatycheg     ■  ■  ■ 

JBad.  Why  wilt  thou  name  him? 

PAo.  Now,  even  now,  he^s  coming ! 
Just  horeriuE  o'er  thee^  like  a  bird  of  prey. 


Thy  father  vow»-*for  I  most  tsU  thee  all- 
'Twas  this  that  wrung  my  heart,  and  racked  my 

brain. 
Even  to  distraction  ! — ^vows  thee  to  his  bed ; 
Nay,  threatened  force,  if  thon  refuse  obedience. 
Eud.  Force !  threatened  foree !  my  father-*-^ 

wliere  is  nature  ? 
Is  thal^  too^  baniihed  from  hb  heart  \^-0  then 
I  have  no  father— How  have  I  deatrved  this?— - 

[Weeping. 
No  home,  but  am  henceforth  an  ooi-cast  orphan; 
For  I  will  wander  to  earth's  utmost  bounds^ 
Ere  give  my  hand  to  that  detested  oontnct. 
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0  save  me,  Phomi !  them  hast  saved  my  father ; 

Must  I  yet  call  him  so,  this  cruel  father — ■ 

How  wilt  thou  now  deliver  poor  Eudoda? 

Pho.  See,  how  we're  joined  in  exile !  How  our 
fate 
Conspires  to  warn  us  both  to  leave  this  city  ! 
Thou  knowest  the  emperor  is  now  at  Antioch ; 

1  have  an  uncle  there,  who,  when  the  Persian, 
As  now  the  Saracen,  had  nigh  o*er  run 

The  ravaged  empire,  did  him  signal  service, 
And  nobly  was  rewarded.  There,  Eudocia, 
Thou  mi^t'st  be  safe,  and  we  may  meet  with 

justice. 
Eu(L  There — any  where,  so  we  may  fly  this 

place. 
See,  Phocyas,  what  thy  wrongs  and  mine  have 

wrought 
In  a  weak  woman's  frame !  for  I  have  courage 
To  share  thy  exile  now  through  every  danger. 
Danger  is  only  here,  and  dwells  with  guilt, 
With  base  ingratitude,  and  hard  oppression. 


Pko.  Then  let  us  lose  no  tune,  but  hence  this 
night. 
The  gates  I  can  command,  and  will  provide 
The  means  of  our  escape.  Some  five  boors  henos 
(Twill  then  be  turned  of  midhight)  we  may  meet 
In  the  piazza  of  Honoria's  convent. 

Eud.  I  know  it  well;  the  place  is  most  secure. 
And  near  adjoining  to  this  garden  walh 
There  thou  shalt  find  me — O  protect  us,  Heaven ! 

Pho.  Fear  not  ;*— thy  hnnocence  will  be  oar  guani 
Fve  thought  already  now  to  shape  our  course ; 
Some  pitying  angel  will  attend  thy  steps. 
Guide  tbise  unseen,  and  charm  the  sleeping  foe, 
Till  thou  art  safe !  O,  I  have  siifiered  noUung ! 
Thus  gaining  thee,  and  this  great  generous  proof, 
How  blest  I  am  in  mv  Eudoda's  love  ! 
My  only  joy,  farewell ! 

Eud.  Farewell,  my  Phocyaa! 
T  have  no  friend  but  thee— yet  thee  ni  caH 
Friend,  father,  bver,  guardjan ! — Thou  art  aO  f 

[Exewt. 


ACT.   in. 


SCENE  L-^CaUdTi  Tent. 


Enter  Calep  and  Attendants.  Sergius  brought 
in  bound  with  cords. 

CaL  Mercy  !  What's  that  ? — ^Look  yonder,  on 
the  field 
Of  oar  late  fight  f — Go,  talk  of  mercy  there. 
Will  the  dead  hear  thy  voiced 
Serg,  O  spare  me  yet ! 

CaL  Thou  wretch  f— Spare  thee !  to  what?  To 
live  in  torture  f 
Are  not  thy  limbs  all  bruised,  thy  bones  disjoint- 
ed. 
To  force  thee  to  eonfess?  and  wouldst  thou  drag, 
like  a  crushed  serpent,  a  vile  mangled  being  ) 
My  eyes  abhor  a  coward — Hence,  and  die ! 

Serg.  Oh !  I  have  told  thee  all When  first 

pursued, 
I  fixed  my  letters  on  an  arrow^s  pmnC, 
And  shot  them  o'er  the  walU- 

CaL  Hast  thou  told  all  f 
Well,  then,  thou  shalt  have  mercy  to  requite  thee ; 
Behold,  I'll  send  thee  forward  on  thy  errand. 
Strike  off  his  head ;  then  cast  it  o'er  the  ^tes ; 
There  let  thy  tongue  tell  o*er  its  tale  again. 
*    Serg.  O,  bkiody  Saracens ! 

[£nV  Serg.  dragged  avay  by  the  Guards. 

Enter  Abudab, 

(Jal.  Abudah,  welcome ! 

Abu.  O  Caled,  what  an  evening  was  the  last ! 

CaL  Name  it  no  more ;  remembrance  sickens 
with  it. 
And  therefore  sleep  is  banished  from  this  night; 
Nor  shall  to-morrow's  sun  open  his  eyos 
Upon  our  shame,  ere  doubly  weVe  redeemed  it. 
Have  all  the  captains  notice  ? 


Abu.  I  have  walked 
The  rounds  to-night,  ere  the  last  hoar  of  fnjer^ 
From  tent  to  tent,  and  warned  them  to  be  ready. 
What  must  be  done  ? 

CaL  Thou  know'st  the  importaiit  news^ 
Which  we  have  intercepted  oy  this  slave. 
Of  a  new  army's  march.    The  time  now  calls, 
While  these  sof^  Syrians  are  dissolved  in  hot. 
Fooled  with  snocess,  and  not  suspecting  daneer. 
Neglectful  of  their  watch,  or  else  fast  bound 
In  chains  of  sleep,  companion  of  debaiiGhrs^ 
To  form  a  new  attack  ere  break  of  day  ; 
So,  like  the  wounded  leopard,  shall  we  rvoAs 
From  out  our  covers  on  oiese  drowsy  honters. 
And  seize  them,  unprepared  to  'scape  our  ven- 
geance. 

Abu.  Great  captain  of  the  armies  of  die  faith- 
fpt! 
I  know  thy  mighty  and  nnconquered  spirit ; 
Yet  hear  me,  Caled,  hear  and  weigh  my  doabts» 
Our  angry  prophet  frowns  upon  our  vices^ 
And  visits  us  in  blood.     Why  else  did  tetror. 
Unknown  before,  seife  all  our  stoutest  bniids  9 
The  aneel  of  destruction  was  abroad  9 
1  he  archers  of  the  tribe  of  Thoal  fled. 
So  long  renowned,  or  spent  their  shafts  in  mm ; 
The  feathered  flight  erred  throng  the  lxMnidle» 


air. 


Or  the  death  turned  on  htm  that  drew  the  bow  ? 

What  can  this  bode  I — ^Let  me  speak  plainer  yet; 

Is  it  to  propagate  the  unspotted  Inw 

We  fight>    'TIS  well ;  it  is  a  noble  oatue  ; 

But  much,  I  fear,  infection  is  among  ns; 

A  boundless  lust  of  rapine  guides  our  troops. 

We  learn  the  christian  vices  we  chastiae. 

And,  tempted  with  the  pleasures  of  the  noil^ 

More  than  with  distant  oopes  of  paiaifar^ 
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I  fear,  may  soon— but,  oh,  avert  it,  Heaven ! 
FaiJ  even  t  prey  to  our  own  spoik  and  con- 
miests. 
CtL  No— thou  mistakest ;  thy  pious  zeal  de- 
ceives thee. 
Our  prophet  only  chides  our  sluggard  valour. 
Thou  nwest  how,  in  the  vale  of  Honan,  once 
The  troops,  as  now  defeated,  fled  confused, 
Even  to  the  c^tes  of  Mecca's  holy  city : 
Till  Mahomet  himself  there  stopped  their  en* 

A  javelin  in  his  haiMl,  and  turned  them  hack 
UpiHi  the  foe ;  they  fought  again,  and  conquered. 
BehiM  bow  we  may  b«t  appease  his  wrath  ! 
Ills  own  example  points  us  out  the  way. 
^.  WeU--*be  it  then  resolved.    The  indul- 
gent hour 
Of  better  fortune  is^  I  hope,  at  handj 
And  yet,  since  Phocyas  has  appeared  its  cham- 

pion, 
How  has  this  city  raised  its  drooping  bead  ! 
As  if  tome  cfaami  prevailed  where'er  he  fought. 
Our  strength  seems  withered,  and  our  feeble 

weapons 
Fori^r  their  wonted  triuraph — were  tte  absent — 
CuL  I  would  have  sought  him  out  in  the  last 
■ctioQ 
To  stnefe  ficht,  and  put  that  charm  to  proof, 
Ilsd  nut  a  foul  and  sudden  mist  arose 
Kre  i  arrired,  to  have  restored  the  combats 
But  let  it  he — ^'tis  past.    We  yet  may  meet, 
And  'twill  be  known  whose  arm  is  then  the 
stronger. 

Enter  Da  a  air. 

Bar.  Health  to  the  race  of  Ismael !  aiid  days 
U<ve  prosperous  than  the  last— a  christian  cap- 

Is  fallen  witliin  my  watch,  and  waits  his  doom.  . 
Cei.  Brint;  fnrtn  the  slave  1 — O  thou  keen  vul- 
tone,  l^eath! 
Do  we  then  feed  thee  only  thus  by  morsels ! 
Whole  armies  never  can  suffice  thy  anger. 

DiEAsr  goes  out,  and  rt-^ntert  with  Phocyas. 

Whence,  and  what  art  thou  ^-Of  Damascus  ? — 

Daraoy 
Where  didst  dx>a  find  this  dumb  and  sullen  thing, 
That  seems  to  lour  defiance  on  our  anger  } 
Dmr,  Marcfaing  in  circuity  with  the  horse  thou 


To  otnerve  the  city  gatcs^  I  saw  from  far 
Two  persons  issue  forth ;  the  one  advanced. 
And,  ere  he  oould  retreat,  my  horsemen  seised 

ham; 
The  other  vraa  •  'woman,  and  had  fled^ 
rpjn  a  sigTial  given  at  our  approach, 
And  got  within   the  gatesi    Wouldst  thou  know 


Hiinself^  if  he  will  speak,  can  best  inform  thee« 
Cat  Have  I  not  seen  thy  face? 
Mu.  [To  Vaicd]  Ee  hears  thee  not:  . 


His  eyes  are  fixed  on  earth ;  some  deep  distress 
Is  at  tiis  heart    This  is  no  common  captive. 

CaL  A  lion  in  the  toils !    We  soon  snail  tame 
him. 
Still  art  thou  dumb  ? — ^Nay,  'tis  in  vain  to  cast 
Thy  gloomy  looks  so  oh  around  this  place. 
Or  frown  upon  thy  bond»--thou  canst  not  'scape. 

Pko,  Then  be  it  so — the  worst  is  past  already^ 
And  life  is  now  not  worth  a  moment's  pause. 
Do  you  not  know  me  yet— ^^-^hink  of  the  man 
You  have  most  cause  to  curse,  and  I  am  he. 

CuL  Ha!  Phocyas? 

Abu,  Phocyas  l^Mahomet,  we  thank  thee ! 
Now  dost  thou  smile  a^in. 

Dar.  [Atide,]  O  devil,  devil ! 
And  I  not  know  him ! — 'twas  but  yesterday 
He  kiUed  my  liorse,  and  drove  me  from  the  field. 
Now  I'm  revenged !    No ;  hold  you  there,  not 

yet, 

Not  while  he  livesj  . 

CaL  [Asidt.]  This  Js  indeed  a  prize ! 
Is  it  because  thou  know'st  what  slaughtered  heaps 
There,  yet  unburied,  lie  without  the  camp. 
Whose  ghosts  have  all  this  night,  passing  the  Zo- 

rat. 
Called,  from  the  bridge  of  death,  to  thee  to  fol* 

low. 
That  now  thou'rt  here  to  answer  to  thehr  cry  f 
Howe'er  it  be,  thou  know'st  thy  welcome—- 

PAo.  Yes, 
Thou  proud,  bloodthirsty  Arab ! — ^Well  I  know 
What  to  expect  from  thee :  I  know  ye  all. 
How  should  the  author  of  distress  and  ruin 
Be  moved  to  pity  ?    That's  a  human  passion. 
No— in  yo«ir  hungry  eyes,  that  look  revenge, 
I  read  my  doom.    Where  are  your  racks,  your 

tortures? 

I'm  ready ^lead  me  to  them ;  I  can  bear 

The  worst  of  ills  from  you.     You're  not  my 

friends. 
My  countrymen. — Yet,  were  you  men,  I  could 
Unfold  a  story — But  no  more — Eumenes, 
Thou  hast  thy  wish,  and  I  am  now — a  worm  f 
Abu.  [To  Cal.  atidt]  Leader  of  armies,  hear 

liini !  for  my  mind 
Presages  good  accruing  to  our  cause 
By  this  event 

CaL  I  tell  thee,  then,  thou  wrongest  us. 
To  tliiuk  our  hearts  thus  steeled,  or  our  ears  deaf 
To  all  that  thou  mayest  utter.    Speak,  disclose 
The  secret  woes  that  throb  within  thy  breast. 
Now,  by  the  »lent  hours  of  night,  we'll  hear 

Uiee, 
And  mute  attention  shall  await  thy  words. 
Pho,  This  is  not,  then,  the  palace  in  Da- 
mascus! 
If  you  will  hear,  then  I,  indeed,  have  wronged 

you. 
How  can  this  be? — when  he,   for  whom  I've 

fought, 
Fooglit  against  you,  has  yet. refused  to  hear  me! 
You  seem  fturpn8ed<«*-It  was  ingratitude 
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Thftt  drove  tne  out  fin  exil^  from  thoie  walls, 
Whidi  I  so  late  defended. 

Abu.  Can  it  be  ? 
Are  these  thy  Christian  friends? 

CeL  Tis  well — we  (hank  them : 
lliey  help  us  to  subdue  themselves— But  who 
Was  theycompamon  of  thy  flight  ?— A  woman  ? 
So  Daran  said-  ■■ 


Fko,  Tis  there  I  am  most  wretched- 


Oh !  I  am  torn  from  all  my  soal  held  dear, 
And  my  life'a  blood  flows  out  upon  the  wound  ! 
That  woman— 'twas  for  her — now  shall  I  speak 

it? 
Eudocia,  Oh  farewell  !-«-ni  tell  you,  then, 
As  fast  as  these  beariHrending  sighs  will  let  me ; 
I  loved  die  daughter  of  the  proud  Eamenes^ 
And  long  in  secret  wooed  her ;  not  unwelcome 
To  her  my  visits ;  but  I  feared  her  father, 
Who  ofl  had  pressed  her  to  detested  nuptials, 
And  therefore  durst  ilot,  till  this  night  of  joy. 
Avow  to  him  mv  courtship.    Now,  I  thou^her 
Mine,  by  a  double  claim,  of  mutual  vows^ . 
And  service  yidded  at  hn  greatest  need : 
When,  as  I  moved  my  suit,  ifrith  soar  disdain. 
He  mocked  my  service,  and  forbade  my  love ; 
Degraded  me  from  the  command  I  bore^ 
And  with  defiance  bade  me  seek  the  Ibe. 
liow  has  hb  curse  prevailed  !^«-The  generous 

maid 
Was  won,  by  my  distress,  to  leave  the  dty; 
And  cruel  fortune  made  me  thus  your  prey. 

Abu.  [Asid€.'\My  soul  is  moved*— Tnou  wert 
a  man,  O  prophet  I 
Forgive,  if  'tis  a  crime,  a  human  sorrow. 
For  injured  worth,  thiMigh  in  an  enemy ! 

Fho.  Now**— ^stnce  you  have  heard  my  story, 
set  me  free, 
That  I  may  save  her  yet,  dearer  than  life. 
From  a  tyrannic  father's  threatened  force ; 
Gold,  gems,  and  purple  vests^  shall  pay  my  ran- 
som; 
Nor  shall  my  peaceful  twoid  henceforth  be  dmwn 
In  fight,  nor  break  its  truce  with  vou  for  ever. 

CaL  No—- therc^s  one  way,  a  better,  and  but 
one. 
To  save  thysdf,  and  make  soou  reparation 
For  all  the  numbers  thy  bold  hand  has  slatn. 

PAa  O,  name  it  quidaly,  and  my  soul  will  bless 
thee! 

CaL  Embrace  our  faith,  and  share  with  us  our 
fortunes. 

Pho,  Then  I  am  lost  again ! 

CaL  What !  when  we  offer 
Not  freedom  only,  but  to  raise  thee  high 
To  {greatness,  conquest,  glory,  heavcaly  bliss ! 

Pho,  To  sink  me  down  to  infamy,  perdition, 
Hera  and  hereaite !  Iifake  my  name  •  curse 
To  present  times,  to  every  future  age 
A  proverb  and  a  acorn  i>*-4ake  back  thy  aaercy, 
And  know  I  now  disdain  it. 

CaL  As  thoa  wilt. 
The  timW^a  loo  praciout  to  be  watted  iooger 


In  words  with  thee.    Hum  know'st  thy  dooifr^ 

farewell 
Abu.  [To  CaL  Aside.]  Hear  me,  Caiad !  grant 

him  some  short  space; 
Perhaps  he  will  at  length  accept  thy  bounty. 
Try  bun,  at  least 

CaL  Well-- be  it  so,  then.    Daran, 
Guard  well  thy  charge — Thpu  hast  an  hour  id 

live; 
If  thott  art  wise,  thou  may'st  prolong  that  tem; 
If  not — why — Fare  thee  well,  and  thuik  of  death. 

[Exeunt  CaL  and  Ma. 
Pho.  [Dor.  waiting  at  a  ^ii^aiioe.]  Farewel^ 

and  think  of  death!  Was  it  not  so^ 
Do  murderers  then  preach  momU^ 9  ■■ 
But  how  to  think  of  what  the  living  know  not. 

And  the  dead  cannot,  or  else  may  not  tell? 

What  art  thou,  O  thou  great  myateriotts  tenor  f 
The  way  to  thee  we  know  !  ^t»Mm^  famine. 
Sword,  fire,  and  all  thy  ever-open  gates. 
That  day  aod  night  stand  reaify  to  receive  us. 
But  what's  faeyimd  them  ^ Who  will  draw  that 

vey? 
Yet  death's  not  there — ^No ;  it  is  a  point  of  time, 
Tlie  verge  'twixt  mortal  mid  immortal  beingik 
It  mocks  oar  thoughts!  On  this  side  all  is  life ; 
And  when  we  have  reached  it,  in  that  very  iastaat 
Tis  past  the  thinking  of!  Oh!  if  it  be 
The  pangs,  the  throes,  the  agoniiing  atroag|ca 
When  soul  and  body  part,  sure  I  faaTe  fat  it^ 
And  there's  no  more  to  fear. 

Dor.  [Aside.]  Suppose  I  now 
Dispatch  him ! — ^Right-- What  need  to  itaj  for 

orders? 
I  wish  I  durst  !—Tet  what  I  dare  Fll  do. 
Your  jewels,  diristkm — You'll  not  need  Acsa 

stana 


Pho.  I  pray  thee,  slave, 
too  busy  * 
To  lose  a  thoa^  on  thee* 


oflP-JiyaooTs 


Enter  Abudar. 


Abu.  What's  this? ^forbear ! 

Who  me  thee  leave  to  use  this  violence  ^ 

[Tato  the  jewels  from  kirn,  and  iaya  them 
on  a  tabie. 
Dar.  [Aside.]   Denied  my  booty?  Corses 
his  head! 
Was  not  the  founder  of  our  law  a  robber  ^ 
Why  'twas  for  that  I  left  my  country's  fcoda^ 
Menaph  and  Uzza.    Better  still  be 
Than  starve  with  a  new  foith. 

Abu.  What,  dost  thou  mutter? 
DuFMi,  withdraw,  and  batter  leam  thy 

Phocyas,  perhaps  thoa  knowaet  aM 

Pho.  I  know 
Thy  name  Ahudah,  and  thy  office  hsre» 
The  second  in  comaumd.    What 
Indeed  I  caaaot  tall. 

Abu.  True,  for  thou  jet 
Knoweat  not  I  am  thy  uiead. 
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Pik  Is  it  fKMMblef-^^^ 
Tboo  speikest  me  fur. 
Jht.  WfaatdtMt  thou  think  of  Ufe? 
Fkk  I  think  not  of  it ;  death  was  in  my 
thooghta. 
(hi  hard  ooaditionfl,  life  were  bat  a  load, 
Aod  I  will  iay  it  down, 
il^ii.  An  ttiou  resolved  ? 
Fka,  I  am,  unless  dxra  brinsest  me  better 
tonas 
Than  diose  I  have  rejected. 

Ah^  Think  agfun. 
Ciled,  hymey  once  more  renews  that  ofler. 
Pki9k  Tboo  satyest  thou  art  my  friend  ?  Why 
dost  thou  try 
To  shake  die  settled  temper  of  my  breast  ? 
Mjr  soul  hath  jast  discharged^her  camberoos  train 
Or  hopes  and  fears^  prepared  to  take  her  voyage 
To  other  seats,  where  she  may  rest  in  peaces 
Aad  aoir  tboa  callest  ane  back,  to  beat  again 
The  painful  road  of  life— Tempt  me  no  more 
To  be  a  wretch,  for  I  despise  the  ofier. 
AbiL  The  general  knows  thee  brave,  and  'tb 
for  that 
He  seeks  alliaoce  with  thy  noble  virtues* 
PAa.  He  knows  me  brave !        Why  does  he 
then  thus  treat  me  ? 
Ko ;  he  believes  I  am  so  poor  of  sonl, 
That  barely  for  the  privilege  to  live, 
i  votJd  be  bought  bis  slave.    Bot  go  tell  him, 
The  little  space  of  life,  his  scorn  b^ueathed  me, 
Wift  lent  in  vain,  and  he  may  take  the  forfeit 
Ai^  Why  wilt  thou  wed  thyself  to  misery. 
When  our  faith  courts  thee  to  eternal  blessings  ? 
^^Iku  truth  Itself  is,  like  a  seraph,  come 
To  loose  thy  bands? — ^The  light  divine,  whose 

beams 
Pjemed  throi^  die  gloom  of  Hera's  sacred  cave, 
And  there  illuniin^  the  great  Mahomet, 
Arabia's  mominft  atar,  now  shines  on  thee. 
AiiXf  salute  with  joy  the  guest  from  Heaven, 
Follow  her  steps,  and  be  no  more  a  captive. 

Pho.  But  winther  must  I  follow?  answer  that 

If  she  a  guest  ifijm  heaven  ?  What  marks  divine. 

What  signs,  what  wonder^  vouch  her  boasted 

mission? 

Aku,  What  wonders— torn  thy  eye  to  Mecca ! 

mark 

Hoir  far  from  Caaba  first,  that  hallowed  temple. 

Her  glory  dawned!    then  look  how  swift  it's 


As  when  the  aunbearos,  shooting  through  a  cloud, 
I^e  o'er  the  meadows*  face  the  flying  shades ! 
Have  not  the  nations  bent  before  our  swords, 
l^e  ripened  com  before  the  reaper^s  steel  ? 
^^hv  is  all  this  ?  Why  does  success  still  wait 
I' prm  our  laws,  if  not  to  show  that  heaven 
ft-vt  lent  it  foithy  and  owns  it  still  by  conquest  ? 
PAoL  Uost  thou  ask  why  this  is?  O  why,  in- 
deed^ 
^'^bere  is  the  man  can  read  heaven's  secret  ooun- 
seb? 


Why  did  I  conquer  in  another  cause, 
Yet  now  am  here  ? 

Aln$.  1 11.  tell  thee — ^thy  good  angel 
Has  seised  thy  hand  unseen,  and  snatched  theg 

out 
Ft^om  swift  destruction ;   know,  ere  day  shall 

dawn, 
Damascus  will  in  blood  lament  it's  fall ! 
WeVe  heard  what  army  is  designed  to  march 
Too  late  to  save  her.    Now,  e'en  now,  our  force 
Is  just  preparing  for  a  fresh  assault 
Now  too  thou  mightrst  revenge  thy  wrongs — so 

Caled 
Chaig^  m^  to  say,  aad  more — ^that  he  invites 

thee; 
Thou  knowest  the  terms— ^~to  share  with  him 
the  conquest; 
PAo.  Conquest?— "-Revenge — ^Hold,  let  me 
think— -O  horror ! 

Revenge  ! O  what  revenge  ?  Bleed  on,  my 

wounds, 
For  thus  to  be  revenged,  were  it  not  worse 
Than  all  that  I  can  suffer  ?-^— But  Eudociar— 
Where  will  she  then— Shield   her,  ye  pitying 

powers, 
And  let  me  die  in  peace  ! 

Ahu,  Hear  me  once  more, 
^s  all  I  have  to  offer ;  mark  me  now ! 
Caled  has  ^wom  £udocia  shall  be  safe. 
PAo.  Ha!  safe— but  how!  a  wretched  cap* 

tive  too ! 
Abu,  He  swears  she  shall  be  free,  she  shall  be 
thine. 

PAo.  Then  I  am  lost  indeed O  criiel  boun^ 

ty! 
How  Can  I  be  at  once  both  curst  and  happy ! 
Abu,  The  time  draws  near,  and  I  must  quickly 
leave  thee ; 
But  first  reflect,  that  in  this  fatal  night 
Slaughter  and  rapine  raay  be  loosed  abroad, 
And  while  they  roam  with  unextinguished  rage, 
Should  she  thou  lovest-— well  ma/st  thou  start, 

—"-be  made. 
Perhaps  imknown,  some  barbarous  soldier's  prey ; 
Shoulo  she  then  fall  a  sacrifice  to  lust — 
Or  brutal  fury ! 

Fho,  O this  pulls  my  heart  strines !  [FaU». 

Earth  open save  me,  save  me  from  thaC 

thought ! 
There's  ruin  in  it,  'twill,  it  will  undo  me  ! 
Abu,  Nay,  do  not  plunge  thyself  in  black  dc 
spair; 
Look  up,  poor  wretch^  thou  art  not  shipwrecked 

yet ; 
Behold  an  anchor;  am  not  I  thy  friend  ? 
Yet  hear  roe,  and  be  blest 
Fho,  [Rising,]  Ha !  Who,  wfaat  art  tbou  ? 

[Kapoing, 

My  friend?    thafs  well 9  but  hold are  idl 

friends  honest  ? 
What's  Co  be  done  ?  Hush,  hack !  what  noise  i» 
that? 

ac 
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Abu.  There  k  no  vbice ;  it  is  jet  the  dead  of 
night ; 
The  guards,  without,  keep  silent  watch  around  us.. 
Fm.  Again — ^it  calls — ^'tas  she — O  lead  me  to 

her 

Ainu  Thy  passion  mocks  thee  tvith  imagined 

sounds. 
Pko.  Sure  it  was  £udocia*fe  voice  cried  out, 
'Forbear!' 
What  shall  I  do  ?-Oh  Heaven  ! 
Aim.  Heaven  shows  thee  what 
Nay,  now  it  is  too  late ;  see,  Caled  comes 
With  anger  on  his  brow.    Quickly  withdraw 
To  the  next  tent,  and  there  ■  ■ 

Pho.  [Riting.]  What  do  1  see  ? 
Damascus !  conquest !  ruin !  rapes  and  murder ! 
Villains !  Is  there  no  more — O  save  her,  save 
her  !  [Exeunt  Pko.  and  Abu. 

Enter  Caled  and  Daban. 

Dar.   Behold,  on  thy  approach,  they  shift 

their  ground; 
CuL  Tis  as  thou  sayest^  he  trifles  with  my 

mercy. 
Dar.  Speak,  shall  I  fetch  his  head  ? 
Cat.  No,  stay  you  here, 
I  cannot  spare  thee  yet    Raphan,  go  thou. 

[To  an  Officer. 
But  hold — Vve  thought  again — he  shall  not  die. 
Go,  tell  him  he  shall  live,  'till  he  has  seen 
Damascus  sink  in  flames,  'till  he  behold 
That  slave,  that  woman^idol  he  adores, 
Or  given  a  prize  to  some  brave  Mussulman, 
Or  slain  before  his  face ;  then  if  he  sue 

For  death  as  for  a  boon perhaps  well  grant 

it  ffixi^  Raphan. 

Dar.  The  captains  wait  thy  oroers. 
CaL  Are  the  troops 
Ready  to  march  ? 
Dar.  They  arei 

[The  Captains  pan  b^  at  they  are  named. 
CaL  Where's  Abu-Taleb? 
Alcorash  ? — O  your  valiant  tribes,  I  thank  them, 
Fled  from  their  standard !   Will  they  now  re- 
deem it  ? 
Omar  and  Scrjabil  ?  it  is  well,  I  see  them^ 
You  know  your  duty.    YoU|  Abdorraman, 
Must  charge  with  Uaphan.    Mourn,  thou  haugh- 
ty city ! 
The  bow  is  bent,  nor  canst  thoU  'scape  thy  doom. 
Who   turns  his  back  henceforth,  our  prophet 
curse  him ! 
Dar.  But  who  commands  the  trusty  bands  of 
Mecca? 
Thou  knowest  their  leader  fell  in  the  last  fight 
CaL  lis  true;  thou,  Daran,  well  deservest 
that  charge ; 
I've  marked  what  a  keen  hatred,  like  my  own, 
D^vells   in  thy  breast  agpunst  these    christian 
dogs. 
Dar.  Thou  dost  me  right. 
CaL  And  therefore  I'll  reward  it. 


Be  that  command  now  thine.    And  here — thu 

sabre. 
Blessed  in  the  field  by  Mahomet  himself. 
At  Chaibar*s  prosperous  fight,  shall  aid  thy  arm, 
Dar.  Thanks,  my  good  chief;   with  this  111 
betted  thank  thee.     [Taking  ike  teimitar. 
Col.  Myself  will  lead  the  troops  of  the  black 
standard, 
And  at  the  ea&tekn  gate  begin  the  storm. 
Dar.  But  why  do  we  not  move?  'twill  soon  be 
day; 
Methinks  I  am  cold,  and  would  grow  warm  with 
action. 
Cal.  Then  haste  and  call  Abudah — O  tboa  art 
welcome. 

Enter  Abvdab. 

Thy  chargie  awaits  thee.    Where's  the  stobboro 
captive? 

Abu.  Indeed  he's  brave.    I  left  him  for  a  mo- 
ment 
In  the  next  tent    He's  scarcely  yet  himself. 

CaL  But  lie  is  ours  ? 

Abu.  The  threats  of  death  are  nothing ; 
Though  thy  last  message  shook  his  soul,  as  winds 
On  the  h\^k  hills  bend  down  some  lofty  pine ; 
Yet  still  he  holds  his  root,  'till  I  fomid  nican». 
Abating  somewhat  of  thy  firht  demand. 
If  not  to  make  him  wholly  ours,  at  least 
To  gain  sufficient  to  our  end. 

CaL  Say  how  ? 

Abu.  Oft  he  inclined,  oft  started  back;  at 
'last. 
When  just  consenting,  for  a  while  he  paused. 
Stood  fixed  in  thought,  and  lift  his  eye&  to  Hea- 
ven; 
Then,  as  widi  fresh  recovered  force,  cric^d  out 
*  Renounce  my  faith  I  Never' — i  answered,  Ncv 
That  now  he  should  not  do  it 

CaL  How ! 

Abu.  Yet  hear  ! 
For  since  I  saw  him  now  so  lost  in  paaskMi, 
That  must  be  left  to  his  more  temperate  tbnochcs. 
Mcsantimc  I  urged,  conjured,  at  last  coaatruocd 

him, 
By  all  he  held  most  dear,  nay,  by  the  Toice 
Of  Providence,  that  called  hnn  now  to  save. 
With  her  he  loved,  perhaps  the  lives  of  tbousands 
No  longer  to  resiitt  hb  better  fate. 
But  join  his  arms  in  present  action  with  os. 
And  swear  he  would  be  faithful. 

CaL  What,  no  more  ? 
Than  he*s  a  christian  still ! 

Abu.  Have  patience  yet : 
For  if  by  him  we  can  surprize  the  city 

CaL  dayst  thou  ? 

Abu.  Hear  what's  agreed ;  but  on  the  terms 
That  every  unresisting  life  be  spared. 
T  shall  command  some  chosen  faithful  hand's, 
Phocyas  will  guide  us  to  the  gate,  from  wbcncr 
He  late  escai^ed,  nor  do  we  doubt  but  there 
With  ease  to  gain  admittance. 
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CaL  This  is  fiomethiog. 
And  jrec  I  do  not  like  this  haIf-4illy-~ 
Is  be  notsdh  a  christifin  ?-^— But  no  matter-r- 
Mean  time  I  will  attack  the  eastern  gate ; 
yfho  first  sacoceds  gives  entrance  to  the  rest. 
Henr,  all !—— Prepare  ye  now  for  boldest  deeds, 
And  know,  the  prophet  will  reward  your  valour. 
Hiiiik  diat  we  all  to  certain  triumph  move ; 
Who  falls  in  fight  y«t  meets  the  prize  above. 


There,  in  the  gardens  of  eternal  spring, 
While  birds  of  paradise  around  you  sin^, 
Each,  with  his  blooming  beauty  by  his  side, 
Shall  drink  rich  wines  that  in  full  rivers  glide, 
Breathe  fragrant  gales  o'er  fields  of  spice  that 

blow, 
And  gather  fruits  immortal  as  they  grow ; 
Ecstatic  bliss  shall  your  whole  powers  employ, 
I  And  every  sense  be  lost  in  every  joy.     [  Exiunt. 


ACT    IV. 


SCBJTE  L — A  great  tquare  in  the  city  before 
the  g<rDemor*t  palace,' 

Enter  AnVDABp  Saracen  capttunSy  and  soldier t ; 
v'Uh  EaMESESy  IJehbis,  tind  other  Christians, 
unarmed, 

Eain.  It  must  be  so— -^farewell,  devoted  walls ! 
To  be  surprised  thus !        Hell,  and  all  ye  fiends, 
liow  did  re  watch  this  minute  for  destruction  ! 
Herb.  We've  been  betrayed  by  riot  and  de- 
bauch; 
Curse  on  the  tnutor  guard! 
Eum.  The  guard  above, 
Did  that  deep  too? 

Abu.  Christians,  complain  no  more ; 
What  you  have  asked  is  granted.    Are  ye  men. 
And  dare  ye  question  thus,  with  bold  impatience, 
Kteroal  justice !         Know,  the  doom  from  Hea- 
ven 
FilU  on  your  towers,  resistless  as  the  bolt 
Thad.  fires  the  cedars  on  your  mountain  tups. 
Be  iDcek,  and  learn  with  humble  awe  to  bear 
Klie  midgiated  ruin.    Worse  had  followed, 
lUd  ye  opposed  our  numbers.  Now  youVe  safe; 
(Quarter  and  Itbiertv  arc  given  to  all ; 
And  httle  do  yc  Chink  hqw  much  ye  owe 
To  one  brave  enemy,  whom  yet  ye  know  not. 


Enter  Artamon 
Art.  AlTs  lost ! ^Ha  !- 


hattify, 

— Who  are  these  ? 

^ AJfa  lost,  indeed. 

Vicld  up  thy  sword,  if  thou  wonldst  share  our 

safet^^. 
TboQ  coDi'st  too  late  to  bring  us  news. 

Ah.  Ob !— no. 

The  news  I  brin^  is  from  the  eastern  guard. 

(aled  has  forced  the  gate,  and but  he's  here. 

[A  cry  wiikamt.']  Fly,  fly ;  they  follow.^ — k — 

Quarter,  raercy,  quarter ! 
[Several  perwanSf  as  pursued,  r^n  cever  the  stage, 
Caled.  IWithoui,]  No  quarter!   Kill,  I  yay. 
Are  they  not  Christians  ? 
More  blood  !  our  prophet  asks  it. 

He  enters  with  Darav,  l^c 

^^lat,  Almdah ! 

^\  eU  met ! but  whevefore  are  the  looks  pf 


peace? 
'^  i» t  bleeps  thy  sword  ? 


Abu,  Caled,  our  task  is  over. 
Behold  the  chiefs;  they  have  resigned  the  palace. 
Cal,  And  sworn  to  obey  our  law  ? 
Abu,  No. 
Col,  Then  fall  on. 

Abu.  Hold  yet,  and  hear  roe — ^Heaven,  by  me, 
has  spared 
The  sword  its  cruel  ta^k.    On  easy  terms 
WeVe  gained  a  bloodless  conquest. 

CaL  I  renounce  it. 
Curse  on  those  terms !  The  city's  mine  by  storm. 

Fall  on,  I  say 

Abu,  Nay  then,  I  swear  ye  ^hall  not. 

CaL  Hat Who  am  I? 

Abu,  The  general — and  I  know 
What  reverence  is  your  due. 

[Caled  gives  signs  to  his  men  to  fall  on. 
Nay,  he  who  stirs. 
First  makes  his  way  through  me.    My  honour^s 

pledged ; 
Rob  me  of  that  who  dares.  [They  stop?^  I  know 

thee,  Caled, 
Chief  in  command ;  bold,  valiant,  wise,  and  faith- 

fiil; 
But  yet,  remember,  I'm  a  Mussulman ; 
Nay,  more,  thou  know'st^  companion  of  the  pro- 

And  what  we  vow  is  sacred. 

CaL  Thou  art  a  Christian, 
I  swear  thou  art,  and  hast  betrayed  the  faitL 
Curse  on  thy  new  allies  ! 

Abu.  No  more — ^this  strife 
But  ill  beseems  the  servants  of  the  caliph. 
And  casts  reproach-— -Christians,  withdraw  a 
while ; 

I  pledge  my  life  to  answer  the  conditions 

[Ejretinf  Eumenet,  Herbisy  SfC, 
Why,  Caled,  do  ve  thus  expose  ourselves 
A  scorn  to  nations  that  despiM;  our  law  ? 
Thou  call'st  me  Christian — Wlrnt !   Is  it  because 
I  prize  my  plighted  faith,  that  IHn  a  Christian  ? 
Come,  'tis  not  well,  and  if 

Col.  What  terms  are  yielded  ? 

Abu,  Leave  to  depart,  to  all  that  will;  an  oath 
First  given,  no  more  to  aid  the  war  against  us; 
An  unmolested  march ;  each  citiren 
To  take  his  goods,  not  more  than  a  mule's  bnr* 

den; 
The  cluefs  six  mul98>  and  ten  the  governor ; 
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Beside  some  few  di^t  amis  for  tbeir  defence 
^^gainst  the  mountain  robbers. 

CaL  Now,  by  Mahomet, 
Thou  hast  equipped  an  army ! 

AInt.  Canst  thou  doubt 
The  greatest  part  by  far  will  qhuse  to  stay, 
Ileceive  our  law,  or  oay  the  accustomed  tribute? 
What  fear  we  then  m>m  a  few  wretched  bands 

Of  sqattered  fugitives  ? ^Besides,  thou  know'st 

What  towns  of  strength  remain  yet  unsubdued. 
Let  us  appear  this  once  like  generous  victors^ 
So  future  conquests  shall  repay  this  bounty, 
And  willin*:  provinces  even  court  subjection. 

CaL  Weil — be  it  on  thy  head,  if  worse  befall ! 

This  once  I  yield but  see  it  thus  proclaimed 

Through  ail  Damascus,  that  who  will  depart 
Must  leave  the  place  this  instant'  Pass, 

move  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL— The  outude  ofm  nunnery. 

Enter  Eudocia. 

Eud.  Darkness  is  fled ;  and  yet  the  moniing 

light 
Gives  me  more  fears  than  did  night's  deadly 

gloom. 
Within,  without,  all,  all  are  foes-        Oh,  Phocvas, 
Thou  art  perhaps  at  rest !  would  I  were  too ! 

[After  a  pome. 
This  place  has  holy  charms ;  rapine  and  murder 
i>are  not  approach  it,  but  are  awed  to  distance. 
We  heard  that  even  these  infidels  have  spared 

Walls  sacred  to  devotion EWorld,  farewell ! 

Here  will  I  hide  me,  till  the  friendly  grave 
ppens  jts  arms  and  shelters  me  for  ever !  [flxit. 

Enter  Phoctas. 

Pho.  Did  not  I  hear  the  murmurs  of  a  voice, 

This  way? a  woman^s  too?— and  seemed 

complaining  ? 
Hark !— No~0  torture !   Whither  shaU  I  Cora 

me? 
IVe  searched  thf  palace  rooms  in  vain;  and  now, 
I  know  not  why,  some  instinct  brought  me  hither; 
^l*vas  here  Inst  night  we  met.    Dear,  dear  Eu- 
docia! 
Might  I  once  more  [Qoing  out  he  vieett  Aer. 

Eud,  Who  calls  the  Jost  Eudocia  ? 
Sure  'tis  a  friendly  voice. 

Fko,  Tis  she O  rapture ! 

Eud.  Wt  possible— my  Pbocyaf ! 

PAo,  My  Eudocia  I 
Do  I  yet  call  thee  mine? 

Eud.  Do  I  y^t  see  thee  ? 
Yet  hear  thee  speak  ? — O  how  bast  thqu  escaped 
From  barbarous  swordsi  and  men  that  know  not 
mercy  ? 

Pho,  Tve  borne  a  thousaBd  deaths  since  our 
last  parting. 
But  vvherefore  do  I  talk  of  death  ? — for  now, 
Methinks,  I'm  raised  to  life  immortal. 
And  feel  Tm  bleat  beyond  the  power  of  change. 


Eud,  O,  yet  beware— lest  lUDacvaitiiiilaKma 
A^n  should  part  us. 

Pho.  [Aside.'l  Heaven  avert  die  oi|Mn ! 
None  can,  my  fair,  none  shall. 

End.  Alas  !  thy  transports 
Make  thee  forget ;  b  not  the  city  taken? 

Pho.  It  is. 

Eud.  And  aae  we  not  beaet  with  foes? 

Pho.  There  are  no  fbea— or  none  to  thee    ,  ■ 
No  danger. 

Eud.  No  foes  ? 

Pho.  I  know  not  bow  to  tell  thee  yet^— 
But  think,  Eudocia,  that  my  matchless  love, 
And  wondrous  causes  pre-ordained  oonsptrin^ 
For  thee  have  triumphed  o'er  the  fiercest  foea^ 
And  turned  them  fnends. 

Eud.  Amazement!  Friends!— 
O  all  ye  guardian  powers !— Say  on — O  lead  qm^ 
Lead  me  through  this  dark  maxe  of  Providence, 
Which  thou  hast  trod,  that  I  may  trace  tlij  steps, 
With  silent  awe^  and  worship  as  I  pass. 

Pho.  Enquire  no  more— ttMm  sfaalt  know  all 
hereafter     ■ 
Let  me  conduct  thee  hence—- 

Eud.  O,  whither  next  ? 
To  what  far  distant  home  ?-»— But  'tis  encMigfa, 
That,  favoured  thus  of  Heaven,  thoa  art  my 

guide. 
And  as  we  journey  on  the  painful  way. 
Say,  wilt  thou  then  beguile  the  peasii^;  hovrs^ 
And  open  all  the  wonders  of  the  story  ? 

Pho.  Indulge  no  more  thy  melancholy  tlioa^ts ! 
Damascus  is  thy  home. 

Eu(L  And  yet  thou  sayest 
It  is  no  longer  ours !«— Where  is  my  fadier  ? 

Pho.  To  show  thee,  too^  how  Fate 
ryway 
To  guard  thy  safety,  e^en  thy  father 
Wert  thou  within  his  power,  would  atand  de- 
feated 
Of  his  tyrannic  vow.    Thou  know'st  last  iiig;ht 
What  hope  of  aid  flattered  diis  foolish  city. 
At  break  of  day,  the  Aralnan  sonata  had  aeiaed 
A  second  courier,  and,  from  hiniy  ^s  leaiueid 
That  on  their  march  the  army  mutiniefi,  ^ 
And  Eutyches  was  slain. 

£111^.  And  yet,  thai  now 
Is  of  the  least  importance  to  my  peace. 
But  answer  me ;  say,  where  is  now  my  fadier  ? 

Pho.  Or  gone,  or  just  preparing  to  dcpuMt. 

Eud,  Wbit !    Is  our  doom  reversed  ?     Aad  i? 
he  then 
The  wrpicfaed  fugitive? 

Pho.  Thou  heavenly  maid ! 
To  free  thee,  then,  from  every  ansioas  thought. 
Know,  I've  once  more,  wronged  as  1  ttm,  c%*u 

saved 
Thy  father's  threatened  life;   nay,    sttved  Da- 
mascus 


blood  and  slan^ter,  and  from  total  nnn. 

Terms  are  obtained,  and  g^cneral  freedom  granted 
To  all  that  will,  to  leave  m  peace  the  city. 
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EttiVt  pcwFiiMe    notr  tnisl  me  I  oould 
dndethee: 
Tu  ffloch  unkind  to  hold  me  tfaus  in  ifoobt : 
I  pny  tbee  clear  tbeae  wondert. 

Pko.  l^wiU  surprifle  thee, 
When  thou  ahak  know-— —»• 
JBMtWhtt? 

Pko.  To  what  deadly  golphs 
Of  honor  eod  despair,  what  cruel  straits 
Of  igonisiiig  tbooght  I  have  been  driven. 
Thu  nji^t,  ere  my  per|ilexed»  bewildered  aooly 
Could  find   its   way-Hhoa    saidst   that   thou 

wottldst  dude ; 
I  few  dwu  wilt;  indeed,  I  have  done  that 

I  ooold  have  wished  to  avoid but  for  a  cause 

So  bf elj,  so  beloved 

Eud.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 
ni  not  indulge  a  thought,  that  thou  oonUst  do 
One  act  aawofthy  of  thyself,  thy  honour. 
And  thil  firm  seal  against  these  foes  of  heaven, 
Which  won  my  heart,  at  first,  to  share  in  all 
Thy  ^■'^S"''  "^  ^7  fame,  and  wish  thee  mine. 
Thoa  cooldst  not  save  thy  life  by  means  inglo- 
rious. 
Pio.  Alas !  thou  know'st  me  not — Tm  man, 
frail  man. 
To  error  bom ;  and  who^  that's  man,  is  perfect  ? 
To  Ave  my  life  ?  O  no,  well  was  it  risked 
For  thee  I  had  it  been  lost,  it  were  not  too  much, 
And  thou  wert  safe ; — O,  what  wooldstthou  have 

smd. 
If!  had  risked  my  soul  to  save  Eudoda? 
£Md.  Hm !  speak — Oh,  no,  be  dumb— it  can- 

And  yet  thy  looks  are  changed,  thy  iips  grow 

pale. 
Why  dost  thou  shake ?— -^Ahu!  I  tremble  too ! 
Thou  coukbt  not,  hast  not,  sworn  to  Mahomet? 

Pko,  No— I  ahould  first  have  died««^nay,  given 
up  thee. 

Emd,  O  Pfaocyas!  was  it  well  to  try  me  thus ! 
And  yet  another  deadly  fear  succeeds.— ^— 
How  came  these  wretimes  hither  ?  Who  revived 
Their  fiunting  arms  to  unexpected  triumph  ? 
For  while  thoa  fought'st,  and  foughtfst  the 


These  battered  walls  were  rocks  impregnable 
Their  towers  of  adamant.    But,  oh  i  I  fear 
fiooie  act  of  thine 

Pko.  Oh,  I  most  tell  thee  all; 
ftit  prithae  do  not  frown  on  me,  Eudoda  I   • 
I  /bond  the  wnfceiVil  foe,  in  midnight  council, 
llMolved,  ere  day,  to  make  a  fresh  attack, 
Ki^o  for  revenge,  and  hungry  after  slaughter — 
CooJd  mymclBeii  soul  bear  ttwt,  and  think  of  thee ! 
Nsy,  think  of  tbne  eiposed,  a  helpless  nrey, 
To  some  fierce  ruffian  s  violating  arms ! 
O,  had  the  world  been  mine,  in  that  extreme 
I  dioold  bavn  ^vien  whole  provinces  away, 
N'sv,  ail— -«od  thought  it  little  for  thy  ransom ! 

£adL  For  this,  then— Ob— thou  hast  betrayed 
titeciljr! 


Distrustful  of  the  righteous  powers  above, 
That  still  protect  the  chaste  and  innocent : 
And  to  avert  a  feigned,  uncertain  danger. 
Thou  hast  brought  certain  ruin  on  thy  country ! 

Pha,  No^  thou  foi^tst  the  friendly  terms— 
the  sword. 
Which  threatened  to  have  filled  the  streets  witl| 

blood, 
I  sheathed  in  peace ;  thy  father,  thou,  and  all 
The  citiieus,  are  safe,  uncaptived,  free. 

JIadL  Safe !  free !  O  no-— *-life,  freedom,  eve* 
rygood, 
Turns  to  a  curse,  if  sought  by  wicked  means. 
Yet  sure  it  cannot  be  !    Are  these  the  terms 
On  which  we  meet  ? — No ;  we  can  never  meet 
On  terms  like  these ;  the  hand  of  death  itself 
Could  not  have  torn  us  from  each  other's  arms 
Like  this  dire  act,  this  more  than  fatal  blow ! 
In  death,  the  soul  and  body  only  part. 
To  meet  again,  and  be  divorced  no  more ; 
But  now 

PAo.  Ha !  lightning  blast  me  !  strike  me^ 
Ye  vengeful  bolts,  if  this  is  mv  reward ! 
Are  th^  my  hoped  for  joys !    Is  this  the  wel- 
come 
The  wretched  Phocyas  meets,  from  her  he  loved 
More  than  life,  fame~-even  to  his  soul*s  distrac- 
tion! 

EutL  Hast  thou  not  helped  the  slaves  of  Ma- 
homet 
To  spread  their  impious  conquest  o*er  thy  coud« 

try! 
What  welcome  was  there  in  Eudocia's  power 
She  has  withheld  from  Phocyas  ?    But,  alas ! 
Tis  thou  hast  blasted  all  our  joys  for  ever. 
And  cut  down  hope,  like  a  poor  short-lived  fioweCf 
Never  to  grow  a^n ! 

Pko.  Cruel  Eudoda ! 
If,  in  my  heart's  deep  anguish,  I've  been  forced 
Awhile  from  what  I  was---dost  thou  reject  me  f 
Think  of  the  cause— 

Eud.  The  cause  ?    There  is  no  cause 
Not  univerBal  nature  could  afford  f 

A  cause  for  this.    What  were  dominion,  pom|^ 
The  wealth  of  narions,  nay,  of  all  the  world. 
The  world  itself,  or  what  a  thousand  worlds. 
If  weighed  with  faith  unspotted,  heavenly  truth. 
Thoughts  free  from  guilt,  the  empire  of  the  nnn<^ 
And  all  the  triumphs  of  a  godlike  breast, 
Finn  and  unmoved  in  the  great  cause  of  virtue  ? 

Pko,  How  shall  I  answer  thee?— -My  soul  is 
aweo. 
And,  tremblings  owns  the  eternal  force  of  reason. 
But,  oh !  can  nothing  then  atone,  or  plead 
For  pity  from  thee  ? 

Eud.  Can'st  thou  yet  undo 
The  deed  that's  dune;  recal  the  time  that's  past? 
O,  call  back  yesterday;  call  back  last  night. 
Though  with  its  fears,  its  dangers,  its  distress : 
Bid  the  fair  hours  of  innocence  return. 
When,  in  the  lowest  ebb  of  changeful  fortune 
Thou  wert  more  glorious  in  £u(i|ocia's  eyes. 
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Than  all  die  pride  of  raonarchs !  But  that  deed — 
Fho,  No  more thou  waken*st  in  my  tortur- 
ed heart 
The  cruel,  conscious  worm,  that  stings  to  mad- 
ness. 

Oh,  I'm  undone  ! 1  know  it,  and  can  bear 

To  he  undone  for  thee,  bnt  not  to  lose  theo. 

JSttrf.  Poor  wretch  ! — ^I  pity  thee  ! but  art 

thou  Phocyas,  « 

The  man  I  loved  \-^l  could  have  diod  with  thee 
£re  thou  didst  this ;  dien  we  had  gone  together, 
A  ^orioas  pair,  and  soared  above  tlie  stars, 
Bright  as  the  stars  themselves;  and  as  we  parsed 
The  heavenly  roads,  and  milky  ways  of  lignt, 
Had  heard  the  blest  inhabitants,  witK  wonder, 
Applaud  our  spotless  love.    But  never,  never 
Will  I  be  made  the  curst  reward  of  treason, 
To  seal  thy  doom,  to  bind  a  hellish  league, 
And  to  ensure  thy  everlasting  woe. 
Fho,  What  league? — 'tis  ended — ^I  renounce 

it — thus [Kneelt, 

I  bend  to  heaven  and  thee        O  thou  divine. 
Thou  matchless  image  of  all  perfect  goodness ! 
Do  thou  but  pity  yet  the  wretched  Phocyas, 


Heaven  will  relent,  and  all  may  yet  be  welL 
Eud.  No— we  must  part.    Twill  ask  whole 
years  of  sorrow 
To  purge  away  this  guilt    Then  do  not  think 
Thy  loss  in  me  is  worth  one  dropping  tear : 
But  if  thou  wouldst  be  reoondled  to  Heaven, 
First  sacrifice  to  Heaven  that  fatal  passion 
Which  caused  thy  foil — Farewell :  foi^et  the  lost 
— But  how  shall  I  ask  that  ? — ^I  would  have  saii^ 
For  my  souFs  peace,  forget  the  lost  Euducia. 
Can'st  thou  forget  her .' — Oh  !  the  killing  torture 
To  think  it  was  love,  excess  of  love,  divorced  us! 

Farewell  for stiU  T  cannot  speak  that  word. 

These  tears  speak  for  me~0  farewell—- 

[Erit. 
Pho,  [Raving]  For  ever  ! 
Return,  return  and  speak  it ;  say,  for  ever ! 
She's  gone — and  now  she  joins  the  fugitives. 
And  yet  she  did  not  quite  pronounce  ray  doooH- 
O  hear,  all  gracious  Heaven  !  wilt  thou  at  onoe 
For^ve,  and  O  inspire  me  to  some  act 
This  day,  that  may  in  part  redeem  what's  past ! 
Prosper  this  day,  or  let  it  be  my  last !        [£ri(. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. — An  open  Place  in  the  City, 

Enter  Caled  and  Daran  meeting. 

CaL  Soldier,  what  news?  thou  look'st  as  thou 
wert  angry. 

Dar,  And  durst  I  say  it,  so,  my  chief,  I  am. 

I've  spoke ^if  it  oifeuds,  my  heiul  is  thine ; 

Take  it,  and  I  am  silent. 

CaL  No ;  say  on. 
I  know  thee  honest,  and  perhaps  I  guess 
What  knits  thy  brows  in  frowns 

Dar.  Is  this,  my  leader, 

A  conquered  city  t View  yon  vale  of  palms : 

Behohl  the  vanquished  Christian  triumph  still, 
Rich  in  his  flight,  and  mock  thy  barren  war ! ' 

CaL  The  vale  of  palms ! 

Dar.  Beyond  those  hills,  the  place 
Where  they  agreed  this  day  to  meet  and  halt, 
To  gather  all  their  forces ;  there  disguised. 
Just  now  IVe  viewed  their  camj^^O,  I  could 

curse 
My  eyes  for  what  they've  seen. 

Cai.  What  hast  thou  seen  ? 

Dar.  Why,  all  Damascus— all  its  soul,  its  life. 
Its  heart  blood,  all  its  treasure,  piles  of  plate. 
Crosses  enriched  with  gems,  arras  and  silksy 
And  vests  of  gold,  unfolded  to  the  sun. 
That  rival  all  his  lustre. 

CuL  How ! 

Dar.  1'is  true. 
The  bees  are  wisely  bearing  off  their  honey. 
And  soon  the  empty  hive  will  be  our  own. 

CaL  So  forward  too!  Curse  on  this  foolish 
treaty! 


Dar.  Forward— -^it  looks  as  they  had 
forewarned. 
By  Mahomet,  the  land  wears  not  the  face 
Of  war,  but  trade  !  and  thou  wouldst  sweu*  itv 

merchants 
Were  sending  forth  their  loaded  caravans 
To  all  the  neighbourine  countries. 

CaL  [AiideA  Ha !  Uib  starts 
A  lucky  thought  of  Mahomet's  first  exploit^ 
When  he  pursued  the  caravan  of  Corash, 
And  from  a  thousand  misbelieving  slaves 
Wrested  their  ill-heaped  goods,  transferred  to 

thrive 
In  holier  hands,  and  propagate  the  fiuth.- 
'lis  said,  [To  Ihr.]  the  emperor  had  a  v 

here 
Of  costly  silks. 

Dar.  That  too  they  have  removecL 
QaL  Dogs!  infidefs!  'tis  more  than 

lowed. 
Dar,  And  shall  we  not  pucsue 
hers!  thieves! 
That  steal  away  themselves,  and  all  they^re 
And  wrong  the  valiant  soldier  of  his  due  ! 
CaL  [Aside.]  The  caliph  shall  know 
shall,  Aoudah ; 
This  is  thy  coward  bargain*— I  renoooce  it. 
Daran,  we*ll  stop  their  iparcfa,  and  searcfeu 
Dar.  And  stnp-r 
CaL  And  kill. 

Dar.  That's  well.    And  yet  I  fear 
Abudah's  Christian  friend 

CaL  If  possible, 
He  should  not  know  of  this,    Noy-oor  Abudak. 
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By  the  seven  heavens !  his  soul's  a  Christian  too, 
And  'tis  by  kindred  insdnct  he  thus  saves 
Their  cursed  lives,  and  taints  our  cause  with 
mercy. 
Dor.  I  knew  my  general  would  not  suffer  this ; 
Therefore  IVe  troops  prepared  without  the  gate, 
Just  mounted  for  pursuit.    Our  Arab  horse 
Will  in  few  minutes  reach  the  place;  yet  still 
I  roust  repeat  my  doubts — that  devil  Phocyas 
Will  know  it  soon — I  met  him  near  the  gate ; 
My  nature  sickens  at  him,  and  forebodes 
I  know  not  what  of  ill. 
Col,  No  more,  away 
With  thy  cold  fear^^we'll  march  this  very  in- 
stant, 
And  quickly  make  his  thriftless  conquest  good  t 
The  sword  too  has  been  wronged,  and  thifsts  for 
blood.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  EL— J  valley  full  of  tenti  ;  baggage 
mnd  hamest  lying  up  and  down  amangsi  tkein. 
The  proepect  terminating  with  palm  tree$  and 
killi  at  a  distance. 

Enter  EuMENES,  with  Officen,  Attendants,  and 
crowds  of  the  people  of  Da/nascus. 

Bum.   [Enteririg]  Sleep  on — and  angels  be 
thy  guard  ! — soft  slumber 
Has  gently  stole  her  from  her  griefs  awhile; 
Let  none  approach  the  tent — ^Are  out*guards 

placed 
On  yonder  hills?  [7b  an  Officer. 

OffL  They  are. 

EuuL  [Striking  his  breast.'j  Damascus,  O — 
Still  art  thou  here  !-^Let  me  mtreat  you,  friends, 
To  keep  strict  order :  I  have  no  command, 
And  can  but  now  advise  you. 

1st,  Cit.  You  are  still 
Our  head  and  leader. 

Set  Cit,  We  resolve  to  obey  you. 

3<^  Cit,  We  are  all  prepared  to  follow  you. 

Eum.  I  thank  you. 
The  sun  will  soon  go  down  upon  our  sorrows. 
And  'dll  to-morrow's  dawn  this  is  our  home  : 
Meanwhile,  each  as  he  can,  forget  his  los9» 
And  bear  the  present  lot — 

Offi,  Sir,  I  have  marked 
The  camp's  extent :  it  is  stretched  quite  through 

the  valley. 
I  think  that  more  than  half  the  city's  here. 

Eum.  The  prospect  gives  mc  much  relief.   I'm 
pleasea. 
My  honest  countrymen,  to  obser\'e  your  num- 
bers; 
And  yet  it  fills  my  eyes  with  tears — ^Tis  said 
Ttie  mighty  Persian  wept,  when  he  surveyed 
His  numerous  anny,  but  to  think  them  mortal ; 
Yet  he  then  flourished  in  prosperity. 
.  Alas !  what s  that  ? — Prosperity  ! — a  harlot. 
That  smiles  but  to  betray !  O  shining  ruin ! 
Thou  nurse  of  passions,  and  thou  bane  of  virtue ! 
O  &elf-ckestroying  mouster !  that  art  blind, 


Yet  putst  out  reason's  eye,  that  still  should  guide 

thee — 
Then  plungeth  down  some  precipice  unseen. 
And  art  no  more ! — Hear  me,  all-gracious  Heaven! 
Let  me  wear  out  my  small  remains  of  life, 
Obscure,  content  with  humble  poverty. 
Or  in  affliction's  hard  but  wholesome  school. 
If  it  must  be — I'll  learn  to  know  myself. 
And  that's  more  worth  than  empire.     But,  O 

Heaven, 
Curse  me  no  more  with  proud  prosperity  ! 
It  has  undone  me ! — Herbis !  where,  my  friend. 
Hast  thou  been  this  long  hour  ? 

* 

Enter  Herbis. 

Herb,  On  yonder  summit. 
To  take  a  farewell  prospect  of  Damascus. 
Eum,  And  is  it  worth  a  look  ? 
Herb,  No— I've  forgot  it. 
All  our  possessions  are  a  grasp  of  air : 
We're  cheated  whilst  we  think  we  hold  them 

fast: 
And  when  they're  gone,  we  know  that  they  were 

nothing. — 
But  I've  a  deeper  wound. 

Eum,  Poor,  good  old  man  ! 
Tis   true— thy  son— there  thouVt  indeed  un- 
happy. 

Enter  Aktxuos, 

What  Artamon  \ — ^art  thou  here,  too  ? 

Art,  Yes,  sir. 
I  never  boasted  much  of  my  religion, 
Yet  I've  some  honour  and  a  soldier's  pride  \^ 
I  like  not  these  new  lords. 

Eum.  Thou'rt  brave  and  honest. 
Nay,  we'll  not  yet  despair.    A  time  may  come. 
When  from  these    brute  barbarians    we   may 

wrest 
Once  more  our  pleasant  seats. — Alas !  how  soon 
The  flatterer,  Hope,  is  ready  with  his  song 
To  charm  us  to  forgrtfuluess  ! — No  more — 
Let  that  be  left  to  Heaven — See,  Herbis,  see, 
Methinks  we've  hc^  a  goodly  city  ycL 
Was  it  not  thus  our  great  forefadiers  lived. 
In  better  times — in  humble  fields  and  tents. 
With  all  their  flocks  and  herds,  their  moving 

wealth  ? 
See  too,   where  our  own  Pharphar  winds   his 

stream 
Through  the  long  vale,  as  if  to  follow  us. 
And  kindly  offers  his  cool,  wholesome  dmuglits, 
To  ease  us  in  our  march  ! — Why  tliis  is  plenty. 

Enter  Eudocia. 

My  daughter  ! — ^wherefore  hast  thou  left  thy 

tent? 
What  breaks  so  soon  thy  rest  ? 

Eud,  Rest  is  not  there. 
Or  I  have  sought  in  vain,  and  cannot  find  it. 
Oh  no — we're  wanderers,  it  is  our  doom  ; 
There  is  no  rest  for  us. 
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Bum,  Thoa  art  not  well. 

Eu(L  I  would,  if  possible,  avoid  mjself. 
I'm  better  now,  near  you. 

Eum,  Near  me!  alas, 
The  tender  vine  so  wreathes  its  folded  arms 
Around  some  falling  elm— >It  wounds  my  heart 
To  think  thou  foUowest  but  to  share  mj  ruin. 
I  have  lost  all  but  thee. 

End,  O  sajr  not  so. 
You  have  lost  nothing ;  no— you  have  preserved 
Immortal  wealth,  your  faith  mviolate 
To  Heaven  and  to  your  country.    Have  yoa  not 
Refused  to  Join  with  prosperous  wicked  men. 
And  hold  n*om  them  a  false  inglorious  great* 

ness? 
Ruin  is  yonder,  in  Damascus;  now 
The  seat  abhorred  of  cursed  infidels. 
Infernal  error,  like  a  plague,  has  spread 
Contagion  through  its  guilty  palaces, 
And  we  are  fled  from  deatL 

Eum,  Heroic  maid ! 
Thy  words  are  balsam  to  my  griefs.    Eudocia, 
I  never  knew  thee  'till  this  day;  I  knew  not 
How  many  \irtues  I  had  wronged  in  thee  ! 

Eud,  If  you  talk  thus,  you  have  not  yet  foi^ 
given  me. 

Eum.  Forgiven  thee!^->Why,  for  thee  it  is^ 
thee  only, 
I  think,  heaven  yet  may  look  with  pity  on  us ; 
Yes,  we  must  all  forgive  each  other  now. 
Poor  Herbis  too—we  both  have  been  to  blame. 
O,  Phocyas  ! — ^but  it  cannot  be  recalled. 
Yet  were  he  here,  we'd  ask  him  pardon  too. 
My  child !— I  meant  not  to  provoke  thy  tears* 

Eud,  [Aside.]  O  why  is  he  not  here  ?  Why  do 
I  see 
Thousands  of  happy  wretches,  that  but  soem 
Undone,  yet  still  are  blest  in  innocence, 
And  why  is  he  not  one  ? 

Enter  an  Officer. 

OffL  Where  is  Eumenes  ? 

Eum.  What  means  thy  breathless  haste  f 

OffL  I  fear  there's  danger : 
For  as  I  kept  my  watch,  I  spied  afar 
Thick  clouGs  of  dust,  and  on  a  nearer  view 
Perceived  a  body  of  Arabian  horse 
Moving  this  way.    I  saw  them  wind  the  Ull, 
And  then  lost  sight  of  them. 

Herb,  I  saw  tnem  too, 
Where  the  roads  meet  on  the  other  side  these 

hills, 
But  took  them  for  some  band  of  Christian  Arabs 
Crossing  the  country. — ^This  way  did  they  move? 

Offt.  With  utmost  speed. 

Eum.  If  they  are  Ciiristian  Arabs, 
They  come  as  friends ;  if  other,  we're  secure 
By  the  late  terms.    Retire  a  while,  Eudocia, 
Till  I  return.  [Exit  Eudocia. 

Ill  to  the  guard  myself. 
Soldier,  lend  on  the  way.  | 


Enter  another  Officer. 

2  Ofi.  Arm,  ann !  we'ro  nnned  f 
The  foe  is  in  the  camp. 

Eum,  So  soon ! 

2  Offi.  They  ve  qtBtted 
Their  horses,  and  with  sword  in  hand  have  fbrosd 
Our  guard ;  they  say  they  oome  for  phmder. 

Eum.  Villains ! 
Sure  Caled  knows  not  of  this  treacbcty. 
Come  on-^we  can  fight  stiUL    Well  make  them 

know 
What  'tis  to  urge  the  wretched  to  despair. 

[A  noiie  ^fightimg  it  heard  for  wame  time, 

EtUer  Daban,  with  a  party  i^  Saracem  Soidkrt, 

Dor.  Let  the  fools  fight  at  distance— ^-Here's 
the  harvest. 
Reap,  reap,  my  countiymen !— Ay,  there— fint 

clear 
Those  further  tenta  ■ 

[Looking  between  the  Tenit.]  Whalfa  here,  a 
woman — ^fair 

She  seems,  and  well  attired  ! ^It  shall  be  so^ 

I'll  strip  her  first,  and  then — 

[Exit  and  returns  with  Eudoda. 
Eud.  [Strugeling.JMercy !  O  spare  me ! 

Help,  save  me  T What,  no  help ! Bart*- 

rian!  Monster! 
Heaven  hear  my  cries ! 

Dar,  Woman,  thy  cries  are  vain. 
No  help  is  near. 

Enter  Phoctas* 

Pho,  Villain,  thou  lyest !  take  thai 

To  loose  thy  hold 

[Pufl^'ii^  ai  him  with  Aa  apfsr. 
Dar.  What,  thou  f  my  evil  spirit  I 
Is't  thoti  that  hauntest  me  still  ?*— hut  tbus  I 
thee, 

[Offering  to  strike  him  with  hi» 
It  will  not  be—— Lightning  for  ever  blast 
This  coward  arm  that  fails  me !— O, 


Fm  killed        O  curse-^ 


Pho.  Die  tlien ;  thy  curses  diodk 
Eudocia ! 

Eud.  Phocyas  I'-^-O,  astxHushmi 
Then  is  it  thus  that  Heaven  has  heard 
I  tremble  still — and  scarce  have  power  to 

thee 
How  thou  art  here,  or  whence  this 
rage? 
Pho.  [Walking  aside.]  The  blood 
that  filled  my  heart,  and  now 
Again  her  partii^  farewell  awes  my  aool^ 
Aa  it  were  fate,  and  not  to  be  revoked. 
Will  she  not  now  upbraid  me }  See  thy 
Are  these,  are  these  the  villains  thou  hast 
Eud.  What  means  this  murmared 
thyself? 
Is  it  in  vaift  that  tboa  h«it  renoBii  as 
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Fran  Hfige  htndB  ?'-^7,  whatf •  die  Approacb- 
iog  danger? 
Pka,  Sore  every  angel  watches  o'er  tby  safety  \ 
Thoa  lee^it  'tis  douh  to  approach  thee  without 

awe, 
And  barbansm  itself  cttmot  profane  thee. 
JBid^  Thoa  dost  not  answer;  whence  are  these 

alarais? 
Fha»  Some  stoi^  remored,  and  not  allowed 
by  treaty, 
lure  drawn  the  Saracens  to  make  a  search. 

Perhaps  'twill  <|aickly  be  agreed But,  Oh ! 

Thoa  knowest,  Endocia,  I'm  a  banished  man, 
And  'tb  a  crime  Fm  here  once  more  before  thee; 
Ebe  mtgbt  1  speak ;  'twere  better  for  the  present 
If  dioa  would'st  leave  this  place. 
Etid.  No--^^I  have  a  father, 
(And  riudl  I  leave  him  1)  whom  we  both  have 

wronged. 
Or  he  had  not  been  thus  driven  oot^  exposed 
The  humble  tenant  of  this  sheltering  vale, 

For  one  ooor  night's  repose. And  yet,  alas ! 

For  diis  mst  act,  how  would  I  thank  thee,  Phocy^ 

as! — 
Tre  nochm^  now,  but  prayers  and  tears  to  give, 
Cold^  fruitless  thanks ! But, 'tis  some  Comfort 

That  fate  allows  this  short  reprieve,  that  thus 
We  may  behold  each  otlier,  and  once  more 

Mar  mourn  our  woes,  ere  yet  again  we  part 

Pka,  For  ever ! 

Tis  then  resolve<l It  was  thy  cruel  sentence, 

'And  I  am  here  to  execute  that  doom. 
&dL  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

Pho.  [Kn€€Ung,'\  Thus  at  thy  feet 

EfuLOnaeX 

Pko.  Never Not,  here  Til  ky  my  burthen 

down; 
Tve  tried  it^s  weight,  nor  can  support  it  longer. 
Take  thy  last  look ;  if  yet  thy  eyes  can  bear 
To  lock  upOD  •  wretch  accurst,  cast  off 
By  lleaveo  and  thee        A  little  longer  yet. 
And  I  mm  nungled  with  my  kindred  dust, 
Bv  thee  for^gotten,  and  the  world 

'£adL  Forbear, 
O  cruel  mmsk  !  Why  wilt  thou  rack  me  thus  \ 
Didsi  thoa   not    mark — thou  didst^   when  last 

wepwted. 
The  paiMi^  the  struggUngs  of  mv  suffering  soul ; 
That  nocmog  but  the  hand  of  Ueaven  itself 
Could  erer  drive  me  from  thee !— -^Dost  thou 


Reproach  me  thos?  or  canst  thou  have  a  thought 
That  I  can  e*er  fornve  thee  ? 

Pko.  [RiungJ]  Have  a  care ! 
ril  not  be  tortured  more  with  thy  false  pity ! 
Sof  I  neooonce  it.    See,  I  am  prepared. 

[shewing  a  dagger. 

Thy  cruelty  ia  nier^  now Farewell ! 

And  death  ia  now  bat  a  release  from  torment ! 

Emd.   Hold — Stay  tbee  yet.— O  madness  of 


Voc  t 


And  wouldst  dum  die  ?  Think,  ere  thoa  lei^st 

the  gulph. 
When  thou  hast  trod  that  daik,  that  unknown 

way. 
Canst  thou  return !.  What  if  the  change  prove 

worse? 
O  thinkf  if  then*    ■  ■ 

Phfh  No-'— thought^s  my  deadliest  foe ; 
Tis  lingering  racks,  and  slow  consuming  fires, 
And  therefore  to  the  crave  Fd  fly  to  shun  it ! 

Eud.  O  fatal  error! like  a  resdess  ghos^ 

It  will  pursue  and  haunt  thee  still;  even  there. 
Perhaps,  in  forms  more  frightful.  Death's  a  name 
Bjr  which  poor  guessing  mortals  are  deceived : 
Tis  no  where  to  be  found.    Thou  flvest  in  vain 
From  life,  to  meet  again  with  that  thou  flvest. 
How  wilt  thou  curse  thy  rashness  then?  How 

start. 
And  shudder,  and  shrink  back  ?  yet  how  avoid 
To  put  on  thy  new  being  ? 

Pho.  I  thank  thee ! 
For  now  I'm  quite  undone— ^I  gave  up  all 
For  thee  before,  but  this ;  this  bosom  mend. 
My  last  reserve — There — '— 

[Tlirowi  0»ay  the  dagger. 
Tell  me  now,  Eudoda, 
Cut  off  from  hope,  denied  the  food  of  life, 
And  vet  forbid  to  die,  what  am  I  now  ? 
Or  what  will  fate  do  with  me  ? 

Eud.  Oh     ■       '  [Tumi  away  weeping. 

Pho.  Thou  weepest ! 
Canst  thou  shed  tears,  and  yet  not  melt  to  mercy } 
O  say,  ere  yet  returning  madness  seize  me, 
Is  there  in  all  futurity  no  prospect. 
No  distant  comfort  ?  Not  a  ghmmering  light 
To  guide  me  through  this  maze?  Or  must  I  now 
Sit  down  in  darknra  and  despair  for  ever } 

SHert  they  both  continue  iiient  for  iome  time. 
1  thou  art  silent  ?— Speak,  disclose  my  doom, 
Thatfs  now  suspended  in  this  awful  moment ! 

O  speak for  now  my  panions  wait  thy  voice: 

My  beating  heart  grows  calm,  my  blood  stands 

still. 
Scarcely  I  live,  or  only  live  to  hear  thee. 

Eud.  If  yet — but  can  it  be ! — ^I  fear — O,  Pho- 
cyas. 
Let  me  be  nlent  still ! 

Pho.  Hear  then  this  last. 
This  only  prayer ! — Heaven  will  consent  to  this. 
Let  me  but  follow  thee,  where'er  thou  goest. 
But  see  thee,  hear  thy  voice ;  be  thou  my  angelj 
To  guide  and  ^vem  mv  returning  stepsy 
Till  long  contrition  ana  unwearied  duty, 
Shall  expiate  my  guilt    Then  say,  Eudoda, 
If,  like  a  soul  annealed  in  purging  fires,      ' 
Afler  whole  years  thou  sce'st  me  white  agab. 
When  thou,  even  diou  shalt  think 
Eud.  No  more— —This  shakes 

My  firinest  thoughts,  and  if * 

[Here  a  cry  it  heard  of  permn$  shugk^ 

tered  in  the  camp. 
■  What  shrieks  of  death ! 

3  D 
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I  fear  a  treacherous  foe  have  now 

B<^n  a  fatal  harvest !  Haste, 

Preveat>T-0  woulds^  thou-^ete  inemorewith com*- 

fort, 
Fly,  save  tkem,  ssMe  the  thraafetoed   lives-  of 

Christians, 
My  father  and  his  friends !  I  dare  not  st4y'»  ■  ' 
Heaven  be  my  guide  to  Shiin  this  gathering  ruin! 

[Exit  Eudocia. 

^ter  Caled. 

CaL  [EinUringA  $Qr-6laiighter,  do  thy  work ! 

^These  hands  look  well. 

[Lookmg  on  hU  handii 
The  jovial  hunter,  ere  he  quits  the  fieid>' 
First  signs  him  in  the  stag's  waim  vital  stream^ 
With    stains  like  these^  to  show  'tvas  gallant 

sport. 
Fhocyas !  Thou  art  met — ^Bilt  whether  thou  art 
here  [Comet  forward, 

A  friend  or  foe  I  know  not;  if  a  friend^ 
Which  is  Eumenes'  tent? 

PAo«  Hold pass  no  further. 

CaL  Say'st  thou,  not  pass? 

Fho,  No        en  thy  ufe  no  further. 

Cat.  What,  dost  thou  frowA  too!  sure  thou 

knowest  me  not ! 
Pho.  Not  know  thee !  Yes^  too  well  I  know 
.  thee  now, 
O  murderous  fieud  I  Why  all  this  waste  of  blood  ? 

Didst  thou  not  promise 

CaL  Promise !  Insolence  ! 
'Tis  well,  'tis  *vcll— for  now  I  know  thee  too. 
Perfidious  mongrel  slave  !  Thou  double  traitor ! 
False  to  thy  fir^t  and  to  thy  latter  vows  ! 
Villain ! 
Pho,  That's  well — ^go  on— I  swear  I  thank 
thee. 
Speak  it  again,  and  strike  it  through  my  ear  ! 
A  villain  I^-Yes,  thou  mad'st  me  so,  thou  de- 
vil! 
And  mind^st  me  now  what  to  demand  from  thee. 
Give,  ^e  me  back  my  former  self,  my  honour. 
My  country's  fair  esteem^  my  fnends,  my  all — 

Thou  canst  not — O  thou  robber! Give  me 

then 
Revenge,  or  death  !  The  last  I  well  deserve, 
That  yielded  up  my  souFs  best  wealth  to  thee^ 
For  whid)  accurst  be  thou^  and  cursed  thy  pro- 
phet ! 
CaL  Hearest  thou  this,  Mahomet^ ^Blas- 
pheming mouth ! 
For  this  thou  soon  shak  chew  the  bitter  fruit 
Of  Zacoii's  tree,  the  food  of  fiends  below. 

Go— ^— speed  thee  thither 

,  [Pushing  at  h^m  with  his  lance,  which  Pho- 

cioi  puts  hy,  and  kills  him, 
Pho.  Go  thou  first  thyself. 
CaL  [Falling.]  O  dog  f  thou  gnawest  my  heart ! 

False  Mahomet  1 

Is  this  theif  ray  feward— Q  ■  [Diet. 

Pho.  Thanlis  to  the  god%  I  have  revenged  my 

country  !  [Exit  Phocyat, 


;  Several  partiet  of  Christians  and  Saracens  pats 

'  over  the  farther  end  of  the  stage  fighting,,-' 

The  former  are  beaten.     At   Tost  EuiicK^ 

rallies  them,  and  makes  a  stand.     Then  enters 

Abcdah  attended, 

Ahu^  Forbtor^  forbeary  and  sheath  the  Uoodj 
sword ! 

Eum,  Abud^h!  &  this  well? 

Abu.  No 1  must  own 

You  have  cause — O  Mussulmans^  look  here^ 

Beliold 
Where,  like  a  broken  spear,  your  arm  of  war 
'  la  thrown  to  earth ! 

Eum,  Ha  1  Caled  ? 

Abu.  Dumb  and  breathless. 
Then  thus  has  Heaven  chastised  us  in  diy  fall, 
And  thee,  for  vioUted  faith.    Farewell, 
Thou  great,  but  cruel  man ! 

Eum,  His  thirst  of  blood 
In  his  own  blood  is  quenched. 

Abu,  Bear  hence  his  clay 
Back,  to  Damascus.    Cast  a  mantle  first 
O'er  this  sad  sight :  so  should  we  hide  his  faults. 
Now  hear,  ye  servants  of  the  prophet,  bear ! 
A  greater  death  than  tliis  demands  your  tears» 
Fof  know,  your  lord  the  caliph  is  no  more  ! 
Good  Abubeker  has  breathed  Out  his  spiiit 
To  him  that  gave  it.    Yet  your  caliph  hves^ 
Lives  now  in  Omar.    See,  behold  his  sigaec. 
Appointing  me,  such  is  his  will,  to  lead 
His  faithful  armies  warring  here  iu  Syria. 
Alas !  foreknowleclge  sure  of  this  event 
Guided  his  choice !  Obey  me,  then,  your  diief. 
For  you,  0  Christians !  know,  with  speed  I  came, 
On  the  first  notice  of  tliis  foul  design. 
Or  to  prevent  it,  or  repair  your  wrcmgs. 
Your  goods  shall  be  untouched,  your  persons  safe. 
Nor   shall  our  troops^  henceforth,  on   pua  of 

death. 
Molest  your  march.  If  more  you  asky-'tis  grmtcd. 

Eum,  Still  just  and  brave  1  thy  virtues  wouVd 
adorn 
A  purer  faith !  Thoui  better  than  thy  sect. 
That  dar'st  decline  from  that  to  acts  of  mere; ! 
Parddn,  Abudah,  if  thy  honost  heart 
Makes  us  even  wish  thee  ours. 

Abu.  [Aside.]  O,  Power  Supreme ! 
That  mad'st  my  heart,    and  kiiow'st  its  i«ww>ict 

frame ! 
If  yet  I  err,  O  lead  me  into  truth. 
Or  pardon  unknown  error ! — Now, 
Friends  as  we  may  be,  let  us  part  in 

[Exeunt  ^ewermilw, 
SCENE  IIL 

Enter  Artamon  and  Eudocia. 

£m^.  Alas  I  but  is  my  father  safe  ? 

Art.  Heaven  knows. 
I  left  him  just  prepariag  to  engage ; 
When  doubtful  of  the  event  he  bade 
To  warn  his  dearest  daughter  of  the 
And  aid  your  speedy  flight. 
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End.  My  flight !  but  whither? 

0  no— if  he  is  lost 

Art.  I  hope  not  so. 

The  ooite  is  ceased.  Perhaps  they  nre  beaten  off. 
We  Mon^faal)  know ;  here's  one  that  can  inform 
lis. 

Emterfint  Officer. 

Soldier,  thy  Iqoks  speak  ^well.    What  says  thy 
4ofipie? 
1  Ofi.   The  foe's  withdrawn;    Abudah  ^as 
been  here. 
And  has  renewed  the  terms.    Caled  is  killed — 
Jrl.  Hold — ^first  thank  Heaven  for  that ! 
Eud.  Where  is  Eumenes  r 
1  Cfffi  I  left  him  well ;  by  his  command  I  came 
To  search  yoa  out ;  and  let  you  know  this  news. 

Fve  more ;'  but  that 

Art,  Is  bad,  perhaps;  so  says 
Tliis  sadden   pause.      Well,   be  it  so;    let  us 

know  ity 
Tis  but  life's  chequered  lot. 

1  Offi,  Eumenes  mourns 

[Tkeu  withdraw  to  pne  tide  of  the  ttage. 
A  friend  s  unhappy  fall ;  llerbis  is  slain  ; 
A  settled  gloom  seemed  to  hang  heavy  on  him, 
The  eflect  of  grief,  'tis  thought,  for  his  lost  son. 
When,  on  the  lirst  attack,  like  one  that  sought 
The  wekx>me  means  of  death,  with  desperate  va- 
lour 
He  pressed  the  foCy  and  met  the  fate  he  wished. 

Art.  See,  where  Eumenes  comes  ! What's 

this  ?  He  seems 
To  lead  some  wounded  friend Alas !  'lis — 

Enter  Ecmenes  leading  in  Phoctas,  icith  an 
arrow  in  hit  breatt, 

Emm.  GWe  me  thy  wound !  O  I  could  bear  it 
for  thee  ! 
This  goodness  melts  my  heart    What!  in  a  mo- 
ment 
Forgetting  all  thy  wrongs,  in  kind  embraces 
To  exchange  forgiveness  thus ! 

Pka.  Moments  are  few. 
And  must  not  now  be  wasted.    O,  Eumenes, 
Lend  me  thy  helping  hand  a  little  farther ; 
i>  where,  where  is  she  ?  '  [TAey  advance, 

Emwt.  Look,  look  here,  Eudocia ! 
Behold  a  sight  that  calls  for  all  our  tears ! 

Eud,  Phoc^asy  and  wounded  ! — O  whf^t  cruel 


Pio.  So,  'twas  a  kind  one Spare  thy  tears, 


Tor  mine  are  tears  of  joy. 
Eud.  Is't  poasible? 

Pha.  *Tis  done— — the  powers  supreme  have 
heard  my  prayer, 


I  piospered 
foaeht  one 


more,  and  for  my  fnends,  my 

country. 

Ry  me  the  tr^u:lterous  chiefs  are  slain ;  a  while 
I  topped  the  foe^  till,  warned  by  me  before 


gazes  on 


QP  this  thetr  sudden  march,  Abudah  came ; 
But  first  this  random  shaft  hfid  reached  my  breast. 
life's  mingled  scene  is  o'er ^'tis  thus  that  Hea- 
ven 
At  once  chastises, -and,'  I  hope,  accepts  tne ; 
And  now  I  wake  as  from  the  steep  of 'death. 

'J5ud:  W-hat  shall  I  say  lo  thee  to  give  ^^ee  com- 
fort? 

Pho.  Sey  only  thou  forgiv^st-me 'Oj,  Eudo^ 

cia! 
No  longer  now  my  dazzled  eyes  behold  thee 
Through  passion's  mists ;  my  soul  now  gaze 

thee, 

And  sees  thee  lovelier  in  unfading  cliarms ! 
Bright  ar  the  shining  angel  host  that  stood — 
Whilst  I but  there  it  smarts 

Eud.  Look  down,  look  down, 
Yejpjtying  powers,  and  help  his  pious  sorrow  ! 

Eum.  'Tis  not  too  late,  wc  hope,  to  give  thcc 
help. 
See  !  yonder  is  my  tent :  we'll  lead  tliee  thither ; 
Come,  enter  there,  and  let  thy  wound  be  dressed. 
Perhaps  it  is  not  mortal. 

Pho.  No  !  not  mortal ! 
No  flattery  now.    By  all  my  hopes  hereafter, 
For  the  world's  empire  I'd  not  lose  this  death  ! 
Alas  !  I  but  keep  iu  my  fleeting  breath 
A  few  short  moments,  till  I  have  conjured  you 
That  to  the  world  you  witness  my  remorse 
For  my  past  errors,  and  defend  my  fame. 

For  know soon  as  this  pointed  steel's  drjiwn 

out, 
life  follows  through  the  wound. 

Eud.  What  dost  thou  say  ? 

0  touch  not  yet  the  broken  springs  of  life ! 
A  thousand  tender  thoughts  rise  in  my  soul. 
How  shall  I  give  them  words !  Oh,  till  this  hour 

1  scarce  have  tasted  woe  ! this  is  indeed 

To  part but,  oh ! 

Pho.  No  more death  is  now  painful ! 

But  say,  my  friends,  wliilst  I  have  breath  to  ask, 
(For  still  methinks  all  your  cfjncems  ars  mine) 
Whither  have  you  designed  to  bend  your  journey } 

Eufn.  Constantinople  is  my  last  retreat, 
Tf  Heaven  indulge  my  wish ;  there  IVe  resolved 
To  wear  out  the  dark  winter  of  my  life. 
An  old  man's  stock  of  da^s. — I  hope  not  many. 

Eud.  Tliere  will  I  dedicate  myself  to  Heaven. 
O,  Phocyas,  for  thy  sake,  no  rival  else 
Shall  e*er  possess  my  heart.    My  father  too 
Consents  to  this  my  vow.    My  vital  flame 
'There,  like  a  taper  on  the  holy  altar, 
Shall  waste  away;  till  Heaven  relenting  hears 
Incessant  prayers  for  thee  and  for  myself, 
And  wing  my  soul  to  meet  with  thine  in  bliss. 
For  in  that  thought  I  And  a  sudden  hone. 
As  if  inspired,  springs  in  my  breast,  ana  tells  me, 
That  thy  repenting  frailty  is  forgiven. 
And  we  shall  meet  again,  to  part  no  more. 

Pho.  [Plucking  out  the  arrow.]  Then  all  is  done 

'twas  the  last  pang at  length-- — 

IVc  given  up  thee,  and  the  world  now  is — nothing. 
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JEaiiii^  Alas!  he  falls.    Help,  Artamon,  sup- 
port him. 
Look  how  he  bleeds !  Let's  lay  him  gently  down. 

Night  gathers  fast  upon  him so        look  up. 

Or  9f^ak^   if  thou  bast  life—Nay  then— my 

daughter ! 
She  faints — ^Uelp  there,  and  bear  her  to  her  tent 

[Eudociafainti  away. 
Art.  [Weq)ing  atide,]  I  thank  ye,  eyes !  This 
is  but  decent  tribute. 


My  heart  was  full  before. 

Bum.  O  PhocyaSy  Phocyas ! 
Alas !  he  hears  not  now,  nor  sees  my  sorrows ! 
Yet  will  I  mourn  for  thee,  thou  eallaot  youth  \ 
As  for  a  son-       so  let  me  call  thee  now — 
A  much-wronged  friend,  and  an  unh^>py  hero ! 
A  fruitless  ze^  yet  all  I  now  can  show ; 
Tears  vainly  flow  for  errors  learnt  too  late, 
When  timely  ^l^  shquld  prevent  oar  fate. 


THS 


REVENGE. 


BT 


70UNG. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONA 


MEN. 

Don  Aromc^  the  Spam$k  General 

Don  Cablo^  kit  friend, 

DoK  ALTAREZy  «  conrtier. 

Dob  Mahvel,  aitendant  of  Don  Carlot, 


ZANOAy  a  captive  Moor. 

WOMEN. 

LcpMOBA^  Ahare/t  daughter. 
ISABELLA}  the  Mow^$  mutreu. 


Scene^Spain. 


ACT    L 


SCESiTE  L — BaitlementSy  with  a  Sea  Protpeet. 

Enter  Zaiiga. 
Zan.  Whetheb  first  iiBtiire,  or  long  want  of 


Hw  wTOv^c  m J  mind  to  this,  I  cannot  tell : 
fiat  homn  nam  mre  not  displeasing  to  me : 

[Tkunder. 
I  fike  tlMs  nKking  of  the  bBtdements. 
R^ge  ooy  ye  winds !  bortt,  clopds)  and  waters  roar ! 
YoQ  bear  •  just  resemblanoe  of  my  fortune. 
And  sok  ths  gloomy  batnt  of  my  soul. 

£nter  Isabella. 

Who's  dioe?     My  km! 

Im.  Wby  hapve  yon  left  my  bed  } 
Toor  abaenoe  more  affiif|^ts  me  than  the  storm. 

Z&tu  The  demd  alone,  m such  anight, o^i  zest, 
And  I  indii%e  wsf  meditation  here. 
Woman,  mwmy.     I  dinse  t6  be  alone* 

hm.  I  know  yoo  dO|  and  theirefore  will  not 
leave  you; 
EiCQse  me^  Zr^p^  dierefote  dan»  not  leave  700. 


Is  this  a  night  for  walks  of  contemplation  ? 
Something  nnusoal  hangs  upon  your  heart. 
And  I  wiD  know  it;  bj  our  loves  I  will. 
To  you  I  sacrificed  my  virgin  fame; 
Ask  I  too  much  to  share  in  your  distress? 

J&Bn.  In  tears?  Thou  fool!  then  hear  me^  and 
be  plnn|^ 
In  hell's  abyss,  if  ever  it  escape  thee. 
To  strike  thee  with  astonishment  at  onoe^ 
I  hate  Alonso.    First  recover  that, 
And  then  thou  shatt  hear  farther. 

Ita,  Hate  Alonzo  I 
I  own.  I  thought  Alonzo  most  your  friend. 
And  that  he  lost  the  master  in  that  name. 

JBofi.  Hear  then.    ^Tis  twice  three  years  since 
thatgreatman 
(Great  let  me  call  him,  for  he  conquered  me) 
Made  me  the  capthre  of  his  arm  in  fight. 
He  slew  my  father,  and  threw  chains  o'er  me, 
While  I,  with  pious  rage,  pursued  revenge. 
I  then  was  young;  he  placed  me  near  his  person, 
And  thouglbt  me  not  dishonoured  by  his  service. 
One  day,  (may  that  retuming  day  be  n^t, 
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The  stain,  the  curse,  of  each  SQCceeding  year !) 
For  something,  or  for  nothing,  in  his  pride 
He  struck  me — While  I  tell  it,  do  I  hve  ? 
He  smote  me  on  the  cheek — I  did  not  stab  him, 

For  that  were  poor  revenge E'er  since,  his 

folly 
Has  strove  to  bury  it  beneafth  a  heap 
Of  kindnesses,  and  thinks  it  is  forgot. 
Insolent  thought !  and  like  a  second  blow ! 
Aflfrouts  are  innocent,  where  men  are  worthless; 
And  such  alone  can  wisely  drop  revenge. 

Isa,  But  witli  more  temper,  Zanga,  tell  your 
story; 
To  see  your  strong  emotions  startles  me. 

Zan.  Yes,  woman,  with  the  temper  that  befits 
it. 
Has  the  dark  adder  venom  ?  So  have  I, 
When  trod  upon.    Proud  Spaniard,  thou  shalt 

feel  me ! 
For  from  that  day,  that  day  of  my  dishonour, 
I  from  that  day  have  cursed  the  rising  sun. 
Which  never  failed  to  tell  me  of  my  shame. 
I  from  that  day  have  blessed  the  coming  night. 
Which  promised  to  conceal  it ;  but  in  vain ; 
The  blow  returned  for  ever  in  my  dream. 
Yet  on  I  toiled,  and  groaned  for  an  occasion 
Of  ample  vengeance ;  none  is  yet  arrived. 
However,  at  present  I  conceive  warm  hopes 
Of  what  may  wound  him  sore  in  his  ambition, 
Life  of  his  life,  and  dearer  than  his  soul. 
By  nightly  march  he  purposed  to  surprise 
The  Moorish  camp ;  nut  I  have  taken  care 
They  shall  be  ready  to  receive  his  favour. 
Failing  in  tliis,  a  cast  of  utmost  moment. 
Would  darken  all  the  conquests  he  has  won. 

Isa,  Just  as  I  entered,  an  express  arrived. 

Zan.  To  whom  ? 

Isa.  His  friend,  Don  Carlos. 

Zan.  Be  propitious, 
Ph !  Mahomet,  on  this  important  hour. 
And  give,  at  length,  my  famished  soul  revenge ! 
What  is  revenge,  but  courage  to  call  in 
Our  honour's  debts,  and  wiMbm  to  oonvert 
Other^  self-love  into  our  own  protection? 
But  see,  the  morning  dawns ; 
ni  seek  Don  Carlos,  and  enqoire  my  iate. 

SCENE  II.— TAe  Palace. 

Enter  Don  Manuel  and  Don  Carlos 

Man.  My  lord  don  Carlos,  what  brings  your 
express? 

Car,  AJoBzo's  glory,  and  the  Moors'  defeat 
Tlie  field  is  strewed  with  twice  ten  thousapd 

slain. 
Though  be  suspects  his  measntes  were*  betrayed. 
Hell  soon  arrive.    Oh,  liow  I  long  ta  embrace 
The  first  of  heroes,  and  the  best  of  friends ! 
I  loved  fair  Leonora  long  before 
The  cliauce  of  battlegave  me  to  the.  Moors, 
From  Yfhom  so  kte  Alonao.  set  me  free ; 


And  while  I  groaned  in  bondage,  I  deputed 
This  great  Alonzo,  whom  her  rather  honours, 
To  be  my  gentle  advocate  in  love. 
To  stir  her  heart,  and  fan  its  fires  for  me. 

Man.  And  what  success  ? 

Car.  Alas,  the  cruel  maid 

Indeed  her  father,  who,  though  high  at  court, 
And  powerful  with  the  king,  has  wealth  at  heut, 
To  heal  his  devastation  from  the  Moors, 
Knowing  I  am  richly  freighted  from  the  eas^ 
My  fleet  now  sailing  in  the  sight  of  Spain, 
(Heaven  guard  it  safe  through  such  a  dreadful 

storm !) 
Caresses  me,  and  urges  her  to  wed. 

Man.  Her  aged  fatlicr,  see, 
Leads  her  this  way. 

Car.  She  looks  like  radiant  Truth, 
Brought  forward  by  the  hand  of  hoair  Time— 
You  to  the  port  with  speed,  'tis  possible 
Some  vessel  is  arrived.    Heaven  grant  it  bring 
Tidings,  which  Carlos  may  receive  with  joy ! 

Enter  Don  Alvarez  and  Leonoha. 

Alv.  Don  Carlos,  I  am  labourii^  in  your  fa- 
vour. 
With  all  a  parent's  soft  authority, 
And  earnest  counsel. 

Car.  Angels  second  you  ! 
For  all  my  bliss  or  misery  hangs  on  it. 

Alv.  Daughter,  the  happiness  of  Life  depends 
On  our  discretion,  and  a  prudent  choice ; 
Look  into  those  ^ey  call  unfortunate. 
And,  closer  viewed,  you  will  find  they  are  un^'ise  r 
Some  flaw  in  their  own  conduct  lies  beneath. 
And  'tis  the  trick  of  fools,  to  save  their  credit. 
Which  brought  another  language  into  ose. 
Don  Carlos  is  of  ancient,  noble  blood. 
And  then  his  wealth  might  mend  a  prince's  for- 
tune. 
For  him  the  sun  is  labouring  in  die  mines, 
A  faithful  slave,  and  turning  earth  to  gold. 
His  keels  are  freighted  with  that  sacred  power. 
By  which  even  king»  and  emperors  are  made. 
Sir,  you  have  my  good  wishes,  and  1  hope 

[To  C^its. 
My  daughter  is  not  indisposed  to  hear  yoii.  [.Eri/. 

Car.  Oh,  Leonora  !  why  art  thou  in  tean  ? 
Because  I  am  less  wretched  than- 1  was? 
Before  your  father  gave  me  leave  4o  woo.  yon. 
Hushed  was  your  bosom,  and  yoor^yes-aoreiie. 
Will  vou  for  ever  help  me  to  new  panu. 
And  keep  reserves  ot  torment  in  your  hand. 
To  let  them  loose  on  every  dawn  of  Joy  ? 

Jjeon.  Think  you  my  tether  too  luduiyent  to 
me. 
That  .he  claims  no  dominion  o*er  my  tears  ? 
A  daughter  snre  may  be  right  dotifiil. 
Whose  tears  alone  are  free  from  a  reatraxnt. 

Car.  Ah^my  tom  heart ! 
.Leon,  -fiegard  not  me,  my  kNrd; 
I  shall  obey  my  father. 

Car.  I  Disobey  liim^ 
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know  each  sigh 


Rather  tiMui  come  thus  coldly,  than  come  thns 
With  abaeot  eyes,  and  alienated  mien, 
$iiA*niig  address,  the  victim  of  my  love. 
Ob,  let  me  be  undone  the  common  way. 
And  hare  the  common  comfort  to  be  pitied, 
Aod  aot  he  mined  in  the  mask  of  bliss, 
And  90  be  envied*  and  be  wretched  too  I 
Lore  caUs  for  love.    Not  all  the  pride  of  beauty. 
Those  eyes  that  tell  ns  what  the  sun  is  made  of, 
Tboae  bps,  whose  touch  is  ta  be  bought  with  life. 
Those  hills  of  driven  snow,  which  seen  are  felt; 
Ail  these,  possessed,  are  nought,  but  as  the^  are 
The  proof,  the  substance  of  an  inward  passion, 
Aod  eke  rich  phmder  of  a  taken  heart. 

Lam,  Alas,  my  lord,  we  are  too  delicate : 
And  ivhen  we  grasp  the  happiness  we  wished, 
Wc  call  oa  wit  to  nigue  it  away : 
A  pUuocr  man  would  not  feel  half  your  pains: 
But  some  have  too  mnch  wisdom-  to  be  nappy. 
Car,  Had  I  known  this  before,  it  haa  been 
well: 
I  had  not  then  solicited  your  father 
To  add  to  mv  distress ;  as  you  behave. 
Your  father^  kindness  stabs  me  to  the  heart 
Give  me  jour  hand — nay,  give  it,  Leonora : 
You  pve  It  not — nay,  yet  you  ^ve  it  not — 
I  ravish  it 
l^4m,  I  pmy,  nay  lord,  no  more. 
C«r.  Ah,  whr  so  sad?   You  ki 
does  shake  mc : 
^hs  there,  are  tempests  here. 
1  hare  heard,  bad  men  would  be  unblest  in  Hea* 

ren : 
What  is  my  guilt,  that  makes  me  so  with  you  ? 
Have  I  not  hiq^uiahed  prostrate  at  thy  feet? 
1/are  I  not  lived  whole  di^  upon  thy  sight  ? 
Have  I  not  seen  thee  where  thou  hast  not  been  ? 
Aod,  mad  with  the  idea,  clasped  the  wind, 
And  doated  upon  nothing  ? 

Leon.  Court  me  not, 
(footl  Carlos^  by  reooundofi;  of  my  faults. 
And  tellini;  how  un^ateftil  I  have  been. 
Aks  uy  lord,  if  talking  would  prevail, 
1  oHjJJ  suggest  much  better  arguments 
Than  those  regards  you  threw  away  on  me ; 
YiHir  valour,  honour,  wisdom,  praised  by  all. 
But  hid  physicians  talk  our  veins  to  temper. 
And  with  an  arycument  new-set  a  pulse ; 
Vu-n  think,  my  lord,  of  reasoning  into  love. 
Car,  Must  I  despair  then  ?  Do  not  shake  me 
thus: 
Wr  tfmpe9t4>eatca  heart  is  cold  to  death ; 
aK,  turn,  and  let  me  warm  me  in  thy  beauties! 
licarens !  what  a  proof  I  gave,  but  two  nights 

past. 
Of  matchless  love  !  To  llnig  me  at  thy  feet, 
1  sighted  friend^ip^  and  I  Hew  from  fame, 
Ntv  heard  the  summons  of  the  next  day*s  battle: 
H4it  darting  headlong  to  thy  arms,  I  leu 
Ih^  pr-imised  ft^htj  I  left  Alonzo  too, 
1  u  9iEand  the  war,  and  qaeU  a  world  alone. 

[Trumpets, 


Leon.  The  victor  comes.     My  lord,  I  most 

withdraw. 
Car.  And  must  you  go  ? 
Leon.  Why  should  you  wish  me  stay  ? 
Your  friend's  arrival  will  bring  comfort  to  yott, 
My  presence  none ;  it  pains  you  and  myself; 
For  both  our  sakes,  permit  me  to  witlidraw. 

[Exit. 
Car.  Sure,  there  is  no  peril  but  in  love.    Oh|, 
how 
My  foes  would  boast  to  see  me  look  so  pale ! 

Enter  Don  Alonzo. 

Car.  Alonio! 

Alon.  Carlos  !  I  am  whole  again ; 
Clasped  in  thy  arms,  it  makes  my  heart  entire. 

Car.  Whom  dare  I  thus  embrace  ?   The  con- 
queror 
Of  Afric  ? 

Alon.  Yes,  much  more — ^Don  Carlos'  friend. 
The  conquest  of  the  world  would  cost  me  dear, 
Should  it  beget  one  thought  of  distance  in  thee. 
I  rise  in  virtues  to  come  nearer  to  thee, 
I  conquer  with  Don  Carlos  in  my  eye, 
And  thus  I  claim  my  victory's  reward. 

[Embracing  him.. 

Car,  A  victory  indeed !  your  godlike  arm 
Has  made  one  ^pot  the  grave  pf  Africa; 
Such  numbers  fell  1  and  the  survivors  fled, 
As  frighted  passengers  from  off  the  strand, 
W^hen  the  tempestuous  sea  comes  roaring  on 
them. 

Alon.  TwM  Carlos  conquered,  'twas  his  cruel 
chains 
Inflamed  me  to  a  rage  unknown  before. 
And  threw  my  fonner  actions  far  behind. 

Car.  I  luve  fair  Leonora.    How  I  love  her ! 
Yet  still  I  And  (I  know  not  bow  it  is) 
Anotlier  heart,  another  soul  for  thee. 
Thy  friendship  warms,  it  raises,  it  transports 
Like  music,  pure  the  joy,  without  allay, 
Whose  very  rapture  is  tranquillity : 
But  love,  like  wine,  gives  a  tumultuous  bliss, 
Heightened,  indeed,  beyond  all. mortal  pleasures, 
But  miugles  pangs  and  madness  in  the  bowl. 

Enter  Zakga. 

Zan,  Manuel,  my  lord,   returning  from  the 
port. 
On  business  both  of  moment  and  of  haste. 
Humbly  begs  leave  to  speak  in  private  with  you. 

Car.  In  private  !  Ha  !  Alonzo,  I  will  return  ; 
No  business  can  detain  me  long  from  thee.  [Exit. 

Zan.  My  loid  Alonzo,  I  obeyed  your  orders. 

Aion.  Will  the  fair  Leonora  pass  this  way  ? 

Zan.  She  will,  my  lord,  and  soon. 

Alon.  Come  near  me.  Zanga ; 
For  I  dare  open  all  my  heart  to  thee. 
Never  was  such  a  day  of  triumph  known! 
There's  not  a  wounded  captive  in  my  train, 
That  slowly  followed  my  proud  chariot  wheels^ 
With  half  a  life,  and  beggary,  and  chains^ 
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Bat  is  a  god  to  me :  I  am  most  wretdied. 
In  bis  captivi^  thoa  know'st,  Doo  Cariosy 
Mj  frieiia,  (aod  bever  was  a  friend  more  dear) 
Deputed  me  his  advocate  in  kive. 
To  Calk  to  Leonora's  hearty  and  make 
A  tender  party  in  her  thoughts  for  him. 
What  did  I  do  ?  I  loved  myself.    Indeed, 
One  thing  there  is  might  lessen  my  ofience, 
(If  such  offisnce  admits  of  being  lessened) 
I  thought  him  dead ;   for  (by  what  fate  I  know 

not) 
His  letters  never  reached  me. 

Zan.  Thanks  to  Zanga, 
Who  thence  contrived  that  evil  which  has  hap- 
pened. [Aside. 
Ahm,  Yes»  cursed  of  Heaven !  I  loved  myself, 
and  now, 
In  a  late  action,  rescued  from  the  Moors, 
I  have  hrouglit  home  my  rival  in  my  friend. 

Zan.  We  near,  my  lord,  that  in  that  action  too, 
Your  interposing  arm  preserved  his  life. 
Alon.  It  did--'with  more  than  the  expence  of 
mine; 
For,  Oh,  this  day  is  mentioned  for  their  nuptials. 
But  see,  she  comes — I  will  take  my  leave,  and 
die. 
Zan,  Hadst  thou  a  thousand  lives^  thy  death 
would  please  me. 
f  Tnliappy  fate !  My  country  overcome ! 
My  six  years  hope  of  vengeance  quite  expired ! 

Would  nature  were 1  will  not  fall  alone : 

But  others'  groans  shall  tell  the  world  my  death. 

[Aiide^  and  exit. 

Enter  Leonora. 

A  ion.  Wheu  nature  ends  with  anguish  like  to 
this. 
Sinners  shall  taka  their  last  leave  of  the  sun, 
And  bid  his  light  aiidicu. 

Leon.  The  mighty  conqueror 
Dismayed !  I  thought  you  gave  the  foe  your  sor- 
rows. 
Alon.  Oh,  cruel  insult !  Are  tliose  tears  your 
sport, 
Which  nothing  but  a  love  for  you  could  draw  ? 
Afric  I  quelled,  in  hope  by  that  to  purchase 
Your  leave  to  sigh  uuscorned ;   but  I  complain 

not ; 
Twas  but  a  world,  and  you  are — Leonora. 
Leon.  That  passion,  which  you  boast  of,  is  your 
guilt, 
A  treason  to  your  friend.   You  think  mean  of  me. 
To  plead  your  crimes  ns  motives  of  my  love. 
Alon.    You,  madam,   ought  to  thank  those 
crimes  you  blame ; 
Tis  they  permit  you  to  be  thus  inhuman, 
Without  the  censure  both  of  earth  and  heaven — 
I  fondly  tliouglit  a  hist  look  might  be  kind. 
Farewell  for  ever.    This  severe  behaviour 
Has,  to  my  comfort,  made  it  sweet  to  die. 
jUpn.  Farewell  for  ever !   Sweet  to  die !   Oh, 
Heaven !  [Aside. 
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Alomo^  stty ;  you  most  not  thus  escape  me; 
But  hear  your  guilt  at  large. 

Alon.  Oh,  Leonora ! 
What  could  I  do !  In  duty  to  my  friend, 
I  saw  you ;  and  to  see  is  to  adnure. 
For  Carlos  did  I  plead,  and  most  sincerely. 
Witness  the  thousand  agonies  it  cost  me ! 
You  know  I  did.    I  sought  but  your  esteem ; 
If  that  is  guilt,  an  angel  had  been  euilty. 
I  often  sidled,  nay,  wept,  but  could  not  help  it : 
And  sure  it  is  no  crime  to  be  in  pain. 
But  grant  mv  crime  was  great;   I  am  gresdy 

cursed; 
What  would  you  more  ?  Am  I  not  most  undone? 
This  usaEe  is  like  stamping  on  the  murdered, 
When  lite  is  fled ;  most  barbarous  and  onjmt 

i>ofi.  If  from  your  guilt  none  suffered  but 
yourself. 
It  might  be  so^— -Farewell.  [Gciag. 

Alon.  Who  suffers  with  me  ? 

Leon.  Enjoy  your  ignorance,  and  let  me  go. 

Alon.  Alas  1  what  is  there  I  can  fear  to  know. 
Since  I  already  know  your  hate?    Your  actioos 
Have  long  since  told  me  that. 

Leon.  They  flattered  you. 

Alon.  How  !  flatterecf  me ! 

Leon.  Oh,  search  in  fate  no  farther ! 
I  hate  thee — Oh,  Alonxo,  how  I  hate  thee ! 

Alon.  Indeed!   and  do  you  weep  for  hatred 
too! 
Oh,  what  a  doubtful  torment  heaves  my  heart  \ 
I  hope  it  most,  and  yet  I  dread  it  more. 
Should  it  be  so— should   her  tears  flow  from 

thence, 
How  would  my  soul  blaze  up  in  ecstacy ! 
Ah  no  !  how  sink  into  the  depth  of  horrors ! 

Leon.  Why  would  you  force  my  stay  ? 

Alon.  What  mean  these  tears  ? 

Leon.  I  weep  by  clianco;  nor  have  my  tesn 
a  meaning. 
But  Oh !  when  first  I  saw  Alonzo*s  tears 
I  knew  dieir  meaning  well ! 

[Alon.  falls  passionately  on  kis  knetSf  aa^ 
tatces  her  hand. 

Alon.  Heavens!   what  is  this?     That  e&cek 
lence,  for  whicli 
Desire  was  planted  in  the  heart  of  man ; 
Virtue's  supreme  reward  on  this  sdde  Heaven ; 
The  cordial  of  my  soul — and  this  destroys  me — 
Indeed,  I  flattered  roe  that  thou  didst  hate 

Leon.  Alonzo,  pardon  me  the  injury 
Of  loving  you.    I  strufa;led  a-ith  my  passion. 
And  struggled  long :  let  that  be  some  eacroae. 

Alon.  Unkind,  you  know  I  think  yoar  lore  a 
blessing 
Beyond  all  human  blessings !  'tis  the  price 
Of  sigh  and  groans,  and  a  whole  yeiir  of  dyiac. 

But  Oh !    the    curse   of  curses ! -Ofa^*  my 

friend ! — — 

Leon.  Alas! 

Aloti.  What  9m  my  love?    Soeak, 

Leon.  Was  it  for  yoU|  my  lon(  to  be  ao 
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Id  finding  out  objectioD9  to  our  lore  ? 
Hiink  700 10  strong  my  love,  or  weak  my  virtue, 
Jr  was  DJiaafe  to  leave  that  part  to  me  ? 
Abm,  Is  not  the  dtty^  then,  fixed  for  your  e»- 

poosais? 
Leon,  Indeed,  my  father  once  had  thoughts 
d»t  way ; 
But,  marking  how  the   marriage   pained  my 

heart, 
Long  he  stood  doubtful ;  but  at  last  resolved. 
Your  counsel,  which  determines  him  in  all, 
Shoald  finish  the  debate. 

Alan*  Oh,  agony ! 
Must  I  not  only  lose  her,  but  be  made 
Myself  the  instrument  ?    Not  only  die, 
Bot  plunge  the  dagger  in  my  heart  myself^ 
llus  IS  refining  on  calamity* 
Lean,  What !   do  you  tremble  lest  you  should 
be  mine? 
For  what  else  can  you  tremble  ?    Not  for  that 
Uy  father  places  in  your  power  to  alter. 
Jim.  WW's   in  mv  power?     Oh,  yes;  to 

slab  my  friend  f 
Leon,  To  stab  your  friend  were  barbarous  in* 
deed  J 
Spare  him — and  murder  me.    I  own,  Alonzo, 
Voo  well  may  wonder  at  such  words  as  these, 
/start  at  them  myself;  they  fright  my  nature. 
Great  is  my  fault;  but  blame  me  not  alone : 
Give  him  a  tittle  blame  who  took  such  pains 
To  make  me  guilty. 
Ahm,  Torment!  [After Epmne,  Leon. speaks, 
Leois.  Oh,  ro  J  shame ! 
I  sue,  and  soe  ia  vain :  it  is  most  just, 
When  women  sne^  they  sue  to  be  deiued. 
Voo  hace  me,  jou  despise  me  1  you  do  well ; 
For  what  Tve  dune  I  bate  and  soom  myself. 
Ob,  nigh^  fall  on  me !  I  shall  blush  to  death. 
Alon.  First  perish  all ! 
Leom.  Say,  what  have  you  resoWod  ? 
Mj  lather  cusDes;  what  answer  will  you  give 
him? 
Aiom.  What  answer  1  kl  me  look  upon  that 
fao% 
And  read  it  tharew-*-I>evole  thee  to  another ! 
Not  to  be  borne  !  a  second  look  undoes  me. 

Leim.  And  vrhy  undo  you  ?  Is  il  then,  my  lord, 
^  tcmbie  to  Yield  to  your  own  wishes* 
fiecBuse  they  happen  to  concur  with  mine  ? 
Cm9'\ !  to  take  each  pains  to  win  a  heart, 
Wfakh  yvMi  vaaa  oomraoos  you  must  hriak  with 
paitiqe. 
Aims.  No^  hmanrmf  I  am  thine  for  ever, 

[  Jtaai  mrnd  embrmcts  her. 
JasprteorCarioa — ^Ua!  who's  that?  Mv  friend? 

[Siartt  mide/rom  her, 
VouL 


Alas,  I  see  him  pale !  I  hear  him  groan ! 

He  foams,  he  tears  his  hair,  he  raves,  he  bleeds, 

(I  know  him  by  myself)  he  dies  distracted  ! 

Jjeon.  How  dreadful  to  be  cut  from  what  we 
love ! 

Abn,  Ah,  speak  no  more ! 

Leon.  And  tied  to  what  we  hate ! 

Alon.  Oh ! 

Leon.  Is  it  possible  ? 

AUm.  Death ! 

Leon.  Can  you  ? 

Alon.  Oh 

Yes,  take  a  limb ;  but  let  my  virtue  'scapes 
Alas^  my  soul,  this  moment  I  die  for  thes ! 

[Bremks  moo^ 

Leon.  And  are  you  perjured  then  for  virtue's 
sake? 
How  often  have  you  sworn  l*-*but  go^  for  ever. 

[Swooaa 

Alon.  Heart  of  my  heart,  and  essence  of  my 

joy- 

Where  art  thou !-— Oh,  Vm  thine,  and  thine  for 

ever ! 
The  groans  of  friendship  shall  be  heard  no  more. 
For  whatsoever  crime  I  can  commit, 
IVe  felt  the  pains  already. 

Leon.  Hold,  Alonzo^ 
And  hear  a  maid  whom  doubly  thoii  hast  oonr 

quered. 
I  love  tbr  virtue  as  I  love  thy  persoi^ 
And  I  adore  thee  for  the  pains  it  gave  me ; 
But  as  I  felt  the  pains,  Flf  rean  tl^  fruit ; 
ril  shine  out  in  my  turn,  and  snew  the  world 
Thy  great  example  was  not  lost  upon  meu 
Be  it  enough  that  I  have  once  been  guilty t 
In  si^t  of  such  a  pattern,  to  persist, 
111  suits  a  peraon  hnaoQied  with  you?  love. 
My  other  tides  to  that  bliss  are  weak ; 
I  must  deserve  it  by  refudng  it 
Thus  then  I  tear  me  from  thy  hopes  ibr  ever. 
Shall  I  contribute  to  Alonao^s  crimes? 
No,  though  the  life-blood  gushes  from  mj  heart. 
You  shall  not  be  ashamed  of  Leonora ; 
Or  that  late  time  may  put  our  names  together. 
Nay,  never  shrink ;  take  back  the  bright  eiampl* 
You  lately  lent ;  Ol^  take  it  while  you  mav. 
While  I  can  give  it  you*  and  be  immortal ! 

[Exit. 
Alon.  She's  fone^  and  I  shall  see  that  face  so 

more; 
But  pine  in  absence,  and  till  death  adoi^. 
When  with  cold  dew  my  fainting  brow  is  hung. 
And  my  eyes  daiken,  from  my  faultering  tongua 
Her  name  will  tremble  with  a  feeble  moan, 
And  love  with  fate  divide  my  dying  groan. 

[£]rtt. 
S6 
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ACT    II. 


SCENE  I.— C<m/«jitt€5. 

Enter  Don  Manuel  and  Zakga. 

Zan,  If  this  be  true,  I  cannot  blame  your  pain 
For  wretched  Carlos ;  'tis  but  human  in  you. 
But  when  arrived  vuur  dismal  news  ? 

Man.  This  hour. 

Zan.  What,  not  a  vessel  saved  ? 

Man.  All,  all  the  storm 
Devoured ;  and  now  o'er  his  late  envied  fortune 
The  dolphins  bound,  and  watery  mountains  roar, 
Triumphant  in  his  ruin. 

Zan.  Is  Alvarez 
Determined  to  deny  his  daughter  to  him  ? 
That  treasure  was  on  shore ;  must  that  too  join 
The  common  wreck  ? 

Alan.  Alvarez  pleads,  indeed, 
That  Leonora's  heart  is  disinclined. 
And  pleads  that  only;  so  it  was  this  morning. 
When  he  concurred  :    the  tempest  broke   the 

match, 
And  sunk  his  favour,  when  it  sunk  the  gold. 
The  love  of  gold  is  double  in  his  heart, 
The  vice  of  age,  and  of  Alvarez  too. 

Zan.  How  does  Don  Carlos  bear  it  f 

Man.  Like  a  man. 
Whose  heart  feels  most  a  human  heart  can  feel, 
And  reasons  best  a  human  heart  can  reason. 

Zan.  But  is  he  then  in  absolute  despair  ? 

Man.  Never  to  see  his  Leonora  more. 
And,  quite  to  quench  all  future  hope,  Alvarez 
Urges  Alonzo  to  espouse  his  daughter 
This  very  day ;  for  he  has  learnt  their  loves. 

Zan.  Ha !  was  not  that  received  with  ecstacy 
By  Don  AlonzoP 

Man.  Yes,  at  first ;  but  soon 
A  damp  came  o'er  him,  it  would  kill  his  friend. 

Zan.  Not  if  his  friend  consented :  and  since 
now 
He  cannot  himself  espouse  her 

Man.  Yet,  to  ask  it 
Has  something  shocking  to  a  generous  mind ; 
At  least,  Alonzo's  spirit  startles  at  it. 
Wide  is  the  distance  between  our  despair, 
And  giving  up  a  mistress  to  another. 
But  I  must  leave  you.    Carlos  wants  support 
In  his  severe  affliction.  [Exit. 

Zan.  Ha,  it  dawns  !  ■ 
It  rises  to  me,  like  a  new-found  world 
To  manners  long  time  distressed  nt  sea, 
Sore  from  a  storm,  and  all  their  viands  spent ; 
Or  like  the  sun  just  rising  out  of  chaos. 
Some  dregs  of  ancient  nie;ht  not  quite  purged  o^. 
But  I  shall  finish  it. lloa,  Isabella ! 

Enter  Isabella. 

I  thought  of  dying ;  better  tilings  come  forward ; 
Vengeance  is  still  alive;  from  her  dark  covert, 
With  all  her  snakes  erect  upon  her  crest^ 


She  stalks  in  view,  and  fires  me  with  her  dianns. 
When,  Isabella,  arrived  Don  Carlos  here? 

Isa.  Two  nights  ago. 

Zan.  That  was  the  very  night 
Before  the  battle — Memory,  set  down  that; 
It  has  the  essence  of  the  crocodile. 
Though  yet  but  in  the  shell — 111  give  it 
What  time  did  he  return  ? 

Isa.  At  midnight. 

Zan.  So 
Say,  did  he  see  that  night  his  Leonora  ? 

Isa,  No,  my  good  lord. 

Zan.  No  matter — tell  me,  woman. 
Is  not  Alonzo  rather  brave  than  cautious. 
Honest  than  subtle,  above  fraud  himself. 
Slow,  therefore,  to  suspect  it  in  another  ^ 

Ita.  You  best  can  judge;  but  so  the 
thinks  of  him. 

Zan.  Why,  that  was  well — go,  fetch  mv  tablets 
hither.  [Exit  Ita. 

Two  nights  ago  my  father's  sacred  shade 
Thrice  stalked  around  my  bed,  and  smiled  upon 
me; 

He  smiled  a  joy  then  little  understood 

It  must  be  so— and  if  so,  it  is  vengeance 
Wgrth  waking  of  the  dead  for. 

Re-enter  Isabella  mth  the  tablett ;  Zasga 
writes,  then  reads  as  to  himteffl, 

Thus  it  stands 

The  father's  fixed — ^Don  Carlos  cannot  wed 


world 


Alonzo  may ^but  that  will  hurt  his  friend 

Nor  can  he  ask  his  leave — or,  if  he  did. 
He  might  not  gain  it — It  is  hsurd  to  give 
Our  own  consent  to  ills,  though  wc  must  bear 

them. 
Were  it  not  then  a  master-piece,  worth  all 
The  wisdom  I  can  boast,  first  to  persuade 
Alonzo  to  request  it  of  his  friend. 
His  friend  to  grant — then  from  that  very  f^Faaf, 
The  strongest  proof  of  friendship  man  can  give* 
(And  other  motives)  to  wiprk  out  a  cause 

Of  jealousy,  to  rack  Alonzo*s  peace?- 

I  have  turned  o'er  the  catalogue  of  hamsA  ^vors 
Which  sting  the  heart  of  man,  and  find 

quai. 
It  is  the  Hydra  of  calamities, 
I'he  seven-fold  death ;  the  jealoos  are  the 
Oh,  jealousy,  each  other  pas&ion's  calm 
To  thee,  them  conflagration  of  the  soal ! 
I'hou  king  of  torments,  thou  grand  counterpoise 
For  all  the  transports  beauty  can  in^ire  ! 

Isa.  Alonzo  comes  this  way. 

Zttn.  Most  opportunely. 
Withdraw — ^Ye  subtle  demons,  which  reside 

In  courts,   and  do  your  work  with   Da>irs   nci 

smiles. 
That  little  enginery^  more  mischievous 
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Thui  fleets  and  armies^  and  the  cannon's  murder, 
Teach  me  to  look  a  lie ;  give  me  your  maze 
Ofe:loomy  thouf^ht  and  intricate  design, 
To  catch  the  man  I  hate,  and  then  devour. 

Enter  Don  Aloxzo. 

My  lord,  I  ^ve  you  joy. 
Aton.  Of  what,  good  Zai^  ? 
Zan,  Is  not  the  lovely  Leonora  yours  ? 
Alon.  What  will  become  of  Carlos  ? 
Zan,  lies  your  friend  ; 
And  since  he  can't  espouse  the  fair  himself. 
Will  take  some  comfort  from  Alonzo's  fortune. 
Jion,  Aias,  thou  little  know'st  the  force  of 
love ! 
Lnve  reigns  a  sultan  with  unrivalled  sway ; 
Piits  aU  relations,  friendship's  self  to  death, 
If  once  he's  jealous  of  it.    i  love  Carlos ; 
Vet  well  I  know  what  pangs  I  felt  tliis  morning 
At  his  intended  nuptials.     For  myself 
I  then  felt  pains,  which  now  for  Him  I  feeL 
Za/i,  You  will  not  wed  her  then  ? 
A/on.  Not  instantly. 
Insult  his  broken  heart  the  very  moment ! 
Zan,  I  understand  you :  but  you'll  wed  here- 
after. 
When  your  friend's  gone,  and  his  first  pain  as- 
suaged. 
Ahn.  Am  I  to  blame  in  that  ? 
Zan.  My  lord,  I  love 
Your  very  errors ;  they  are  bom  from  virtue. 
Ydur  friendship  (and  what  nobler  passion  claims 
Tht  henn?)  does  lead  you  blindfold  to  your  ruin. 
Consider,  wherefore  did  Alvarez  break 
Don  Carlos*  naatch,  and  wherefore  urge  Alonzo's? 
Tnas  the  same  cause,  the  love  of  wealth.    To- 
morrow 
)Iay  see  Aloozo  in  Don  Carlos'  fortune ; 
A  higher  bidder  is  a  better  friend. 
And  there  are  princes  sigh  for  Leonora. 
H  hen  your  friend's  gone  you'll  wed ;  why,  then, 

the  cauiie, 
W'hich  ^ves  you  Leonora  now,  will  cease. 
C'aHos  has  lost  her ;  should  you  Ipse  her  too, 
^Vhy,  then  you  beap  new  torments  on  your  friend, 
Bv  that  respect  ivhich  laboured  to  relieve  him — 
Ti^  well — be  is  dbturbed ;  it  makes  liim  pause. 

[Aside. 
Alon.  Think'st  thou,  my  Zang^  shoulcf  I  ask 
Don  Carlos, 
HiD  goodness  would  consent  that  I  should  wed 
her? 
Zan.  I  know  it  would. 
Ahn.  But  then  the  cruelty 
T<>  aak  it,  and  for  me  to  ask  it  of  him ! 

3ira.  Methinks  yon  are  severe  upon  your  friend. 
^V;i.»  WM3  h  gave  him  liberty  and  life  ? 

Aloti,  lliat  is  the  very  reason  which  forbids  it 
Wtre  I  a  stranger  I  could  freely  speak : 
in  mf  it  so  restenables  a  demand. 
Exacting  of  a  debt,  it  shocks  my  nature. 
Zan.  My  lord,  you  know  the  sad  alternative. 


Is  Leonora  wortli  one  pang  or  not  ? 
It  hurts  not  me,  my  lord,  but  as  I  love  you : 
Warmly  as  you  I  wish  Don  Carlos  well ; 
But  I  am  likewise  Don  Alonzo's  friend : 
There  all  the  ditSbrence  lies  between  us  two. 
In  me,  my  lord,  you  hear  another  self; 
And,  give  me  leave  to  add,  a  better  too. 
Cleared  from  those  errors,  wluch,  though  caused 

by  virtue. 
Are  such  as  may  hereafter  give  you  pain 
Don  Lopez  of  Castile  would  not  demur  thus. 
Alon.  Pcrisli  the  name !    What,  sacrifice  the 

fair 
To  age  and  ugliness,  because  set  in  gold  ? 
I'll  to  Don  Carlos,  if  my  heart  will  let  me. 
I  have  not  seen  him  since  his  sore  affliction ; 
But  shunned  it,  as  too  terrible  to  bear. 
How  shall  I  bear  it  now  ?  I'm  struck  already. 

[Exit. 
Zan.  Half  of  my  work  is  done.   I  must  secure 
Don  Carlos,  ere  Alonzo  speak  with  him. 

[He  gives  a  message  to  a  servantj  then  returns. 
Proud  hated  Spain,  oft  drenched  in  Moorish 

blood! 
Dost  thou  not  feel  a  deadly  foe  within  thee  ? 
Shake  not  thy  towers  where'er  I  pass  along. 
Conscious  of  ruin,  and  their  great  destroyer  ? 
Shake  to  the  centre,  if  Alonzo's  dear ! 
Look  down,  oh,  holy  prophet !  see  me  torture 
This  Christian  dog,  this  infidel,  who  dares 
To  smite  thy  votnries,  and  spurn  thy  law ; 
And  yet  hopes  pleasure  from  two  radiant  eyes, 
Which  look  ns  they  were  lighted  up  for  tliee ! 
Shall  he  enjoy  thy  paradise  below  r 
Blast  the  bold  thought,  and  curse  him  with  her 

charms ! 
But  see,  the  melancholy  lover  comes. 

Enter  Don  Carlos. 

Car.  Hope,  tliou  hast  told  me  lies  from  day  to 
day. 
For  more  than  twenty  years ;  vile  promiser ! 
None  here  are  happy,  but  the  very  fool. 
Or  vcr^  wise ;  and  I  wasn't  fool  enough 
To  smile  in  vanities,  and  hug  a  shadow ; 
Nor  have  I  wisdom  to  elaborate 
An  artificial  happiness  from  pains : 
Even  joys  arc  pains,  because  they  cannot  last 

Yet  much  is  talked  of  bliss ;  it  b  the  art 
Of  such  as  have  the  world  in  their  possession. 
To  give  it  a  good  name,  that  fools  may  envy ; 
For  envy  to  small  minds  is  flattery. 
How  many  lift  the  head,  look  ray,  and  smile 
Against  their  consciences !  and  this  we  know. 
Yet,  knowing,  disbeUeve,  and  try  again 
What  we  have  tried,  and  struggle  with  conviction. 
Each  new  experience  gives  the  former  credit; 
And  reverena  grey  threes^re  is  but  a  voucher. 
That  thirty  tqld  us  true. 
Zan.  My  noble  lord, 
I  mourn  your  fate :  But  are  oo  hop^  surviviqg  f 
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Car,  No  hopes.    Alrarez  hfts  a  heart  of  steel, 
^is  filed — 't3»  past— 'tis  absolute  despair ! 

Zan.  You  wanted  not  to  have  your  heart  made 
tender, 
By  your  own  pains,  to  feel  a  friend's  distress. 

Car.  I  understand  you  well.    Alonxo  loves; 
I  pity  him. 

Zan,  I  dare  be  sworn  you  do. 
Yet  he  has  other  thoughts. 

Car.  What  canst  thou  mean  ? 

Zan.  Indeed  he  has;  and  fears  to  ask  a  favour 
A  stranger  from  a  stranger  might  reauest ; 
What  costs  you  nothing,  yet  is  all  to  liim : 
Nay,  what  indeed  will  to  your  glory  add. 
For  nothing  more  than  wishing  your  friend  well. 

Car.  I  pray,  be  plain ;  his  happiness  is  mine. 

Zan.  He  loves  to  death;  but  so  reveres  his 
friend. 
He  can't  persuade  his  heart  to  wed  the  maid 
Without  your  leave,  and  that  he  fears  to  ask. 
In  perfect  tenderness  I  urged  him  to  it. 
Knowing  the  deadly  sickness  of  his  heart, 
Your  overflowing  goodness  to  your  friend, 
Your  wisdom,  and  despair  yourself  to  wed  her^ 
I  wrung  a  promise  from  him  he  would  try: 
And  now  1  come,  a  mutual  friend  to  both, 
Without  his  privacy,  to  let  you  know  it. 
And  to  prepare  you  kindly  to  receive  him. 

Car.  Ha !  if  he  weds  I  am  undone  indeed ; 
Not  Don  Alvarez'  self  can  then  relieve  me. 

Zan  Alas,  my  lord,  you  know  his  heart  is  steel : 
TTis  fixed,  'tis  past,  'tis  absolute  despair. 

Car.  Oh,  cruel  Heaven !  and  is  it  not  enough 
That  I  must  never, never  see  him  more? 
Say,  is  it  not  enough  that  I  must  die ; 
But  1  must  be  tormented  in  the  grave  ? — 
Ask  my  consent ! — Must  I  then  give  her  to  him? 
Lead  to  his  nuptial  sheets  tlie  blushing  maid  ? 
Oh ! Leonora !  never,  never,  never ! 

Zan.  A  storm  of  plagues  upon  him !  he  refuses. 

[Aside. 

Car.  What,  wed  her  ?— and  to-day  ? 

Zan.  To-day,  or  never. 
To-morrow  may  some  wealthier  lover  bring. 
And  then  Alonso  is  thrown  out  like  you : 
Then  whom  shall  he  condemn  for  his  misfortune? 
Carlos  is  an  Alvarez  to  his  love. 

Car.  Oh,  torment !  whither  shall  I  turn  ? 

Zan,  To  peace. 

Car.  Which  is  the  way  ? 

Zan.  His  happiness  is  youn— 
I  dare  not  disbelieve  you. 

Car,  Kill  my  friend ! 
Or  worse— Alas !  and  can  there  be  a  worse  ? 
A  worse  there  is ;  nor  can  my  nature  bear  it 

Zan.  You  have  convinced  me  'tis  a  dreadful 

I  find  AlonzoV  quitting  her  this  morning 
For  Carlos'  sake,  in  tenderness  to  you, 
Betrayed  me  to  believe  it  less  severe 
Than  I  perceive  it  is. 

Cfir.  Thoo  dost  upbraid  me. 


Zan,  No,  my  good  lord ;  but  since  yoa  cut 
com[>ly, 
Tis  my  misfortune  that  I  mentioned  it; 
For  had  I  not,  Alonzo  would  indeed 
Have  died,  as  now,  but  not  by  your  decree. 
Car.  By  my  decree !  Do  I  decree  bis  detdi? 

I  do i)hall  I  then  lead  her  to  his  arms? 

Oh,  which  side  shall  I  take  ?  Be  stabbed,  or— 

stab? 
Tis  equal  death !  a  chcnce  of  agonies?— ~ 
Ah,  no !  all  other  agonies  are  ease 
To  one        Oh,  Leonora !  never,  never ! 
Go,  Zanga,  go,  defer  the  dreadful  trial, 
Though  but  a  day;  something,  percfaanoe,  na) 

happen 
To  soften  all  to  friendship  and  to  love. 
Go,  stop  my  friend,  let  me  not  see  him  now; 
But  save  us  from  au  interview  of  death. 
Zan.  My  lord,  1  am  bound  in  duty  to  obey 

you 

If  I  not  bring  him,  may  Alonzo  prosper !  [Erit. 
Car.  What  is  this  world  ?  Thy  school,  Oh  mi- 
sery! 
Our  only  lesson  is  to  learn  to  sufler; 
And  he,  who  knows  not  that,  was  bom  for  im>- 

diing. 
Though  deep  my  pangs,  and  heavy  at  my  beert, 
My  comfort  is,  each  moment  takes  away 
A  grain,  at  least^  from  the  dead  load  that's  oa 

me. 
And  gives  a  nearer  prospect  of  the  grave. 
But  put  it  most  severely — should  I  five- 
Live  long-^alas,  there  is  no  lei^th  in  time  \ 
Not  in  thy  time.  Oh  man ! — What's  fourscois 

vears? 
Nay,  what,  indeed,  the  age  of  time  itself. 
Since  cut  from  out  eternity's  wide  round  ? 

Away,  then ! To  a  mind  resolved  and  wise, 

There  is  an  impotence  in  misery. 

Which  makes  me  smile,  when  all  its  shafts  trs 

in  me. 

Yet  Leonora she  can  make  time  lon^ 

Its  nature  alter,  as  she  altered  mine. 
While  in  the  lustre  of  her  charms  I  lay. 
Whole  summer  sijns  rolled  unperceivcd  away; 
I  years  for  days,  and  days  for  monoents  told, 
And  was  surprised  to  hear  that  I  grew  old. 
Now  fate  does  rigidly  its  dues  regain. 
And  every  moment  is  an  age  of  pain. 

A$  he  it  going  ont^  enter  Zanoa  and  IXm  Alox* 
zo.    Zanca  «/o^i  Don  Cablos. 

Zaa.  Is  this  Don  Carlos?  this  die  boasred 
friend  ? 
How  can  you  turn  your  back  upon  his  sadness? 
Look  on  him,  and  then  leave  him  if  yoa  can. 
Whose  sorrows  thus  depress  him  ?  Not  bis  own  ** 
This  moment  he  could  wed  without  your  leave. 

Car.   I  cannot  yield;    nor  cmn   I   bear  bis 
griefs. 
Alonzo!       [Going to  Aim,  and  taking  kU hand. 

Alan.  Ohf  Carlos ! 
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C&r,  Pimy,  forbear. 

Ahn.  Art  thoa  undooey  and  shall  Alomo 
•rotle? 
AhmOy  who^  perhaps,  in  soma  degree 
Contributed  to  cause  thy  dreadful  fate  f 
I  was  deputed  guardian  of  thy  love ; 
But,  Ohy  I  loved  myself!  Pour  down  afflictions 
On  this  devoted  head,  make  me  your  mark ; 
And  be  the  world  by  my  example  tausht, 
How  sacred  it  should  hold  the  name  of  friend ! 
Cur.  You  charge  yourself  unjustly;   well  I 
know 
Tile  only  cause  of  my  severe  affliction. 
Alvarez,  cursed  Alvarex !  So  much  anguish, 
Felt  for  so  small  a  fiulure,  is  one  merit 
Which  faultless  virtue  wants,    llie  crime  was 

mine^ 
Who  placed  thee  there,  where  only  thou  couldst 

Ail; 
Though  well  I  knew  that  dreadful  post  of  honour 
leave  thee  to  maintain.    Ah !  wno  could  bear 
Those  eyes  unhurt  ?  The  wounds  myself  have  felt, 
(Which  wounds  alone  should  cause  me  to  con- 
demn thee) 
They  plead  in  thy  excuse ;  for  I  too  strove 
To  shun  those  fires,  and  found  'twas  not  in  man. 
Ahn.  You  cast  in  shades  the  failure  of  a 
friend, 
And  soften  all ;  but  think  not  to  deceive  me ; 
I  know  my  guilt,  and  I  implore  your  pardon, 
As  the  sole  glimpse  I  can  obtain  of  peace. 
Car,  Pardon  for  him^  who  but  this  morn- 
ing threw 
Fair  Leonora  from  his  heart,  all  bathed 
In  ceaseless  tears,  and  blushing  for  her  love ! 
Who,  like  a  rose>leaf  wet  with  morning  dew, 
Would  have  stuck  close^  and  clung  for  ever 

there! 
But  'twas  in  thee,  through  fondness  for  thy  friend, 
To  shut  thy  bosom  a^nst  ecstades ; 
For  which,  while  this  pulse  beats,  it  beats  to 

thee; 
While  this  blood  flows,  it  flows  for  my  Alonio^ 
And  every  wish  is  levelled  at  thy  joy. 
ZatL  [To  Alonxo,]  My  lord,  my  lord,  this  is 

your  time  to  ^)eak. 
Alan,  [7b  Zan.]  Because  he's  kind?  It  there- 
fore is  the  worst ; 
For  'tis  his  kindness  which  I  fear  to  hurt. 
Shall  the  same  moment  see  him  sink  in  woes, 
And  me  providing  for  a  flood  of  joys. 
Rich  in  tne  plunder  of  his  happiness? 
No,  I -may  die ;  but  I  can  never  speak. 

Car,  Now,  now  it  comes !  they  are  concert- 
ing  It! 
The  first  word  strikes  me  dead — Oh,  Leonora ! 
And  shall  another  taste  her  fragrant  breath  f 
Who  knows  what  after-time  may  bring  to  pass  ? 
Fathers  may  change,  and  I  may  wed  her  still. 

[Aiide, 
Alon,  [To  Zan,]  Do  I  not  see  him  quite  pos- 
Mssed  vrith  anguish^ 


Which,  like  a  dftmon,  writhes  him  to  and  fro; 

And  shall  I  pour  in  new ?  No,. fond  desire! 

No,  love !  one  pang  at  parting,  and  farewell. 

I  have  no  other  love  but  Carlos  now. 
Car,  Alas !  my  friend,  why  with  such  eager 
grasp 

Dost  prett  my  hand,  and  weep  upon  my  cheek  f 
Aion,  If,  after  death,  our  forms  (as  some  be- 
lieve) 

Shall  be  transparent,  naked  every  thought, 

And  friends  meet  friends,  and  read  eadi  other's 
hearts, 

Thoult  know  one  day  that  thou  wert  held  most 
dear. 

Farewell. 
Car,  Alonzo,  stay — he  cannot  speak — 

[Holds  him. 

Lest  it  should  grieve  mc — Shall  I  be  outdone  ? 

And  lose  in  glory,  as  I  lose  in  love?  [Atide. 

I  take  it  much  unkindly,  my  Aionzo, 

You  think  so  meanly  of  me,  not  to  speak, 

When  well  I  know  your  heart  is  near  to  burst- 
ing. 

Have  you  forgot  how  you  have  bound  me  to  you? 

Your  smallest  friendship's  liber^f  and  life. 
Alon,  There,  there  it  is,  my  friend !  it  cuts  me 
there. 

How  dreadful  is  it  to  a  generous  mind 

To  ask,  when  sure  he  cannot  be  denied ! 

Car,  How  greatly  thought !  In  all  he  towers 
above  me.  [Aside, 

Then  you  confess  you  would  ask  something  of 
me? 
Alon,  No,  on  my  soul. 
Zan.  [To  Alon.]  Then  lose  her. 
Car.  Glorious  spirit ! 

Why  what  a  pang  nas  he  run  through  for  this ! 

By  Heaven,  I  envy  him  his  amnios. 

Why  was  not  mine  the  most  illustrious  lot, 

Of  starting  at  one  action  from  below, 

And  flaming  up  into  consummate  greatness  ? 

Ha  I  angels  strengthen  me ! — ^It  shall  be  so 

I  cannot  want  strength.  Great  actions,  once  cot»* 
ceived. 

Strengthen  like  wine,  and  animate  the  soul. 

And  call    themselves  to   being.    [Atide.]    My 
Alonzo ! 

Since  thy  ^reat  soul  disdains  to  make  request, 

Receive  with  favour  that  I  make  to  thee. 
Akm.  What  means  my  Carlos  ? 
Car.  Pray  observe  me  well. 

Fate  and  Alvarez  tore  her  from  my  heart. 

And,  plucking  up  my  love,  they  had  well  nigh 

Plucked  up  life  too,  for  they  were  twined  to- 
getner. 

Of  that  no  more — ^Wbat  now  does  reason  bid  ? 

I  cannot  wed — Farewell  my  happiness  ! 

But,  O  my  soul,  with  care  provioe  for  hers ! 

In  life,  how  weak,  how  helpless  is  woman ! 

Soon  hurt ;  in  happiness  itself  unsafe. 

And  often  wounaed  while  she  plucks  the  rose; 

So  properly  the  object  of  affliction^ 
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That  Heaven  is  pleased  to  make  distress  become 

her. 
And  dresses  her  most  amiablj  in  tears. 
Take  then  mj  heart  in  dowry  with  the  fair ! 
Be  thou  her  guardian,  and  thou  must  be  mine; 
Shut  out  the  thousand  pressing  ills  of  life 
With  diy  surrounding  arms — Do  this,  and  then 
Set  down  the  liberty  and  life  thou  gavest  me, 
As  little  things,  as  essays  of  thy  goodness, 
And  rudiments  of  friendship  so  divine. 

Alan.  There  is  a  grandeur  in  thy  goodness  to 
me. 
Which  with  thy  foes  would  render  thee  adored. 
But  have  a  care,  nor  think  I  can  be  pleased 
With  any  thing  that  lays  in  pains  for  thee. 
Thou  dost  dissemble,  and  thv  heart's  in  tears. 

Car.  My  heart's  in  health,  my  spirits  dance 
their  round. 
And  at  my  eyes  pleasure  looks  out  in  smiles. 

Ahn.  And  canst  thou,  canst  thou  part  with 
Leonora? 

Car.  I  do  not  part  with  her,  I  give  her  thee. 

Alon.  O  Carlos ! 

Car.  Don't  disturb  me,  Fm  sincere. 
Nor  is  it  more  than  simple  justice  in  me. 
This  morn  didst  thou  resign  her  for  my  sake ; 
I  but  perform  a  virtue  learnt  from  thee ; 
Discharge  a  debt,  and  pay  her  to  thy  wishes. 

Alon.  Ah,  how? — ^But  think  not  words  were 
ever  made 


For  such  occasions.    Silence,  tean^  embraoesi 
Are  languid  eloquence ;  I'll  seek  relief 
In  absence  from  the  pain  of  so  much  goodness, 
There  thank  the  blest  above,  thy  sole  superioTB, 
Adore,  and  raise  my  thoughts  of  them  by  tfaee. 

[ExU. 
Zan.  Thus  far  success  Jias  crowned  my  boldest 
hope. 
My  next  care  is  to  hasten  these  new  noptials, 
And  then  my  master-works  begin  to  play. 

[Asi4U. 
Why  this  was  greatly  done,  without  one  sieh 

[to  Car. 
To  carry  such  a  glory  to  its  period. 

Car.  Too  soon  thou  praisest  me.    Ue*s  gone, 
and  now 
I  must  unsluice  my  ovci^burthened  heart. 
And  let  it  flow.     I  would  not  gne%'e  my  friend 
With  tears,  nor  interrupt  my  great  desagn ; 
Great  sure  as  ever  human  breast  durst  think 

of. 
But  now  my  sorrows,  long  witli  pain  supprest, 
Burst  their  continment  with  impetuous  sway, 
O'ei^swell  all  bounds,  and  bear  even  life  away : 
So,  till  the  day  was  won,  tlie  Greek  renowned 
With  anguish  bore  the  arrow  in  his  wound^ 
Then  drew  the  shaft  from  out  hb  tortured  side. 
Let  gush  the  torrent  of  his  blood,  and  died. 

[fjrearaf. 


ACT    IIL 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Zanga. 

Zan.  O  Joy,  thou  welcome  stranger!  twice 
three  years 
I  have  not  felt  thy  vital' beam;  but  now 
It  warms  my  veins,  and  plays  around  my  heart : 
A  fiery  instinct  lifts  me  from  the  ground. 
And  I  could  mount !    The  spirits  numberless 
Of  my  dear  countrymen,  which  yesterday 
Left  their  poor  bleeding  bodies  on  the  field, 

Are  all  assembled  here,  and  o'ei^inform  me. 

O,  bridegroom !  great  indeed  thy  present  bliss ; 
Yet  even  by  me  unenvied  ;  for  be  sure 
It  is  thy  last,  last  smile,  that  which  now 
Sits  on  thy  cheek ;  enjoy  it  while  thou  mayest ; 
Anguish,  and  groans^  and  death  bespeak  to  moi^ 
-  row. 

Enter  Isabella. 

My  Isabella ! 

Ita.  What  commands  my  Moor  ? 

Zan.  Mv  fair  ally  !  my  lovely  minister ! 
'Twas  well  Alvarez,  by  my  arts  impelled, 
(To  plunge  Don  Carlos  in  the  last  despair. 
And  to  prevent  all  future  molestation) 
I^nsshea  the  nuptials  soon  as  he  resolved  them; 
This  conduct  ripened  all  for  s^e  and  nun* 


Scarce  had  the  priest  the  holy  rite  perfonned^ 

When  I,  by  sacred  inspiration,  forged 

That  letter,  which  I  trusted  to  thy  hand ; 

That  letter,  which,  in  glowing  terms, 

From  happy  Carlos  to  fair  Leonora, 

The  most  profound  acknowledgments  of 

For  wondrous  transports  which  be  never  knew. 

This  is  a  good  subservient  artifice, 

To  aid  the  nobler  workings  of  my  brain. 

Isa,  I  quickly  dropt  it  in  the  bride's  apartment 
As  you  commanded. 

Zan.  With  a  lucky  hand ; 
For  soon  Alonzo  found  it ;  I  observed  him 
From  out  my  secret  stand.    He  took  it  up  ; 
But  scarce  was  it  unfolded  to  his  sight. 
When  he,  as  if  an  arrow  pierced  his  eye. 
Started,  and,  trembling,  dropt  it  on  the  eitHmd. 
Pale  and  asrhast  awhile  my  victim  stood^ 
Disguised  a  sigh  or  two,  and  pufied 

him; 
Then  rubbed  his  brow,  and  took  it  up 
At  first  he  looked  as  if  he  meant  to  remd  it ; 
But,  checked  by  rising  fears,  he  crushed  it  thus. 
And  thrust  it,  like  an  adder,  in  his  boaocn. 

Isa.  But  if  he  read  it  not,  it  cannot  stii^  K^f^ 
At  least  not  mortally. 

Ztfa.  At  first  I  thought  so; 
But  farther  thought  infoniu  me 
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And  turns  this  disappointment  to  account 
He  more  shall  credit  it,  because  unseen, 
(If  'tis  unseen)  as  thou  anon  may'st  find. 
Iml  That  would  indeed  commend  my  Zanga's 

skill 
Zflff.  This,  Isabella,  is  Don  Carlos'  picture ; 
Take  it,  and  so  dispose  of  it,  that,  found, 
It  may  raise  up  a  witness  of  her  love ; 
Under  her  pillow,  in  her  cabinet, 
Or  elsewhere,  as  shall  best  promote  our  end. 

/m.  rU  weigh  it  as  its  consequence  requires, 
Then  do  my  utmost  to  deserve  your  smile.  [Exit. 
Zan,  Is  that  Alonzo  prostrate  on  the  ground } 
—Now  be  starts  up,  like  flame  from  sleeping  em- 
bers, 
And  wild  distraction  glares  from  cither  eye  ! 
If  thus  a  slight  surmise  can  work  his  soul, 
ilaw  will  the  fulness  of  the  tempest  tear  him  ? 

Enter  Don  Alokzo. 

Altm,  And  yet  it  cannot  be — I  am  deceived — 
I  injure  her !  she  wears  the  face  of  Heaven. 
^2^11.  He  doubts.  [AsiiU. 

Alon.  I  dare  not  look  on  this  ae;ain. 
If  the  hrst  elance,  which  gave  suspicion  only, 
Had  such  effect,  so  smote  my  heart  and  bram. 
The  certainty  would  dash  me  all  in  pieces. 

It  cmmot lla !  it  must,  it  must  be  true. 

[Starts. 
Zan.  Hold  there,  and  we  succeed.    He  has 
descn<^d  me ; 
And  (for  he  thinks  I  love  him)  will  unfold 
His  achini;  heart,  and  rest  it  on  my  counsel. 
ni  seem  to  go,  to  make  my  stay  more  sure. 

[Aside. 
Alon.  Hold,  Zanga,  turn. 
Zan.  Mv  lord  ! 
A^on.  Shut  close  the  doors. 
Thai  not  a  spirit  find  an  entrance  here. 
Zan.  My  lord's  obeyed. 
Aion.  I  see  that  thou  art  frighted. 
If  thou  dost  love  me,  I  shall  fill  thy  heart 
With  scorpioDh*  stilus. 
Zan,  If  I  do  love,  my  lord  ? 
Alon.  Come  near  me,  let  mc  rest  upon  thy 
bosom; 
C^liAt  ptHow  like  the  bosom  of  a  friend  ?) 
For  I  am  sick  at  heart. 

Zan.  Speak,  i»ir,  O  speak,' 
And  cake  me  from  the  rack  ! 

Alon.  And  is  there  need 
Of  words?  Behold  a  wonder !  See  my  tears ! 
Zan.  1  feel  them  too.  Heaven  grant  my  senses 
fail  mc  ! 
I  r\theT  MTOuld  lose  them,  than  have  this  real. 
Alon.  Go,  take  a  round  througli  all  things  in 
thy  thota^t, 
And  find  that  one — for  there  is  only  one 
^l&ch  coold  extort  my  tears — find  that,  and  tell 
Th>-vlf  my  misery,  and  spare  me  tlic  pain. 
Zan.  ^rrow  can  think  but  ill 1  aiu  bewil- 
dered ; 


I  know  not  where  I  am. 

Alon.  Think,  think  no  more  ! 
It  ne'er  can  enter  in  an  honest  heart. 

ril  tell  thee,  then 1  cannot ^yet  I  do^ 

By  wanting  force  to  give  it  utterance. 

Zan.  S|^ak,  ease  your  heart;  its  throbs  will 
burst  your  bosom ! 

Ahn.  I  am  most  happy :  mine  is  victory, 
Mine  the  king's  favour,  mine  the  nation's  shouty 
And  great  men  make  tlieir  fortunes  of  my  staiiles. 

0  curse  of  curses !  in  the  lap  of  blessing 
To  be  most  curst ! My  Leonora's  false ! 

Tlan.  Save  me,  my  lord  ! 
AUm.  My  Leonora's  false ! 

[Gi-oe*  him  the  letter. 
Zan.  Then  Heaven  has  lost  its  image  here  on 
earth. 

[While  Zanga  reads  the  Utter^he  trem- 
bles,  and  shews  the  utmost  concern. 
Ahn.  Good-natured  man  !  he  makes  my  pains 
his  own ! 

1  durst  not  read  it ;  but  I  read  it  now 
In  thy  concern ! 

Zan.  Did  you  not  read  it  then  ? 

Alon.  Mine  eye  just  touched  it,  and  could  bear 

no  more. 
Zan.  Thus  perish  all  that  gives  Alonzo  pain  ! 

[Tears  the  Utter. 
Alon.  Why  didst  thou  tear  it  ? 
7.an.  Think  of  it  no  more. 
'Twas  your  mistake;   and  groundless  are  your 
fears. 
Alon.  And  didst  thou  tremble,  then,  for  my 
mistake  ? 
Or  give  the  whole  contents,  or  by  the  pangs 
That  feed  upon  my  heart,  thy  life's  in  danger ! 
Za/i.  Is  this  Alonzo's  language  to  his  Zanga  ? 
Draw  forth  your  sword,  and  find  the  secret  here. 
For  whose  sake  is  it,  think  yon,  I  conceal  it  ? 
Wherefore  this  rage?     Because  1  seek  your 

peace? 
I  have  no  interest  in  suppressing  it, 
But  what  good-natured  tenderness  for  yon 
Obliges  me  to  have.    Not  mine  the  heart 
That  will  be  rent  in  two.    Not  mine  the  fame 
That  will   be   damned,    tliough  all   the  world 
should  know  it. 
Ahn.  Then  my  worst  fears  are  true,  and  life 

is  past. 
Zan.  \Vhat  has  the  rashness  of  my  passion 
uttered  ? 
I  know  not  what ;  but  rage  is  our  destruction. 

And  all  its  words  are  wind Yc;t  sure,  I  tliink, 

I  nothing  owned.     But,  ^rant  I  did  confess, 
What  is  a  letter  ?    Letters  may  be  forced. 
For  Heaveu*s  sweet  sake,  my  lord,  lift  up  your 
heart ! 

Some  foe  to  your  repose 

Alon.  So  Heaven  look  on  me. 
As  I  can't  find  the  man  I  have  oflfended. 

Zan.  Indeed!    [Ji<i(ic]— Our  imMxrcnce  is 
not  our  sliicld : 
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Tliey  take  offisnce^  who  hove  not  been  ofianded ; 
Tiber  seek  our  ruin,  too,  who  speak  us  fair, 
And  death  is  ofWn  ambushed  in  their  smiles. 
We  know  not  whom  we  have  to  fear.    Tis  cer> 

tain 
A  letter  may  be  forged,  and  in  a  pomt 
Of  sudi  a  dreadful  consequence  as  this, 
One  would  rely  on  nought  that  might  he  false — 
Think,  have  you  any  ouier  cause  to  doubt  her  ? 
Away,  you  can  find  none.    Resume  your  spirit ; 
All's  well  again. 

Alon.  O  that  it  were ! 

Zan.  It  is ; 
For  who  would  credit  that^  which,  credited. 
Makes  boll  superfluous  by  superior  pains, 
Widioat  sudi  proofs  as  cannot  be  withstood  ? 
Has  she  not  ever  been  to  virtue  trained  ? 
Is  not  her  feme  as  spotless  as  the  sun. 
Her  sex's  envy,  and  the  boast  of  Spain  ? 

Alcn,  O  Zanga !  it  is  that  confounds  me  most, 
That  full  in  opposition  to  appearance-—— 

Zan.  No  more,  my  lord,  for  you  condemn 
yonrself. 
What  is  absurdity,  but  to  believe 

Against  appearance ! You  can't  yet,  I  find. 

Subdue  your  passion  to  your  better  sense ; 

And,  truth  to  tell,  it  does  not  much  displease  me. 
lis  fit  your  indiscretions  should  be  checked 
With  some  degree  of  pain. 

Alan.  What  indiscretions? 

Zan.  Come,  you  must  bear  to  hear  your  faults 
from  me. 
Had  you  not  sent  Don  Carlos  to  the  court. 
The  night  before  the  battle,  that  foul  slave, 
Who  forged  the  senseless  scroll  which  gives  you 

pain. 
Had  wanted  footing  for  his  villany. 

Alon.  I  sent  him  not 

Zan,  Not  send  him  !  Ha !  That  strikes  roe. 
I  thought  he  came  on  message  to  the  king. 
Is  there  another  cause  could  justify 
His  shunning  danger,  and  the  promised  fight  ? 
But  I  perhaps  may  think  too  rigidly ; 
So  long  an  absence,  and  impatient  love 

Aion,  In  my  confusion  that  had  quite  escaped 
me. 
Bv  Heaven,  my  wounded  soul  does  bleed  afresh ; 
'lis  clear  as  day — for  Carlos  is  so  brave, 
He  lives  not  but  on  fame,  he  hunts  for  danger. 
And  is  enamoured  of  the  face  of  deatli. 
How  then  could  he  decline  the  next  day's  battle, 
But  for  the  transports — Oh,  it  must  be  so^ 
Inhuman,  by  tlie  loss  of  his  own  honour, 
To  buy  the  ruin  of  his  friend  ! 

Zan,  You  wrong  him ; 
He  knew  not  of  your  love, 
-^fon.  Ha  !--— 

Zan.  That  stincs  home.  [Atide. 

Alon,  Indeed,  lie  knew  not  of  my  treaciierous 
love — 
Proofs  rise  on  proofs,  and  still  the  last  the  strong- 
est. 


The  eternal  law  of  things  dedans  it  tme, 
Which  calls  for  judgment  on  distinguished  goil^ 
And  loves  to  make  our  crime  our  punishment 
Love  is  my  torture,  love  was  first  my  crime ; 
For  she  was  his^  my  friend's,  and  he  {O  hocTor!) 
Confided  all  in  me.    O,  aamd  fiulfa ! 
How  dearly  I  abide  thy  violation ! 

Zan,  Were,  then,  their  loves  far  gone  ? 

AUm,  The  father's  will 
There  bore  a  total  sw^ ;  and  he,  as  soon 
As  news  arrived  that  cTarlos^  fleet  was  seen 
From  off  our  ooast,  fired  with  the  love  of  gold. 
Determined,  that  the  very  sun  which  saw 
Carlos'  return,  should  see  liis  daughter  wed. 

Zan.  Indeed,  my  lord,  then  you  must  pardo& 
mo, 
If  I  presume  to  mitigate  the  crime. 
Conuder,  strong  allurements  soften  gnilt ; 
Long  was  his  absence,  ardent  was  his  love. 
At  midnight  his  return,  the  neit  day  d<»tined 
For  his  ^pousals — ^'twas  a  strong  ten^;>tatioo. 

AUm,  Temptation ! 

Zan.  Twas  but  gaining  of  one  ni^t. 

Alon.  One  night ! 

Zan.  That  crime  could  ne'er  return  again. 

Alon.  Again  I  By  Heaven  thou  doat  iosuk  thy 

Temptation  I  One  n^ht  gained !  O  sling}  and 

death ! 
And  am  I  then  undone !  Alas,  my  Zaaea ! 
And  dost  thou  own  it  too  ?  Deny  it  stiU, 
And  rescue  me  one  moment  from  distraction* 

Zan.  My  lord,  I  hope  the  best 

Alon.  False,  foolish  hope. 
And  insolent  to  me  !  Thou  know*st  it  false ; 
It  is  as  glaring  as  the  noon-tide  son. 
Devil !  This  morning,  after  three  years  cokhoeas^ 
To  rush  at  once  into  a  passion  for  me  ! 
Twas  time  to  feign,  'twas  time  to  get  another. 
When  her  first  fool  was  sated  w^itli  her  beautirs. 

Zan.  What  says  my  lord  ?  Did  Leonora  then 
Never  disclose  her  paasion  for  you  ? 

Alon.  Never. 

Zan.  Throughout  the  whole  three  yc^nrs  ? 

Alon.  O  never !  never ! 
Why,  Zanga,  sbouldst  thou  strive  ?   Tis  all  ia 

vain: 
Though  thy  soul  labours,  it  can  find  no  reed 
For  hope  to  catch  at     Ah  !  I  am  pluc^ng  tliHrn 
Ten  thousand  fathoms  in  despair. 

Zan.  Hold,  sir,  I'll  break  your  fall— wave  every 
fear, 
And  be  a  man  a^ain — Had  he  enjoyed  hcc^ 
Be  most  assured,  he  hod  resigned  her  to  yua 
With  less  relucUmce. 

Alon.  Ha !  Resign  her  to  me ! 
Resign  her! — Who  resigned  her? — Double  death! 
How  could  I  doubt  so  long  ?  My  heart  is  bnike. 
First  love  her  to  distraction !  then  resagni  iter ! 

Zan,  But  was  it  not  with  utmost  aoony  } 

Alon.  Grant  that,  he  still  resigneclher  ;  tbat*s 
enough. 
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Woold  he  plack  out  his  eye  to  give  it  me  ? 
Tear  out  his  heart? — She  was  his  heart  no  more — 
Nor  was  it  with  reluctance  he  resigned  her ! 
By  Heaven,  he  asked,  he  courted  me  to  wed. 
2  thought  it  strange ;  'tis  now  no  longer  so. 
Zan.  Was  it  his  request  ?  Are  you  right  sure 
of  that? 
I  fear  the  letter  was  not  all  a  tale. 

AUm.  A  tale!   There's  proof  equi\iilcnt  to 

sight. 
Zan,  I  should  distrust  my  sight  on  this  occa- 
sion. 
Alon,  And  so  should  I ;  by  Heaven,  I  think  I 
should. 
What !  Leonora,  the  divine,  by  whom 
Wc  guessed  at  angels !  Oh  !  Tm  all  confusion. 
Zan.  You  now  are  too  much  ruiBed  to  think 
clearly. 
Since  bliss  and  horror,  life  and  death  hang  on  it, 
Go  to  your  chamber,  there  maturely  weigh 
Cach  circumstance ;  consider,  above  all. 
That  it  is  jealous^s  peculiar  nature 
To  swell  small  thmgs  to  great;  nay,  out  of  nought 
To  conjure  much,  and  tlien  to  lose  its  reason 
Amid  tne  hideous  phantoms  it  has  formed. 
Alon,  Had  I  ten  thousand  lives,  Fd  give 
all 

To  be  deceived.    I  fear  'tis  doomsday  with  me. 
And  yet  she  seemed  so  pure,  that  I  thought  Hea- 
ven 
Borrowed  her  form  for  virtue's  self  to  wear. 
To  gain  her  lovers  with  tlie  sons  of  men. 
O  Leonora !  Leonora !  [£xiV. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Zan.  Thus  far  it  works  auspiciously.    My  pa- 
tient 


livesy  rd  give  them 


Thrives  underneath  my  hand  in  misery. 
He's  gone  to  think ;  that  is,  to  be  distracted. 

Ita.  I  overheard  your  conference,  and  saw  you. 
To  my  amazement,  tear  the  letter. 

Zan.  There, 
There,  Isabella,  I  out-did  myself. 
For  tearing  it,  I  not  secure  it  only 
In  its  first  force ;  but  superadd  a  new. 
For  who  can  now  the  character  examine, 
To  cause  a  doubt,  much  less  detect  ttie  fraud  ? 
And  after  tearing  it,  as  loth  to  shew 
The  foul  concents,  if  I  should  swear  it  now 
A  forgery,  my  lord  would  disbelieve  me ; 
Nay,  more,  would  disbelieve  the  more  I  swore. 
But  is  the  picture  happily  disposed  of? 

Ita.  It  is. 

Zan.  That's  well — ^Ah !  what  is  well  ?  O  pang 
to  think! 
O  dire  necessity !  is  this  my  province  ? 
Whither,  my  soul  I  ah  !  whitner  art  thou  sunk 
Beneath  thy  sphere  ?  Ere  while,  far,  far  above 
Such  little  arts,  dissembling,  falsehoods,  frauds. 
The  trash  of  villany  itself,  which  falls 
To  cowards,  and  poor  wretches  wanting  bread. 
Does  this  become  a  soldier  ?  This  become    * 
Whom  armies  followed,  and  a  people  loved  ? 
My  martial  glory  withers  at  the  thought. 
But  great  my  end ;  and  since  there  arc  no  other. 
These  means  arc  just ;  they  shine  with  borrowed 

light. 
Illustrious  from  the  purpose  they  pursue. 
And  i^reater  sure  my  merit,  who,  to  gain 
A  pomr  sublime,  can  such  a  task  sustain ; 
To  wade  through  ways  obscene,  my  honour  bend, 
And  shock  my  nature,  to  attain  my  end. 
Late  time  shall  wonder;  that  my  joys  will  raiso; 
For  wonder  is  involuntary  praise.     '      [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Don  Alonzo  and  Zanga. 

Ahn,  Oh,  what  a  pain  to  think !  when  every 
thought. 
Perplexing  Uiought,  in  intricacies  runs, 
And  reason  knits  the  inextricable  toil. 
In  which  herself  is  taken  !  I  am  lost. 
Poor  insect  that  I  am;  I  am  involved. 
And  buried  in  the  web  myself  have  wrought ! 
One  argument  is  balanced  by  another. 
And  reason  reason  meets  in  doubtful  6ght,  ' 
And  proofs  are  countermined  by  equal  proofs. 
No  more  111  bear  this  baule  of  the  mind, 
This  inward  anarchy ;  but  find  my  wife. 
And  to  her  trembling  heart  presenting  death, 
Force  all  the  secret  from  ha. 

Zan.  O,  forbear ! 
You  totter  on  the  very  brink  of  ruin. 

AJon.  MHiat  dost  thou  mean  ? 

Zan.  That  will  discover  all, 

Vol.  L 


And  kill  my  hopes.    What  can  I  think  or  do  ? 

[Aiide. 
Alon.  What  dost  thou  murmur? 
Zan.  Force  the  secret  from  her  ? 
What's  perjury  to  such  a  crime  as  this  ? 
Will  she  confess  it  then  ?  O,  groundless  hope  ! 
But  rest  assured,  she'll  make  this  accusation. 
Or  false  or  true,  your  ruin  with  the  king; 
Such  is  her  fathers  power. 

Alon.  No  more,  I  care  not ; 
Rather  than  groan  beneath  this  load,  Fll  die. 
Zan.  But  w  what  better  will  you  change  this 
load? 
Grant  you  should  know  it,  would  not  that  be 
worse? 
AUm.  No ;  it  would  cure  me  of  my  mortal 
pangs: 
By  hatred  and  contempt  I  should  despise  her^ 
And  all  my  love-bred  agonies  would  vanish. 
Zan.  Ah !  were  I  sure  of  that,  my  lord 
AUm.  What  then  ? 

3  P 
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Zan,  You  should  not  hazard  life  to  g^n  the 
secret. 

Alon.  What  dost  thou  mean?  Thou  know'st 
Vm  on  the  rack. 
1*11  not  be  played  with ;  speak,  if  thou  hast  aught^ 
Or  I  tliis  instant  %  to  Leonora. 

Zan.  That  is,  to  death.   My  lord,  I  am  not  yet 
Quite  so  far  gone  in  guilt  to  suffer  it, 
Though  gone  too  far,  Heaven  knows — ^is  I  am 

guilty-- 
I  have  took  pains,  as 'you,  I  know,  observed. 
To  hinder  you  from  diving  in  the  secret. 
And  turned  aside  your  thoughts  from  the  detec- 
tion. 

Alon.  Thou  dost  confound  me ! 

Zan.  I  confound  myself, 
And  frankly  own  it,  though  to  my  shame  I  own 

it; 
Nought  but  your  life  in  danger  could  have  torn 
The  secret  out,  and  made  me  own  my  crime. 

Alon.  Speak  quickly ;  Zanga,  speak. 

Zan.  Not  yet,  dread  sir : 
First,  I  must  be  assured,  that  if  you  find 
The  fair  one  guilty,  scorn,  as  you  assured  me, 
Shall  conquer  love  and  rage,  and  heal  your  soul. 

Alan.  Oh  !  'twill,  by  Heavoa ! 

Zan.  Alas !  I  fear  it  much. 
And  scarce  can  hope  so  far ;  but  I  of  this 
Exact  your  solemn  oath,  that  you'll  abstain 
From  all  self-violence,  and  save  my  lord. 

Alon,  I  trebly  swear. 

Zan.  You'll  bear  it  like  a  man  ? 

Alon.  A  god. 

Zan,  Such  have  you  been  to  me ;  these  tears 
confess  it. 
And  poured  fortli  miracles  of  kindness  on  me  : 
And  what  amends  is  now  within  my  power, 
But  to  confess,  expose  myself  to  iusticc. 
And,  as  a  blcsf>ing,  claim  my  punishment  ? 
Know,  then,  Don  Carlos 

Alon.  Oh  ! 

Zan.  You  cannot  bear  it. 

Ahn.  Go  on,  I'll  have  it,  though  it  blast  man- 
kind; 
I'll  have  it  all,  and  instantly.     Go  on. 

Zan.  Don  Carlos  did  return  at  dead  of  night — 

Enter  Leonora. 

Leon.  My  lord  Alonzo,  you  are  absent  from  us, 
And  quite  undo  our  joy. 

Alon.  I'll  coins,  my  love : 
Be  not  our  friends  deserted  by  us  both ; 
I'll  follow  you  this  moment. 

Letm.  My  good  lord, 
I  do  observe  seventy  of  thought 
Upon  your  brow.     Aught  hear  you  from  the 
Moors  ? 

Alon.  No,  my  delight. 

Leon,  What  then  employed  your  mind'f 

Alon.  Thou,  love,  and  only  thou;  so  Heaven 
befriend  me. 
As  other  thought  can  find  no  eotraace  here. 


Lean,  How  good  in  you,  my  lord,  whom  m« 
tions'  cares 
Solicit,  and  a  world  lu  anns  obeys. 
To  drop  one  thought  on  me ! 

[He  $hews  the  uimaU  inqHUiaut 

Alon.  Dost  thou  then  prize  it? 

Leon.  Do  you  then  ask  it  ? 

Alon.  Know  then,  to  thv  comfort , 
Thou  hast  me  all,  my  throobing  heart  is  fall 
With  thee  alone;  I  have  thought  of  iiothiii| else; 
Nor  shall,  1  from  my  soul  believe,  till  deam. 
My  life,  our  friends  expect  thee. 

Leon,  I  obey.  [£nV. 

Alon,  Is  that  the  face  of  cursed  hypocrisy  ? 
If  she  is  guilty,  stars  are  made  of  darkness, 
And  beauty  shall  no  more  beloiK  to  Heaven- 
Don  Carlos  did  return  at  dead  of  night— ^ 
Proceed,  good  Zanga;  so  thy  tale  b^an. 

Zan.  Don  Carlos  did  return  at  d^d  of  night; 
That  night,  by  chance  (ill  chance  for  me)  (fid  I 
Command  the  watch  tliat  guards  the  palace  gatft 
He  told  me  he  had  letters  for  the  kin^ 
Dispatched  from  ypm. 

Alon.  The  villain  lied ! 

Zan,  My  lord, 
I  pray,  forbear-- — ^Transported  at  his  sight* 
After  so  long  a  bondage,  and  your  frien^ 
(Who  could  suspect  him  of  an  artifice  f) 
No  farther  I  enquired,  but  let  him  pass. 
False  to  my  trust,  at  least  imprudent  in  it 
Our  watch  relieved,  I  went  into  the  garden. 
As  is  my  custom,  when  the  night's  serene. 
And  took  a  moon-light  walk :  when  soon  I  faeiid 
A  rustling  in  an  arbour  that  was  near  me. 
I  saw  two  lovers  in  each  other's  arms. 
Embracing  and  embraced.    Anon  the  mail 
Arose,  and,  falling  back  some  paces  frooi  her, 
Gaz^d  ardently  awhile,  then  rushed  at  once. 
And  throwing  all  himself  into  her  bosoxDt 
There  sofUy  sig|ied — '  Oh,  night  of  ecstacf  ! 
When  shall  we  meet  again  f — Don  Carkts,  thei^ 
Led  Leonora  forth. 

Ahn,  Oh,  Oh  my  heart ! 

[He  sinks  into  a  ckair. 

Zan.  Groan  on,  and  with  the  soQnd  refresh 
my  soul ! 
Tis  through  his  heart;  his  knees  smite  one  another: 
'Tis  through  his  brain;  his  eye-balis  roU  in 
guish.  [Ai 

My  lord,  my  lord,  why  do  ye  rack  my  soul  ? 
Speak  to  me,  let  me  know  that  you  stiU  live. 
Do  not  you  know  me,  sir?  Pray>  look  upoo  me; 

You  think  too  deeply ^I  am  your  own  Zans:a» 

So  loved,  so  cherisned,  and  so  faithful  to  ytni. — 
Why  start  you  in  sudi  fury  ?  Nay»  my  lord. 
For  Heaven's  sake  sheath  your   sworti!    What 

can  this  mean  ? 
Fool  that  I  was,  to  trust  you  with  the  secret. 
And  you  unkind  to  break  vour  word  'with  me. 

Oh,  passion  for  a  woman  I On  the  fsrotind ! 

Where  is  your  boasted  courage?  WlKie  yoor 
Booro^ 
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And  prudent  rage,  that  was  to  care  your  grief, 

Aiid  cfaaae  your  love-bred  agonies  away  f 

Riae,  sir,  for  honour's  sake.    Why  should  the 

Moors, 
yfhj  should  the  vanquished  triumph  ? 

Aion,  Would  to  Heaven 
That  I  were  lower  still !  Oh,  she  was  all! — 
My  fame,  my  friendsliip,  and  my  love  of  arms, 
AU  stoop  to  her ;  my  blood  was  her  possession. 
Deep  in  the  secret  foldings  of  my  heart 
She  lived  with  life,  and  far  the  dearer  she. 
But — and  no  more — set  nature  on  a  blase, 
Give  her  a  fit  of  jealousy — away — 
To  think  on't-is  the  tJrnent  of  the  damned. 
And  not  to  think  on't  is  impossible. 
How  fair  the  cheek  that  first  alarmed  my  soul ! 
How  bright  the  eye  that  set  it  on  a  flame ! 
How  son  the  breast  on  which  I  laid  my  peace ' 
For  years  to  slumber,  unawaked  by  care ! 
How  fierce  the  transport !  how  sublime  the  bliss ! 
How  deep,  how  black,  the  horror  and  despair ! 

Zofi.  You  said  you  would  bear  it  like  a  man. 

Alan.  I  do. 
Am  I  not  most  distracted  } 

Zan,  Pray,  be  calm. 

Alon.  As  hurricanes:  be  thou  assured  of  that. 

Zan.  Is  this  the  wise  Alonzo  ? 

Ahn,  Villain,  no ! 
He  died  in  the  arbour — he  was  murdered  there ! 

I    am  his  demon    though My  wife ! — my 

wife! 

Zan.  Alas !  he  weeps. 

Aion.  Go,  dig  her  ^ve  ! 

Zan.  My  lord ! 

Alon.  But  that  her  blood's  too  hot,  I  would 
carouse  it 
Around  my  bridal  board  ! 

Zan.  And  I  would  pledge  thee.  [Aside. 

Alon.  But  I  may  talk  too  fast.    Pray,  let  me 
think. 
And  reason  mildly.    Wedded  and  undone 
Before  one  night  descends !  Oh,  hasty  evil ! 
What  friend  to  comfort  me  in  my  extreme  ! 
Whcre*s  Carlos  f  Why  is  Carlos  absent  from  me  ? 
Does  he  know  what  has  happened  ? 

Zan.  My  good  lord  ! 

Abn.  O,  depth  of  horror !  He ! — My  bosom 
friend ! 

Zan.  Alas,  compose  yourself,  my  lord. 

Alon.  To  death  ! 
Gaze  on  her  with  both  eyes  so  ardently ! 
Give  them  the  vultures,  tear  him  all  in  pieces ! 

Zan.  Most  excellent !  [Atide. 

Aion.  Hark  I  you  can  keep  a  secret 
In  yonder  arbour,  bound  with  jasmine — 
Who's  that?  What  villain's  that?  Unhand  her— 

Murder ! — 
Tear  them  asunder — Murder — How  they  grind 
My  heart  betwixt  them  ! — Oh,  let  go  my  heart ! 

Yet  let  it  go Embracinz  and  embraced  ! 

Ob,  pestilence  ! — Who  let  him  in  ? — A  traitor. 
\Gp€i  to  Btab  Zangaj  he  prcvcnti  him. 


Alas  my  head  turns  round,  and  my  limbs  fail 
me! 

Zan.  My  lord » 

Alon.  Oh,  villain,  villain,  most  accurst ! 
If  thou  didst  know  it,  why  didst  let  me  wed  ? 

Zan.  Hear  me,  my  lortf,  yuur  anger  will  abate. 
I  knew  it  not : — I  saw  them  in  the  garden ; 
But  saw  no  more  than  you  might  well  expect 
To  see  in  lovers  destined  for  each  other. 
By  Heaven  I  thought  their  meeting  innocent. 
Who  could  suspect  fair  Leonora^  virtue, 
Till  after-proofs  conspired  to  blacken  it  ? 
Sad  proofs,  which  came  too  late,  which  broke  not 

out, 
r  Eternal  curses  on  Alvarez*  haste  !) 
Till  holy  rites  had  made  the  wanton  yours ; 
And  then,  I  own,  I  laboured  to  conceal  it, 
In  duty  and  compassion  to  your  peace. 

Alon.  ^ve  now,  be  damned  hereafter— for  I 

want  thee . 

Oh,  night  of  ecstacy  ! — I  la !  was't  not  so  ? 
r  will  enjoy  this  murder. Let  me  think- 


The  jasmine  bower— 'tis  secret  and  remote : 
Go  wait  me  there,  and  take  thy  dagger  with  thee. 

TEji'^  Zattga. 
How  the  sweet  sound  still  sings  within  my  car  I 
When  shall  we  meet  again  ? — ^I'o-night,  in  hell ! 

As  he  it  going,  enter  Leonora. 

Ha !  Tm  surprised  !  I  stagger  at  her  charms ! 

Oh,  angel-devil ! Shall  I  stab  her  now  f 

No— It  shall  be  as  I  at  tirst  determined. 

To  kill  her  now,  were  half  ray  vcnccance  lost. 

Then  must  I  now  dissemble if  I  can. 

Leon.  My  lord,  excuse  tnc ;  see,  a  second  time 
I  come  in  embassy  from  all  your  friends. 
Whose  joys  are  languid,  uninspired  by  you. 

Alon.  This  moment,  Leonora,  I  was  coming 

To  thee,  and  all ^but  sure,  or  I  mistake. 

Or  thou  canst  well  inspire  my  friends  with  joy, 

Leon.  Why  sighs  my  lord  r 

Alon.  I  sighed  not,  Leonora. 

Leon.  I  thought  you  did ;  your  sighs  are  mine, 
my  lord, 
And  I  shall  feel  them  all. 

Alon.  Dost  flatter  me  ? 

Leon.  If  my  regards  for  you  are  flattery. 
Full  far  indeed  I  stretched  the  compliment 
In  this  day*s  solemn  rite. 

Alon.  What  rite? 

Leon.  You  sport  me. 

Alon.  Indeea  I  do ;  my  heart  is  full  of  mirth. 

Leon.  And  so  is  mine 1  look  on  cheerful- 
ness. 
As  on  the  health  of  virtue. 

Alon.  V^irtue  ! Damn- 


Leon.  What  says  my  lord  ? 

Alon.  Thou  art  exceeding  fair. 

Leon.  Beauty  alone  is  but  of  little  worth ; 
But  when  the  soul  and  body  of  a  piece. 
Both  shine  alike,  then  they  obtain  a  price, 
And  are  a  fit  reward  for  gallant  actions, 


460 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[YoUNO. 


Heaven's  pay  on  earth  £or  such  great  souk  as 

yours ; 

If  fair  and  innocent,  I  am  your  due. 

Alan,  Innocent!  [Aside, 

Leon,  How,  my  lord !  I  interrupt  you. 

Alon,  No,  my  best  life !  I  must  not  part  with 
thee 

This  hand  is  mine«- Oh,  what  a  hand  is  here ! 

So  sofl,  souls  sink  into  it,  and  are  lost ! 

Leon.  In  tears,  my  lord  ? 

Alon,  What  less  can  speak  my  joy  ? 
I  gaze,  and  I  forget  my  own  existence : 
n^is  aU  a  vision — my  head  swims  in  heaven ! 
Wherefore !  oh,  wherefore  this  expence  of  beau*' 
ty? 

And  wherefore — Oh ! 

Whv,  I  could  gaze  upon  thy  looks  for  ever^ 
And  drink  in  sdl  my  being  from  thine  eyes : 
And  I  could  snatch  a  flaming  thunderbolt, 
And  hurl  destruction  ! 

Leon,  How,  my  lord !  what  mean  you  ? 
Acquaint  me  with  the  secret  of  your  heart, 
Or  cast  me  out  for  ever  from  your  love  ! 

Alon,  Art  thou  concerned  n>r  me  ? 

Lean,  My  lord,  you  fright  me. 
Is  this  the  fondness  of  your  nuptial  hour  ? 
I  am  ill-used,  my  lord,  I  must  not  bear  it. 
Why,  when  I  woo  your  hand,  is  it  denied  me  ? 
Your  very  eyes,  why  are  they  taught  to  shun  me? 
Nay,  my  good  lord,  I  have  a  title  here, 

[Taking  his  hand. 
And  I  will  liave  it.    Am  not  I  your  wife  ? 
Have  not  I  just  authority  to  know 
That  heart  which  I  have  purchased  i*rith  my  own? 
Lay  it  before  me  then ;  it  is  my  due. 
Unkind  Alonzo !  though  I  might  demand  it. 
Behold  I  kneel !  See,  Leonora  kneels ! 
And  deigns  to  be  a  beggar  for  her  own ! 
Tell  me  the  secret,  I  conjure  you  tell  me. 
The  bride  foregoes  the  homage  of  her  da^ 
Alvarez'  daut^hter  trembles  in  the  dust 
Speak,  then,  I  charge  you  speak,  or  I  expire. 
And  load  you  with  my  death!    My  loid,  my 
lord ! 
Alon.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

[He  break*  from  her^  and  $he  tinki  upon 
thejloor, 
Leon,  Are  these  the  joys  which  fondly  I  con- 
ceived ? 
And  is  it  thus  a  wedded  life  begins? 
What  did  I  part  with,  when  I  gave  my  heart; 
JJj^'^.not  that  all  happiness  went  with  it 
Why  did  I  leave  my  tender  father's  wing. 
And  venture  into  love !    The  maid  that  lovea^ 
Goes  out  to  sea  upon  a  shattered  plank, 
And  puts  her  trust  in  miracles  for  safety. 
Where  sHrII  I  sigh  ? — Where  pour  out  my  com- 
plaints ? 

He  that  sh  >uld  hear,  should  succour^  should  re- 
dress, 
He  is  the  source  of  all. 
Alon,  Go  to  thy  chamber; 


I  soon  will  follow ;  that  which  now  disturbs  thee 
Shall  be  cleared  up,  and  thoa  shall  not  condemn 

me.  [Exit  Leon, 

Oh,  how  like  innocence  she  looks ! — What,  stab 

her! 

And  rush  into  her  blood ! 1  never  can ! 

In  her  guilt  shines,  and  nature  holds  my  hand. 
How  then  ?  Why  thus ^No  more ;  it  is  deter* 

minedi 

Enter  Zakga. 

Zan,  I  fear  his  heart  has  failed  him.  She  must 
die. 
Can  I  not  rouse  the  snake  that's  in  his  bosom. 
To  sting  our  human  nature,  and  eSect  it ! 

[Aiidf, 

Alon,  This  vast  and  solid  earth,  that  olazing 
sun, 
Those  skies  through  which  it  rolls,  must  all  hare 

end! 
What  then  is  man  ?  tlie  smallest  part  of  nothing  I 
Day  buries  day,  month  month,  ana  year  the  yew— 
Our  life  is  but  a  chain  of  many  deaths ! 
Can,  then,  death's  self  be  feaied?  our  life  much 

rather, 
life  is  the  desert,  life  the  solitude. 
Death  joins  us  to  the  great  majoritv  : 
'Us  to  be  borne  to  Plato's,  and  to  Ccsars; 
Tis  to  be  ^reat  for  ever ; 
Tis  pleasure,  'tis  ambition  then  to  die. 

Zan,  1  think,  my  lord,  you  talked  of  death. 

Alon,  1  did. 

Zan,  I  give  you  joy,  then  Leonora's  dead  ! 

Alon,  No,  Zan^a,  the  greatest  guilt  is  mine, 
'Tb  mine,  who  might  have  marked  his  midnighi 

visit} 
Who  might  have  mailed  his  tameness  to  resign 

her; 
Who  might  have  marked  her  sudden  turn  oi  lore  *. 
These,  and  a  thousand  tokens  more ;  and  yvt 
(For  which  the  sunts  absolve  my  soul !)  did  wciL 

Zan,  Where  does  this  tend  ? 

Alon,  To  shod  a  woman's  blood 
Would  stain  my  sword,  and  make  my  wars  in* 

glorious ; 
But  just  resentment  to  myself  bears  in  it 
A  stamp  of  greatness  above  vulgar  mind^ 
He,  who,  superior  to  the  checks  of  nature. 
Dares  make  liis  life  the  victim  of  his  reason. 
Does,  in  some  sort,  that  reason  deify. 
And  take  a  flight  at  Heaven^ 

Zan.  Alas,  my  lord, 
Tis  not  your  reason,  but  her  beanty  finds 
Those  arguments,  and  throws  you  on  your  sword. 
You  cannot  close  an  eye  that  is  so  bri^t ; 
You  cannot  strike  a  breast  that  is  so  sol^ 
That  has  ten  tliousand  ecstacies  in  store 
For  Carlos— *— No,  my  lord,  I  mean  for  jokl, 

Alon,  Oh,  through  my  heart  and 
Prithee  spare  me ; 
Nor  more  upbraid  the  weakness  of  thy  lard. 
I  own,  I  tried,  i  (^oarreUed  with  my  hearty 
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And  puhed  it  on,  and  bid  it  ^ve  her  death ; 

But,  oh^  her  eyes  ttnick  first,  and  murdered  me ! 
Zan,  I  know  not  what  to  answer  to  my  lord. 

Men  are  but  men ;  we  did  not  make  ourselves. 

Farewell,  then,  my  best  lord,  since  you  must  die. 

Oh,  that  I  were  to  share  your  monument, 

And  in  etennl  daricness  close  these  eyes 

i^gainst  those  scenes  which  I  am  doomed  to  suf- 
fer! 
Atom,  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

Zam.  And  is  it  then  unknown  ? 
Oh,  grief  of  heart  to  think  that  you  should  ask  it ! 
Sure  you  distrust  that  ardent  love  I  bear  you, 
Ube  cooid  you  doubt  when  you  are  laid  in  dust — 
But  it  will  cut  my  poor  heart  through  and  through, 
To  see  those  revel  on  your  sacred  tomb. 
Who  brought  you  thither  by  their  lawless  loves. 
For  there  they'll  revel,  and  exult  to  find 
Him  sleep  so  fast,  who  else  might  mar  their  joys. 

Alotu  Dbtraction  ! But  Don  Carlos,  well 

thou  know'st, 
h  sheathed  in  steel,  and  bent  on  other  thoughts. 

Ztfs.  Ill  work  him  to  the  murder  of  his  friend. 

Ves,  tell  the  fever  of  his  blood  returns, 
While  her  last  kiss  still  glows  upon  his  cheek. 
But  when  he  finds  Alonzo  is  no  more. 
How  will  he  rush  like  lightning  to  her  arms ! 
There  si{^,  diere  langiush,  there  pour  out  his 
soul; 

But  not  in  ^ief-^*— sad  obsequies  to  thee ! 

But  thou  wilt  be  at  peace,  nor  see,  nor  hear 
The  homing  kiss,  the  sigh  of  ecstacy, 
Their  throbbing  hearts  that  jostle  one  another : 
Tliank  Heaven,  these  torments  will  be  all  my 
own. 
AUm.  V\\  ease  thee  of  that  pain»    Let  Carlos 
die  ! 
O'makc  him  on  the  road,  and  sec  it  done. 
^lis  my  command.  [Givei  his  signet. 

Zan.  I  dare  not  disobey. 
Aion,  My  Zanga,  now  I  have  thy  leave  to  die. 
Za«.  Ah,  sir  !  think,  think  again.   Are  all  men 
buried 
In  Carlos^  grave  !  You  know  not  womankind. 
WWn  once  the  throbbing  of  the  heart  has  broke 
The  modest  zone  wiih  which  it  first  was  tied, 
£ach  man  she  meets  will  be  a  Carlos  to  her. 


AUm.  That  thought  has  more  of  hell  than  had 
the  former. 
Another,  and  another,  and  another ! 
And  ead)  shall  cast  a  smile  upon  my  tomb ! 
I  am  convinced ;  I  must  not,  will  not  die. 

Zan,  You  cannot  die ;  nor  can  you  murder  her. 
What  then  remains  ?  In  nature  no  third  way. 
But  to  forget,  and  so  to  love  again* 

Aim.  oil! 

Zan.  If  you  foi^ve,  the  world  will  call  yeu 
good; 
If  you  forget,  the  world  will  call  you  wise ; 
If  you  receive  her  to  your  grace  again. 
The  world  will  call  you— 'very,  very  kind. 

Alon.  Zanga,  I  understand  thee  well.  She  dies. 
Though  my  arm  trembles  at  the  stroke,  she  dies. 

Zan.  TliaVs  truly  great.   What  think  you  'twas 
set  up 
The  Greek  and  Roman  name  in  such  a  lustre, 
But  doing  rij;ht  in  stern  despite  to  nature, 
Shutting  their  ears  to  all  her  little  cries. 
When  great,  august,  and  godlike  justice  called? 
At  Aulis,  one  poured  out  a  daughter*s  life, 
And  gained  more  glory  than  by  all  his  wars ; 
Another  slew  his  sister  in  just  ra^ ; 
A  third,  the  theme  of  all  succeeding  times, 
Gave  to  the  cruel  axe  a  darling  son. 
Nay,  more,  for  justice  some  d^ote  themselves. 
As  he  at  Carthage,  an  immortal  name  ! 
Yet  there  is  one  step  left  above  them  all. 
Above  their  history,  above  their  fable, 
A  wife,  bride,  mistress,  unenjoyed — ■ — do  that. 
And  tread  upon  the  Greek  and  Ronum  glory. 

Alan,  'Tis  done ! Again   new   transports 

fire  m^  brain : 
I  had  foi^t  It,  'tis  my  bridal  night. 
Friend,  give  roe  joy,  we  must  be  gay  together ; 
Sec  that  the  festival  be  duly  honoured. 
And  when  with  garlands  the  full  bowl  is  crowned. 
And  music  gives  the  elevating  sound. 
And  golden  carpets  spread  the  sacred  floor, 
And  a  new  day  the  blazing  tapers  pour ; 
Thou,  Zanga,  thou  my  solemn  friends  invite. 
From  the  dark  realms  of  everlasting  night ; 
Call  Vengeance,  call  the  furies,  call  Despair, 
And  Death,  our  chief  invited  guest,  be  there ; 
He,  with  pale  hand,  shall  lead  the  bride,  and  spread 
Eternal  curtains  round  our  nuptial  bed.  [Exeunt, 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Alonzo. 

Altm.  Oh,  pidfol !  Oh^  terrible  to  sight ! 
Poor  mao^lea    shade  !   all   covered    o  er  with 

womids. 
And  so  ifi^^nii^^  ^^  blood  t        Who  murder* 

ed  thee? 
Ttii  thy  md  tale,  and  thou  ahalt  be  revenged. 


Ha !  Carlos  ? — Horror !  Carlos? — Oh,  away ! 

Go  to  the  grave,  or  let  me  nnk  to  mine. 

I  cannot  bear  the  sight — What  sight? — Where 

am  I? 
There^s  nothing  here— If  this  was  fancy's  work. 
She  draws  a  picture  strongly. 

Enter  Zanoa. 

Zan.  Ha !— you're  pale. 
AbnL  Is  Carlos  murdered  I 
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Zan,  I  obeyed  your  order. 
Six  ruffians  overtook  him  on  the  road ; 
He  fought  as  be  was  wont,  and  four  be  slew. 
Then  sunk  beneath  an  hundred  wounds  to  death. 
His  last  breath  blest  Alonzo,  and  deared 
His  bones  might  rest  near  yours. 

A/on,  Oh,  Zanga !  Zanga ! 
But  I'll  not  think  :  for  I  must  act,  and  thinking 
Would  ruin  me  for  action.    Oh,  the  medley 
Of  right  and  wrong !  the  chaos  of  my  brain ! 
He  should,  and  should  not  die — You  should  obey, 

And  not  obey It  is  a  day  of  darkness, 

Of  contradictions,  and  of  many  deaths. 
Where's  Leonora,  then  ?  Quick,  answer  me : 
I'm  deep  in  horrors,  FU  be  deeper  still. 
I  find  thy  artifice  did  take  efiect. 
And  she  forgives  my  late  deportment  to  her. 

Zan.  I  told  her,  from  your  childhood  you  was 
wont, 
On  any  great  surprise,  but  chiefly  then 
W' hen  cause  of  sorrow  bore  it  company. 
To  have  your  passions  shake  the  seat  of  reason ; 
A  momentary  ill,  which  soon  blew  o'er. 
Then  did  I  tell  her  of  Don  Carlos'  death, 
(Wisely  suppressing  by  what  means  he  fell) 
And  laid  the  blame  on  thaL    At  first  she  doubt- 
ed; 
But  such  the  honest  artifice  I  used. 
And  such  her  ardent  wish  it  should  be  true, 
That  she,  at  length,  was  fully  satisfied. 

Alon.  Turas  well  she  was.    In  our  late  inter- 
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My  passion  so  far  threw  me  from  my  guard, 
(Methinks  'tis  strange)  that,  conscious  of  her  guilt, 
She  saw  not,  through  its  thin  disguise,  my  heart. 

Zan.  But  what  design  you,  sir,  and  how  i 

Alon.  I'll  tell  thee. 
Thus  I've  ordained  it    In  the  jasmine  bower. 
The  place  which  she  dishonoured  with  her  guilt, 
There  will  I  meet  her ;  the  appointment's  made  ; 
And  calmly  spread  (for  I  can  do  it  now) 
The  blackness  of  her  crime  before  her  sight. 
And  then,  with  all  the  cool  solemnity 
Of  public  justice,  give  her  to  the  grave.      [Exit. 

Zan.  VVhy,  get  thee  gone !  horror  and  night  go 
with  thee. 
Sisters  of  Acheron,  go  hand  in  hand ; 
Go  dance  around  the  bower,  and  close  them  in ; 
And  tell  them  tliat  I  sent  you  to  salute  them. 
Profane  the  ground,  and  for  ch'  ambrosial  rose^ 
And  breath  of  jasmine,  let  hemlock  blacken. 
And  deadly  nightshade  poison  all  the  aif. 
For  the  sweet  nightingale  may  ravens  croak, 
Toads  pant,  and  adders  rustle  through  the  leaves; 
Ma)r  serpents,  winding  up  the  trees,  let  fall 
Their  hissing  necks  upon  them  from  above. 
And  mingle  kisses — ^such  as  I  could  give  them. 

[Esit. 
SCENE  U.—Tke  bower. 

Leonora  sleeping.    Enter  Alonso. 
Alon,  Yc  amaranths !  ye  roses^  like  the  mom ! 


Sweet  myrtles,  and  ye  golden  orange  groves ! 
Why  do  you  smile? 'Why  do  you  look  so  fair? 
Are  ye  not  blasted  as  I  enter  in  ? 
Yes,  see  how  every  flower  lets  fall  its  head  ! 
How  shudders  every  leaf  without  a  wind ! 
How  every  green  is  as  the  ivy  pale  ! 
Did  ever  midnight  ghosts  assemble  here  ? 
Have  these  sweet  echoes  ever  learned  to  groan? 
Joy-giving,  love-inspirii^  holy  bower  ! 
Know,  ill  thy  fragrant  bosom  tliou  receivest 

A murderer !  Oh,  I  shall  stain  thy  lihes, 

And  horror  will  usurp  the  seat  of  bliss. 

So  Lucifer  broke  into  paradise. 

And  soon  damnation  followed.  [He  advanees^l 

Ha !  she  sleeps 

The  day's  unconmion  heat  has  overcome  ho*. 
Then  take,  my  longing  eyes,  your  last  full  gaze. 
Oh,  what  a  sight  is  here  :  how  dreadful  fair ! 
Who  would  not  think  that  being  innoi  ent  ? 
Where  shall  I  strike  ?   Who  strikes  her,  strikes 

himself. 
My  own  lite-blood  will  issue  at  her  wound. 
Oh,  my  distracted  heart ! — Oh,  cruel  Heaven ! 
To  give  such  charms  as  these,  and  then  call  aia% 
Mere  man,  to  be  your  executioner. 
Was  it  because  it  was  too  hard  for  you  ? 
But  see,  she  smiles !  I  never  shall  stiiile  more. 
It  strongly  tempts  me  to  a  parting  kiss. 

[Goingy  he  starts  k^ck. 
Ha !  smile  again.  She  dreams  of  liim  she  lo^es. 
Curse  on  her  charms !  I'll  stab  her  through  them 

all.     [As  he  is  going  to  strikey  she  tc^skes. 
Leon.  My  lord,  your  stay  was  long,  and  yonder 

lull 
Of  falling  waters  tempted  me  to  rest. 
Dispirited  with  noon's  excessive  h<:at. 
Alon.  Ye  powers !  with  what  an  eye  she  mends 

the  day ! 
While  they  were  closed,  I  should  have  given  the 

blow.  L 

Oh,  for  a  last  embrace !  and  then  for  justKse  i 
Thus,  Heaven  and  I  shall  both  be  satisfied. 
Leon.  What  says  my  lord  I 
Ahn.  Why  this  Alonzo  says; 
If  love  were  endless,  men  were  gods ;  'tis  that 

Does  counterbalance  travel,  danger,  pain 

Tis  Heaven's  expedient  to  make  mortals  bear 
The  light,  and  clieat  tliem  of  tlie  peaceful  |:i 
Leon.  Alas,  my  lord !  why  talk  you  of 

^rave  ? 

Your  fnend  is  dead :  in  friendship  yon  ^irtntn 
A  mighty  loss ;  repair  it  with  my  love. 
Alon.  Thy  lov^  tkou  piece  of  witdiorafk  !    I 

would  say, 
Thou  brightest  angel !  I  could  gaze  for 
Where  hadst  thou  this,  enchantress,  tell 
Which,  with  a  touch,  works  miracles^  boils  «ip 
My  blood  to  tumults,  and  turns  rouuid  my  \xr9Mkf 
Even  now  thou  swim'st  before  me.    I  shall  lose 

thee— — 
No,  I  will  make  thee  sure,  and  dasp  die«  ^1^ 
Who  turned  this  slender  waiat  with  ao  mudk 
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And  shot  perfection  in  so  small  a  rin^  ? 

Who  spread  that  pure  expanse  of  white  above, 

Oo  which  the  dazzled  sight  can  find  no  rest, 

fittt,  drank  with  beauty,  wanders  up  and  down 

For  ever,  and  for  ever  finds  new  charms  ? 

But  ab,  those  eyes!   those    murderers!    Oh, 

whence, 
Wheooe  didst  thou  steal  their  burning  orbs? 

From  heaven  ? 
Thou  didst ;  and  'tis  religion  to  adore  them. 

LtoiL  My  best  Alonzo,  moderate  your  thoughts; 
Extremes  still  fright  me,  thoush  of  love  itself. 

Aitm.  Extremes  indeed !  it  nurricd  me  away ; 
fiot  I  come  home  again — and  now  for  justice—* 
And  now  for  death — It  is  impossible—— 
Sore  such  were  made  by  Heaven  guiltless  to  sin, 
Or  ia  their  guilt  to  laugh  at  punishment.  [jUide. 
I  leave  her  to  just  Heaven. 

[Drops  the  doggery  and  goes  cff, 
LeotL  Ha,  a  nagger! 
What  dost  thou  say,  thou  minister  of  death  ? 

What  dreadful  tale  dost  tell  me? ^Let  me 

think— 

Enter  Zanga. 

Zan,  Death  to  my  towering  hopes !  Oh,  fall 
from  hif(h  ! 
Iff  dose,  long-laboured  scheme  at  once  is  blasted. 
That  dagger,  found,  will  cause  her  to  enquire; 
Enquiry  will  discover  all ;  my  hopes 
Of  vengeance  perish ;  I  myself  am  lost 
Curse  on  the  coward's  heart !  wither  his  hand. 
Which  held  the  steel  in  vain! — What  can  be 

donef— ^ 
Where  can  I  fix?— That's  something  still— 'twill 

breed 
Fell  rage  and  Inttemess  betwixt  their  souls, 
Which  may,  perdiance,  grow  up  to  greater  evil : 
IT  not,  'tis  all  I  can— It  shall  be  so—        [Aside. 

Leon,  Ob,  Zanga,  I  am  sinking  in  my  fears ! 
Alomo  dropped  this  dagger  as  he  left  me, 
And  left  me  in  a  strange  disorder  too. 
What  can  tliis  mean  ?  Angels  preserve  his  life ! 
Zaa,  Yours,  madam,  yours. 
Learn.  What,  Zanga,  dost  thou  say  ? 
Zoji.  Carry  you  goodness,  then,  to  such  ex- 
Cremea, 
So  blinded  to  the  faults  of  him  you  love, 
That  yon  perceive  not  he  is  jealous? 

Lean.  Heavens! 
And  yet  a  thousand  tilings  recur  that  swear  it, . 
What  villain  could  inspire  him  with  that  thought? 
It  is  not  of  the  growth  of  hb  own  nature. 
Zan.  Some  villain,  who,  hell  knows ;  but  he  is 
jemlous; 
And  *tis  most  fit  a  heart  so  pure  as  yours 
Do  itself  juaticey  and  assert  its  honour, 
And  make  liim  conscious  of  its  stab  to  virtue. 
Lean.  Jealous !  it  sickens  at  my  heart.    Un- 
kind, 
irngeueroua,  groundless,  weak,  and  insolent ! 
Why,  wherefore^  and  what  shadow  of  occasion? 


Tis  fascination,  'us  the  wrath  of  Heaven 

For  the  collected  crimes  of  all  his  race. 

Oh,  how  the  great  man  lessens  to  my  thought ! 

How  could  so  mean  a  vice  as  jealousy. 

Unnatural  child  of  ignorance  and  guilt, 

Which  tears  and  feeds  upon  its  parent's  heart. 

Live  in  a  throng  of  such  exalted  virtues? 

I  scorn  and  hate,  yet  love  him  and  adore. 

I  cannot,  will  not,  dare  not  think  it  true. 

Till  from  himself  I  know  iL  [Exit. 

Zan.  This  succeeds 
Just  to  mv  wish.    Now  she,  with  violence. 
Upbraids  him ;  be,  well  knowing  she  is  guilty, 
Rages  no  less;  and  if,  on  either  side. 
The  waves  run  high,  there  still  live  hopes  of 
ruin. 


Enter  Alonzo. 


My  lord- 


Alon,  Oh,  Zanga,  hold  thy  peace !  I  am  no 
coward; 

But  Heaven  itself  did  hold  my  hand ;  I  felt  it^ 
By  the  well-being  of  my  soul,  I  did. 
I'll  think  of  vengeance  at  another  season. 

Zaa.  My  lorc^  her  guilt 

Alon.  Perdition  on  thee.  Moor, 
For  that  one  word !  Ah,   do  not  rouse  that 

thought ! 
I  have  o'erwhelmed  it  as  much  as  possible : 
Away,  then,  let  us  talk  of  other  thmgs. 
I  telf  thee.  Moor,  I  love  her  to  distraction. 
If  'tis  my  shame,  why,  be  it  so— I  love  her ; 
Nor  can  I  hel|)  it;  'tis  imposed  upon  me 
By  some  superior  and  resistless  power. 
I  could  not  nurt  her  to  be  lord  of  earth ; 
It  shocks  my  nature  like  a  stroke  from  Heaven. 
Angels  defend  her,  as  if  innoceuL 
But  see,  my  Leonora  comes*— Begone. 

[Exit  Zanga. 

Enter  Leonora, 

Oh,  seen  for  ever,  yet  for  ever  new  ! 

The  conquered  thou  dost  conquer  o*er  agaiHy 

Inflicting  wound  on  wound. 

Leon.  Alas,  my  lord ! 
What  need  of  this  to  me  ?  . 

Alon.  Ha !  dost  thou  weep? 

Leon.  Have  I  no  cause? 

Alon,  If  love  is  thy  concern. 
Thou  hast  no  cause :  none  ever  loved  like  me. 
But  wherefore  this  ?  Is  it  to  break  my  heart. 
Which  loses  so  much  blood  for  every  tear  ? 

Leon.  Is  it  so  tender  ? 

Ahn.  Is  it  not  ?  Oh,  Heaven ! 
Doubt  of  my  love !  Why,  I  am  nothing  else ; 
It  quite  absorbs  my  every  other  passion. 
Oh,  that  this  one  embrace  would  last  for  ever ! 

Leon.  Could  this  man  ever  mean  to  wrong  my 
virtue  ? 
Could  this  man  e'er  design  upon  my  life  ? 
Impossible  !  I  throw  away  the  thought    [Atide^ 
These  tears  declare  how  much  I  taste  the  joy 
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Of  being  folded' in  ^ur  arms  and  heart; 
My  universe  does  lie  within  that  space. 
This  da^er  bore  false  witness. 

Alon.  Ha,  my  dagger ! 
It  rouses  horrid  images.     Away, 
Away  with  it,  and  let  us  talk  of  love, 
Plunge  ourselves  deep  into  the  sv/cet  illusioi^ 
And  nide  us  there  from  every  other  thought. 

Leon.  It  touches  you. 

Alon,  Let's  talk  of  love. 

Leon.  Of  death! 

Ahn.  As  thou  lov'st  happiness—^ 

Leon.  Of  murder! 

Alon,  Rash, 
Rash  woman !  yet  forbear. 

Leon,  Approve  my  wrongs ! 

Alon.  Then  must  I  fty,  for  thy  sake  and  my 
own. 

Leon.  Nay,  by  my  injuries^   you  first  must 
hear  me: 
Stab  me,  then  think  it  much  to  hear  my  groan ! 

Alon,  Heaven  strike  me  deaf! 

I^on,  It  well  may  sting  you  home. 

Alon,  Alas,  thou  quite  mistak'st  my  cause  of 
pain! 
Yet,  yet  dismiss  me ;  I  am  all  in  flames. 

Leon.  Who  has  most  cause,  you  or  myself? 
What  act 
Of  mv  whole  life  encouraged  you  to  this  ? 
Or  ofyour  own,  what  guilt  has  drawn  it  on  you  ? 
You  find  me  kind,  and  think  me  kind  to  all ; 
The  weak,  ungenerous  error  of  your  sex. 
What  could  inspire  the  tfaougnt?  We  oftenest 

judge 
Fom  our  own  hearts;    and  is  yours  then  so 

frail. 
It  prompts  you  to  c^tH^ive  thus  ill  of  me  ? 
He  that  can  stoop  to  harbour  such  a  thought, 
Deserves  to  find  it  true.  [Holding  kirn. 

Alon.  JOh,  sex,  sex,  sex !        [Turning  on  her. 
The  language  of  you  all.     Ill-fated  woman ! 
Why  hast  tliou  forced  me  back  into  the  gulf 
Of  agonies  I  had  blocked  up  from  thought } 
1  know  the  cause ;  thou  saw'st  me  impotent 
Ere  while  to  hurt  thee,  therefore  thou  tum'st  on 

me; 
But,  by  the  panp  I  suffer,  to  thy  woe : 
For,  since  thou  hast  replunged  me  in  my  toAure, 
I  will  be  satisfied. 

Leon,  Be  satisfied ! 

Alon.  Yes,  thy  own  mouth  shall  witness  it  i^ 
gainst  thee. 
I  will  be  satified, 

Leon.  Of  what? 

Alon.  Of  what ! 
How  dar'st  thou  ask  that  question  ?  Woman,  wo- 
man, 
Weak  and  assured  at  once !  thus  *tis  for  ever. 
Who  told  thee  that  thy  virtue  was  suspected  ? 
Who  told  thee  I  designed  upon  thy  life? 
You  found  the  dagger ;  but  that  could  not  speak : 
^or  did  I  tell  thee ;  who  did  tell  thee,  then? 

3 


Guilt,  conscioiis  guilt ! 

Leon.  This  to  my  face !  Oh,  Heaven ! 

Alon.  This  to  thy  very  souL 

Leon.  Thou  art  not  in  earnest? 

Alon,  Serious  as  death. 

Leon,  Then  Heaven  have  merer  on  diee. 
Till  now,  I  stru^led  not  to  think  it  true; 
I  sought  conviction,  and  would  not  believe  it 
And  dost  thou  force  me  ?  This  shall  not  be 

borne; 
Thou  shalt  repent  this  insult  [Goin^. 

Alon,  Madam,  stay. 
Your  passion's  wise;  'tis  a  disguise  for  gnilt: 
Tis  my  turn  now  to  fix  you  here  awhile; 
You  and  your  thousand  arts  shall  not  escape  me. 

Leon,  Arts! 

Alon,  Arts.  Confess ;  for  death  is  in  my  hsui 

Leon,  Tis  in  your  words. 

Alon.  Confess,  confess,  confess ! 
Nor  tear  my  veins  with  passion  to  compd  due. 

Leon.  I  scorn  to  answer  thee,  presumptuous 
man! 

Alon.  Deny,  then,  and  incur  a  fouler  shsine. 
Where  did  I  find  this  picture  ? 

Leon.  Ha,  Don  Carlos ! 
By  my  best  hopes,  more  welcome  than  thy  own. 

Alon.  I  know  it ;  but  is  vice  so  very  rank, 
That  thou  shouldst  dare  to  dash  it  in  my  face? 
Nature  is  sick  of  thee,  abandoned  woman  I 

Leon,  Repent. 

Alon.  Is  tnat  for  me  ? 

Leon,  Fall,  ask  my  pardon. 

Alon,  Astonishment! 

Leon.  Dar^st  thou  persbt  to  think  I  am  dis- 
honest? 

Alon.  I  know  thee  so. 

Leon.  This  blow,  then,  to  thy  heart-^— 

[She  tiain  herself,  he  endemwmrt  to  prt- 
vent  her. 

Alon.  Hoa,Zanga!  Isabella!  hoa!  shcblesds! 
Descend,  ye  blessed  angels,  to  assist  her! 

Leon.  This  is  the  only  vray  I  would  wooiMi 
thee, 
Though  most  injust    Now  think  me  goilty  ^^ 

Enter  Isabella. 

Alon.  Bear  her  to  instant  help !  The  world  U 

save  her ! 
Leon.  Unhappy  man !  well  mayat  thou  ^ 
and  tremble : 
But  fix  thy  terror  and  amasenneiit  ri|rht ; 
Not  on  my  blood,  but  on  thy  own  distractioii. 
What  hast  thou  done !  Whom  censored  ?— Leo- 
nora! 
When  thou  hast  censured,  thou  wooldst  save  her 

Ufe; 
Oh,  inconsistent !  Should  I  live  in  shame^ 
Or  stoop  to  any  other  means  bat  this 
To  assert  my  virtue  ?  No;  she  who  ditpoles 
Admits  it  posable  she  might  be  guilty. 
While  aught  but  truth  ccHild  be  my  mduccaseot 
toi^ 
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While  it  might  look  like  an  excuse  to  thee, 
I  scorned  to  nndicate  ray  innoceDce ; 
But  aoWf  I  let  thy  rashness  know,  the  wound, 
Which  least  I  feel,  is  that  my  dapcer  made. 

[Isabella  leads  out  Leonora. 
Akm.  Ha!  was  this  woman  guilty? — And  if 
not — 
How  my  thoughts  darken  tliat  way  !  Grant,  kind 

Heaven, 
That  she  prove  guilty,  or  my  being  end  ! 
Is  that  my  hope,  then  ? — Sure  the  sacred  dust 
Of  her  that  bore  me  trembles  in  its  um. 
Is  it  in  man  the  sore  distress  to  bear, 
H'ben  hope  itself  is  blackened  to  despair, 
When  all  the  bliss  I  pant  fi>r,  is  to  gain, 
lo  hell,  a  refuge  from  severer  pain  ?  [KjcU. 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Zanga. 

Zaa.  How  stands  the  great  account  'twixt  mc 

and  vengeance  ? 
Though  much  is  paid,  yet  still  it  owes  me  much. 

And  I  will  not  abate  a  single  groan 

Ha  \  that  were  well — but  that  were  fatal  too— 

Why,  be  it  so Revenge,  so  truly  great, 

Would  come  too  cheap,  if  bought  with  less  than 

life. 
Come,  death,  come,  hell,  then !  'tis  resolved,  'tis 

done. 

Ewter  Isabella. 

Ifff.  Ah,  Zanga,  see  me  tremble !  Has  not  yet 
Thy  cruel  heart  its  fill  ?  Poor  Leonora 

Zan.  Welters  in  blood,  and  gasps  for  her  last 
breath. 
What  then  ?  We  all  must  die. 

Im.  Alonzo  raves. 
And,  in  the  tempest  of  his  grief,  has  thrice 
Attempted  on  his  life.     At  length  disarmed, 
lie CAiU  hiH  friends  that  save  him  his  ».orst  foes, 
MA  importunes  the  skies  for  swift  perdition. 
'ITm**  ill  his  storm  of  sorrow.     After  a  pause, 
lie  started  up,  and  called  aloud  for  Zanga, 
For  Zant:a  raved ;  and  sec,  he  seeks  you  here, 
1*0  learn  the  truth  which  most  he  dreacls  to  know. 

Zdi.  Boeono.    Now,  now,  my  soul,  consinn- 
mate  all !  [Exit  Isab. 

Enter  Alonzo. 

Afon.  Oh  Zanga ! 

Zfin,  Do  not  tremble  so;  but  speak. 
Alan.  I  dare  not.  [Fa/Is  on  him,, 

'tan.  Yuu  will  drown  me  with  your  tears. 
Alon,  Have  I  not  cause  ? 
'Lan.  As  yet  you  have  no  cause. 
Alon.  I>09t  thou  too  rave? 
Z/iit.  Your  aneutsh  is  to  come :. 
You  mtich  have  been  abused. 
Atnn.  Abased  !  by  whom  ? 
'ijan.  To  kiiow  were  little  comfort 
AUm.  C)h,  'twere  much  !  < 

Vol.  f. 


Tan.  Indeed ! 

Ahn.  By  Heaven  !  Oh,  give  him  to  mjr  fury ! 

Zan.  Bom  for  your  use,  I  live  but  to  oblige  you. 
Know,  then,  'twas — I. 

Alon.  Am  I  awake  \ 

Zan.  For  ever. 
Thy  wife  is  guiltless — that's  one  transport  to  me ; 
And  f,  riet  thee  know  it — that's  another. 
I  urged  Don  Carlos  to  resign  his  mistress, 
1  forged  the  letter,  I  disposed  the  picture ; 
I  hated,  I  despised,  and  I  destroy  I 

Alon.  Oh !  \Smo0n$, 

Zan.  Why,  this  is  well-^why,  this  is  blow  for 
blow ! 
Where  arc  you?  Crown  me,  shadow  me  with 

laurels. 
Ye  spirits  who  delight  in  just  revenge  ! 
Let  Europe  and  her  pallid  sons  go  weep ; 
l«t  Afric  and  her  hundred  thrones  rejoice  t 
Oh,  ray  dear  countrymen,  look  down,  and  see 
How  I  bestride  your  pmstrate  conqueror ! 
r  tread  on  haughty  Spain,  and  all  her  kings. 
But  this  is  mercy,  this  is  my  indulgence  ; 
Tis  peace,  'tis  refuge  from  ray  indignation. 
I  must  awake  him  into  horrors.     Hoa ! 
Alonzo,  hoa !  the  Moor  is  at  the  gate  ! 
Awake,  invincible,  omnipotent ! 
l^ou  who  dost  all  subdue  I 

Alon.  Inltuman  slot-e ! 

Zan.  Fallen  Christian,  thou  mistakest  my  char 
ractcr. 
Look  on  me.    Who  am  I?  I  know,  thou  sayst, 
The  Moor,  a  slave,  an  abject,  beaten  slave  : 
(Eternal  woes  to  him  that  made  me  so  !) 
But  look  again.    Has  six  years  cruel  bonda^ 
Extinguished  majesty  so  far,  that  nought 
Shines  here  to  give  an  awe  of  one  above  thee  ? 
VVhen  the  great  Moorish  king,  Abdallah,  fcll-^ 
Fell  by  thy  hand  accursed — I  fought  fast  by  him, 
flis  son,  tliough,  through  his  fondness,  in  disr 

guise, 
Less  to  expose  me  to  the  ambitious  foe.— 

Ha!  does  it  wake   thee? O'er  my   father's 

corse, 
I  stood  astride,  till  I  had  clove  thy  crest ; 
And  then  was  made  the  captive  of  a  souadron, 

And  sunk  into  thy  servailt But  Oh  !  what, 

What  were  my  wages  ?    Hear  nor  Heaven  nor 

earth ! 
My  wages  were  a  blow  !  by  Heaven,  a  blow ! 
And  from  a  mortal  hand  ! 

Alon.  Oh  villain,  villain  ! 

Zan.  All  strife  is  vain.        [Shewing  a  dagger, 

Alon.  Is  thus  my  love  returned  ? 
Is  this  my  recompcnce  ?     Make  friends  of  ti^rs ! 
I^Y  not  your  young,  Oh  mothers !  on  the  breasty 
For  fear  they  turn  to  serpents  as  they  lie. 
And  pay  you  for  their  nourishment  with  death  I — 
Carlos  is  dead,  and  fieonora  dying  ! 
Both  innocent !  both  muixlered  !  both  by  roe ! 
lliat  heavenly  maid,  %vho  should  have  lived  for 
e\er, 
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At  least  have  gjently  slept  her  soul  away ; 
Whose  life  shoold  have  shut  up,  as  evening 

flowers 
At  the  departing  son — was  murdered !  murder- 

Oh  shame !  Oh  euilt !  Oh  horror !  Oh  remorse ! 
Oh  punishment  f  Had  Satan  never  fell. 

Hell  had  been  made  for  me. Oh  LMarar!* 

Zan.  Must  I  despise  thee,  too^  as  well  <6  hate 
thee? 
Complain  of  grief— compliun  thou  art  a  man^ — 
Priam  from  Fortune's  lof^  summit  fell ; 
Great  Alexander  'midst  his  oompiests  mourned; 
Heroes  and  denu»gods  have  known  their  sor- 
rows; 
Caesars  have  wept;  and  I  have  had  my  blow : 
Bnt  'tis  revengra,  and  now  my  work  is  done. 
Yet  ere  I  fall,  be  it  one  part  of  vengeance 
To  naake  thee  to  confess  that  I  am  jusL — 
Thou  see'st  a  prince,  whose  father  thou  hast 

slain; 
Whose  native  country  thou  hast  laid  in  blood ; 
Whose  sacred  person  (Oh !)  thou  hast  profar 

ned, 
Whose  reien  extinguished.   What  was  lefb  to  me, 
So  highly  bom  ?    No  kingdom,  but  revenge  ! 
No  treasure,  but  thy  tortures  and  thy  groans. 
If  men  should  ask  who  brought  thee  to  thy  end, 
Tell  them,  the  Moor,  and  mey  will  not  despise 

thee. 
If  cold  white  mortals  censure  this  great  deed. 
Warn  them,  they  judge  not  of  superior  bttngs. 
Souls  made  of  me,  and  children  of  the  sun. 
With  whom  revenee  is  virtue.    Fare  thee  well — 
Now,  fully  satisfied,  I  should  take  leave : 
But  one  thing  grieves  me,  since  thy  death  is  near, 
I  leave  thee  my  example  how  to  die. 

As  he  is  going  to  stab  himself,  Alonzo  rushes 
upon  him  to  prevent  him.  in  the  mean  time^ 
enter  Don  Alvarez,  attended.  They  disarm 
mid  seise  Zanga.  Alonto  puts  the  dagger  in 
his  bosom, 

Aton,  No,  monster,  thou  shalt  not  esaqpe  by 
death. 
Ob,  ftither ! 

Ah,  Oh,  Alonzo ! — ^Isabella, 
Touched  with  remorse  to  see  her  mistress'  pangSi 
Told  all  the  dreadful  tale. 
Akm,  What  groan  was  that  ? 
Zon.  As  I  have  been  a  vulture  to  thy  heart. 
So  will  I  be  a  raven  to  thine  ear. 
As  true  as  ever  snuffied  the  scent  of  blood. 
As  ever  flapped  its  heavy  wing  against 
The  window  of  the  sick,  and  croaked  despair. 
Thy  wife  is  dead. 

[Alvarez  gees  to  the  side  of  the  stage,  and 
returns. 
Ah.  The  dreadful  news  is  true. 
Alon.  Prepare  the  rack ;  invent  new  torments 
for  mm. 


Zan,  This  too  is  well    The  fixed  and  noUe 
mind 
Turns  all  oocurrents  to  its  own  advantage ; 
And  ni  make  vengeance  of  calamity. 
Were  I  not  thus  reduced,  thou  wouldst  not  know, 
That,  thus  reduced,  I  dare  defy  thee  still. 
Torture  thou  may'st,  but  thou  shalt  ne'er  despise 

me. 
The  blood  will  follow  where  the  knife  is  drircn, 
The  flesh  will  quiver  where  the  pincers  tear. 
And  sighs  and  cries  by  nature  grow  on  pain. 
But  these  are  fordgn  to  tlie  soul :  not  mine 
The  groans  that  issue,  or  the  tears  that  fall ; 
They  disobey  me ;  on  the  rack  I  scorn  thee, 
As  when  my  faulchion  dove  thy  helm  m  battle. 
Alv,  Peace,  villain ! 
Zan.  While  I  live,  old  man.  111  stieak : 
And  well  I  know  thou  dar^st  not  kill  me  yet; 
For  that  would  rob  thy  blood-hounds  of  tbcir 
prey. 
Alon,  Who  called  Alomo  ? 
Ah,  No  one  called,  my  son. 

Ahn,  Again! 'Tib  Carlos'  voice,    and  1 

obey. — 
Ob,  how  I  laugh  at  all  that  this  can  do ! 

[Shewing  the  dagger. 
The  wounds  that  pained,  the  wounds  that  murder- 
ed me. 
Were  given  before ;  I  am  already  dead  ; 
This  only  marks  my  body  for  the  grave. 

[Staha  himself, 
Afric,  thou  art  revenged^ — Oh,  Leonora !  [Ditt. 
Zan,  Oood  ruffians,  give  me  leave;  my  blood 
is  yours, 
The  wheel's  prepared,  and  you  shall  have  it  all. 
Let  me  but  look  one  moment  on  the  dead. 
And  pay  yourselves  vrith  g^ng  on  my  pangs. 

[He  goes  to  Alanso^s  body. 
Is  this  Alomo?  Wheres  the  hauchty  mcin  ? 
Is  that  the  hand  which  smote  me  r  licayens,  how 

pole! 
And  art  thou  dead  ?  So  is  my  enmity. 
I  war  not  with  tlie  dust    The  great,  the  prood, 
The  conqueror  of  Afric  was  my  foe. 
A  lion  preys  not  upon  carcases. 
This  was  tny  only  method  to  subdue  me. 
Terror  and  doubt  fall  on  roe :  all  thy  good 
Now  blaies,  all  thy  guilt  is  in  the  grave. 
Never  had  man  such  funeral  applause  : 
If  I  lament  thee,  sure  thy  worUi  was  gremt. 
Oh,  vengeance,  I  have  followed  thee  txM>  fo. 
And,  to  receive  me,  hell  blows  all  her  fires ! 

[He  ss  home  ofi 
Ah.  Dreadful  effects  of  jealousy  I  m  rage 
In  which  the  wise  widi  caudon  wift  eogage ; 
Reluctant  long,  and  tardy  to  believe. 
Where,  swayed  by  nature,  we  ourselves  decdft. 
Where  our  own  mlly  joins  the  villain*s  art. 
And  each  man  finds  a  Zai^  in  his  heart. 

[JEjcraiU  amnes. 
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MEN. 

Tborowcood,  a  merchant. 
Babhwell,  untie  to  George, 
George  Barnwell. 
Tbueman,  friend  to  BamwelL 
Blunt. 


WOMEN. 

Maria,  daughter  to  Thorowgood. 
Millwood^  mistreu  to  Bamweli, 
LucTy  MiUwoo<F$  maid, 

Offkeriy  with  their  Attendantt^  Keeper^  and 

Footman, 


Scene, — London,  and  an  adjacent  village* 


ACT    I. 


SCENE  L — A  room  in  I%oro»goocCs  house. 

Enter  Thorowgood  and  Tbueman. 

True.  SiRy  the  packet  from  Genoa  is  arrived. 

[Give*  letters. 
Tkor,    Heaven  be  praised!   The  stonn  that 
threatened  oar  ro^  mistress,  pure  religion,  li- 
bertr,  And  laws,  is,  for  a  time,  diverted.    The 
hauf^ty  Bud  revengeful  Spamarii^  disappointed  of 
the  loan  on  isvhidi  he  depended  from  Genoa, 
must  now  attend  the  slow  returns  of  wealth  from 
hts  new  world,  to  sappl j  his  empty  cofiers,  ere  he 
nm  ezecnte  Ids  proposed  invasion  of  our  hc^py 
iiiand.     Sy  this  means,  time  is.  gained  to  make 
such  pcepaiatioiis,  on  oar  part,  as  may.  Heaven 
concurring  prevent  his  mauce,  or  turn  the  medi- 
tated ndscfuef  on  himself. 

IVice.  He  must  be  insensiUe,  indeed,  who  is 
not  aflected  when  the  safety  of  his  countiy  is  con- 
cerned.    Sir,  nMiy  I  know  by  what  means? 

If  I  am  not  too  mid 

Tkar.  Ycftxw  curiosity  is  laudable;  and  I  gratify 
it  with  the  ^jester  pleasure,  because  from  thence 
yon  may  learn,  how  honest  merchants,  as  such, 


may  sometimes  contribute  to  the  safety  of  their 
country,  as  they  do  at  all  times  to  its  happinesa; 
that  if  hereafter  you  should  be  temptea  to  any 
action  that  has  the  appearance  of  vice  or  mean- 
ness in  it,  upon  reflecting  on  the  dignity  of  our 
profession,  you  may,  with  honest  scorn,  reject 
whatever  is  unworthy  of  it 

IVtie.  Should  Barnwell,  or  I,  who  have  the  be- 
nefit of  your  enmple,  by  our  ill  oondoct,  bring 
any  imputation  on  that  honourable  name,  we 
must  be  left  without  eicuse. 

Thar,  You  compliment,  young  man.  [TVtie- 
num  bows  reMpeUjulhf^  Nay,  1  am  not  offended. 
As  the  name  of  merchant  never  degrades  the 
gentleman,  so,  by  no  means  does  it  exclude  him ; 
only  take  heed  not  to  purchase  the  character  of 
complaisant  at  the  ezpenoe  of  your  sinoeri^. — 
But,  to  answer  your  question :  The  bank  of  Ge- 
noa had  agreed,  at  an  excessive  interest,  and  on 
good  security,  to  advance  the  king  of  Spain  a  sum 
of  money  sufficient  to  eouip  his  vast  Armada;  of 
which  our  peerless  Elisaoeth  (more  than  in  name 
the  mother  of  her  people)  bong  well  informed, 
sent  Walnngham^  ber  wise  and  faithful  seoretaiy, 
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to  consult  the  mercfiants  of  this  loyal  city  ;  who 
all  agreed  to  direct  their  several  agents  to  influ- 
eDCc,  if  possible,  the  Genoese  to  break  their  con- 
tract with  the  Spanish  court.  It  is  done :  the 
state  and  bank  of  Genoa  having  maturely  weip:hed, 
and  rightly  judged  of  their  true  interest,  prefer 
the  friendship  of  the  merchants  of  Lonclon  to 
that  of  the  monarch,  who  proudly  stiles  MhMBff 
kins  of  both  Indies. 

2Vmc.  Happy  success  of  prudent  counsels  ! 
Wliat  an  expence  of  blood  and  treasure  is  here 
saved  !  Kxcellent  queen !  O  how  unlike  those 
princes,  who  make  the  dans;er  of  foreign  enemies 
a  pretence  to  oppress  their  subjects  by  taxes 
great,  and  grievous  to  be  borne  ! 

Thor.  Not  so  our  gracious  queen !  whose  richest 
exchequer  is  her  people's  love,  as  their  happiness 
her  greatest  glory. 

True.  On  these  terms  to  defend  us,  is  to  make 
our  protection  a  benefit  worthy  her  who  confers 
it,  and  well  worth  our  acceptance.  Sir,  have  you 
any  commands  for  me  at  this  time  ? 

Thor.  Only  look  cafcfully  over  the  files,  to 
see  whether  there  are  any  tradesmen's  bills  un- 
paid ;  if  there  are,  send  and  discharge  them.  We 
must  not  let  artificers  lose  their  time,  so  useful 
to  the  public  and  their  families,  in  unnecessary 
attendance.  [Exit  Truetnan. 

Enter  Maria. 

Well,  Maria,  have  you  given  orders  for  the  en- 
tertainment.^ I  would  have  it  in  some  measure 
worthy  the  guests.  Let  there  be  plenty,  and  of 
the  best,  that  the  courtiers  may  at  least  commend 
our  hospitality. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  have  endeavoured  not  to  wrong 
your  well-known  generosity  by  an  ill-timed  parsi- 
mony. 

Thor.  Nay,  it  was  a  needless  caution :  I  have 
no  cause  to  cioubt  your  prudence. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  find  myself  unfit  for  conversation  ; 
I  should  but  increase  the  number  of  the  company, 
without  adding  to  their  satisfaction. 

Thor.  Nay,  my  child,  this  melancholy  must  not 
be  indulged. 

Mar.  Company  will  but  increase  it :  I  wish 
you  would  dispense  with  my  absence.  Solitude 
best  suit^  my  present  temper. 

Thor.  You  are  not  insensible,  that  it  is  chiefly 
on  your  account  these  noble  lords  do  me  the  ho- 
nour so  frequently  to  grace  my  board.  Should 
you  be  absent,  the  flisappointment  may  make 
them  repent  of  tlieir  condescension,  and  think 
their  labour  lost. 

Mar,  He  that  shall  think  his  time  or  honour 
lost  in  visiting  you,  can  set -no  real -value  on  your 
daughter's  company,  whose  only  mentis,  that  she 
IS  yours.  The  man  of  quality,  who  chooses  to 
converse  with  a  gentleman  and  merchant  of  your 
worth  and  character,  may  confer  honour  by  so 
doing,  but  he  loses  none. 
'     TW.'Come^  conoe,  Maria,  I  need  not  telljou. 


that  a  young  gentleman  may  prefer  your  conver- 
sation to  mine,  and  yet  intend  me  no  disrepect  at 
all ;  for  though  he  may  lose  no  honour  in  my 
cumpany,  it  is  very  natural  for  him  to  expect 
more  pleasure  in  yours.  I  remember  the  time 
%vhen  the  cr)mpany  of  the  greatest  and  wisest 
men  in  the  kingdom  would  have  been  insipid  and 
tircsotne  to  me,  if  it  had  deprived  roe  of  an  op- 
portunity of  enjoying  your  mother's. 

Mar.  Yours,  no  doubt,  was  as  agreeable  to 
her ;  f(»r  generous  minds  know  no  pleasure  in  so* 
ciety  but  where  it  is  mutual. 

Thor,  Thou  knowcst  I  have  no  heir,  no  child, 
but  thee ;  the  fruits  of  many  years  successful  in- 
dustr}'  must  all  be  thine.  Now,  it  would  give  me 
pleasure,  great  as  my  love,  to  see  on  whom  you 
will  bestow  iL  I  am  daily  solicited,  by  men  of 
the  greatest  rank  and  merit,  for  leave  to  address 
you :  but  I  have  hitherto  declined  it,  in  hopes 
that,  by  observation,  I  should  learn  which  way 
your  inclinations  tend ;  for,  as  I  kno%v  love  to  be 
essential  to  the  married  state,  I  had  rather  my 
approbation  should  ooufirm  your  choice,  than  di- 
rect it. 

Mar.  What  can  I  say  ?    How  shall  I  answer, 
as  I  ought,  this  tenderness,  so  uncommon  e\eoin 
the  best  of  parents  ?    But  you  arc  without  ex- 
ample ;  yet,  had  you  been  less  indulgent,  1  had 
been  most  wretched.    That  I  look  on  the  crowd 
of  courtiers  that  visit  here,  WMth  equal  esteem, 
but  equal  indifference,  you  have  observed,  aikd  1 
must  needs  confess ;  yet,  had  you  asserted  your 
authority,  and  insisted  on  a  parent's  right  to  be 
obeyed,  I  had  submitted,  and  to  my  duty  sacri- 
ficed my  peace. 

Thor,  From  your  perfect  obedience,  in  cjrery 
other  instance,  1  feared  as  much ;  and  therefore 
would  leave  you,  without  a  bias,  in  an  atibir 
wherein  your  happiness  is  s^j  immediately  ouo- 
cemed. 

Afar.  Whether  from  a  want  of  that*  just  ambi- 
tion  that  would  become  your  daughter,  or  from 
some  other  cause,  I  know  not ;  but  I  fintl  hbrH 
birth  and  titles  don*t  recommend  the  mazi,  ^  lio 
owns  tliem,  to  my  affiscdons. 

Thor,  I  would  not  that  they  should,  unless,  hzs 
merit  recommends  him  more.  A  noUe  birth 
fortime,  though  they  make  not  a  liad  man  o 
yet  they  are  a  real  advantage  to  a  wonb^ 
and  place  his  virtues  in  the  fairest  lieht. 

Mar.  I  cannot  ans«ver  for  my  inclinations  ;  boc 
they  sliall  ever  be  submitted  to  your  wtsJooi  ami 
authority.  And  as  you  will  not  compel  me  Ia^ 
marry  where  I  cannot  love,  love  shall  ne%'^r  make 
me  act  contrary  to  my  duty.  Sir,  hav«  1  ^xMir 
permission  to  retire? 

Thor,  ni  sec  you  to  your  chamber.   £ 


SCENE  U.-^A  Room  ia  MUbrood's 

Enter  Millwood  and  LrcT. 
MilL  liow  do  I  look  ti^day^  Lucy  I 
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Lucy,  Oh,  kilUn^jTy  madam !  A  little  more  red, 

and  you'll  be  irresitjiible. But  why  this  more 

than  ordinary  care  of  your  dress  and  complexion? 
What  new  conquest  are  you  aiming  at? 

MilL  A  conquest  would  be  new  indeed. 

Lucy.  Not  to  you,  who  make  them  every  day 

< but  to  me Weil,  it  is  what  I  am  never  to 

expect^- unfortunate  as  I  am But  your  wit 

and  beauty 

MilL  First  made  me  a  wretch,  and  still  conti- 
nue me  so.  Men,  however  «;eoerou8  or  sincere 
to  one  another,  are  all  selfish  hypocrites  in  their 
ai&irs  with  us ;  we  are  no  otherwise  esteemed 
or  reji^arded  by  them,  but  as  we  contribute  to 
their  satisfaction. 

Lucif.  Vou  are  certainly,  madam,  on  the 
wrong  side  in  this  arj^ument  Is  not  the  expence 
all  theirs  ?  And,  I  am  sure,  it  is  our  own  fault  if 
we  have  not  our  share  of  the  pleasure. 

MilL  We  are  but  slaves  to  men. 

Lucy,  Nay,  it  is  they  that  are  slaves,  most  cer- 
tainly ;  for  we  lay  them  under  conthbutiou. 

Mill.  Slaves  have  no  property ;  no,  not  even 
in  themselves :  all  is  the  victor's. 

Lucy,  You  are  strangely  arbitrary  in  your 
principles,  madam. 

Mill.  I  would  have  my  conquest  complete,  like 
those  of  the  Spaniards  m  the  new  world ;  who 
first  plundered  the  natives  of  all  the  wealth  they 
had,  and  then  condemned  the  wretches  to  the 
mines  for  life,  to  work  for  more. 

Lucy,  Well,  I  shall  never  approve  of  your 
scheme  of  government ;  I  should  think  it  much 
more  politic,  as  well  as  just,  to  find  my  subjects 
an  easier  employment. 

MilL  It  is  a  (general  maxim  among  the  know- 
ing part  of  mankind,  that  a  woman  without  vir- 
tue, like  a  man  without  honour  or  honestv,  is  ca- 
pable of  any  action,  though  never  so  vile :  and 
yet  what  pains  will  they  not  take,  what  arts  not 
use,  to  seduce  us  fmm  our  innocence,  and  make 
us  contemptible  and  wicked,  even  in  their  own 
opinion  ?  Then,  is  it  not  just,  the  villains,  to  their 
cost,  should  find  us  so  ?  But  guilt  makes  them 
suspicious,  and  keeps  them  on  their  guard;  there- 
fore we  can  take  advantage  only  of  the  youi^ 
and  innocent  part  of  the  sex,  who,  having  never 
injured  women,  apprehend  no  injury  from  them. 

Lucy.  Ay,  they  must  be  young  indeed. 

MilL  Such  a  one,  I  think,  I  have  found.  As 
I  have  passed  through  the  city,  I  have  often  ob- 
ser^'ed  him  receiving  and  paving  considerable 
sums  of  money ;  from  thence  I  conclude,  that  he 
is  employed  in  ad^rs  of  consequence. 

Lucy.  Is  he  handsome  ? 

Mill.  Ay,  ay,  the  stripling  is  well  made,  and 
has  a  good  face. 

Lucy.  About 

Mill.  Eighteen. 

Ijucy,  Innocent,  handsome,  and  about  eigh- 
teen ! — You  will  be  vastly  happy.  Why,  if  you 
manage  well,  you  may  keep  him  to  yourself  tHese 
two  or  three  years ! 


Mill,  If  I  manage  well,  I  shall  have  done 
with  him  much  sooner.  Having  long  had  a  de- 
sign on  him,  and  meeting  him  yesterday,  I  made 
a  full  stop,  and,  gazing  wishfully  in  his  face,  ask^ 
ed  his  name.  He  blushed,  and,  bowing  very  low, 
answered,  George  Barnwell.  I  begged  his  par- 
don for  the  freedom  I  had  taken,  and  told  him, 
that  he  was  the  person  I  had  long  wished  to  see, 
and  to  whom  I  had  an  affair  of  importance  to 
Cfimmunicate  at  a  proper  time  and  place.  He 
named  a  tavern ;  I  talked  of  honour  and  reputa- 
tion, and  invited  him  to  my  house.  He  swal- 
lowed the  bait,  promised  to  come,  atid  tliis  is 
the  time  I  expect  him.     [Knockinjz  at  the  door^ 

Souiebody  knocks D'ye  hear ;  I  am  at  home 

to  nobody  to-day  but  him.  \Exit  Lucy.'\  Less  af- 
fairs must  give  way  to  those  of  more  conse- 
quence ;  and  I  am  strangely  mistaken  if  this  does 
not  prove  oi  great  importance  to  me,  and  him 
too,  before  I  have  done  with  him.  Now,  after 
what  manner  shall  I  receive  him  ?  Let  me  coih 
sider What  manner  of  person  am  I  to  re- 
ceive? He  is  young,  innocent,  and  bashful  ; 
therefore  I  must  take  care  not  to  put  him  out  of 
countenance  at  first  But  then,  if  I  have  any 
skill  in  physiognomy,  he  is  amorous ;  and,  witli  a 
little  assistance,  will  soon  get  the  better  of  his 
modesty.  I  will  even  trust  to  nature,  who  does 
wonders  in  these  matters.  If  to  seem  what  one 
is  not,  in  order  to  be  the  better  liked  for  what 
one  really  is;  if  to  speak  one  thing,  and  mean 
the  direct  contrary,  be  art  in  a  woman — ^I  know 
nothing  of  nature. 

Enter  Barnwell,  bowing  very  low,    Lucy  at  a 

distance. 

MilL  Sir,  the  surprise  and  joy— 

Barn.  Madam! 

MilL  This  is  such  a  favour  [Advancing. 

Bam.  Pardon  me,  madam. 

MilL  So  unhoped  for !              [Still  advances. 
[Barntcell  talutet  her,  and  retires  as  in 
confusion. 
To  see  you  here Excuse  the  confusion 

Bam,  I  fear  I  am  too  bold 

MilL  Alas,  sir,  I  may  justly  apprehend  yoa 
think  me  bo.  Please,  sir,  to  sit.  I  am  as  much 
at  a  loss  how  to  receive  this  honour  as  I  ought, 
as  I  am  surprised  at  your  goodness  in  conferring 
it 

Bam.  I  thought  you  had  expected  me ;  I  pro- 
mised to  come. 

MilL  That  is  the  more  surprising ;  few  men 
are  such  religious  observers  of  their  word. 

Bam,  AH  who  are  honest  are. 

MilL  To  one  another ;  but  we  simple  women 
are  seldom  thought  of  consequence  enough  to 
gain  a  place  in  their  remembrance. 

[Laying  her  hand  on  Am,  as  by  accident. 

Bam.  Her  disorder  is  so  great,  she  don't  per- 
ceive she  has  laid  her  hand  on  mine.  Heavens ! 
How  she  trembles ! — What  can  this  mean  ? 

[Aside, 


470 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[LiLLO* 


MUL  The  interest  I  have  in  all  that  relates  to 
you  (the  reason  of  which  you  shall  know  here- 
after) excites  my  curiosity ;  and,  were  I  sure  you 
vrould  pardon  my  presumption^  I  should  desire 
to  know  your  real  sentiments  on  a  very  particu- 
lar subject. 

Bam.  Madam,  ]fou  may  command  my  poor 
thoughts  on  any  subject  I  have  none  that  I  would 
GonoeaL 

Miii,  You  will  think  me  bold. 

Bam.  Noy  indeed. 

MUL  What,  then,  are  your  thoughts  of  love } 

Bam.  If  you  mean  the  love  of  women,  I  have 
not  thought  of  it  at  all.  My  youth  and  drcunw 
stanees  make  such  thoughts  improper  in  me  yet. 
But  if  you  mean  the  e^neral  love  we  owe  to  man- 
kind, I  think  no  one  has  more  of  it  in  his  temper 
than  myself.  I  do  not  know  that  person  in  the 
world,  whose  happiness  I  do  not  wish,  and 
would  not  promote,  were  it  in  my  power.  In  an 
especial  manner  I  love  my  unde,  and  my  master; 
but  above  all,  my  friend. 

MUL  You  have  a  friend,  then,  whom  you 
kve? 

Bam.  As  he  does  me,  ttncerely. 

MUL  He  is,  no  doubt,  often  blessed  with  your 
company  and  conversation  ? 

Bam,  We  live  in  one  house,  and  both  serve 
the  same  worthy  merchant. 

MUL  Happy,  happy  youdi !  Whoever  thou  art, 
I  envy  thee,  and  so  must  all,  who  see  and  know 
this  youth.  What  have  I  lost,  by  being  formed 
a  woman !  I  hate  my  sex,  myself.  Had  I  been  a 
man,  I  mieht,  perhaps,  have  been  as  happy  in 
your  friendship  as  he  who  now  enjoys  it  is :  but 
as  it  is Oh ! 

Barn.  I  never  observed  woman  before;  or 
this  is,  sure,  the  most  beautiful  of  her  sex.  [Aside.] 
You  seem  disordered,  madam — May  I  know  the 
cause? 

MUL  Do  not  ask  me — ^I  can  never  speak  it, 
whatever  is  the  cause.  I  wish  for  things  impos- 
sible. I  would  be  a  servant,  bound  to  the  same 
master,  to  live  in  one  house  with  you. 

Bam.  IIow  strange,  and  yet  how  kind,  her 
words  and  actions  are !  And  the  efiect  they  have 
on  me  is  as  strange.  I  feel  desires  I  never  knew 
before.  I  must  be  gone,  while  I  have  power  to 
go.  [ilmfe.]  Madam,  I  humbly  take  my  leave. 

JnilL  You  will  not,  sure,  leave  me  so  soon ! 

Bam.  Indeed  I  must. 

MiU.  You  cannot  be  so  cruel !  I  have  prepared 
a  poor  supper,  at  which  I  promised  myself  your 
company. 

Bam.  I  am  sorry  I  must  refuse  the  honour 
you  designed  me :  but  my  duty  to  my  master  calls 
me  hence.  I  never  yet  neglected  his  service.  He 
is  so  gently  and  so  good  a  master,  that,  should 
I  wropg  him,  though  he  might  forgive  me,  I 
should  never  forgive  myself. 

MUL  Am  I  refused,  by  the  first  man,  the  se- 
cond favour  I  ever  stooped  to  ask?  Go  then,  tliou 
prood  hard-hearted  youui ;  but  know,  you  are  the 


only  man  tliat  could  be  found,  who  would  let  mc 
sue  twice  for  greater  favours. 

Bam,  What  shall  I  do  ?  How  shsU  I  go^  or 
stay? 

MiU.  Yet  do  not,  do  not  leave  me.  I  with  nv 
sex's  pride  would  meet  vour  soom ;  but  wheal 
look  upon  you,  when  I  behold  those  eye*  Oh ! 
spare  my  tongue,  and  let  my  bloshes--this  flood 
of  tears  too,  that  will  force  its  way,  dedsre— 
what  woman's  modes^  should  hide. 

Bam.  Oh,  heavens  f  she  loves  me,  worthleas  is 
I  am.  Her  looks,  her  words,  her  ikmiog  tesn 
confess  it.  And  can  I  leave  her  then?  Oh,  aerer, 
never!  Madam,  dry  op  your  tears:  you  ihdl 
command  mc  always ;  I  will  stay  here  for  em-, 
if  you  would  have  me. 

Lucy.  So :  she  has  wheedled  him  out  of  bk^^ 
tue  of  obedience  already,  and  will  strip  him  of 
all  the  rest,*  one  after  another,  till  she  hss  left 
him  &s  few  as  her  ladyship,  or  m3rself.      [Ande. 

MiU.  Now  you  are  kind,  indeed :  but  I  meu 
not  to  detain  you  always :  I  would  have  you  shske 
off  all  slavish  obedience  to  your  naaster;  bat  joo 
may  serve  him  still. 

JLticy.  Serve  him  still !  Ay,  or  hell  have  no 
opportunity  of  fin|;erins  his  cash ;  and  then  belt 
not  serve  your  end,  I'll  be  sworn.  [Ande. 

Enter  Blunt. 

Blani.  Madam,  supper^s  on  die  table. 

MiU.  Come,  sir,  you'll  excuse  all  defects.  My 
thoughts  were  too  much  employed  on  uq  guest 
to  observe  the  entertainment. 

[Exeunt  BammeU  and  MiUmeod. 

Blunt.  What !  is  all  this  preparation,  this  ele- 
gant supper,  variety  of  wines,  and  mnucy  for  tke 
entertainment  of  that  young  fellow  ? 

Lucy.  So  it  seems. 

Biunt.  How !  is  our  mistresa  tamed  fool  st 
last? 
She's  in  love  with  him,  I  suppose. 

Lucy.  I  suppose  not.  But  she  designs  to  make 
him  in  love  with  her,  if  she  can. 

Blunt.  What  will  she  get  by  that?  He  seems 
under  age,  and  cannot  be  supposed  to  have  nradi 
money. 

Lucy.  But  his  master  has,  and  that's  the  same 
thing,  as  she  will  manage  it. 

Blunt.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling  with  a  haod- 
some  young  fellow :  while  she  is  endeavouring  to 
ensnare  him,  she  may  be  caught  herself. 

Lucy.  Nay,  were  she  like  me,  that  would  cc^• 
tainly  be  the  consequence ;  for,  I  confess^  there 
is  something  in  youth  and  innocence  diat  movea 
me  mightily. 

Blunt.  Yes;  so  does  the  amoothness  and 
plumpness  of  a  partridge  move  a  mi^ty  d»bR 
m  the  hawk  to  be  the  destruction  of  it. 

Lucy.  Why,  birds  are  their  prey^  and  men  are 
ours;  though,  as  you  observed,  vre  are  aooe- 
times  caught  ourselves.  But  that,  I  dare  ttj, 
will  never  be  the  case  of  our  nuatress^ 

Bhint.  1  wish  it  may  prove  ao  ;  for  you  \Mm 
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we  all  depend  upon  her.  Should  she  trifle  avray 
her  time  with  a  young  fellow  that  there  is  nothing 
to  be  got  by,  we  must  all  starve. 

Lucy,  There  is  no  danger  of  that;  for  I  am 
Mire  she  has  no  view  in  this  affiiir  but  interest. 

Blunt.  Well,  and  what  hopes  are  there  of 
success  in  that  ? 

Lucy.  The  most  promising  that  can  be.  It  is 
true  the  youth  has  his  scruples ;  but  she  will  soon 
teach  him  to  answer  them,  by  stifling  his  con- 
science. Oh,  the  lad  b  in  a  hopeful  way,  de- 
pend upon  it.  [Reeunt. 

SCENE  IIL 

Drawij  and  dUcavers  Barnwell  and  Millwood 
at  supper.  An  entertainment  of  muxic  and 
^fig^^g'    After  which  they  come  forward. 

Bam.  What  can  I  answer  ?  All  that  I  know 
is,  that  you  are  fair,  and  I  am  miserable. 

MilL  We  are  both  so*  and  yet  tlie  fault  is  in 
ourselves. 

Barn.  To  ease  our  present  anguish  by  plung- 
ini;  into  guilt,  is  to  buy  a  moment's  pleasure  wim 
au  af^  of  pain. 

MilL  I  should  have  thought  the  joys  of  love  as 
lasting  as  they  are  great;  if  ours  prove  other- 


wise, it  isyour  inconstancy  must  make  them  so. 

Bam.  The  law  of  Heaven  will  not  be  rever- 
sed, and  that  requires  us  to  govern  our  passions. 

JdilL  To  give  us  sense  of  beauty  and  desires, 
and  yet  forbid  us  to  taste  and  be  happy,  is  a 
cruelty  to  nature.  Have  we  passions  only  to 
torment  us  ? 

Bam.  To  hear  you  talk,  though  in  the  cause 
of  vice;  to  gaze  upon  your  beauty,  press  your 
hand,  and  see  your  snow-white  bosom  heave  and 
fall)  inflame  my  wishes;  my  pulse  beats  high» 
my  senses  all  are  in  a  hurry,  and  I  am  on  the 

rack  of  wild  desirCii ^Yet,  for  a  moment's 

guilty  pleasure,  shall  I  lose  my  innocence,  my 
peace  of  mind,  and  hopes  of  soUd  happiness  ? 

MilL  Chimeras  all ! 

Bam*  I  would  not ^yet  must  on- 
Reluctant  thus  the  merchant  quits  his  ease, 
And  trusts  to  rocks  and  sands,  and  stormy  seas ; 
In  hopes  some  unknown  golden  coast  to  find. 
Commits  himself,  though  doubtful,  to  the  wind. 
Longs  much  for  joys  to  come — ^yet  mourns  these 
left  behind. 

MiU.  Along  with  me,  and  prove 
No  joys  like  woman-kind,  no  heaven  like  love. 

{Exeunt. 


ACT.    U. 


SCENE  I. — A  Room  in  Tborowcood*s  House. 
Enter  Barnwell. 

Barn.  How  strange  are  all  things  round  me ! 
like  some  thief  \vh;>  treads  forbidden  ground, 
and  fain  would  lurk  unseen,  fearful  I  enter  each 
apartment  of  this  well-known  bouse.  To  guilty 
love,  as  if  that  were  trK>  little,  already  have  I  ad- 
ded breach  of  trust A  thief! Can  I 

know  myself  that  wretched  thinf^  and  look  my 
honest  niend  and  injured  master  in  the  face  ? — 
Though  hypocrisy  may  a  while\»nceal  my  guilt, 
at  length  it  virtll  be  known,  and  public  shame  and 
ruin  must  ensue.  In  the  mean  time,  what  must  be 
my  life  ?  Ever  to  speak  a  language  foreign  to  my 
heart ;  hourly  to  add  to  the  number  of  my  crimes, 
in  order  to  conceal  them.  Sure  such  was  tlte 
condition  of  the  grand  apostate,  when  first  he 
lost  his  purity.  Like  me.  di8cr»nH'>late,  he  wan- 
dered ;  and,  while  yet  in  heaven,  bore  all  his  fu* 
ture  hell  about  him. 

Enter  Trueman. 

True.  Barnwell !  Oh !  bow  I  rejoice  to  see  you 
safe !  So  will  our  master  and  his  gentle  daugh- 
ter ;  who^  during  your  absence,  often  enquired  af- 
ter you. 

Bam.  Would  he  were  gone  !  Ills  officious  love 
will  pry  into  the  secrets  of  my  soul.  [Asidt. 

7V«€.  Unless  you  knew  the  paiu  the  wh(»le  fa- 
mily has  felt  on  your  account,  vou  cannot  c(.)n- 
ceive  bow  much  you  are  beloved.    Dut  why  tlius 


cold  and  silent?  When  my  heart  is  full  of  joy  for 
your  return,  why  do  you  turn  away  ?  why  thus  a^ 
void  me }  What  have  I  done  ?  How  am  I  altered 
since  you  saw  me  last  ?  Or  rather,  what  have  you 
done  r  and  why  are  you  thus  changed  ?  for  I  am 
still  the  same. 

Barn.  What  have  I  done,  indeed !        { Aside. 

True.  Not  speak  ! — nor  look  upon  me  l— 

Barn.  By  my  face  he  will  discover  all  I  would 
conceal ;  methmks  already  I  begin  to  hate  him. 

[Aside. 

True.  I  cannot  bear  this  usage  from  a  friend ; 
one  whom  till  now  I  ever  found  so  loving; — 
whom  yet  I  love ;  though  this  unkindness  strikes 
at  the  root  of  friendship^  and  might  destroy  it  in 
any  breast  but  mine. 

Bam.  I  am  not  well.  [Turning  to  him.] — 
Sleep  has  been  a  stranger  to  these  eyes  since  you 
beheld  them  last. 

True.  Heavy  they  look  indeed,  and  swoln  with 
tears; — ^now  they  overflow.  Rightly  did  my 
•iympathizing  heart  forebode  last  night,  when 
thou  wast  absent,  something  fatal  to  our  peace. 

Barn.  Your  friendship  engages  you  too  fisr. — 
My  troubles,  whate'er  they  are,  are  mine  alone : 
you  have  no  interest  iu  tliem,  nor  ought  your  con- 
« em  for  me  to  give  you  a  moment's  pain. 

True.  You  speak  as  if  you  knew  of  friendship 
iiuthiug  but  the  name.  Before  I  saw  your  grief, 
I  Felt  it.  Since  we  parted  last  I  have  slept  no 
more  tiuui  you,  but  pensive  in  my  chamber  sat 
alone,  and  speut  the  tedious  night  in  wishes  for 
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your  safety  and  return :  even  now,  though  igno- 
rant of  the  cause,  your  sorrow  wounds  me  to  the 
heart 

Bam.  Twill  not  be  always  thus.  Friendship 
and  all  engagements  cease,  as  circumstances  and 
occasions  var^ ;  and,  since  you  once  may  hate 
me,  perhaps  it  might  be  better  for  us  both  that 
now  you  loved  me  less. 

True.  Sure  I  but  dream  !  Without  a  cause 
would  Barnwell  use  roe  thus  ?  Ungenerous  and 
ungrateful  youth,  farewell ;  I  shall  endeavour  to 
follow  your  advice.  [Going.]  Yet  stay ;  per- 
haps I  am  too  rash,  and  angry  when  the  cause 
demands  compassion.  Some  unforeseen  calamity 
may  have  befallen  him,  too  great  to  bear. 

Bam.  What  part  am  I  reduced  to  act?  It  is 
rile  and  base  to  move  his  temper  thus,  the  best 
of  friends  and  men. 

JYue.  I  am  to  blame;  prithee,  forgive  me, 
Barnwell.  Try  to  compose  your  rufBed  mind ; 
and  let  me  know  the  cause  ttiat  thus  transports 
you  from  yourself;  my  friendly  counsel  may  re- 
store your  peace. 

Bam.  All  that  is  possible  for  man  to  do  for 
man,  your  generotis  triendship  may  e&ect ;  but 
here  even  that  is  in  vain. 

True.  Something  dreadful  is  labouring  in  your 
breast ;  oh,  give  it  vent,  and  let  me  share  your 
grief !  it  will  ease  your  pain,  should  it  admit  no 
cure,  and  make  it  lighter  by  the  part  I  bear. 

Bam.  Vain  supposition  f  my  woes  increase  by 
being  observed ;  should  the  cause  be  known,  tliey 
would  exceed  all  bounds. 

TVue.  So  well  I  know  thy  honest  heart,  guilt 
eannot  hai-bour  there. 

Barn.  Oh ,  torture  insupportable  !  [A$ide. 

IVue.  Then  why  am  I  excluded  ?  Have  I  a 
thought  I  would  conceal  from  you  ? 

Barn.  If  still  you  urge  me  ou  this  hated  sub- 
ject, I  will  never  enter  more  beneath  this  roof, 
nor  see  your  face  again. 

True,  It  is  strange — but  I  have  done ;  say  but 
you  hate  me  not. 

Barn.  Hate  you  !  I  am  not  that  monster  yet. 

7rv«. -Shall  our  friendship  still  continue? 

Barn.  It  is  a  blessing  I  never  was  worthy  of, 
yet  now  must  stand  on  terras ;  and  but  upon  con- 
ditions can  confirm  it. 

True.  What  are  they  ? 

Bam.  Never  hereafter,  though  you  should 
wonder  at  my  conduct,  desire  to  know  more  than 
I  am  willing  to  reveal. 

True.  It  is  hard ;  but  upon  any  conditions  I 
must  be  your  friend. 

Barn.  Then,  as  much  as  one  lost  to  himself 
can  be  another^s,  I  am  yours.  [Embracing. 

Thte.  Be  ever  so,  and  may  Heaven  restore 
your  peace ! 

Barn.  Will  yesterday  return  ?  We  have  he^rd 
the  glorious  sun,  that  till  then  incessant  rolled, 
once  stopped  his  rapid  course,  and  once  went 
back.    The  dead  have  risen,  and  parched  rocks 


poured  forth  a  li<]uid  stream  to  quench  a  peopW» 
thirst.  The  sea  divided,  and  formed  walU  of  wa- 
ter, while  a  whole  nation  passed  in  safety  through 
its  sandy  bosom.  Hungry  lions  have  refuAcd 
their  prey ;  and  men  unhurt  have  walked  amidst 
consuming  flames ;  but  never  yet  did  time,  once 
past,  return. 

True.  Though  tlie  continued  chain  of  time  has 
never  once  been  broke,  nor  ever  will,  but  unin- 
terrupted must  keep  on  its  course,  till,  lost  in  e- 
ternity,  it  ends  where  it  first  began ;  yet  as  Hea- 
ven can  repair  whatever  evils  time  can  bring  upon 
us,  we  ouglit  never  to  despair.  But  busine^  re- 
quires our  attendance ;  business,  the  youtli*s  be^t 
preservative  from  ill,  as  idleness  his  worst  of 
snares.     Will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Barn.  Vli  take  a  little  time  to  reflect  on  what 
has  past,  and  follow  you.    [Ejcit  Trueman.]  I 
might  have  trusted  Trueman,  and  engaged  nira 
to  apply  to  my  uncle  to  repair  the  wrong  I  have 
done  my  master ;  but  what  of  Millwood  ?  Must 
f  expose  her  too  ?  Ungenerous  and  base !  Then 
Heaven  requires  it  not.     But  Heaven  requires 
that  I  forsake  her.    What!    never  to  see  her 
more  ?  Does  Heaven  reqoire  that  ?  I  hope  I  may 
see  her,  and  Heaven  not  be  offended.     Presump- 
tuous hope !  Dearly  already  have  I  proved  uiy 
frailty.    Should  I  once  more  tempt  lleavcn,  I 
may  be  left  to  fall,  never  to  rise  again.     Yer, 
shall  I  leave  her,  for  ever  leave  her,  and  not  let 
her  know  the  cause  ?  She  who  loves  me  wiOi 
such  a  boundless  passion  !  Can  cruelty  be  duty^ 
I  judge  of  what  she  then  must  feel,  by  what  I 
now  endure.   The  love  of  life,  and  fear  of  slniint>, 
opposed  by  inclination  strong  as  death  or  sliame. 
like  wind  and  tide  in  raging  conflict  meeting,  vWn 
neither  can  prevail,  keep  me  in  doubt.  How  thi^n 
can  I  determine  ? 

Enter  Tborowgooo. 

Thor.  Without   a  cau5«  assigned,    or  notkr 
given,  to  absent  yourself  last  ni&^ht  was   a  fault, 
young  man,  and  I  came  to  chide  you  for  it ;  U;i 
hope  I  am  prevented.    That  modest   blush*  tb.c 
confusion  so  visible  in  your  face,  speak  prief  ai;d 
shame.     When  we  have  oifcndcd  Heaiven,  it  re* 
quires  no  more;  and  shall  man,  %%ho  needs  Winv 
self  to  be  forgiven,  be  harder  to  a)>pc»9ise  ?  If  \mw 
pardon  or  love  be  of  momeat  to  your  peace.,  UH»k 
up,  secure  of  both. 

Barn.  This  gix>dncsshas  overcome  me.  [^s»^<r.l 
Oh,  sir,  YOU  know  not  tlie  nature  anid  cxttiU  *4 
my  offence;  and  I  should  abuse  your  ntistakr-n 
bounty  to  receive  it.  I'hoogh  I  had  rather  die 
than  speak  my  shame ;  though  racks  c«>uld  Bt>t 
have  forced  the  guilty  secret  from  my  breas^ 
your  kindness  has. 

Thor.  Enough,  enough,  whatever  it  be;  tHi* 
concern  shews  you  are  convinced,  an«i  1  imi  ^a- 
tibfied.  How  painful  is  the  sense  of  cuilt  Tn  ^vt 
ingenuous  mind  ?  Some  youthful  Toi W,  ^  ^j^-h  *; 
were  prudent  not  to  inquire  into.    '  When  w 
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enaider  the  fmil  conditioii  of  bauianityy  it  may 
nife  our  pity,  not  oar  wonder,  that  youth  should 
go  istnj;  when  reason,  weak  at  toe  best,  op- 
posed to  inclination,  acarce  formed,  and  wholly 
unatasted  by  experience,  faintly  contends,  or 
wUUd^  becomes  the  slave  of  sense.  The  state 
of  youth  is  much  to  be  deplored,  and  the  more 
•Qy  becuise  they  see  it  not;  being  then  to  danger 
most  eipQsed,  when  they  are  least  prepared  for 
their  defence.  [Aside. 

Sam,  It  will  be  known,  and  you  will  recall 
yoar  pardon  and  abhor  me» 

7W.  I  never  wilL    Yet  be  upon  your  guard 
10  dus  pj  thoughtless  season  of  your  life ;  when 
the  sense  of  pleasure  is  quick,  and  passions  high, 
the  voluptoous  appetites,  raging  and  fierce,  de- 
mud  the  strongest  curb;  take  heed  of  a  relapse: 
when  vice  becmnes  habitoal,  the  very  power  of 
leaving  it  is  lost. 
Bora.  Hear  me,  on  my  knees,  confess— 
Tkar.  Not  a  syllable  more  upon  this  subject ; 
it  were  not  merc^,  but  cruelty,  to  hear  what  must 
^ve  such  torment  to  reveal. 
Bam,  This  generosity  amazes  and  distracts  me. 
Tkor.  This  remorse  makes  thee  dearer  to  me 
thtn  if  thou  hadst  never  oflfended.    Whatever  is 
your  fault,  of  this  I  am  certain,  'twas  harder  for 
you  to  oflinid,  than  for  me  to  pardon. 

[Exit  Thorowgood, 
BtrtL  A^llain,  villain,  villain !  basely  to  wrong 
so  excellent  a  man !  Should  I  again  return  to 
foUy?  Detested  thoi^t! — But  what  of  Millwood 
then  ?— Whv,  I  renounce  her ; — I  give  her  up— 
The  scrnggCe's  over,  and  virtue  mis  prevailed. 
Reason  may  convince,  bat  gratitude  compels. 
This  uniooked-for  generosity  Iws  saved  me  from 

[Going, 


Enter  a  Footman, 

Foot,  Sir,  two  ladies  from  your  uncle  in  the 
coooCry  desire  to  see  you. 

Barn.  >¥ho  should  they  be?  [Jitc/e.]  Tell  them 
ni  wait  upon  tbem,    M ethinks  I  dread  to  see 

them.— Now  every  thing  alarms  rite. Guilt, 

what  a  oowmrd  hast  thou  made  me  !  [Exit, 

SCESE   n. — Another   room   in  Thorowgood!$ 

House, 

Enter  Mti.i.wooD,  Lucy^  and  a  Footman, 

Foot,  'i^Al^^  he  will  wait  npon  you  imme- 
diately. 

MUL  Tis  very  welL ^I  thank  you. 

[Exit  Foot. 

Enter  Bahkwell. 

Barm,  Confusion!  Millwood! 

MitL  That  angry  look  telb  me  that  here  I  am 
an  ttowelcoaie  goest.  I  feared  as  much ;  the  un- 
^ppy  afe  bo  every  where. 

6am,  Will  nothing  but  my  utter  min  extent 
yoa? 

Vol,  L 


MilL  Unlund  and  cruel!  Lost  myself,  your 
happiness  is  now  my  only  care. 

jBarn,  How  did  you  gain  admission  ? 

MiU.  Saving  we  were  desired  by  your  uncle 
to  visit,  and  deliver  a  message  to  you,  we  were 
received  by  the  family  without  suspicion,  and 
with  much  respect  conducted  here. 

Barn,  Why  did  you  come  at  all  ? 

MUL  I  never  shall  trouble  you  more.  I^n 
come  to  take  my  leave  for  ever.  Such  is  the 
malice  of  myfate :  I  ^o  hopeless,  despairing  ever 
to  return.  This  hour  is  all  £  have  left :  one  short 
hour  is  all  I  have  to  bestow  on  love  and  you, 
for  whom  I  thought  the  longest  life  too  short. 

Bam,  Then  we  are  met  to  part  for  ever  ? 

MilL  It  must  be  so.  Yet  think  not  that  time 
or  absence  shall  ever  put  a  period  to  my  grief,  or 
make  me  love  you  less.  Though  I  most  leave  you, 
yet  condemn  me  not 

Bam.  Condemn  you !  No,  I  approve  your  re- 
solution, and  rejoice  to  hear  it;  it  is  just ^it  is 

necessary ^I  have  well  weighed,  aud  found  it 

so.    • 

Xttcy.  I  am  afraid  the  young  man  has  tnore 
sense  than  she  thought  he  had.  [Aside 

Bam.  Before  you  came,  I  had  determined  ne- 
ver to  see  you  more. 

MilL  Confusion !  [Aside. 

Lucy.  Ay, we  are  all  out;  tliis  is  a  turn  so  un- 
expected, that  I  shall  make  nothing  of  my  part ; 
they  must  e'en  play  die  scene  betwiit  themselves. 

[Aside. 
^MilL  It  was  some  relief  to  tliink,  tliough  ab- 
sent, you  would  love  me  still ;  but  to  find,  though 
fortune  had  been  indulgent,  that  you,  more  cruel 

and  inconstant,  had  resolved  to  cast  me  off 

This,  as  I  never  could  expect,  I  hare  not  learned 
to  bear. 

Bam.  I  am  sorry  to  liear  you  blame  me  in  a 
sesolution  that  so  well  becomes  us  both. 

MilL  I  have  reason  for  what  I  do,  but  you  have 
none. 

Bam,  Can  we  want  a  reason  for  parting,  who 
have  so  many  to  wish  we  never  had  met  ? 

MilL  Look  on  me,  Barnwell.  Am  I  deformed 
or  old,  that  satiety  so  soon  succeeds  enjoyment  ? 
Nay,  look  again;  am  I  not  she  whom  yesterday 
you  thought  the  fairest  and  the  kindest  of  her 
sex;  whose  hand,  trembling  with  extasy,  you 
pressed  and  moulded  thus,  while  on  my  eyes  vou 
gazed  with  such  delight,  as  if  desire  increased  by 
being  fed  ? 

Bam,  No  more ;  let  me  repent  my  former  fol- 
lies, if  possible,  without  remembering  what  they 
were. 

MiU.  Why? 

Bom.  Such  is  my  frailty,  tliat  it  is  dangerous. 

MilL  Where  is  the  danger,  since  we  are  to  part  ? 

Bam,  The  thought  of  that  already  is  too  pain- 

MilL  If  it  be  painful  to  part,  then  I  may  hope, 
at  least,  you  do  not  hate  me  ?   .• 

311 


474 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[LiLLO. 


Bam.  No- 


-I  nevter  said  I  did- 


Oh,  my  heart ! 

MUL  I^erhaps  you  pity  me  ? 

Barn.  I  do        I  do— ^Indeed  I  do. 

MUL  You'll  think  upon  me  ? 

Bam.  Doubt  it  not,  while  I  can  think  at  all. 

MUL  You  may  judge  an  embrace  at  parting 
too  great  a  favour — though  it  would  be  tne  last* 

\Ile  draws  bftck.]   A  look  shall  then  suffice 

Farewell — for  ever.  [Exeunt  MUlwood  and  Lucy. 

Barn.  If  to  resolve  to  suffer  be  to  conquery*— 
I  have  conquered  ■  Painful  victoiy  ! 

Re-enter  Millwood  and  Lucy. 

MUL  One  thing  I  had  forgot ; 1  never  must 

return  to  my  own  house  again.  This  I  thought 
proper  to  let  you  know,  lest  your  mind  should 
change,  and  you  should  seek  in  vain  to  find  me 
there.  Torgive  me  this  second  intrusion  ;  I  only 
came  to  m\e  you  this  caution,  and  that,  perhaps, 
was  needless. 

Barn,  I  hope  it  was ;  yet  it  is  kind,  and  I  must 
thank  you  for  iL 

MUL  My  friend,  your  arm.  [To  Lucy.']  Now, 
I  am  gone  for  ever.  [Going. 

Barn.  One  thing  more — Sure  there  is  no  dan- 
ger in  my  knowing  where  you  go  ?  If  you  think 
othcnvise — 

MUL  Alas!  [Weeping, 

Lucy.  We  are  right,  I  find;  that's  my  cue. 
[Aside.'^  Ah,  dear  sir !  she  is  going  she  knows 
not  whither ;  but  go  she  must. 

Barn*  tlumnnicy  obliges  'me  to  wish  you  well : 
why  will  you  thus  expose  yourself  to  needless 
troubles } 

Lucy,  Nay,  there  is  no  help  for  it :  she  roust 
quit  the  town  immediately,  and  the  kingdom  as 
soon  as  possible.  It  was  no  small  matter,  you  may 
be  sure,  that  could  make  her  resolve  to  leave  you. 

MUL  No  more,  my  friend ;  since  he,  for  whose 
dear  sake  alone  I  suner,  and  am  content  to  suffer, 
is  kind  and  pities  me;  wherever  I  wander,  through 
wilds  and  deserts  benighted  and  forloniy  that 
thquiiht  shall  give  me  comfort 

Barn*  For  my  sake  ! — Oh,  tell  me  how,  which 
way  am  I  so  cursed  to  bring  such  ruin  on  thee  ? 

MUL  No  matter ;  I  am  contented  with  my  lot 

Barn.  Leave  me  not  in  this  uncertainty. 

MUL  I  have  said  too  much. 

Bam,  How,  how  am  I  the  cause  of  your  no- 
doing  ? 

MUL  To  know  it  will  but  increase  your  troubles. 

Barn,  IVly  troubles  cannot  be  greater  than  they 
are. 

Lucy,  Well,  sir,  if  she  will  not  satisfy  you,  I 
will. 

Bam.  I  am  bound  to  you  beyond  expression. 

MUL  Remember,  sir,  that  I  aesired  you  not  to 
hear  it 

Bam.  Befi^n,  and  ease  my  racking  expectation. 

Lucy,  Why,  you  must  know,  my  lady  here  was 
an  only  child,  and  her  parents  dying  while  she 


was  young,  left  her  and  her  fortune  (no  mooosi* 
derable  one,  I  assure  you)  to  die  care  of  a  gende- 
man  who  has  a  good  estate  of  his  own. 

MiU,  Ay,  ay,  the  barbarous  man  is  rich  enough; 
but  what  are  riches  when  compared  to  love  ? 

Lucy,  For  a  while  he  performed  the  office  of 
a  faithful  guardian,  settled  her  in  a  house,  hired 
her  servants. But  yoo  have  seen  in  what  man- 
ner she  lived,  so  I  need  say  no  more  of  that 

MiU.  How  I  shall  live  hereafbery  Heaven 
knows! 

Lucy,  All  things  went  on  as  one  could  wish ; 
till  soine  a^o,  his  wife  dying,  he  fell  violently  in 
love  with  his  charge,  and  would  fain  hare  mafried 
her.  Now  the  man  is  neither  old  nor  oely,  bat 
a  good  personable  sort  of  a  man,  hot  I  do  not 
know  how  it  was,  she  could  never  endure  bim. 
In  short,  her  ill  usage  so  provoked  him,  that  he 
brought  in  an  account  of  his  executorship^  where- 
in lie  makes  lier  debtor  to  him. 

MUL  A  trifle  in  itself,  but  more  than  enough 
to  ruin  me,  whom,  by  this  unjust  account,  he  had 
stripped  of  all  before^ 

iMcy,  Now,  she  having  neither  money  oar 
friend,  except  me,  who  am  as  unfortunate  as  her- 
self, he  compelled  her  to  pass  his  account,  and 
give  bond  for  the  sum  he  demanded;  but  still 
provided  handsomely  for  her,  and  continoed  his 
courtship,  till,  being  informed  by  his  spies  (trely 
I  suspect  some  in  her  own  family),  that  youaere 
entertained  at  her  house,  and  staid  witfc  her  all 
night,  he  came  this  morning  ravins  and  storming 
like  a  madman,  talks  no  more  of  marriage  (so 
there  is  no  hope  of  making  up  matters  that  wav\ 
but  vows  her  ruin,  unless  she  shall  allow  him  ine 
same  favour  that  he  supposes  she  granted  yoo. 

Barn,  Must  she  be  rumed,  or  find  her  refuge 
in  another^s  arms  ? 

MtU,  He  gave  me  but  an  hotir  to  resolve  in  ; 
that  b  happily  spent  with  you — And  now  I  p>— 

Bam,  To  be  exposed  to  all  the  rigours  of  the 
various  seasons;  the  summer^s  parching  heat,  and 
winter's  cold;  unhoused,  to  wrander,  firicniUcs% 
through  the  inhospitable  world,  in  misenr 
want ;  attended  with  fear  and  dai^^,  and 
sued  by  malice  and  revenge.    Wouldst  thoa 
dure  all  this  for  me,  and  can  I  do  nothing 
thing,  to  prevent  it  ? 

Lucy,  It.  is  really  a  pity  there  can  he  no 
found  out. 

Bam,  Oh,  where  are  all  my  resolutions 
Like  early  vapours,  or  the  morning  dew, 
by  tlie  sun's  vrarm  beams,  they  are  vanished  aad 
lost,  as  though  they  had  never  been. 

Lucy.  Now  I  advised  her,  sir,  to  comply  m  itlt 
the  gentleman :  that  would  not  only  put  &q  cod 
to  her  troubles,  but  make  her  fortune  at 

Bam,  Tormenting  fiend,  away !  I  h^d 

perish,  nay,  see  her  perish,  than  have  l»ea 

by  him.  I  will,  myself,  prevent  her  min^  tboach 
with  m^  own.  A  moment's  patience ;  I'll  trtura 
immediately.  [Exit  £<ineBWt 
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Imcif,  It  was  well  yoa  caipe^  or,  by  what  I  can 
perceifeyjvou  had  lost  him. 

MUL  That,  I  mast  oonfeas,  was  a  danger  I  did 
not  foresee ;  I  was  only  afraid  he  should  have 
eome  without  money.  You  know,  a  house  of  en- 
tertunnient,  like  mine,  is  not  kept  without  ex- 
pence. 

iMcy.  That  is  very  true ;  but  then  you  should 
be  reaaooahle  in  your  deniands;  'tis  pity  to  dis- 
coorace  a  joong  man. 
MQL  Leave  that  to  me. 

Rt^Mier  Bavkwell,  with  a  hag  of  money. 

Bam,  What  am  I  about  to  do  ?  ■  Now,  you, 
who  boast  your  reason  all-sufficient,  suppose  your- 
selves in  my  condition,  aad  determine  for  uie ; 
whether  it  is  right  to  let  her  suffer  for  my  faults, 
€f,  \jy  this  smaU  addition  to  my  guilt,  prevent  the 
ill  effects  of  what  is  past. 

lAt€y,  These  young  sinners  think  every  thing 
m  the  wny  of  wickedness  so  strange  I  ■  But  I 
ooald  tell  him,  that  this  is  nothing  but  xvhat  is 
very  common ;  for  one  vice  as  naturally  begets 
aoomer,  as  a  father  a  son.  But  he  will  find  out 
that  himself,  if  lie  lives  long  enough. 

[Atide. 
Barn,  Here|  take  this^  and  with  it  purchase 


your  deliverance ;  return  to  your  house,  and  live 
m  peace  and  safe^. 

MiiL  So,  I  may  hope  to  see  you  there  again  } 

Bam,  Answer  me  not,  but  fly,  lest,  in  the 
agonies  of  my  remorse,  I  take  again  what  is  not 
mine  to  give,  and  abandon  thee  to  vrant  and  mi- 
sery. 

if ilL  Say  but  you  wjll  come  ! 

Bam.  You  are  my  fate,  my  heaven  or  my 
hell ;  only  leave  me  now,  dispose  of  me  hereaf- 
ter as  you  please.  [Exeunt  Millwood  and  Lucy. 

What  have  I  done  ?  Were  my  resolutions 
founded  on  reason,  and  sincerely  made  }  Why, 
then,  has  Heaven  suffered  me  to  (all }  I  sought  not 
the  occasion ;  and,  if  my  heart  deceives  me  not, 
compassion  and  generosity  were  my  motives.  Ts 
virtue  inconsistent  with  itself,  or  are  vice  and  vir- 
tue only  empty  names ;  or  do  they  depend  on 
accidents,  beyond  our  power  to  produce,  or  to 

Erevent;  wherein  we  have  no  part,  and  yet  mubt 
e  determined  by  the  event?  But  why  should 
I  attempt  to  reason }  All  is  confusion,  horror, 
and  remorse !  I  find  I  am  lost,  cast  down  from 
all  my  late-erected  hope,  and  plunged  again  in 
guilt,  yet  scarce  know  how  or  why  ! 
Sudn  undistinguished  horrors  make  my  brain, 
like  hell,  the  seat  of  darkness  and  of'^patn. 

[Exit. 


ACT   m. 


SCESE  Id— -vJ  Room  tn  ThorowgooiTs  House. 

TaoaowGOOD  and  Trueman  discovered  (tcitk 
Accauni  Books)  sitting  at  a  Table. 

Tkor.  Metbinks  I  would  not  have  you  only 

Vam  die  method  of  merchandise,  and  practise  it 

hereafter,  merely  as  a  means  of  getting  wealth :  it 

will  be  well  worth  your  paias  to  study  it  as  a 

science,  to  see  how  it  is  founded  in  reason  and 

the  nature  of  things :  how  it  promotes  humanity, 

as  it  has  opened,  and  yet  keeps  up  an  intercourse 

becwccn  naUons,  far  remote  from  one  another  in 

situation,  castoins,  and  reli^on ;  promoting  arts, 

iodostiy,  peace,  mid  plenty :  by  mutual  benciits 

diAuing  motitai  love  from  pole  to  pole. 

True.  Soraethii^i;  of  this  I  have  cohsidered,  and 
^fpe^  by  TOOT  assistang?,  to  extend  my  thouglits 
nuich  fartner.  I  have  observcKl  those  countries, 
v^here  trade  ia  promo^  and  encouraged,  do  not 
make  dwoovcries  to  destroy,  but  to  improve  man- 
kind by  love  and  friendship ;  to  tame  the  fierce, 
and  perish  the  most  savage ;  to  teach  them  the 
advantai^  €ii  liCMiest  traffic,  by  taking  from  them, 
«ith  their  own  consent,  their  useless  superflui- 
ties aad  itmng  them,  in  return,  what,  from  their 
imoranoe  in  manoal  arts,  their  situation,  or  some 
(Hher  accident,  they  stand  in  need  of. 

Tior,  It  is  Justly  observed :  the  populous  east, 
Itauriant,  abiMinds  with  glittering  ^ems,  bright 
pearls^     axooiatic   spices»   and   healthrrestoring 


drugs :  the  late-found  western  worldV  rich  earth 
glows  with  unnumbered  veins  of  gold  and  silver 
ore.  On  every  climate,  and  on  cxcry  country,* 
Heaven  has  bestowed  some  good  peculiar  to  it- 
self. It  is  the  industrious  merchant's  business  to 
collect  the  various  blessings  of  eacii  soil  and  rli^ 
mate ;  and,  with  the  product  of  the  whole,  to  en- 
rich his  native  country. Well,  I  have  exami- 
ned your  accounts;  they  are  not  only  just,  as  [ 
have  always  found  them,  but  regularly  kept,  and 
fairly  entered.  I  commend  your  diligence.  Me- 
thod in  buaness  is  the  surest  guide;  he,  who  ne- 
glects it,  frequently-  stumbles,  and  always  n'an- 
ders  perplexed,  uncertain,  and  in  danger. — Are 
Bamweirs  accounts  ready  for  my  inspection? 
He  does  not  use  to  be  the  last  on  these  occa- 
sions. 

True,  Upon  receiving  your  orders  he  retired, 
I  thought  in  some  confusion.  If  you  please,  I'll 
go  and  hasten  him,  I  hope  he  has  not  been  guil- 
ty of  any  neglect. 

Thor,  I  am  now  going  to  the  Exchange ;  let 
him  know,  at  my  return  I  expect  to  find  him  ren- 
dy.  [Exeunt. 

tinter  Maria  with  a  book.    Sits  and  reads. 

Mar,  How  forcible  is  truth*!  The  weakrst 
mind,  inspired  with  love  of  that,  fix^d  and  col- 
lected in  itself,  with  indifference  beholds  tlie 
united  force  of  earth  and  bell  opposing,    ^ucii 
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Botils  are  mised  abore  the  sense  of  fiaiii,  or  so 
supported,  that  they  regard  it  not.  The  mar^r 
cheaply  purchases  his  heaven ;  small  are  his  suf* 
ferings,  great  is  his  reward.  Not  so  the  wretch 
who  combats  love  with  duty ;  whose  mind,  weak- 
ened and  dissolved  by  the  soft  passion,. feeble  and 

hopeless,  opposes  his  own  desires What  is  an 

hour,  a  day,  a  year  of  pain^  to  a  whole  life  of 
tortures  such  as  these? 

Enter  Trueman. 

IVtte.  Oh,  Barnwell !  oh,  my  friend  !  how  art 
thou  fallen ! 

Mar.  Ha!  Barnwell!  What  of  him!  Speak, 
say,  what  of  Barnwell  ? 

IVue.  It  is  not  to  be  concealed :  I  have  pews 
to  tell  of  him,  that  will  afflict  your  generous  fa- 
ther, yoursdf,  and  all  who  know  him. 

Mar,  Defend  us,  Heaven ! 

TVue,  I  cannot  speak  it.    See  there. 

[Gives  a  Utter, 

Mar,  [Readi!\  '  I  know  my  absence  will  sur» 
prise  my  nonoured  master  and;  yourself;  and  the 
wore,  when  yon  shall  understand,  that  the  rea- 
son of  my  withdrawing,  is  my  having  embeszled 
part  of  the  cash  with  which  I  was  entrusted.  Af- 
ter thisy  it  is  needless  to  inform  you,  that  I  in- 
tend never  to  return  again.  Though  this  might 
have  been  known,  by  enamining  my  accounts ; 
yet,  to  prevent  that  unnecessary  trouble,  and  to 
cut  off  all  fruitless  expectations  of  my  return,  I 
have  left  tliis  from  the  lost 

George  Barnwell. 

True,  Lost  indeed !  Yet  how  he  should  be 
guilty  of  what  he  there  charges  liimself  withal, 
raises  my  wonder  equal  to  my  grief.  Never  had 
youth  a  higher  sense  of  virtue.  Justly  he  thought, 
and  as  he  thought  he  practised ;  never  was  life 
more  regular  than  his. — ^An  understanding  un- 
common at  his  years,  an  open,  generous  manliness 
of  temper,  liis  manners  easy,  unaffected,  apd  en- 
gaging. 

Mar,  This,  and  much  more,  you  migh(  have 

said  witli.  truth.  Hp  was  the  delight  of  every  eye, 
and  joy  of  every  heart  that  knew  him. 

Trtie,  Since  such  he  vtbAj  and  was  my  friend, 
can  I  support  his  loss  ?  See,  tlie  fairest,  happiest 
maid  this  wealthy  dty  boasts,  kindly  condescends 
to  weep  for  thy  unhappy  fate,  poor,  ruined  Barn- 
well! 

Mar^  Trueman,  do  you  think  a  soul,  so  deli- 
cate as  his,  so  sensible  of  shame,  can  ever  sub- 
mit to  live  a  slave  to  vice  ? 

'frue.  Never,  never.  So  well  I  know  him,  I 
am  sure  this  act  of  his,  so  contrary  to  his  nature, 
mu&t  have  been  caused  by  some  unavoidable  ne- 
cessity^ 

Mar,  Is  there  no  means  ye-t  to  preserve  him  ? 

True,  Oh,  that  there  were  !  but  few  men  re- 
cover their  reputation  lost,  a  merchant  never. 
Nor  would  he,  I  fear,  though  I  should  find  him, 
ever  be  brouglit  to  look  his  injured  master  in  the 
face. 


Mar.  I  fear  as  nnicb,  and  therefore  wooU  ne- 
ver have  my  father  know  iL 

True,  That  is  impossible. 

Mar,  What  is  the  sum  ? 

True,  It  is  considerable;  I  have  naiked  it 
here,  to  shew  it,  with  the  letter,  to  yoar'fsther, 
at  his  return. 

Mar.  If  I  shoftld  supply  the  money,  cooM  yoa 
so  dispose  of  that,  and  tne  accoont,  as  to  con- 
ceal tiiis  unhappy  mismanagement  from  say  Ei- 
ther? 

True.  Nothing  more  easy.  Bat  can  yon  in- 
tend it  ? — ^Will  you  save  a  helpless  wretch  from 
ruin  \ — Oh,  it  were  an  act  worthy  sudi  eialteA 
virtue  as  Maria's !  Sure  Heayen,  m  mercy  to  my 
friend,  inspired  the  generous  thoi^it. 

Mar.  Doubt  not,  but  I  wonld  pordiase  n 
great  a  happiness  at  a  mudi  dearer  price.  Alt 
how  shall  ne  be  found  ? 

True,  Trust  to  my  dilieenee  for  that.  In  die 
mean  time,  I  will  conoesl  his  absence  from  yoor 
father,  Or  find  such  eicnses  for  it,  tfaaft  the  idi 
cause  shall  never  be  suspected. 

Mar,  In  attempting  to  save  from  shane,  ooe 
whom  we  hope  may  yet  return  toyirtne^  to  Het- 
ven,  and  you,  the  only  witnesses  of  this  actioD,  i 
appeal,  whether  I  do  any  thing  unbecoming  ni| 
sex  and  character. 

True.  Earth  must  approve  the  deed,  and  Hea- 
ven, I  doubt  not,  will  reward  iL 

Mar,  If  Heaven  succeeds  it,  I  am  wdl  re- 
warded. A  virgin's  fame  is  sullied  hj  suspicioii^ 
lightest  breath ;  and,  therefore,  aa  this  mast  be  a 
secret  from  my  father,  and  the  world,  for  Baro- 
well's  sake,  for  mine,  let  it  be  so  to  hio.  [fron'* 

SCENE  IL—il  Bjoom  in  Millwoods  House. 

Enter  Luct  and  Blukt. 

Lucy.  Well,  what  do  yoa  think  of  MUhraodTft 
conduct  now  ? 

Blunt.  I  owp  it  is  surprising :  I  do  not  hum 
which  to  admire  most,  her  feigned,  or  his  tetl 
passion  ;  thou|rh  J  have  sometimes  bees  aftaid 
that  her  avance  would  discover  her.  Bat  fais 
youth  and  want  of  experience  make  it  die  easier 
to  impose  on  him, 

Lucy.  No,  it  is  his  loye.  To  do  ham  jusnce* 
notwithstanding  his  youth,  he  does  not  want  un- 
derstanding. But  you  men  are  moch  easier  im- 
posed on  in  these  af&irs,  than  yoor  yanity  wiH 
allow  you  to  believe.  Let  me  see  tiie  wiseA  of 
you  all'  as  much  in  love  with  me  ns  BaamwcU  is 
with  Millwood,  and  }  will  eppige  to  wake  ss 
great  a  fo^  of  him. 

Blunt.  And,  all  drcpmstances  ponsMkrcd,  to 
make  as  much  money  of  hini  too  I 

Lucy.  I  cannot  answer  for  that.  Her  artifice, 
in  making  him  rob  his  msster  at  first,  and  the 
various  stratagems  by  which  she  has  obtiged  b^ 
to  continue  that  course,  aatonisli  even  me,  «te 
know  her  so  wclL 
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Blmmi,  Bat  then  you  are  to  oonnder  thst  the 
noDej  was  his  master^s. 

Lucf,  There  was  the  difficult  of  it  Had  it 
been  his  own,  it  had  been '  notniog.  Were  the 
world  his,  she  might  have  it  for  a  smiie.  But 
those  golden  days  are  done :  he  is  ruined,  and 
MillwMKl's  hopes  of  farther  profits  there  are  at 
an  end. 

Biunt.  That  is  ifo  more  than  we  all  expected. 

Xacy.  Being  called  by  his  master  to  make  up 

lus  aoooont%  he  was  forced  to  quit  hisliouse  and 

service,  and  wisely  flies  to  Millwood  for  relief 

juid  entertainment. 

Bhmt  I  have  not  heard  of  this  before :  how 
did  she  receive  him  ? 

Lucy,  As  you  would  expect  She  wandered 
what  M  meant,  was  astonisbed  at  his  impudence, 
and,  with  an  air  of  modesty  peculiar  to  herself, 
awore  so  heartily  that  she  never  saw  him  before, 
that  she  pot  me  out  of  coantenanoe. 

Bhmt.  That  is  much  indeed !  But  how  did 
Barnwell  behave  ? 

Lucy.  He  grieved ;  and  at  lengthy  enraged  at 
tins  barbarous  treatment,  was  preparing  to  be 
^ne ;  and  making  towards  die  door,  stewed  a 
sum  of  monev,  which  he  had  brought  from  his 
master's,  the  last  he  is  ever  likely  to  have  firom 
thence. 

Biunt4  Bat  then,  Millwood 

Lucy,  Ay,  she,  with  her  osoal  address,  return- 
ed to  her  old  arts  of  lying,  swearing,  and  dis- 
sembling ;  hung  on  his  neoc,  wept,  and  swore  it 
was  meant  in  jest — ^The  amorous  youth  mehed 
into  tears,  threw  the  money  into  her  lap,  and 
•wore  he  had  rather  die  than  think  her  false. 
Biunt.  Strange  infatuation ! 
Lucy,  But  what  ensued  was  stranger  still.  As 
doubts  and  fears,  followed  by  reconcilement,  ever 
increase  love  where  the  passion  is  sincere ;  so  in 
bim  it  caused  so  wild  a  transport  of  excessive 
fondness,  such  joy,  such  grief,  such  pleasure,  and 
such  ruKoish,  that  nature  seemed  sinking  with 
the  weif^t,  and  his  charmed  sr>ul  disposed  to  quit 
his  breast  for  hers.  Just  then,  when  every  pas- 
sion wkh  lawless  anarehy  prevailed,  and  reason 
was  in  the  ragins  tempest  lost,  -the  cruel,  artful 
Millwood  prevailed  upon  the  wretched  youth  to 
promise  ■  ■  what  i  tremble  but  to  tmnk  of. 
Biunt.  I  am  amtaed !  What  can  it  be  ? 
Lucy.  Yon  will  be  more  so,,  to  hear  it  is  to  at^ 
tempt  the  life  of  his  nearest  relation,  and  best 
benefoctor. 

Blunt.  His- ancle!  whom  we  have  often  heard 
him  speak  of  as  a  fentleman  of  »  large  estate, 
and  fair  character,  in  the  country  where  he  lives? 
Lucy.  The  same.  She  was  no  sooner  possessed 
of  die  last  dear  purchase  of  his  ruin,  but  her 
avarice,  insatiate  as  the  grave,  demanded  this 
horrid  sacrifice.  Barnwell's  near  relation,  and 
unsuspected  virtue,  must  give  too  easy  nseans  to 
sare  this  good  man's  treasure ;  whose  Mood  must 
seal  the  dreadful  secret,*  and  prevent  the  terrors 
of  her  guilty  fears. 


Bluni.  Is  it  possible  she  could  persuade  him 
to  do  an  act  like  that  ?  He  is  by  nature  honesty 
grateful,  compassionate,  and  generous;  and 
though  his  love,  and  her  artful  persuasions,  have 
wroi^^t  him  to  practise  what  he  most  abhors; 
yet  we  all  can  witness  for  him,  with  what  reluo* 
tance  he  has  still  complied :  so  many  tears  he 
shed  over  each  oflence,  as  might,  if  possible^ 
sanctify  theft,  and  make  a  merit  of  a  crane. 

Lucy.  'Tis  true,  at  the  naming  of  the  murder 
of  his  uncle,  he  started  into  raee ;  and,  breaking 
from  her  arms  (where  she  till  then  had  hcdd  him, 
with  well-dissembled  love,  and  false  endear- 
ments), called  her  cruel,  monster,  devil,  and  told 
her  she  was  bora  for  his  destraction.  She  thought 
it  not  for  her  purpose  to  meet  his  rage  with  her 
ra^e,  but  affected  a  most  passionate  fit  of  grief, 
railed  at  her  fate,  and  cursed  her  wayward  stars, 
that  still  her  wants  should  force  her  to  press  him 
to  act  such  deeds,  as  she  must  needs  abltor  as 
well  as  he.  She  told  him  necessity  had  no  law, 
and  love  no  bounds ;  that  therefore  he  never  truly 
loved,  but  meant,  in  her  necesatv,  to  forsake  her. 
Then  she  kneeled,  and  swore,  that,  since  by  his 
refusal  he  had  given  her  cause  to  doubt  his  love, 
slie  never  would  see  ham  more,  unlessi  to  prove 
it  trae,  he  robbed  his  nnde  to  supply  her  wants, 
and  murdered  him  to  keep  it  firam  discovery. 

Blunt,  I  am  astonishea.    What  said  he  ? 

Lucy.  Speechless  he  stood ;  but  in  his  face  you 
might  have  read,  that  various  passions  tore  his 
very  soul.  Oft  he  in  anguish  threw  his  eyes  to- 
wards heaven,  and  then  as  ofiten  bent  their  beams 
on  her ;  then  wept  and  groaned,  and  beat  his 
troubled  breast :  at  length,  with  horror  not  to  be 
expressed,  he  cried, — *  Thou  cursed  fair,  have  I 
'  not  given  dreadful  proofs  of  love  ?  What  drew 
*■  me  from  my  youthful  innocence^  and  stained 
'  my  then  unspotted  soul,  but  kive  ^  What  cansed 
'  me  to  rob  my  worthy,  gentle  master,  but  cursed 

*  love  ?  What  makes  me. -now  a  fugitive  from  his 
'  service,  loathed  by  myself,  and  sooraed  by  all 
'  the  world,  but  love  ?  What  fills  my  eyes  with 
'  tears,  my  soul  with  tovtore*  never  felt  on  this  side 
'  death  before  ?  Why  love^  love,  love !  And  why, 
'  above  all,  do  I  resolve  (for,  tearing  his  hair,  he 

*  cried,  I  do  resolve)  to  kill  my  uncle  f 

Blunt,  Was  she  not  moved  Mtmakes>me  weep 
to  hear  the  sad  relation. 

Lucy.  Yes,  with  joy,  that  she  had  gained  her 
point  She  gave  him'no  time  to  cool,  but  urged 
nim  to  attempt  it  instandy.  He  n  now  gone.  If 
he  performs  Jt,  and  escapes,  there  is  more  money 
for  her ;  if  not,  he  will  never  return^  and-  dien 
she  isfairlr  rid  of  him. 

Blunt.  It  is  time  the  world  were  rid  of-  such 
a  monster. 

Lucy.  If  we  do  not  use  our  endeavours  to  pre- 
vent the  murder,  we  are  as  bad  as  she. 

Blunt.  I  am  afraid  it  is  too  late. 

Lucy:  Perhaps  not  Her  barbari^  to  Barn- 
well makes  me  hate  htr.  We  have  run  too  great 
a  length  Avith  her  already.    1  did  not  think  her 
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or  myself  so  wicked  as  I  find,  upon  reflectioi], 
we  are. 

Blunt,  It  is  true,  we  ha^e  been  all  too  roncfa 
so.  But  there  is  something  so  horrid  in  murder, 
that  all  other  crimes  seem  nothing  when  com- 
pared to  that :  I  would  not  be  involved  in  the 
giult  of  it  for  all  the  world. 

Lucy,  Nor  ly  Heaven  knows.  Therefore  let 
us  clear  ourselves,  by  doing  all  that  is  in  our 
power  to  prevent  it  I  have  just  thought  of  a 
way  that  to  me  seems  probable.  Will  you  join 
with  me  to  detect  this  cursed  design  ? 

Blunt,  With  all  my  heart  He,  who  knows  of 
a  murder  intended  to  be  committed,  and  does  not 
discover  it,  in  the  eye  of  the  law  and  reason,  is  a 
murderer. 

Lucy.  Let  us  lose  no  time;  I  will  acquaint  you 
with  the  particulars  as  we  go.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  in.-^^  walk  at  tome  distance  from  a 

country  seat. 

Enter  Barvwell, 

Bam,  A  dismal  gloom  obscures  the  face  of 
day.  Either  the  sun  has  slipped  behind  a  cloud, 
or  journeys  down  the  west  of  heaven  with  more 
than  common  speed,  to  avoid  the  sight  of  what 
I  am  doomed  to  act  Since  I  set  forth  on  this 
accursed  design,  where'er  I  tread,  methinks,  the 
solid  earth  trembles  beneath  my  feeL  Murder 
my  uncle  1  Yonder  limpid  stream,  whose 
hoary  fall  has  made  a  natural  cascade,  as  I  pass- 
ed by,  in  doleful  accents  seemed  to  murmur-^^ 
Murder !  The  earth,  the  air,  and  water  seemed 
concerned.  But  that  is  not  strange :  the  world 
is  punished,  and  nature  feels  a  shock,  when  Pro- 
viaence  permits  a  good  man*s  fall.  Just  Heaven ! 
then  what  should  I  feel  for  him  that  was  ray 
father's  only  brother,  and  since  his  death  has 
been  to  me  a  father;  that  took  me  up  an  infant 
and  an  orphan,  reared  me  with  tenderest  care, 
and  still  mdulged  me  with  most  paternal  fond- 
ness? Yet  here  I  stand  his  destined  murderer — 
I  stificn  with  horror  at  my  own  impiety— It  is 
yet  unperformed — ^What  if  I  quit  my  bloody  pur- 
pose, and  fly  the  place  P  [Goings  then  ttopt!] 

But  whither,  oh,  whither  shall  I  fly  ?  My  master's 
once  friendly  doors  are  ever  shut  against  me ; 
and  without  money  Millwood  will  never  see  me 
more ;  and  she  has  got  such  firm  possession  of 
my  heart,  and  ^vems  there  with  such  despotic 
sway,  that  life  is  not  to  be  endured  without  her. 
Aj|r,  there  is  the  cause  of  all  my  sin  and  sorrow! 
it  is  more  than  love ;  it  is  the  fever  of  the  soul; 
and  madness  of  desire.  In  vain  does  nature,  rea- 
son, conscience,  all  oppose  it;  the  impetuous 
passion  bears  down  all  before  it,  and  drives  me 
on  to  lust,  to  theft,  and  murder.  Oh,  conscience ! 
feeble  guide  to  virtue,  thou  only  shewest  us 
when  we  go  astray,  but  wantest  power  to  stop 

us  in  our  course! fla  !   in  yonder  shady 

walk  I  see  my  uncle ^He  is  alone ^Now 


for  my  disguise.  [Pluekt  out  a  vicor.]— Thisis 
his  hour  of  private  meditation.  Thus  dsily  he 
prepares  his  soul  for  Heaven  ;  while  I  Bot 

what  have  I  to  do  with  Heaven  ?  Ha !  no  stni^ 
gles,  conscience    ■ 
Hence,  hence  remone,  and  every  thoo^t  ths^t 

good; 
The  storm,  that  lust  b^an,  must  end  in  blood. 
[Puts  on  the  vizoTf  drawf  a  pistol^  amd  txU, 

SCENE  IV^A  cloee  Walk  in  a  Wood. 

Enter  Uncle. 

Une,  If  I  were  superstitious,  I  should  fear  woe 
danger  lurised  unseen,  or  death  were  nigh.   A 
heavy  melancholy  clouds  my  spirits.    My  imagh 
nation  is  fllled  virith  ghastly  forms  of  dreary  giavesi 
and  bodies  changed  by  death ;   when  tlw  ptie 
lengthened  visage  attracts  each  weepii^  eye,  sa4 
fills  the  musing  soul  at  once  with  grief  and  hor- 
ror, pity  and  aversion.  1  will  indul^  the  thought 
The  wise  man  prepares  himself  for  death,  bj  ump 
king  it  familiar  to  his  mind.    When  strong  reflec- 
tions hold  the  mirror  near,  and  the  living  in  the 
dead  behold  their  future  self,  how  does  eadi  in* 
ordinate  passion  and  desire  oease^  or  sicken  at 
the  view !   The  mind  scarce  moves;   the  blood, 
curdling  and  chilled,  creeps  slowly  through  die 
veins :   fixed,  stiO,  and  motionless,  we  stand,  m 
like  the  solenm  objects  of  our  thouglits,  we  are 
almost  at  present  what  we  must  be  heieaft£r) 
till  curiosity  awakes  the  soul,  and  sets  it  on  enr 
quiry. 

Enter  Barnwell,  at  a  distance. 

Oh,  death !  thou  strange,  mysterious  power,  seen 
every  day,  ]ret  never  understood,  but  by  the  in- 
communicative dead,  what  art  thou  ?  Tbe  eiten- 
sive  mind  of  man,  that  with  a  thought  circles  tbe 
earth's  vast  globe,  sinks  to  the  centre,  or  ascends 
above  the  stars;  that  worlds  exotic  finds,  oir  thiiikf 
it  finds,  thy  thick  cloud!  attempts  to  pass  in*vain ; 
lost  and  Kwildered  in  tlic  horrid  gloom,  defeat- 
ed,  she  returns  more  doubtful  than  before,  of  no- 
thing certain  but  of  labour  lost  • 
[During  this  speech,  Bamweli  sometimtes  prt* 

sents  the  piitoL,  and  drams  it  back  again. 
Barn.  Oh !  'tis  impossible. 

[Throofing  doocn  tte  pistol 
[Uncle  starts,  and  attempts  to  dram  his  sspord] 
line,  A  man  so  near  me !   Armed  and  mask- 
ed  

Bam,  Nay,  then,  there's  no  retreat. 

[F lucks  a  poignardfrom  his  hoomm^  and  stabs 

him.  . 
Unc,  Oh  I  I  am  slain.  All  gracioas  Heaven, 
regard  the  prayer  of  thy  dying  servant  I  bless, 
with  thy  choicest  blessings,  my  deareac  nephew ! 
foigive  my  murderer,  and  taie  my  fleeting  soul 
to  endless  mercy ! 

[Bamnrell  thrams  <^Am  mask,  rartu  to  him, 
and,  kneeling  by  him,  raises  asset  ctUifes  htm. 


LiLLO.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


479 


Bam.  Expiring  saint !  Oh,  murdered,  martyr- 
ed uncle  !  lift  up  your  dying  eyes,  and  view  your 
nephew  in  your  murderer---— Oh,  do  not  look  so 
tenderly  upon  me!— *-Let  indignation  lighten 
from  your  eyes,  and  blast  me  ere  you  die.  -By 
Heaven,  he  weeps,  in  pity  of  my  woes.-— ^Tears, 
tears  for  blood  ! — -The  murdered,  in  the  ago- 
nies of  death,  weeps  for  his  murderer. Oh, 

speak  your  pious  purpose ;  pronounce  my  par- 
don then,  and  take  me  with  vou He  would, 

but  cannot Oh,  why,  witn  such  fond  afiec- 

tion,  do  you  press  my  murdering  hand  ? [Un- 

eU  iighs  and  dies,y-^ — What,  will  you  kiss  me  P 
Life,  that  hovered  on  his  lips  but  till  he  had 

sealed  my  pardon,  in  that  sigh  expired. He  is 

gone  for  ever,  and,  oh !    I  follow [Swoon* 

away  upon  his  uncles  dead  body,^ Do  1  still 

breathe,  and  taint  with  my  infectious  breath  the 
wholesome  air?  Let  ileaven,  from  its  high 
throne,  in  justice  or  in  mercy  now  look  down  on 
that  dear  murdered  saint,  and  me  the  murderer. 


and  if  his  vengeance  spares,  let  pity  strike  and 
end  my  wretched  being^-^— Murder  the  worst  of 
crimes,  and  parricide  the  worst  of  murders,  and 
this  the  worst  of  parricides!^— ^ain,  who  stands 
on  record  from  tne  birth  of  time,  and  must  to  its 
last  final  period,  as  accursed,  slew  a  brother  fa- 
voured above  him :  detested  Nero,  by  another's 
hand,  dispatched  a  motlier  that  he  feared  and 
hated :  but  I,  with  my  own  hand,  have  murdered 
a  brother,  mother,  father,  and  a  friend,  most 
loving  and  beloved.— This  execrable  act  of 

mine  is  without  a  parallel. Oh,  may  it  ever 

stand  alone,  the  last  of  murders,  as  it  is  the 
worst ! 
The  rich  man  thus,  in  torment  and  despair. 
Preferred  his  vain,  his  charitable  prayer. 
The  fool,  liis  own  soul  lost,  would  fam  be  wise 
For  others'  good,  but  Heaven  his  suit  denies. 
By  laws  and  means  well-knQwn  we  stand  or  fall ; 
And  one  eternal  rule  remains  for  alL     [Exit, 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I.— il  Room  in  Thorowgood's  Ifouse,  | 

Mar.  How  falsely  do  they  judge,  who  censure 
or  applaud,  as  we  are  aiHicted  or  rewarded  here ! 
•I  know  I  am  unhappy  ;  yet  caimot  charge  myself 
with  any  crime,  more  than  the  common  frailties 
of  our  kind,  tlwt  should  provoke  just  Heaven  to 
mark  me  out  for  suffer!  ogs  so  uncommon  and  se- 
vere. Falsely  to  accuse  ourselves,  Heaven  must 
ablior.  Then  it  is  just  and  right  that  innocence 
should  suffer ;  for  Heaven  must  be  just  in  all  its 
ways.  Perhaps  by  that  we  are  kept  from  mora! 
evils,  much  worse  than  penal,  or  more  improved 
in  virtue.  Or  may  not  the  lesser  evils  that  wc 
sustain,  be  made  the  means  of  greater  good  to 
others  }  Might  all  the  joyless  days  and  sleepless 
nights  that  I  have  pasi>ed,  but  purchase  peace  for 
thee !   What  news  of  Barnwell  ? 

True*  None ;  1  have  sought  him  witli  the  great- 
est diligence,  but  all  in  vain. 

Mar,  Does  my  father  yet  suspect  the  cause  of 
his  absence? 

jfVtftf.  All  appeared  so  just  and  fair  to  him,  it 
is  not  possible  he  ever  should.  But  his  absence 
will  no  longer  be  concealed.  Your  father  is  wise ; 
and  though  he  seems  to  hearken  to  the  friendly 
excuses  I  would  make  for  Barnwell,  yet  I  am 
afraid  he  regards  tliem  only  as  such,  without  suf- 
ferini;  tliera  to  influence  his  judgmenL 

Mar.  How  does  the  unhappy  youth  defeat  all 
our  designs  to  serve  him  ?  Yet  I  can  never  repent 
what  we  have  done.  Should  he  return,  'twill  make 
his  reconciliation  with  my  father  easier,  and  pre- 
.serve  him  from  the  future  reproach  of  a  inali- 
/cious  unforgiving  world. 


Enter  Thorowgooh  and  Lucy. 

I%or.  This  woman  here  has  given  me  a  sad, 
and,  abating  some  circumstance  too  probable  an 
account  of  BarnwelKs  defection. 

IjUcy.  1  am  sorry,  sir,  that  my  frank  confession 
of  my  former  unhappy  course  of  life  should  cause 
you  to  suspect  my  truth  on  this  occasion. 

Thar.  It  is  not  that ;  your  confession  has  in  it 
all  the  appearance  of  truth.  Among  many  other 
particulars,  she  informs  me,  that  Barnwell  has 
oeen  influenced  to  break  his  trust,  and  wrong  me, 
at  several  times,  of  considerable  sums  of  money. 
Now,  as  I  know  this  to  l»e  false,  I  would  fain 
doubt  the  whole  of  her  relation,  too  dreadful  to 
be  willingly  believed. 

Mar.  Sir,  your  pardon ;  I  find  myself  on  a  sud- 
den so  indisposed  that  I  must  retire.  Providence 
opposes  all  attempts  to  save  him.  Poor  ruined 
Barawell !  Wretched,  lost  Maria !  [Aside.  Exit. 

Thor.  How  am  I  distressed  on  every  side ! 
Pity  for  that  unhappy  youth,  fear  for  the  life  of 
a  much  valued  friend-— and  then  my  child — the 

only  joy  and  hope  of  my  declining  life ! ^Her 

melancholy  increases  hourly,  and  gives  me  pain- 
ful apprehensions  of  her  loss Oh,  Trueman, 

this  person  informs  me  that  your  friend,  at  the 
instigation  of  an  impious  woman,  is  gone  to  rob 
and  murder  his  venerable  uncle. 

TVae.  Oh,  execrable  deed  !  I  am  blasted  with 
horror  at  the  thought 

Lucy.  This  delay  may  ruin  all. 

Thor.  What  to  do  or  think  I  know  not.  That 
he  ever  wronged  me,  I  know,  is  false ;  the  rest 
may  be  so  too ;  there  is  all  my  hope. 

iVtce.  Trust  not  to  that;  nther  suppose  all 
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trae,  than  lose  a  moment's  time.  Even  now  the 
horrid  deed  may  be  doing— dreadful  imagina- 
tion !  or  it  may  be  done,  and  we  be  vainly  de- 
bating on  the  means  to  prevent  what  is  already 
past 

Thor.  This  earnestness  convinces  me,  that  he 
knows  more  than  he  has  yet  discovered.  What, 
ho !  without  there  !  who  waits  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Order  the  groom  to  saddle  the  swiftest  horse, 
and  prepare  to  set  out  with  speed ;  an  afbkr  of 
life  and  death  demands  his  diligence.  [Exit  Ser^ 
Tfant.l  Forjou,  whose  behaviour  od  this  occasion 
I  liave  no  time  to  commend  as  it  deserves,  I  must 
engage  your  farther  assistance.  Return,  and  ob- 
serve tms  Millwood  till  I  come.  I  have  your  di^ 
rections,  and  will  follow  you  as  soon  as  possible. 
[Exit  Lucy.^  Truemon,  you,  I  am  sure,  will  not 
be  idle  on  this  occanion.  [Exit  TkorovgooiL 

True.  He  only^  who  is  a  friend,  can  judge  of  my 
distress.  [Exit, 


SCENE  IL-^MilbcootTt  houte. 

Enter  Millwood. 

MiiL  I  wish  I  knew  the  event  of  his  design. 
The  attempt  without  success  would  ruin  him. 
Well ;  what  have  I  to  apprehend  from  that?  I 
fear  too  much.  The  miscnief  being  only  intend- 
ed, his  friends,  through  pity  of  his  youth,  tufn  all 
their  rage  on  me.  I  should  have  tnought  of  that 
before.  Suppose  the  deed  done ;  then,  and  then 
only,  I  shall  oe  secure.— -Or  what  if  he  returns 
without  attempting  it  at  all ! 

Enter  Babnwell  bloody. 

But  he  is  here,  and  I  have  done  him  wrong.  His 
bloody  hands  shew  he  has  done  the  deed,  but 
shew  he  wants  the  prudence  to  conceal  it. 

Bam.  Where  shall  I  hide  me  ?  Whitlier  shall 
I  fly,  to  avoid  the  swift  unerring  hand  of  justice? 

Mill.  Dismiss  yopr  fears;  though  thousands 
had  pursued  you  to  the  door,  yet,  being  entered 
here,  you  are  as  safe  as  innocence.  I  have  a  ca- 
vern, by  art  so  cunningly  contrived^  that  the 
piercing  eyes  of  jealousy  and  revenge  may  search 
in  vain^  nor  find  the  entrance  to  the  safe  retreat. 
There  will  I  liide  you,  if  any  danger's  near. 

Bam.  Oh,  hide  me— -^from  myself,  if  it  be 
possible ;  for,  while  I  bear  my  consdenoe  in  my 
bosom,  tlioagh  I  were  hid  where  man's  eye  never 
saw  me,  nor  light  ever  dawned,  it  were  all  in 
▼Mn.  For,  oh !  that  inmate,  that  impartial  judge, 
will  try,  convict  and  sentence  me  for  murder, 
and  execute  me  with  never-ending  torments^  Be- 
hold these  hands,  all  crimsoned  over  with  my 
dear  uncle's  blood!  Here  is  a  si^t  to  make  a 
statue  start  with  horror,  or  turn  a  living  man  in- 
to a  statue ! 

MUL  Sidicolous!  Then  it. seems  you  are  a- 


fraid  of  your  own  shadow,  or,  what  is  less  than  s 
shadow,  your  consctence ! 

Bam,'  Though  to  man  unknown  I.^id  the  so* 
cursed  act.  what  can  we  hide  from  Uetatsi^s  all- 
seeing  eye  ? 

MUL  No  more  of  this  stuff.  What  advanti|>e 
have  you  made  of  his  death ;  or  what  advantijje 
may  yet  be  made  of  it  ?  Did  you  secure  the  k^ 
of  his  treasure,  which,  no  doubt,  were  about  bim? 
What  gold,  what  jewels,  or  what  else  of  tiIim 
have  you  brought  me  ? 

Bam.  Think  you  Ladded  sacrilege  to  murder? 
Oh !  had  you  seen  him,  as  his  life  flowed  fron 
him  in  a  crimson  flood,  and  heard  him  pnyiog 
for  me  by  the  double  name  of  nephew  and  of 
murderer--(a]as,  alas!  he  knew  not  dien,  that 
his  nephew  was  his  murderer !) — bow  would  yfm 
have  wished,  as  I  did,  though  you  had  a  tnMK 
sand  years  of  life  to  come,  to  have  given  chem  aU 
to  have  lengthened  his  one  hour!  But,  being  dead, 
I  fled  the  sight  of  what  my  hands  had  done;  nor 
could  I,  to  have  gained  the  empire  of  die  world, 
have  violated,  by  thef^  his  sacred  corpse. 

Mill.  Whining,  prepobterousy  cantmg  villatD ! 
to  murder  your  uncle,  rob  him  of  life,  nature's 
first,  last,  dear  prerogative,  afker  whkli  there  » 
no  injury — then  fear  to  take  what  he  no  kweer 
wanted,  and  brin^  to  me  your  penury  and  guut\ 
Do  you  tUnk  £  wiU  hazard  my  lepatatiooy  nay, 
life,  to  entertain  you? 

Bam.  Oh,  Millwood  ! this  from  ibee  !— 

But  I  have  done.  If  you  hate  me,  if  jtm 
me  dead,  then  are  you  happy ;  for,  ob !  it  is 
my  grief  will  quic^y  end  me. 

Jlli^  In  his  madness  he  will  disoopver  all,  and 
involve  me  in  his  ruin.  We  are  on  a  pnxsfi/at, 
from  whence  there  is  no  retreat  for  boib— Then 
to  preserve  myself-*— [Pauses.]— ^-Tliere  is  no 

other  way.^ It  is  dreadful,  butreflectmi  cranes 

too  late  when  danger  is  pressing  and  there  is  no 
room  for  choice.— It  must  be  done     [iliwfr 
Rings  a  belly  enter  a  Seroa$ii.] — Fetcb  me  am  o^ 
fioer,  and  seize  this  villain.    lie  has  ooofesaed 
himself  a  murderer.    Should  I  let  him  yy^iy*,  I 
might  justly  be  thought  as  bad  as  he. 

[Exit  Sertmmt, 

Bam,  Oh,  Millwood  !  sure  yon  do  aoc,  join 
cannot  mean  iL  Stop  the  messenger  ;  upoti 
knees,  I  beg  you  would  call  him  back.  It ' 
die  indeed,  hut  not  by  you.  I  will 
deliver  myself  into  the  hands  of  jnstaoey  indeed  I 
will ;  for  death  is  all  I  wish.  But  thy  iiig;)r«tMade 
so  tears  my  wounded  soul,  it  is  wugae  tan  dmo- 
sand  times  than  death  with  torture. 

MilL  Call  it  what  you  will ;  I  ana  ^wiUia^  in 
live,  and  live  secure^  which  nodnng  knat  yoor 
death  can  warrant. 

Bam,  If  there  be  a  pitch  of 
sets  the  author  beyond  the  reach  oT 
you  mast  be  secure.    But  what 
but  a  dismal  dungeon,  hard  g^in^ 
awful  tikly  and  an  ignominioas 
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ftll impitied  and  abhorred:  AAer  dealli  ta  be 
wiipciidRd  between  heaven  and  earth,  a  dreadful 
spectacle,  the  warning  and  hortor  of  a  giping 
crowd !  This  I  coold  bear,  nay,  wish  not  to 
avoid,  bad  it  but  oqbm  from  any  band  but  tbine. 

Enter  Blunt,  Officery  and  Attendants. 

MUL  Heaven  defend  me !  Conceal  a  mni^ 
derer  I  Hera^  air,  take  this  jrotttb  into  ^onr  coo- 
tody.  I  accuse  him  of  mofder,  and  will  appear 
to  make  good  ny  ohasge.  [J^  "^^  ^^"^ 

Bam,  To  whom,  of  what,  or  now  shall  I  oom« 
pbun }  I  will  not  accoae  her.  The  band  of  Hea- 
ven is  in  i^  and  fSua  the  puniahment  of  biat  and 
panioidcL    Yet  Heaven,  that  justly  CDts  me  o% 
still  sttfiers  ber  lo  live ;  perhaps  to  punish  others. 
Tremendous  mercy !    &>  fiends, are  cursed  with 
immortality,  to  be  the  execntionerB  of  Heaven ! 
fie  warned,  ye  yoadis,  who  see  ray  sad  ' 
Avoid  lewd  womei^  liiise  as  ihey  are  £Eur. 
Bv  reason  gaided,  honest  yaf%  panue ; 
The  fair,  to  honour  and  to  virtue  true. 
Just  to  heraelf,  wiU  ne'er  be  false  to  yoo. 
By  my  example  learn  to  shun  my  fate : 
(How  wretched  is  the  man  who's  vnse  too  late!) 
Era  innooence,  and  fame,  and  life^  be  lost, 
Here  purchase  wisdom  cheaply,  at  my  cost. 

JExtmnt  BtrmoeU,  Officer^  amd  Attendants, 
ii^  Where  is  Locy?  Why  is  she  absent  at 
snob  a  time  ? 

Blunt.  Would  I  had  been  so  too !  Lacy  will 
soon  be  here ;  and  I  hope  to  thy  confusioii,  diou 
devil! 

MUL  Zns<^nt !— — This  to  me  ? 

Blunt,  The  worst  that  we  know  of  the  devil 
is,  that  he  first'seduoes  to  sin,  and  then  betrays 
to  oonishment.  [Exit, 

MiUL  They  disapprove  of  my  conduct  dien, 
and  mean  to  set  np  for  themsehres.— — *-My  ruin 
is  resolved.  I  see  mv  danger,  but  soorn  both 
it  and  them.  I  was  not  bom  to  fail  by  such  weak 
instruments.  \O9ing. 

Enter  Tborowgood. 

« 

Thor.  Where  is  the  scandal  of  her  own  sex, 
and  corse  of  ours  ? 

MUL  What  means  this  insolence !  ^om  do 
you  seek  ? 

Thcr.  MiUwMd. 

MUL  Weil,  you  hove  Ibnod  ber  then.  I  am 
MUlwood. 

Tkor.  Then  yon  wrt  the  most  impious  wretch 
that  ever  the  sua  beheld. 

MUL  Fram  y^ar  appearance  I  ahonld  have 
expected  wisdom  and  moderation ;  but  your  man- 
nan  belie  year  aspect.  What  is  your  bnaness 
here }    I  know  von  not. 

Thtfr.  Hereafter  yon  amy  know  me  better;  I 
am  fiamwdlV  master. 

MUL  Then  yon  are  nmster  to  a  villain,  which, 
I  think,  is  not  mneh  to  your  eredit. 

TAsr,  Had  ha  been  as  nocb  dboae  tby  arts*  as 

yoL,t  ^ 


my  credit  is  sopieiior  to  ^y  malice,  I  need  not 
have  blushed  to  own  him. 

JUi^.  My  arts !  I  do  not  understand  you,  sir  s 
if  he  has  done  amiss,  what  is  that  to  roe  ?  Was 
he  my  servant^  or  yours  ?  you  should  have  taught 
him  better. 

Thor,  Why  should  I  wonder  to  find  such  un« 
common  impodence  in  one  arrived  to  such  a 
height  of  wickedness?  When  innocence  is  ba« 
nished,  modesty  soon  follows.  Know,  sorceress, 
I  am  not  ignorant  of  any  of  the  arts  by  which 
vou  first  deceived  the  unwarv  3^o«th.  I  know 
how,  step  by  step,  you  have  led  him  on,  reluctant 
and  unwilling  (ram  crime  to  crime,  to  this  last 
horrid  act,  which  vou  contrived,  and,  by  your 
cursed  wiles,  even  forced  him  to  commit 

MilL  Ha !  Lucy  has  got  the  advantage,  and 
accused  me  first  Unless  I  can  turn  the  accusar* 
tion,  and  fix  it  upon  her  and  Blunt,  I  am  lost 

[Awle. 

Tkor.  liad  I  known  your  cruel  design  sooner, 
it  had  been  prevented.  To  see  you  punished,  as 
the  law  directs,  is  all  that  now  remains.  Poor 
satisfaction !  for  be,  innocent  as  he  is,  compared 
to  yon,  most  sufier  too.  But  Heaven,  who  knows 
our  frame,  and  graciously  distinguishes  between 
frailty  and  presumption,  will  make  a  difference, 
though  nan  cannot,  who  sees  not  the  heart,  but 
only  judges  by  the  outward  action. 

iiUl.  I  find,  ar,  we  are  both  unhappy  in  our 
servants.  I  was  surprised  at  such  ill  treatment, 
urithoiit  cause,  from  a  gendeman  of  your  appear- 
ance, and  therefore  too  hastily  returned  it ;  for 
which  I  ask  year  pardon.  I  now  perceive  yon 
have  been  so  far  imposed  on,  as  to  think  me  en- 
gaged in  a  former  correspondence  with  your  ser« 
vant,  and,  some  way  or  other,  accessary  to  his 
undoing. 

Thor,  I  charge  you  as  the  cause,  the  sole  causey 
of  all  his  guilt,  and  all  his  sufiering;  of  all  he  now 
endures,  and  must  endure,  till  a  violent  and 
diameful  death  shall  put  a  dreadful  period  to  his 
life  and  miseries  together. 

MiU.  It  is  very  strange.  But  who  is  secure 
from  scandal  and  detraction?  So  far  from  con- 
tribnting  to  his  min,  I  never  spoke  to  him  till 
since  this  fatal  acddent,  wbich  I  lament  as  much 
as  you.  It  is  tnte  I  have  a  wrvant,  on  whose  ac- 
count he  hath  of  late  frequented  my  house.  If 
she  has  abusid  my  good  opinion  of  her,  am  I  to 
blame?  Has  not  Barnwell  done  the  same  by 
you? 

Tkor,  I  hear  vou ;  pray  go  on. 

MUL  I  have  been  informed  he  had  a  violent 
passion  for  her,  and  she  for  him :  but  till  now  I 
ahvnys  thought  it  iimocent  I  know  her  poor,  and 
l^ven  to  expensive  jdeasures.  Now,  who  can  tell 
but  she  may  have  mAuenced  the  amorous  youth 
to  commit  this  murder  to  supply  her  cxtravagan-* 
cies  ?  It  must  be  so^  I  now  recollect  a  thou- 
sand circumstances  that  confirm  it  I  will  have 
her^  and  a  man  servant,  whom  I  suspect  ai  an 
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ftcoompKce,  secured  unmediatfily.  I  hope,  sir, 
you  will  lay  aside  your  ill-grounded  suspiaons  of 
me,  and  join  to  punish  the  real  contrivers  of  thb 
bloody  deed.  [Offers  to  go. 

Thor,  Madam,  you  pass  not  this  way :  I  see 
your  design,  but  snail  protect  them  from  your 
malice. 

Mill.  I  hope  you  will  not  use  your  influence, 
and  the  credit  of  your  name,  to  screen  such  guil- 
ty wretches.  Consider,  nr,  the  wickedness  of 
persuadins  a  thoughtless  youth  to  such  a  crime. 

Tkor.  I  do  and  of  betraying  him  when  it 
was  done. 

MilL  That  which  ^rou  call  betraying  him  may 
convince  you  of  my  innocence.  She  who  loves 
him,  though  she  contrived  the  murder,  would  ne- 
\'er  have  delivered  him  into  the  hands  of  justice, 
as  I,  struck  with  horror  at  his  crimes,  have  done. 

Thor,  How  should  an  unexperienced  youth  es- 
cape her  snares  ?  The  powerful  ma^ic  of  her 
'wit  and  form  might  betray  the  wisest  to  simple 
dotage,  and  fire  the  blood  that  age  had  froie  long 
since.  Even  I,  that  with  just  prejudice  came 
prepared,  had,  by  her  artful  storvy  been  deceived, 
out  that  my  strong  conviction  or  her  guilt  makes 
even  a  doubt  impossible. — [.^jtcte.l-^Those  whom 
subtlely  you  would  accuse,  you  koow  are  your 
accusers;  and,  which  proves  unanswerably  their 
innocence,  and  your  guilt,  they  accused  you  be- 
fore die  deed  was  done,  and  did  all  that  was  in 
their  power  to  prevent  it. 

MilL  Sir,  you  are  very  hard  to  be  convinced ; 
but  I  have  a  proof,  whioiy  when  produced,  will 
silence  all  o()iections.  [Kxit  MiUmood. 

Enter  LucY,  TayEirAir,  Blxjnt,  offieert^  ^c. 

Lucy.  Gentlemen,  pray  place  yourselves,  some 
on  one  side  of  that  door,  and  some  on  the  other; 
watch  her  entrance,  and  act  as  your  prudence 
shall  direct  you.  This  way,  [7b  Thoramgood^ 
and  note  her  behaviour,  I  have  curved  her ; 
she  is  driven  to  the  last  extreniity,  and  is  forming 
some  desperate  resolution.  I  guess  at  her  design. 

Jie-^nter  Millwood  with  a  Fiitd;  IVvpan, 

secures  her. 

True.  Here  thy  power  of  doing  mischief  ends, 
deceitful,  cmel,  bloody  woman ! 

MilL  FopI,  hypocrite,  villain,  man !  thou 
cans(  pot  call  me  that. 

Tnu.  To  call  thee  woman  were  to  wrong  thy 
sex,  thou  devil ! 

Mill.  That  imaginary  being  is  an  emblem  of 
thy  cursed  sex  ooUeoted.  A  mirror,  wherein 
each  particular  man  may  see  his  own  likeness^ 
and  tnat  of  all  mankind. 

Thor.  Think  not,  by  aggravating  the  faults  of 
others,  to  extenuate  thy  own,  of  which  the  abuse 
of  such  uncommon  perfections  of  mind  and  body 
is  not  the  least. 

MilL  If  such  I  had,  well  may  I  curse  your 
barbarous  sex,  who  robbed  me  of  them  ere  I 
blew  their  worth;  tthen  left  pie^  too  late,  to 


count  their  valne  by  their  loss.  Another  uA 
another  spoiler  came,  and  all  my  gain  was  pover^ 
and  reproach.  My  soul  diadamed,  and  ^t  dis- 
dains, dependence  and  contempt.  Riclies,  no 
diatter  by  what  means  obtained,  I  saw  lecuied 
the  worst  of  men  from  both.  I  found  it  ihere 
fore  necessary  to  be  rich,  and  to  that  end  I  sum- 
moned all  my  arts.  You  call  them  wicked;  belt 
so;  they  were  such  as  my  convenatioo  with  jwr 
sex  had  furnished  me  withal. 

Thor,  Sure  none  but  the  worst  of  meo  con- 
versed with  thee. 

MiU.  Men  of  all  degreesi  and  all  profesHon^ 
I  have  known,  yet  found  no  difierence,  but  m 
their  several  capacities ;  all  were  alike  wicked,  to 
the  utmost  of  toeir  power.    In  pride,  oonteotioQ, 
avarice,   cruel^,    and  revenge,   the   revereod 
priesthood   were   my  unerring   guides*    Frosi 
suburb  magistrates,  who  live  by  rniiwd  repntsboDi, 
as  the  inhonutable  natives  of  Cornwall  do  fay 
shipwrecks,  I  learned,  that  to  char^  my  isaoont 
neighbours  with  my  crimes,  was  to  merit  tfatar 
protecUon :  for  to  screen  the  guilty  is  the  less 
scandalous,    when  many  are   suspected  ;  tod 
detraction,  like  darkness  and  death,  bhukeni  lU 
objects,   and  leveb   all  distinctk>n.--Sach  sxt 
your  venal  magistrates,  who  ^vour  nooe  bat 
such  as  by  their  office  they  are  sworv  to  pmudL 
With  them,  not  to  be  guilty  is  the  worst  of 
crimes,  and  large  fees,  privately  paid,  areetecy 
needful  virtoe. 

Thor,  Your  practice  has  sufficiently  discover- 
ed your  contempt  of  laws,  both  human  tn& 
divine ;  no  wonder,  then,  that  yoo  shouhl  h^e 
the  officers  of  both. 

MUL  1  know  you,  and  I  hate  joa  all ;  I  et- 
pect  no  mercy,  and  I  ask  for  none ;  I  foUoved 
my  inclinations,  and  that  the  best  of  yoadoewj 
day.  All  actions  seem  alike  natural  and  indiK' 
ferent  to  man  and  beast,  who  devoar,  or  are  ds« 
voured,  as  thcnr  meet  with  odiers  yreikcr  or 
stranger  than  themselves. 

Thor,  What  pity  it  is  a  mind  ao  oomprebe^ 
sive,  daring,  and  inqiusitive,  should  be  a  stranger 
to  religion's  sweet  and  powerful  dhmnns ! 

MilY.\  am  not  fool  enough  to  be  ata  atheist,  tfaoa^ 
I  have  knowti  enough  of  men's  hypocrisy  to  makes 
thousand  simple  women  so.  Whatever  religioQ  is 
in  itself,  as  practised  fc^  mankind,  it  Kascsaiseddie 
evilsyou  say  it  wasdesigned  to  core.  War,  plsm 
and  tamine  have  not  destroyed  so  many  of  the  ha* 
man  race^  as  this  pretended  pie^  hm  done;  and 
with  such  barbarous  cruel^,  as  if  the  only  way  to 
honour  Heaven  were  to  turn  the  preaoDt  verid 
into  hell. 

Thor,  Truth  is  truth,  thoa^  from  an  cnaay, 
and  spoken  in  malice.  Yon  bloody,  hfind,  wd 
superstitions  bigots,  bow  will  yoa  answer  dus? 

MilL  What  are  your  laws,  of  which  joa  make 
your  boast,  but  the  fooFs  wisdom,  maA  the  oowardTs 
valour,  the  instrument  and  screen  of  all  yo"rri^ 
laoies?  By  them  yoa  punidli  in  odicn  woat  vos 
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act  jrouriehres,  or  woold  have  acted,  had  70a 
been  in  their  drcomstaaces.  The  jiic^e,  who 
condemns  the  poor  man  for  being  a  thief,  had 
been  a  thief  hunaelf,  had  he  been  poor.  Thus 
70a  fp  on  deceiving  and  being  deceived,  harass-* 
ingy  plaguing,  and  destroying  one  another.  But 
women  are  vour  universal  prey. 

Woroep,  by  whom  you  are,  the  source  of  joy^ 
With  <;ihief  arts  you  labour  to  destroy : 


A  thousand  ways  our  ruin  yon  pursue. 
Yet  blame  in  us  those  arts  first  taught  by  yoii« 
Oh,  may  from  hence  each  violated  maid, 
By  flattering,  faithless,  barbarous  man  betrayed^ 
When  robbed  of  innocence,  and  virgin  fame» 
From  your  destruction  raise  a  nobler  name. 
To  avenge  their  sex's  wrongs  devote  their  mind« 
And  future'Miilwoods  prove  to  plague  mankind ! 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  L-^-A  Rom  in  a  Prison. 


£a/er  Thorowgood,  Blunt,  and  Luct. 

Tkor.  I  JiAVE  recommended  to  Barnwell  a  re- 
irerend  divine,  whose  judgment  and  integrity  I 
am  well  acquainted  with.  Nor  has  MiUwood 
been  neglected ;  but  she,  unhappy  woman,  still 
obstiaate,  refuses  his  assistances 

Xary.  Tl^is  pious  charity  to  the  afBicted  well 
becomes  yo^r  character ;  yet  pardon  me,  sir,  if  I 
wonder  you  were  not  at  their  trial. 

Tkor,  I  knew  it  was  impossible  to  save  ham ; 
and  I  and  my  family  bear  so  great  a  part  in  his 
distress,  that  to  have  been  present  would  but 
have  aggravated  our  sorrows  without  relieving 
hia 

Blunt.  It  was  mournful  indeed.  Barnwell's 
youth  and  modest  deportment,  as  he  passed,  drew 
Ceara  from  every  eye.  When  placea  at  the  bar, 
and  arraigned  before  the  reverend  Judges,  with 
many  tears  and  interrupting  sobs,  he  confessed 
and  aggravated  his  offences,  without  accusing,  or 
once  reflecting  on  Millwood,  the  shameless  au- 
thor of  his  ruin.  But  she,  dauntless  and  unoon- 
cemedy  stood  by  his  side,  vievring,  with  visible 
pride  and  contempt,  the  vast  assembly,  who  all, 
with  sympathising  sorrow,  wept  for  tlie  wretched 
vooth.  Millwood,  when  called  upon  to  answer, 
loudly  insisted  upon  her  innocence,  and  made  an 
artful  and  a  bola  defence;  but  finding  all  in  vain, 
the  impartial  jury  and  the  learned  bench  concur- 
ring to  find  her  guilty,  how  did  she  curse  herself, 
poor  Barnwell,  us,  her  judges,  all  mankind !  But 
what  could  that  avail  ?  She  was  condemned,  and 
is  this  day  to  sufler  with  htm. 

Tkor.  The  time  draws  on.  I  am  going  to  visit 
Baniwell,  as  you  are  Millwood. 

Xury.  We  have  not  wronged  her,  yet  I  dread 
this  interview.  She  is  proud,  impatient,  wrathful, 
and  unfoi^ving.  To  be  the  branded  instruments 
of  veng|eanoe,  to  sufler  in  her  shame,  and  sympa- 
thize with  her  in  all  she  suflers,  i^  the  tribute  we 
must  pay  for  our  former  ill-spent  livcs^  and  long 
confederacy  with  her  in  wickedness. 

Tkor,  Happy  for  you  it  ended  when  it  did ! 
What  you  have  done  against  Millwood,  I  know, 
proceeded  from  a  just  abhorrence  of  her  crimes, 
free  from  interest,  malice,  or  revenge.  Prose- 
lytes to  virtue  should  be  tncourag^;  pursue  your 


proposed  reA>rmafcton,  and  know  me  hereafter 
for  your  friend. 

LMOf,  This  is  a  blessing  as  unhoped  for  as  un« 
meritad;  But  Heaven,  that  snatched  us  from  im* 
pending  ruin,  sure  intends  you  as  its  instrument 
to  secure  us  from  apostacy* 

nor.  With  gratitude  to  impute  your  deliver^ 
anoe  to  Heaven  is  just.  Many,  less  virtuously 
disposed  thau  Barnwell  was,  have  never  fallen  in 
the  manner  he  has  done.  May  not  such  owe 
their  safe^  rather  to  Providence  than  to  them* 
selves  ?  with  pity  and  compassion  let  us  judge 
him.  Oreat  were  his  faults,  but  strong  was  the 
temptation.  Let  his  rain  teach  us  diffidence^  hu« 
mility,  and  circumspection :  for  if  we,  who  won^ 
der  at  his  fate^  had,  like  him,  been  tried,  like 
him,  periiaps,  we  had  fidlen.  [ExennU 

SCENE  Hw— ^  dmngoony  a  tahky  and  a  Imt^, 

Barnwbll  reading,    £nter  Thorowgood 
at  a  diitance, 

T%or,  There  see  the  bitter  fruits  of  passion's 
detested  reign,  and  sensual  appetite  indu^^;  se» 
vera  reflections^  penitence,  and  teara 

Bom.  My  honoured,  injured  master,  whose 
goodness  has  covered  me  a  thousand  times  with 
shame,  forgive  this  last  unwilling  disrespect  In* 
deed  I  saw  you  not. 

Tkor,  It  is  well ;  I  hope  you  are  better  em* 
ployed  in  viewing  of  yourself;  your  journey  is 
long,  your  time  for  preparation  almost  spent.  I 
sent  a  reverend  divine  to  teach  vou  to  improve 
it,  and  shoilld  be  glad  to  hear  of  his  s^iccess. 

Bam.  The  word  of  truth,  which  he  reoom* 
mended  for  my  constant  companion  in  this  my 
sad  retirement,  has  at  length  removed  the  doubts 
I  laboured  under.  From  thence  I  have  learned 
the  infinite  extent  of  heavenly  mercy ;  that  my 
oflfences,  though  great,  are  not  unpardonable;  and 
that  it  is  not  my  interest  only,  out  my  duty,  to 
believe  and  to  rejoice  in  my  hope.  So  shall  Hea- 
ven receive  the  glory,  and  future  penitents  the 
profit,  of  my  example. 

Tkor.  Proceed. 

Bam,  It  is  wonderful  that  words  should  r:harm 
despair,  speak  peace  and  pardon  to  a  murderer's 
conscience ;  but  truth  and  mercy  flow  in  every 
sentence^  attended  with  force  an^  energy  divine. 
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How  shall  I  clesoribe  my  ptesmik  state  of  miad ! 
I  hope  in  doubt,  and  tremUiiig  I  rejoice ;  I  feel 
my  grief  increase,  even  as  my  leaJrs  give  way. 
4oy  and  giratitude  now  snoply  more  tears  than 
the  horror  and  anguish  of  despair  before. 

Thor.  These  are  the  genuine  signs  of  tr«e  re^ 
pentance ;  the  only  preperatoiy,  the  certain  way 
to  everlastiae  peace.  Oh^  the  joy  it  g^cs  to  see 
aisouL  formedand  prepared  for  Heaven  !  For  this 
the  faithful  minister  devotes  himself  to  meditar 
tinn,  abstinence,  and  prayer,  shunning  the  vain 
dehghts  of  sensual  joys,  and  daily  dies,  mat  others 
may  live  for  ever.  For  this  he  turns  the  sacred 
Yoloroe  dvee«  aad  speads!  his  life  in  painfal  search 
of  truth.  The  love  of  riches  and  tbe  lust  of 
power,  he  looks  upon  with  juet  contempt  and  de- 
testation; he  only  counts  for  wealth  the  soub  he 
wins,  and  his  highest  ambition  is  to  serve  mankind. 
If  the  reward  of  all  his  pains  be  to  preserve  one 
soul  from  wanderings  or  torn  one  from  the  error 
of  his  ways,  how  does  he  then  rejoice^  and  own 
his  little  hibours  overpaid ! 

Bam,  What  do  I  owe  for  all  yoar  generous 
kindness  P  But  tboo^  I  cannot,  Heaven  can  and 
will  reward  you. 

Thor.  To  see  thee  thus^  is  joy  too  great  for 
words.  Farewell. — ^Heaven  strengthen  thee! — 
Farewell. 

Bam,  Oh,  sir,  there  is  something  I  would  say, 
if  my  sad  swelling  heart  would  give  me  leave. 

Thor.  Give  it  vent  a  while,  and  try. 

Bam.  I  had  a  friend— 4t  is  true  I  am  unwor- 
thy— ^yet  methinks  your  generous  example  might 

persuade Could  not  I  see  hini  once,  before  I 

go  from  whence  there  is  no  return  ? 

Thor,  He  is  coming,  and  as  much  thy  friend  as 
ever.  I  will  not  anticipate  his  sorrow ;  too  soon 
he  will  see  the  sad  efiect  of  this  contagious  ruin. 
This  torrent  of  domestic  misery  bears  too  hard 
upon  me.  T  must  retire  to  indulge  a  weakness  I 
find  impossible  to  overcome.  [^jidtf«l  Much  lo> 
ved — and  much  lamented  youth  !*--Farewell. — 

Heaven  strengthen  thee!- Eternally  fkre- 

well! 

Bam,  The  best  of  masters  and  of  men-— Fare* 
well !  While  I  live  let  me  not  want  your  prayers. 

Thor.  Tftou  shalt  not.  Thy  peace  being  made 
with  Heaven,  death  is  already  vanquished.  Bear 
a  little  longer  the  pains  that  attend  this  transitory 
life,  and  cease  from  pain  for  ever. 

[Exit  Thor&wffood 

Bam.  Perhaps  I  shall.  I  find  a  power  within, 
that  bears  my  soul  above  the  foan  of  death,  and, 
spite  of  conscious  shame  and  guilt,  gives  me  a 
taste  of  pleasure  more  than  mortah 

Enter  TruemaV  and  Keeper. 

Keep.  Sir,  there  is  the  prisoner.  [Exit  Keeper, 
Barn.  Trueman !«— My  friend,  whom  I  so  wish- 
ed to  see,  yet  now  he's  Kere,  I  dare  not  look  upon 
hira !  U^'eeps. 

True.  Oh,  Barnwell  I  Barnwell !  ^ 


BatiL  Meity!  Mernr!  gndousHeOTcn!  For 

death,  but  not  for  this»  1  was  prepared. 

True.  What  have  i  sufiend  smoe  I  saw  diee 
last !  What  pain  hns  absence  given  ne ! — Bn^ 
oh,  to  see  thee  thus  !■ 

Barn.  I  know  it  is  dreadful !  I  feel  thaanguish 
of  thy  generous  sonl^-But  I  was  bom  ta  murder 
all  who  love  me !  [BatA  weep. 

True..  I  came  not  to  reproach  yon ;  I  thougbt 
to  bring  you  comfort ;  but  I  am  deceived,  for  I 
have  none  to  give^  I  came  to  share  thy  sorrow, 
but  cannot  b«ir  my  own. 

Baffin*  My  sense  of  guilt,  indeed,  you  cannot 
know;  it  is  what  tbe  good  aad  ianooeat^  tike  yoo, 
can  never  conceive :  but  other  griefs^  at  present, 
I  have  none,  but  what  I  feel  for  you.  In  your 
sorrow  I  read  you  lofft  mm  stiH;  rat,  yet, 
thinks,  it  is  strange,  when  I  canader  what  I 


Drue.  No  more  of  that ;  I  can 
thing  but  thy  virtues^  thy  honesty  tender  fiiend* 
ship^  our  former  happy  states  and  present  Bnaefy. 
Oh^  had  yon  trastea  me  when  first  the  ftar  se^ 
ducer  tempted  yqn^  all  might  have  been  ptvient- 

Barn»  Alas,  thon  knowest  not  what  a  wretch 
I  have  been.  Breach  of  friendship  waa  my  lint 
and  least  offence.  So  far  was  I  lost  to  goooaess, 
so  devoted  to  the  author  of  my  rain,  that  bad  abe 

insisted  on  my  murdering  thee, ^1  think^^-I 

should  have  done  it. 


2Vtte.  Prithee^  aggravate  thy  fanlts  no 

Bam,  I  think  I  shouM !  Thus  good  and  gene* 
rous  as  you  are,  I  should  have  murdered  yon  ! 

2Vtce.  We  hava  not  yet  embiacedy  aad  may  be 
interrupted.    Come  to  my  anas. 

Bam.  Never,  never  will  I  taste  sach  joya  on 
earth;  never  will  I  so  soothe  my  just  reanone. 
Are  those  honest  arms  aad  faithful  bosom  fk  to 
embrace  and  to  support  a  murderer  }  Tticse  iron 
fetters  only  shaU  dasp,  and  flinty  paveaaeHt  bear 
me;  [throwing kuMelfon  the groand^] even thtac 
too  good  for  such  a  bloody  monster. 

Thte.  ShaU  fortune  sever  those  whoan  fiiend* 
ship  joined?  Thy  miseries  cannot  lay  thee  so  low, 
but  love  will  find  tlieew  Here  wiU  we  otStr  to 
stem  calamity ;  this  place  the  altar,  amd  oar* 
selves  the  sacri6cew  Our  mutual  graama  sbaU 
echo  to  each  other  through  the  dreary  vauilc  ;  our 
si^  shall  number  the  moments  as  tbey  nesa.  and 
mmi^ling  tears  communicate  sach 
words  were  never  made  to  express. 

Bam.  Then  be  it  so.  [Riung.] 
propose  an  intercourse  oT  woe,  pooa^  all  yoor 
griefs  into  my  breast,  and  in  e&change 
[EmbracingA  Where's  now  the 
promised  ?  Y  on  have  taken  mine,  aan  wi^rr 
no  return.  Sure  peace  aad  comfort  d^nrell  vritian 
tliese  arms,  and  sorrow  cannot  approach  me  while 
I  am  here.  This  too  is  thewoik  oiT  Heaven; 
which,  having  before  spoke  p^ice  and  pardoa  to 
me,  now  sends  thee  to  confirm  it.  Oh^ 
of  the  joy  that  oveidow»  my  bnast ! 
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tbott  midc  us  c?>p>Me  to  bwt  at  ooot  the  es- 
ttcnei  of  pfeuave  and  of  jMiiu 

E^tar  Keeper* 

liMp,  Sir. 

Ihu,  I  oomei        ,  [Hxit  Keeper, 

Bim.  Most  yoa  leave  me  ?  Death  would  soon 
Itfnre  |iertf!d  us  for  ever. 

IVie,  Oh,  my  Barnwell !  thera^s  jet  another 
tiik  behind.  AJgatn  joat  heait  most  bleed  for 
odwtwoes. 

Bam,  To  meet  and  part  with  you  I  thought 
wtts  tU  I  had  to  do  on  eaith.  What  is  there 
More  for  me  to  do  or  saflbr  } 

IVue,  I  dread  to  tell  thee^  yet  it  mast  be 
blown!  Maria 
Jkm.  Our  maslct^  fair  and  virtooos  daugh- 
ter?— 
3Viie.  The  same. 

Bam^  No  iiiisfortune»  I  hope»  has  reached 
Ait  maid !  Preeenre  her»  Heaven,  from  evenr  ill, 
to  diew  mankind  that  goo'^ness  is  your  care  l 

TVae.  Thy,  thy  mtsfotuies^  my  unhappy  friend, 

hnre  reached  her.  Whatever  you  and  1  have  felt, 

aad  more,  if  more  be  possible,  she  feels  for  you. 

Asm.  I  know  he  ooth  abhor  a  lie,  and  would 

not  trifle  with  his  dying  friend.    This  u  indeed 

tb&  btctemees  of  death.  [Aside, 

IVae.  You  must  remember  (for  we  all  observed 

itX  for  some  time  part,  a  heavy  melancholy 

weighed  her  down.    Disconsolate  she  seemed, 

and  pined  and  languished  from  a  cause  unknown ; 

tillf  bearing  of  your  dreadful  fate,  the  long-stifled 

flame  Maiefl  oat ;  she  wepc^  and  wrung  her  hands, 

«ad  tore  her  hair,  and,  m  the  transport  of  her 

P^ef,  disoorered  her  own  lost  state,  while  she  la- 

aiented  yours. 


TVaa.  It  was  imposBtble.  She  makes  no  se- 
cret of  her  passaon  tor  you;  she  is  determined  to 
see  you  ere  ytm  die^  and  waits  for  me  to  intro- 
donr  her.  f  £ri/  Trueman. 

Bint.  Vain,  busy  thoughts,  oe  still!  What 
tvaib  it  to  ^nk  on  what  I  might  have  been !  I 
now  mm         what  I  have  made  myself. 

Enter  Trueman  and  Maria. 

Tme.  Madam,  reluctant  I  lead  you  to  this 
dimial  scene.  This  is  the  seat  of  misery  and  guilt 
Here  awful  Jisatice  reserves  her  public  victims. 
This  is  die  entrance  to  a  shameful  death. 

J/or.  To  this  sad  place  then,  no  improper 
foest,  the  siKnndoned  lost  Maria  brings  despair, 
aad  seen  the  aatiject  and  the  cause  of  all  this 
wxiHd  of  woe.  Silent  and  motionless  he  stands, 
a«  if  his  aoul  had  quitted  her  abode,  and  the  life- 
less i&nm  wi6tim  was  left  behindj  yet  that  so  per- 


feety  that  be«nty  aad  death,  em  at  enmity,  now 
seem  i  wiled  there. 

JBom.  I  groan,  but  murmur  not  Just  Hea» 
ven !  I  am  your  own;  do  with  me  what  yoa 
please. 

Mar,  Why  are  your  streaming  eyes  still  fixed 
below,  as  taou^  thou  wonldst  give  the  greedy 
earth  thy  sorrows,  and  rob  me  of  mv  due !  Were 
happiness  within  your  power,  you  should  bestow 
it  where  you  pleased;  but  in  your  misery  I  must 
and  will  partake. 

JBlDtra.  Oh,  say  not  lo^  but  fly,  abhor,  and  leave 
me  to  my  fate !  Consider  what  you  are,  how  vast 
yoer  foitunei  and  how  bright  your  fame.  Have 
pity  on  your  vouth,  your  beauty,  and  unequalled 
virtue ;  for  waidi  so  many  noble  peers  have  sighed 
in  vain.  Bless  with  your  charms  some  honoumble 
lord.  Adorn  with  your  beauty,  and  by  your  ex* 
ample  improve,  the  Enriish  courts  that  justly 
daims  such  merit:  so  shiSi  I  quickly  be  to  you^» 
as  though  I  had  never  been. 

Jlfar.  When  I  forget  you,  I  must  be  so  indeed. 
Reason,  choice,  virtue,  all  forbid  it  Let  women, 
like  Millwood,  if  -there  are  more  such  women» 
smile  in  prosperity,  and  in  adversity  forsake.  Be 
it  the  pndc  of  virtue  to  repair,  or  to  partake,  the 
ruin  such  have  made. 

True,  Lovely,  ill-fated  maid !  Was  there  ever 
such  generous  distress  before?  How  must  this 
pierce  his  gmteful  heart,  and  aggravate  lus  woes  I 

Bam,  Ere  I  knew  guilt  or  shame,  when  for* 
tune  smiled,  and  when  my  youthful  hopes  were 
at  the  highest ;  if  then  to  have  raised  my  thoughts 
to  you,  had  been  presumption  in  me  never  to  Iwve 
been  pardoned,  think  how  much  beneath  yourself 
you  condescend  to  reeard  me  now  I 

Mar,  Let  her  blush^  who,  profiering  love,  in* 
vades  the  freedom  of  your  sex's  <»oice,  and 
meanly  sues  in  hopes  of  a  return.  Your  inevita- 
ble fate  hath  rendered  hope  impossible  as  vain. 
Then  wh^  should  I  fear  to  avow  a  passion  so  just 
and  so  disinterested  I 

True,  If  any  should  take  occasion  from  Mill« 
wood's  crimes  to  Kbel  the  best  and  fairest  part 
of  the  creation,  here  let  them  see  their  error.r— 
The  most  distant  hopes  of  such  a  tender  passion 
from  so  bright  a  maid,  might  ad4  to  the  happi- 
ness of  the  most  haptrr,  and  make  the  greatest 
proud :  yet  here  'ds  lavished  in  vain.  Though  by 
the  rich  present  the  generous  donor  is  undone,  he 
on  whom  it  is  bestowed  receives  no  benefit 

Barn,  So  die  aromatic  spices  of  the  east^ 
which  all  the  living  covet  and  esteem,  are  with 
unavailing  kindness  wasted  on  the  dead. 

Mar,  Yes,  fruitless  is  my  love,  and  unavailing 
all  my  si^  and  tears.  Can  they  save  tliee  from 
approaching  death  ?  From  such  a  death  ?  Oh  sor- 
row insupportable !  Oh,  terrible  idea !  What  is 
her  misery  and  distress,  who  sees  the  first,  last 
object  of'^  her  love,  for  whom  alone  she  would 
live,  for  whom  she  would  die  a  thousand  thou- 
sand (fcaths^  if  tt«vere  possible,  expiring  in  her 
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arms  ?  Yet  she  is  happ^  when  compared  to.  me. 
Were  millions  of  worlds  mine,  I  would  gladlj 
g^ve  them  in  exchange  for  her  condition.  The 
most  cdnsununate  woe  is  light  to  mine.  The  last 
of  curses  to  other  miserable  maids,  b  all  I  ask 
for  my  relief,  and  that's  denied  me. 

True*  Time  and  reflection  cure  all  ills. 

Mar.  All  but  this.  Uis  dreadful  catastrophe 
virtue  herself  abhors.  To  ^ve  a  holiday  to  sub- 
urb slaves,  and  pas»og  entertain  the  savage  herd, 
who  elbowing  each  other  for  a  sight,  pursue  and 
press  upon  him  like  his  fate !  A  mind,  with  piety 
and  resolution  armed,  may  smile  on  death:  But 
public  ignominy,  everlastu^  shame,  shame,  the 
deadi  of  souls  f  to  die  a  thousand  times,  and  yet 
survive  even  death  itself  in  nevernlyii^  infamjr — 
Is  this  to  be  endured !  Can  I,  who  hve  in  him, 
and  must  each  hour  of  my  devoted  life  feel  all 
these  woes  renewed — Can  I  endure  this? 

True*  Grief  has  4>  impaired  her  spirits^  she 
pants  as  in  the  agonies  of  death. 

Bam,  Preserve  her,  Heaven,  and  restore  her 
peace,  nor  let  her  death  be  added  to  my  crimes. 
\BeU  tolls,}    I  am  summoned  to  my  fate. 

Enter  Kkspeb. 

Keep,  Sir,  the  officers  attend  you.  Millwood 
is  alr^uly  summoned. 

Bam,  Tell  them,  I  am  ready.  And  noW|  my 
friend,  farewell.  [Embracing.]  Support,  and 
comfort,  the  best  you  can,  this  mourning  fair. — 
No  more— Foiget  not  to  pray  for  me.  [Tumr 
ing  to  Maria,T  Would  you,  bright  excellence, 
i>ermit  me  the  iionour  of  a  chaste  embrace,  the 
last  happiness  this  world  could  give  were  mine. 
[She  inelineM  towardt  hmy  they  embrace^  Exal- 
ted goodness !  Oh,  turn  your  eyes  from  earth  and 
me  to  Heaven,  where  virtue,  like  vours»  is  ever 
heard !  Pray  for  the  peace  of  my  departing  soul. 
Earlv  my  race  of  wickedness  began,  and  soon  I 
reached  the  summit  Ere  nature  has  finished  her 
work,  and  stamped  me  man,  just  at  the  time 
when  others  begm  to  stray,  my  course  is  finished. 
Though  short  my  span  of  life,  and  few  my  days, 
yet  count  my  crimes  for  years,  and  I  have  lived 
whole  ages.  Thus  justice,  in  compassion  to 
mankind,  cuts  off  a  wretch  like  me ;  by  one  such 
example  to  secure  thousands  from  future  ruin. — 
Justice  and  mercy  are  in  Heaven  the  same :  its 
utmost  severity  is  mercy  to  the  whole ;  thereby 
to  cure  man's  folly  and  presumption,  which  else 
would  render  even  infinite  mercy  vain  and-  inef- 
fectuaL 

If  any  youth,  like  you,  in  future  times. 

Shall  mourn  my  fate,  though  he  abhors  my 
crimes, 

Or  tender  maid,  like  you,  my  tale  shall  hear, 

And  to  my  sorrows  give  a  pitting  tear ; 

To  each  such  melting  eye  ancl  throbbing  heart, 
.   Would  gracious  Heaven  this  benefit  impart^ 

Never  to  know  my  guilt|  nofi  feel  my  paiut 


Then  most  you  own,  you  oudit  not  to  oompbun^ 
Since  yon  nor  ween,  nor  shatt  I  die  in  vain. 

[ExewntBanuBeUoMd  Offiuru 

SCENE  in.— The  place  rf  execution. 

The  Gallows  and  Ladder  at  the  farther  end  of 
the  Stage.  A  crowd  if  apectatorSy  Bluvt  mi 
Lucy. 

Lucy.  Heavens !  what  a  throng ! 

BlunJtt  How  terrible  is  death,  when  tfaos  pre* 
pared! 

Xtt£y.  Su|^rt  them.  Heaven !  Hiou  onlj 
canst  support  them ;  all  other  help  is  vain. 

Officer,  [Within  ]  Make  way  tfam ;  make  fvay, 
and  give  the  prisoners  room. 

Imcv,  They  are  here:  observe  them  welL-r 
How  hupible .  ai|d  composed  youqg  Bara#eU 
seems!  but  Millwood  looks  wild,  ruffled  with 
passion,  confounded,  and  amaaed. 

£n^er  Bark  WELL,  Millwood,  Officers  dnd  £r- 

ecutioner. 

Bam.  See,  Millwood,  see,  our  .journey  is  Hia 
end !  life^  like  a  tale  that's  told,  is  passed  away. 
That  short,  but  dark  and  unknovm  passage^ 
death,  is  all  the  space  between  us  and  endlns 
joys,  or  woes  eternal. 

Mill,  Is  this  the  end  of  all  my  flattering  hopes  ? 
Were  youth  and  beauty  given  me  for  a  c»rse,  and 
wisdom  only  to  ensure  my  ruin  ?  They  were,  they 
were.    Heaven,  thou  hiBt  done  thy  worst.    Or, 
if  thou  hast  in  store  sonoie  untried  plague,  some- 
what that  is  worse  than  shame,  despair,  and 
death,  unpitied  death,  confirmed   deuHur,  aa& 
soul-confounding  shame;    something   tnat  men 
and  angels  cannot  describe,  and  only  fieod%  who 
bear  it,  can  conceive ;  now,  pour  it  now  on  dus 
devoted  head,  that  I  may  feel  the  worst  thoa 
canst  inflict,  and  bid  defiance  to  th)  utaoK 
power. 

Bam,  Yet  ere  we  pass  the  dreadful  gulf  of 
death,  yet  ere  you  are  plunged  in  everlastanft  wQe» 
Oh,  bend  your  stubborn  knees,  and  harder  beartr 
humbly  .to  deprecate  the  wrath  diFine !  Who 
knows,  but  Heaven,  in  your  dyin|  moments,  naj 
bestow  that  grace  and  mercy  which  your  life  des- 
pised ! 

MilL  Why  name  you  mercy  to  a  wretdk  like 
me  ?  Mercy  is  beyond  my  hope,  almoat  beyood 
my  wish.  I  cannot  repent,  nor  ask  to  be  for* 
given. 

Bam,  Oh,  think  what  'tis  to  be  for  ever,  erer 
miserable,  nor  with  vain  pride  oppose  a  power, 
that  is  able  co  destroy  you ! 

MilL  That  will  destroy  me ;  I  feel  it  wilL  A 
deluge  of  wrath  is  pouring  on  niy  aool.  Chaias, 
darkness,  wheels,  racks,  sharp-stuiged  soorptons 
molten  lead,  and  whole  seas  of  sulphur^  are  ki|^ 
to  what  I  feeL 

Barn*  Oh,  add  not  to  your  vast  •tormint  de- 


LiLLO.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


487 


spair !  i  an  more  injanous  to  HeayeDy  than  all 
joa  haveret  oommittecL 

JfUL  Oh,  I  have  sinoed  bejrond  the  reach  of 
menrf! 

Barn,  Oh,  say  not  so :  it  is  blasphemy  to 
Chink  it  As  voo  bright  roof  is  hkher  than  the 
csrtb,  80^  and  much  more,  does  l&ven's  good- 
ntafmn  our  apprehension.  Oh,  what  created 
being  shall  presume  to  circumscribe  mercy,  that 
knows  no  bounds ! 

MiU.  Thb  yields  no  hope.  Thoueh  pity  may 
be  boundless,  yet  it  is  free.  I  was  doomed,  be- 
fore die  world  began,  to  endless  pains,  and  thou 
tojoyt  eternal 

Bom.  Oh,  moDos  heaven !  extend  thy  pity 
to  her;  let  thy  rich  mercy  flow  in  plenteous 
streams^  to  chase  her  fears^  imd  heal  her  wounded 
sool! 

MUL  It  will  not  be :  your  prayers  are  lost  in 
air,  or  else  retained,  perhaps,  with  double  bles- 
tuiUf  to  your  bosom :  they  iielp  not  me. 
&m.  Yet  hear  foe,  MiUwood ! 
MilL  Away,  I  will  not  hear  thee :  I  tell  thee, 
yontfa,  I  am  by  Heaven  devoted  a  dreadful  in- 
stance of  its  power  to  punish,    [Barnwell  seems 
io  prmtJ\    If  thou  wilt  pray,  pray  for  thyself,  not 
me.    How  doth  his  fervent  soul  mount  with  his 
words,  and  both  ascend  to  Heaven !  that  Hea- 
ven, whose  gates  are  shut  with  adamantine  bars 
agamst  my  prayers,  had  I  the  will  to  pray.    I 
cannot  bear  it.     Sure  'tis  the  worst  of  torments 
to  behold  others  enjoy  that  bliss  which  we  must 
never  Caste. 
Qfieer,  The  utmoit  limit  of  yoor  time  b  ezpi- 


Mill.  Encompassed  with  horror,  whither  most 

I  go  ?  I  would  not  live — nor  die That  I  could 

cease  to  be        or  ne'er  had  been ! 

Bam.  Since  peace  and  comfort  are  denied  her 
here,  ma^f  she  mid  mercy  where  she  least  expects 
it,  and  this  be  all  her  hell !  From  our  example 
may  all  be  taught  to  fly  the  first  af^roach  of 
vice :  but  if  o'eitakeo. 
By  strong  temptation,  weakness,  or  surprise. 
Lament  dieir  guilt,  and  by  repentance  rise ; 
The  impenitent  alone  die  unung^ven : 
To  sm's  like  men,  and  to  forgive  like  Heaven. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Truemav. 


Lucy.  Heart-breakine  si^t!— Oh,  wretch* 
ed,  wretched  Millwood! 

2Vtie.  How  is  she  disposed  to  meet  her  fate  f 

Blunt.  Who  can  describe  unutterable  woe? 

Lucy.  She  goes  to  death  encompassed  with 
horror,  loathing  life,  and  yet  afraid  to  die.  No 
tongue  can  tell  her  anguisn  and  despair. 

TVtif.  Heaven  be  better  to  her  tnan  her  fears! 
May  she  prove  a  warning  to  others^  a  monument 
of  mercy  in  herself. 

Lucy.  Oh,  sorrow  insupportable !  Break,  breal^ 
my  heart! 

True.  In  vain, 

With  bleeding  hearty  and  weeping  eyes,  we 
show, 

A  humane,  generous  sense  of  other's  woe ; 

Unless  we  mark  what  drew  to  ruin  on, 

And,  by  avoiding  that  prevent  our  own. 

[Evcunt  amnch 
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WOMEN. 

Selima  I  ^'^'^^'  ^  '^  Sultarf. 
.%rne—  Jerusalem, 


ACT    L 


SCENE  I. 

Mnler  Zaba  and  Selima. 
SeL  It  moves  my  woodery  young  and  beaate- 


oew  senttmeats  inspire  jour  heart ! 
Yoor  pesce  of  miod  increases  witti  your  charms ; 
Tears  now  no  longer  shade  your  eyes  soft  lustre: 
Vott  medatete  no  more  those  happy  dimes. 
To  which  Nerestan  wiU  redim  to  guide  you. 
You  talk  no  more  of  that  gay  nation  now, 
H'here  meis   adora  their  wives,  and  woman's 


J  fromapolished  people's  softness : 

Their  hoabunds'  equals,  and  their  lovers'  queens ! 
Tree  witlKMSt  scandal;  wise  without  restniint; 
Vol.  J. 


Their  virtue  due  to  nature,  not  to  fear. 
Why  have  you  ceased  to  wish  this  happy  diangc  r 
A  mured  seraglio ! — sad,  unsocial  lifti ! 
Scorned,  and  a  slave!  All  this  has  lost  its  terror  ; 
And  Syria  rivals,  now,  the  banks  of  Seine ! 
Zar,  Joys,  wliich  we  do  not  know,  we  do  not 
wish. 
My  fate's  bound  in  by  Sion's  sacred  wall : 
Closed,  from  my  infancy,  within  this  palace, 
Custom  has  learnt,  from  time^  the  power  to 

please. 
I  claim  no  share  in  tlie  remoter  world, 
The  saltan's  property,  his  will  my  law ; 
Unknowing  all  but  Iiim,  his  power,  his  fame ; 
To  live  his  subject  is  my  only  hope, 
All  else  an  empty  dream. — ^ 
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SeL  Have  you  forgot 
Abhcnt  Nerestan  then  ?  whose  generous  friend- 
ship 
So  nobly  vowed  redemption  from  your  chains ! 
How  oft  have  you  admired  his  dauntless  soul ! 
Osman,  his  conqueror,  by  his  course  charmejl, 
Trusted  his  faith,  and  on  his  word  released  lum: 
Though  not  returned  in  time — we  yet  expect  him. 
Nor  had  his  noble  journey  other  motive, 
Than  to  procure  our  ransom. — And  is  this, 
This  dear,  warm  hope,  become  an  ^le  dream  ? 

Zar,  Since  after  two  long  years  he  not  returds, 
Tis  plain  his  promise  stretched  beyond  his  power. 
A  stranger  and  o  slave,  unknown,  like  him, 
Propohin<'  much,  means  little ; — talks  and  vows^ 

Delighteo  with  a  prospect  of  escape : 

He  promised  to  runsom  ten  Christians  more, 
Anci  free  us  all  frowi  slavery  ! — I  own 
I  once  admired  the  unprofitable  zeal. 
But  now  it  charms  no  Vongcr. 

5e/.  What  if  yet, 
He,  faithful,  should  return,  and  hold  his  vow ;; 
Would  you  not,  then 

Zar,  No  matter ^Timc  is  past, 

And  every  thing  is  changed — p- 

Set,  But,  whence  comes  this  ? 

Zar.  Go— 'twere  too  much  to  tell  ^ec  Zara*s 
fate : 
The  sultan's  secrets,  all,  arc  sacred  here : 
But  my  fond  heart  delights  to  mix  with  thine. 
Some  diree  months  past,  when  thou,  and  pther 

slaves. 
Were  forced  to  quit  fair  Jordan's  flowery  bank ; 
Heaven,  to  cut  short  the  anguish  of  my  days> 
Raised  me  to  comfort  by  a  powerful  liand  ; 
This  mijuhty  Osman  !— — 

Scl.  \Vhat  of  him ? 

Zar.  This  sultan, 
Tliis  conqueror  of  the  Christians,  loves 

Set.  Whom? 

Zara! 


Zar. 


Tiiou  blushest,  and  I  guess  thy  thoughts  accuse 


me: 


But,  knoiv  me  better 'twas  unjust  suspicion. 

All  emperor  as  he  is,  1  cannot  stoop 

To  honours,  that  bring  shame  and  baseness  with 

them ! 
Reason  and  pride,  those  props  of  modesty. 
Sustain  my  guarded  heart,  and  strengthen  virtue : 
Rather  than  sink  to  infamy,  let  chains 
Embrace  mc  with  a  joy,  such  love  denies ! 
No — I  shall  now  astonish  tlice ; — His  greatness 
Submits  to  own  a  pure  and  honest  flame. 
Among  the  shining  crowds,  which  live  to  please 

him. 
His  whole  regard  is  fixed  on  me  alone : 
He  offers  marriage ;  and  its  rites  no^v  wait. 
To  crown  mc  empress  of  this  eastern  world. 
Sel.  Your\irtu^  and  your  charms  deserve  it 

all: 
My  heart  is  iH>t  surprised,  but  struck  to  hear  it. 
If  to  be  empress  can  Complete  yqur  happiness^ 


I  rank  myself,  witli  joy,  among  your  slaves. 

Zar.  Vld  still  my  equal and  enjoy  my  bie»' 

iugs; 
For,  thou  partaking,  they  will  bless  me  moi^. 
Sel.  Alas!   but  Heaven!  will  it  pennit  this 

inarriage? 
\yill  not  this  grandeur,  falsely  called  a  bliss. 
Plant  bitterness,  and  root  it  in  your  heart? 
Have  you  forgot  you  are  of  Christian  blood  ? 
Zar.  Ah  me !  What  hast  thou  said?  why  wonklst 

tliou  thus 
Recal  my  wavering  thoughts  ?  How  know  I,  what. 
Or  whence  I  am  ?  Heaven  kept  it  hid  in  darimesSi 
Concealed  me  from  myself,  aiid  from  my  Uoad. 
Sel.  Nerestan,  who  was  bori^  a  Christian,  here 
Asserts,  that  you,  like  \i\aiy  had  ChriiBDan  pa- 
rents ; 
Besides that  cross,  which,  from  jonr  infant 

years 
Has  been  preserved,  was  found  upon  your  bosom. 
As  if  designed  by  Heaven,  a  pleoge  of  faith 
Due  to  tlie  God  you  purpose  to  forsake ! 
Zar.  Can  my  fond  heart,  on  such  a  feeble 

proof. 
Embrace  a  faith,  abhorred  by  him  I  love  f 
I  see  too  plainly  custom  forms  us  all ; 
Our  thoughts,  our  morals,  our  most  fixed  belicf| 
Are  consequences  of  our  place  of  birth : 
Bom  beyond  Ganges^  I  had  been  a  Pagan ; 
In  France,  a  Christian ;  I  am  here  a  Saracen : 
Tis  but  instruction,  all!  Our  parent^^  hand 
Writes  on  our  heart  the  first  taint  characters. 
Which  time,  re-tracing  deepens  iqto  strengdi, 
That  nothing  can  efiace,  but  death  or  (leaven ! 
Thou  wert  not  niade  a  prisoner  in  tb^  place. 
Till  after  reason,  borrowing  force  from  years, 

Ha^  Ipnt  its  lustre  to  enlighten  faith : 

For  me,  who,  in  my  cradle,  was  their  slave, 
Tliy  Christian  doctrines  were  too  latdy  taught 

me; 
Yet,  far  from  having  lost  the  reverence  doe, 
This  cross,  as  of^en  as  it  meets  my  eye. 
Strikes  through  my  heart  a  kind  of  awful  fear ! 
I  honour,  from  my  soul,  the  Christian  law  ; 
Thbse  laws,  which,  softening  nature  by  humamtr, 
IVIelt  nations  into  brotherhood ; — no  doubt 
Christians  are  happy ;  and  \»  just  to  lore  them. 
SeL  Why  have  you,  then,  declared  jourseif 

their  foe  ? 
Why  will  you  join  your  hand  with  this  piaudO>»- 

man*s, 
Who  owes  his  triumph  to  the  Christian  nun  ? 
Zar.  Ah ! — who  could  slight  the  oflfer  of  kis 

heart  ? 
Nay — for  I  mean  to  tell  thee  all  my  wwikBes — 
Perhaps  I  had,  ere  now,  profest  thy  faith. 
But  Osman  loved  me — ^and  Tve  loat  it  all : — 
I  think  oii  none  but  Osman — my  pleased  bcait. 
Filled  with  the  blessing,  to  be  loved  by  liifn« 
Wants  room  for  other  happiness*    PIttoe  dtoa 
Before  thy  eyes,  his  merit  and  his  fame. 
His  youth,  yet  blooming  but  in  mmahood^  da«B, 
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kingB  Have  swelled  his 


Thfol^  too^  how  lovelj !  how  his  brow  becomes 
This  wreath  of  evl j  gkxnes ! — Oh,  my  friend  ! 
I  talk  not  of  a  sceptre,  which  he  gives  me : 
N(h~to  be  charmed  with  that  were  thanks  too 

hamUe ! 
Offieosite  tribute,  and  too  poor  for  love ! 
Twas  Osnian  wdn  my  heart,  not  Osman's  crown : 
I  k»¥e  not  in  him  augnt  besides  himself. 
Jbougb  think'al,  perhaps,  that  these  are  starts  of 

Bat,  had  the  will  of  Heaven,  less  bent  to  bless 

hink, 
Doomed  Osman  to  my  chains,  and  roe  to  fill 
Hie  throne  that  Osman  sits  on — ^niin  and  wretch- 
edness  - 
Catch  and  oonsame  my  wishes,  but  I  would 
To  raise  me  to  myself,  descend  to  him. 
Set  llark !  the  wished  music  sounds— Tis  he — 

becomes .  [ExU  Selima. 

Zer.  My  heart  prevented  him,  ahd  found  him 
n^art 
Absent  two  long  whole  days,  the  slow-paced  hour 
At  kai  is  oCMne,  and  gives  him  to  my  wishes ! 

[A  grand  march. 

Enter  Osuas,  heading  a  papery  which  he  re-de^ 
Inert  16  Crash  in  ;  with  Attendants, 

Obw.  Wait  my  return— hv,  should  th^re  be  a 


That  may  require  my  presence,  do  not  fear 
To  eater;  ever  mindful,  that  my  own 

•     [Exit  Oras.  ^c. 
Follows. my  people's  happiness. — ^At  length. 
Cares  have  released  my  heart — ^to  love  and  Zara. 
Zar.  Twus  not  in  cruel  absence,  to  deprive 


Of  your  imperial  image — every  where 
You  rcigift  triumphant :  memory  supplies 
BeflectJoo  with  ^our  power;  and  you,  like  Hear 

veoy 
Are  alwaya  present — and  are  always  gracious. 
0am,   The    sultans,  my  great  ancestors,  be- 
queathed 
Their  empif«  Co  me,  but  their  taste  they  gave 

not; 
Their  laws,  their  lives,  their  loves,  delight  not  me : 
1  know  our  prophet  smiles  on  am*rous  wishes, 
And  opens  a  wide  field  to  vast  desire ; 
I  know,  that  At  im  will  I  might  possess ; 
Tliat,  wastii^  tenderness  in  wild  profusion, 
I  mifrht  look  down  to  my  surroumcd  feet, 
Aod  biesa  oootending  bMuties.    I  might  speak, 
Serenely  slothful,   from  within  my  palace. 
And  bid  my  pteaaore  be  my  people  s  law. 
fittC,  sweet  aa  aoftness  is,  its  ena  is  cruel. 
I  can  took  round,  and  count  a  hundred  kings, 
Caoooquercd  hy   themselves,  and   slaves  to  o- 

thers: 
Uenoe  waa  Jerusalem,  to  christians  lost ; 
fiat  Heaven,  to  blast  that  unbclieviiig  race, 


Tau^t  me  to  be  a  king,  by  thinking  like  one* 
Hence,  from  the  distant  Euxine  to  the  Nile, 
The  trumpet's  voice  has  waked  the  world  to  war; 
Yet,  amidst  arms  and  death,  thy  power  has  reach^ 

ed  me; 
For  thou  disdain'st,  like  me,  a  languid  love ; 
Glory  and  Zara  join — and  charm  together. 

Zar,  I  hear  at  once,  vrith  blushes  and  with  joy. 
This  passion,  sd  unlike  your  countr^s  customs*  ' 

OsMi;  Passion,   like  mine,  disdains  my  coup* 
try's  customs ; 
The  jealousy,  the  faintness,  the  distrust, 
The  prdud^  superior  coldness  of  the  East. 
I  know  to  love  you,  Zara,  with  esteem ; 
To  trust  your  virtue,  and  to  coiirt  your  soul. 
Nobly  confiding,  I  unveil  mv  hearty 
And  dare  inform  vou^  that  'tis  all  your  Own : 
My  joys  must  all  be  yours :  only  my  cares 
Shall  ue  concealed  within — aud  reach  not  Zara. 

Zar,  Obliged,  by  this  excess  of  tenderness^ 
How  low,  how  wretched  was  the  lot  of  Zara ! 
Too  poor  with  aught,  but  thanks,  to  pay  such 
blessings ! 

Ohm.  Not  so— I  love — and  would  be  loved  a- 
gain; 
Let  me  confess  it,  I  possess  a  soul. 
That  what  it  wislies,  wishes  ardently. 
I  should  belieae  you  hated,  had  you  power 
To  love  witb^mbderation:  'tis  my  aim. 
In  every  diing,  to  reach  supreme  perfection. 
If,  with  aa  equal  flame,  I  touch  your  heart, 
Marriage  attcaids  your  smile — But  know,  'twill 

make 
Me  wretched,  if  it  makes  not  Zara  happy. 

Zar,  Ah,  sir  I  if  such  a  heart  as  generous  Os^ 
maii's 
Can,  from  my  will,  submit  to  take  its  bliss, 
What  mortal  ever  was  decreed  so  happy ! 
Pardon  the  pride  with  which  I  own  my  joy, 
Thus  wholly  to  possess  the  man  I  love  f 
To  know,  and  to  confess  his  wfll  my  fate ! 
To  be  the  happy  work  of  his  dear  liands ! 
To 


£nter  Or  asm  in. 

Qfni.  Already  interrupted !  What?  . 
Who?— Whence? 

Orat,  This  moment,  sir,  there  is  arrived 
That.Christian  slave,  who,  licensed  on  his  faitli, 
Went  hence  to  France— and,  now  returned,  prays 
audience. 
Zar,  [Aside.]  Oh,  Heaven  ! 
Osm,  Admit  liim— What  ?-^Why  comes   he 

not? 
Oras.  He  waits  without    No  Christian  dares 
approach 

^.This  place,  long  sacred  to  the  sultan's  pri\'acies. 
Qua.   Go— bring  him  with    thee — monaivhs, 
like  the  sbn. 
Shine  but  in  vain,  ^nwarmin^  if  unseen ; 
WitlK  forms,  and  revereocf ,   let  the  great  ap' 
.  proach  us ; 
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Not  the  unhappy ; — every  place  alike, 
Gives  tlie  diatrc^sed  a  privilege  to  enter.* 


[Esii  Oroi. 
1  tMnk  with  horror  on  these  dreadfal  nraxims, 
Which  harden  kbgs  insensibly  to  tyrants. 

Reenter  Ok  asm  in  with  Nerestan. 

.    Aer.  Imperial  sultan !  honoured,  even  by  foes ! 
See  me  returned,  regardful  of  my  vow. 
And  punctual  to  discliaige  a  Christian's  duty. 
I  bring  the  ransom  of  the  captive  Zara, 
Fair  ^lima,  the  |nrtner  of  her  fortune, 
And  of  ten  Christian  captives,  prisoners  here. 
You  promised,  sultan,  if  I  should  return, 
To  grant  their  rated  liberty . — Behold, 
I  am  returned,  and  they  are  yours  no  more. 
I  would  have  stretched  my  purpose  to  myself. 
But  fortune  has  dei>ied  it ; — my  poor  all 
Sufficed  no  further,  and  a  noble  poverty 
Is  now  my  whole  possession. — I  redeem 
The  promised  Chnstians;  for  I  taught  them  hope : 
But,  for  myself,  I  come  aciin  your  slave, 
To  virait  the  fuller  hand  of  future  charity. 
Osm.  Christian!  I  must  confess  thy  courage 

chnlrms  me ! 
But  let  tliy  pride  be  taught,  it  treads  too  high, 
When  it  presumes  to  climb  above  my  mercy. 
Go  ransomless  thyself,  and  carry  back 
Their  unaccepted  ransoms,  joined  with  gifts,- 
Fit  to  re^f  ard  thy  purpose ;  instead  of  ten, 
Demand  a  hundred  Cliristians ;  they  are  thine : 
Take  tlicm,  and  bid  them  teach  tneir  haughty 

country, 
They  left  some  virtue  among  Saracens. — 
Be  Lusignan  alone  excepted — ^He, 
Who  boasts  the  blood  of  kings,  and  dares  lay 

claim 
To  my  Jerusalem— ^that  claim,  his  guilt ! 
Such  is  the  law  of  states ;  had  I  been  vanquished^ 
Thus  had  he  said  of  me.    I  mourn  his  lo^ 
Who  must  in  fetfers,  lost  to  daylieht  pine, 
And  sigh  sway  old  age  in  grief  and  pam. 
For  Zara — but  to  name  her  as  a  Captive, 
Were  to  dishonour  language ; — she's  a  prite 
Above  thy  purchase : — all  the  Christian  realms, 
With  all  their  kings  to  guide  them,  would  unite 
In  vaihy  to  force  her  from  me— ^o^  retire—^ 


[HiLt. 


Ner.  For  Zara's  mtimn. 
I  had  your  royal  word.    For 
Unhappy,  poor,  eld  man 

Ofm.  Was  I  not  heard  ? 
Have  I  not.  told  thee.  Christian,  all  my  will  ? 
What  if  I  praised  thee  !— »lUs  prennaptoous 

virtue. 
Compelling  my  esteem,  provokes  my  pride; 
Begone— «ad  when  to-morrow's  son  shall  rise 
On  my  dominions,  be  not  found— too  near  me. 

[Exit  Nermian. 

Zdr,  [Aside.]  Assist  him.  Heaven ! 

Osm:  Zara,  retire  a  moment — 
Assume,  throughout  my  palace,  sovereign  empire, 
While  I  giv^  onkn  to  prepare  die  pomp 
That  waits  to  crown  thee  mistress  of  my  throne. 

[Leadi  her  aut-mtd  returns, 
Or&smin  !  didist  thou  mark  the  imperioas  slave ! 
What  cnuld  he  mean? — he  sighed— andi  as  he 

went. 
Turned  and  looked  back  at  Zara  I— 4idst  thoo 
mark  it  ? 

Oras.  Alas !   my  sovereign  master  !  let  not 
jealousy 
Strike  htt»h  enough  to  readi  your  noble  heart. 

Osm,  Jealousy,  said'st  thou?  I  (tisdaia  it>— 
No! 
Distrust  is  poor  (  and  a  misplaced  sospfcion 
Invites  and  justifies  the  falsehood  feaied. — 
Yet,  as  I  love  with  warmth— so/ 1  ooald  hate ! 

But  Zara  is  above  disguise  and  hit : 

My  love  is  stronger,  nobler,  than  my  power. 
J^lous ! — I  was  not  jealous !  If  I  wm, 
I  am  not-^no — my*  hear^^but,  let  us  drown 
Remembrance  of  the  word,  and  of  the  image: 
M^  heart  is  filled  witli  a  diviner  flame. — 
60^  and  prepare  for  iA»  ^proaohing  miptiri9k 
Zara  to  careful  empire  joins  delight. 
I  must  allot  one  hour  to  thoughts  of  state, 
Then,  all  the  smiling  day  is  love  and  Zara'«. 

[Esit  Ormamim. 
Monarchs,  by  forms  of  posftpous  miseiy  pFcsscd, 
In  proud,  unsocial  misenf,  onNciied, 
Would)  %at  for  lovers  soft  infliienoe,  corse  tibcir 

throne, 
Andy  among  erswded  millions^  live  alone.  |^£rtf. 


ACT*   n. 


SCENE  I. 

Nerestax^  Ghatillov^ 

Cha.  Matchlbss  Nerestan  !  generous  and 

great! 
You,  who  have  broke  the  chains  of  hopeless 

slaves ! 
You,  Christian  saviour !  by  a  Saviour  sent ! 
Appear,  be  known,  enjoy  your  due  delight ; 
Inc  grateful  weepers  wait  to  clasp  your  knees, 
Tliey  throng  to  kiss  *t2ie  happy  band  that  saved 

them ; 


for 


Indulge  the  kind  impatience  of  dwir  cjre^ 
And,  at  their  head,  command  their  ~ 

ever. 
Ner.  Illustrious  ChatiOon !  tins  prvse  o*er- 

whelms  me ; 
What  iTave  I  done  beyond  a  Christian's  dutv ; 
Beyond  what  yon  wtmid,  in  my  place,  have  dnne  ? 
Chat.  True-^t  is  ever^  booest  ClirntiMir»  ihity ; 
N«y,  'tis  the  blessing  of  soch  minds  as  o«ir% 
For  others'  good  to  sacrifice  oor  own. — 
Yet,  happy  they,  to  whom  Heaven  gru&ts  dia 

fvower. 
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To  execQte,  like  you,  that  duty's  cftll. 

for  08"^  relidts  of  abandoned  war, 

Fopgnt  in  France,  and  in  Jennalom, 

Lefl  to  grow  old  in  fetters, — Osman's  father 

CoosigDed  us  to  the  gloom  of  a  damp  dungeon, 

WlMfe,  but  for  you,  we  must  have  groaned  out 

life, 
And  MUTe  FVance  have  blessed  our  eyes  no 
more. 
Ner.  The  will  of  gracious  Heaven,  that  soften- 
ed Osman, 
ln^»ircd  me  for  your  sakes  : — But,   with  our 

joyi 
FlowSf  mixed,  a  bitter  sadness— I  had  hoped 

To  save  horn  their  perversion  a  ^ang  beauty, 

Who»  in  her  infant  innooence,  with  me. 

Wis  made  a  slave  by  cruel  Noradin ; 

Wlieo,  aprinkling  Syria  with  the  blood  of  Chris* 

tians, 

Cnarea's  walls  saw  Losi^an  surprized, 

And  the  proud  crescent  rise  in  bloody  triumph. 

From  this  seraglio  having  young  escaped, 

Fate,  three  years  since,  restored  mc  to  my  chains; 

Then,  sent  to  Paris  on  my  plighted  faitli, 

I  flattered  my  fond  hope  with  vain  resolves. 

To  pnde  the  lovely  Zara  to  that  court 

^Vhere  Lewb  has  established  virtue's  throne: 

fiat  Oman  will  detain  lier-^et,  not  Osman ; 

2ara  herself  forgets  she  is  a  Christian, 


prop  ot  all  our  cnnstian  liope 
CAat,  Dispose  me  at  your  will— *I  am  your 

own. 
Ner.  Oh,  Sir,  great  Lusignan,  so  loi^  their 
captive. 
That  last  of  an  heroic  race  of  kings  ! 
lliat  warrior,    whose  past  fame  has  filled  the 

#oHd! 
CKman  refuses  to  my  sighs  for  ever ! 
Cket.  Sstf^  then,  we  have  been  all  redeemed 
in  vain ; 
PerUh  that  soldier  who  would  quit  his  chains, 
^nd  leave  his  noble  ddef  behind  in  fetters. 
Alas !  you  know  him  not  as  I  have  known  him; 
lliank  Heaven,  that  pboed  your  birth  so  far 

removed 
From  those  detested  days  of  blood  and  woe : 
But  f,  less  happy,  was  condemned  to  sec 
Thy  walls,  Jerusalem,  beat  down — and  all 
0«ir  pious  fathers'  labours  lost  in  ruins ! 
Heaven  f  had  you  seen  the  very  temple  rifled ! 
The  sacred  sepulchre  itself  profaned ! 
Fattiers  with  children  mingled,  flame  together ! 
And  oitr  last  king,  oppressed  with  age  and  arras, 
Murdered,  and  bleeding, o'er  his  mui'dered  sons  ! 
Then  Lusi^^rmn,  Aole  remnant  of  his  race, 
HalWing  our  fated  few  amidst  the  flames, 
Fcarlessy  beneath  the  crush  of  falling  towers, 
llie  conquerors  and  the  conquered,  groans  and 

death? 
Dreadful— -and,  svaviog  in  his  baud  his  sword, 


Red  widi  the  blood  of  infidels  cried  out, 
This  way,  ye  faithful  Christians !  follow  me.< 


Ner,  How  full  of  glory  was  that  brave  retreat  I 
CJkai.  Twas  Heaven,  no  doubt,  that  saved 

and  led  him  on ; 
Pointed  his  path,  and  marched  our  guardian 

guide: 
We  reached  Cassarea^-there  the  general  voice 
Chose  Lusignan,  thenceforth  to  give  us  laws ; 
Alas !  'twas  vain — Cxsorea  could  not  stand 
When  Siou's  self  was  lullen  ! — ^we  were  betrayed; 
And  Lusignan  condemned  to  length  of  life, 
In  chains,  in  damps,  and  darkness  and  despair : 
Yet  ^at|  amidst  bis  miseries,  he  looked. 
As  it  he  could  not  feel  his  fate  himself, 
But  as  it  reached  his  followers.    And  shall  we, 
For  whom  our  generous  leader  suffered  this, 
Be  vilely  safe,  and  dare  be  blessed  without  him  ? 
Ner,  Oh !  I  shoukl  hate  the  liberty  he  shared 

not. 
I  knew  too  well  the  miseries  you  describe. 
For  I  was  bom  amidst  them.  Chains  and  death, 
Cu^sarea  lost,  and  Saracens  triumphant. 
Were  the  first  objects  whicli  my  eyese'er  looked  on. 
Hurried,  an  infant,  among  other  infants, 
Snatched  from  the  bosom  of  their  bleeding  mo» 

thers, 
A  temple  saved  us,  till  the  slaughter  ceased ; 
Then  were  we  sent  to  this  ill-fated  city. 
Here,  in  the  palace  of  our  former  kinss. 
To  learn,  from  Saracens,  their  hated  faith. 

And  be  completely  wretched. Zara,  too. 

Shared  this  captivity ;  we  both  grew  up 
So  near  each  other,  that  a  tender  friendship 
Endeared  her  to  my  wishes:  My  fond  heart—* 
Pardon  its  weakness,  bleeds  to  see  her  lost. 
And,  for  a  barbarous. tyrant,  quit  her  God ! 

Chat.  Such  is  tlie  Suracens'  too  fatal  policy ! 
Watchful  seducers,  still,  of  infant  weakness : 
Happy  that  you,  so  young,  escaped  their  hands ! 

But  let  us  think ^May  not  this  Zara's  interest^ 

Loving  tlie  sultan,  and  by  him  beloved. 
For  lusignan  procure  some  softer  sentence  f 
The  wise  and  just,  with  innooence,  may  draw 
Their  own  advantage  from  the  guilt  of  others. 

Ner.  How  shall  I  gain  admission  to  her  presence? 
Osman  has  banished  m&— but  tliat's  a  trifle ; 
Will  the  seraglio's  portals  open  to  me  ? 
Or,  could  I  find  that  easy  to  my  hopes. 
What  prospect  of  success  from  an  apostate. 
On  whom  I  cannot  look  without  disoain. 
And  who  will  read  her  shame  upon  my  brow  f 
The  hardest  trial  of  a  generous  mind. 
Is,  to  court  favours  from  a  hand  it  scorns. 
Chut.  Think  it  is  Lusignan  we  seek  to  serve. 
Ner.   Well— it  shall  be   attemptcd-^EiariL ! 

who  is  tliis  ? 
Are  my  eyes  false ;  or,  is  it  reall3r'she ? 

Enter  ZaftA. 

Zar,  Start  not,  my  worthy  friend !  I  come  to 
stekyou; 
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The  sultan  has  pennitted  it ;  fear  aothing } — *^  | 
But  to  confirm  my  hearty  which  trembles  near  you, 
Soften  that  angry  air,  nor  look  reproach ; 
Why  should  we  fear  each  other,  both  mistaking  ? 
Associates  from  our  birth,  one  prison  held  us. 
One  friendship  taught  afBietion  to  be  calm, 
Till  Heaven  thought  fit  to  fai'our  your  escape. 
And  call  you  to  tlie  fields  of  happier  France ; 
Thence,  once  again,  it  was  my  lot  to  find  you 
A  prisoner  here ;  where,  hid  amongst  a  crowd 
Qf  undistinguished  staves,  with  less  restnunt, 

I  shared  your  freciuent. converse; 

It  pleased  your  pity,  shall  I  say  your  friendship  ? 
Or  rather,  shall  I  call  it  generous  chanty  ? 
To  form  that  noble  purpose,  to  redeem 
distressful  Zara — ^you  procured  my  ransom, 
And,  with  a  greatness  that  out-soared  a  crown. 
Returned  yourself  a  slave,  to  give  me  freedom ; 
But  Heaven  has  cast  our  fate  for  diflR^rent  dimes : 
Here,  in  Jerusalem,  I  fix  for  ever ; 
Yet,  among  all  the  shine  that  marks  my  fortune, 
I  shall,  with  frequent  tears,  remember  yours ; 
Your  goodness  will  for  ever  soothe  my  heart, 
And  keep  your  image  still  a  dweller  there : 
Warmed  hy  your  great  example  to  protect 
That  faiths  wh*feh  lifts  humanity  so  high, 
I'll  be  a  mother  to  distressful  Christians. 

Nen  How ! — Yon  protect  the  Christians!  you, 
who  can 
Abjure  their  saving  faith,  and  coldly  see 
Great  Lusignan,  their  chief,  die  slow  in  chaifis ! 

Zar.  To  bring  him  freedom  you  behold  me 
here} 
You  will  this  moment  m^t  his  eyes  in  joy. 

Chat.  Shall  I  then  live  to  bless  that  happy  hour? 

Ner,  Can  Christiuiis  owe  so  dear  a  eift  to  Za- 
ra?  ^ 

Zar.  Hopeless  I  gathered  courage  to  iiitreat 
The  sultan  for  his  liberty-^aniazed. 
So  soon  to  gain  the  happiness  I  wished  ! 
3ce  where  they  bring  the  good  old  chief,  grown 

dim 
With  age,  by  pain  and  sorrows  hastened  on ! 

Chat,  How  is  my  heart  dissolved  with  sudden 
joy ! 

Zar,  I  long  to  view  his  venerable  face; 
But  tears,  I  know  not  why,  eclipse  my  sight.    • 
I  feel,  metbiiiks,  redoubled  pity  for  him ; 
But,  I,  alas !  myself  have  been  a  slave ; 
And  when  we  pity  woes  which  we  have  felt, 
Tis  but  a  partial  virtue ! 

Ner.  Amazement ! — ^Whence  this  greatness  in 
an  infidel ! 

.  Enter  Lusignan  led  in  hy  two  Guards, 

LuM.  Where  am  I  ?  From  the  dungeon's  depth 
what  voice 
Has  called  roe  to  revisit  long-lost  day  ? 
Am  I  with  Christians  ? — I  am  weak — forgive  me. 
And  guide  my  trembling  steps.  Fm  full  of  years; 
Jdy  miseries  have  worn  me  more  than  age. 
JisfL  It  in  trutB,  at  liberty?  [Seating  himself. 

la 


Chat.  You  arc  J 
And  every  Christian's  grief  takes  end  with  youn. 

Lus.  O  light!   O,  dearer  far  than  light,  diaC 
voice  ! 
Chatillon,  is  it  you  ?  my  fellow-martyr  ? 
And  shall  our  wretchedness,  indeed,  have  end  ? 
In  what  place  are  we  now  ! — ^m^  feeble  eyes, 
Disused  to  day^^bght,  long  in  vain  to  find  you. 

Chat.  This  was  the  palace  of  your  royal  fa* 
thers : 
*Ti%  now  the  son  of  Noradin's  seraglio. 

Zar,  Tlie  master  of  this  plac^— the  mighty 
Osman, 
Distinguishes,  and  loves  to  cherish  virtue. 
This  generous  Frenchman,  yet  a  stranger  to  yon,' 
Drawn  from  his  native  soil,  from  peace  and  rcft, 
Brought  the  vowed  ransoms  of  ten   Christiait 

slaves, 
Himself  contented  to  remain  a  captive : 
But  Osman,  charmed  by  greatness^  like  his  own. 
To  equal  what  he  lovea,  has  given  him  yon. 

tjus.  So  Eenerous  France  inspires*  ber 


sons 


r 


They  have  been  ever  dear  and  useful  to 
Would  I  were  nearer  to  him — ^Noble  sir, 

[Nertsian  approackai, 
How  have  I  merited,  that  you  for  roe 
Should  pass  such  distant  seas^  to  bring  me  bles- 
sings. 
And  hazard  your  own  safety  for  my  sake  ? 

Ner,  My  name,  sir,  is  Nerestan ;  bom  in  Syria, 
I  wore  the  chains  of  slavery  from  my  birth ; 
T'lWf  quitting  the  proud  crescent  for  the  court 
Where  warlike  Lewis  reigns,  beneath  his  eye 
I  learnt  the  trade  of  arms :  the  rank  I  held 
Was  but  the  kind  distinction  which  be  gave  me. 
To  tempt  my  courage  to  doserve  res;ard. 
Your  sight,  unhappy  prince,  would  cfaami  his 

eye; 
That  best  and  greatest  monarch  JwiU  behold. 
With  grief  and  joy,  those  venerable  wmuids^ 
And  print  embraces  where  your  fetters  bound 

you. 
All  Paris  will  revere  the  cross's  mar^r ; 
Paris,  the  refuge  still  of  ruined  kin^ ! 
Lus.  Alas !  in  times  long  past,  I  have  seen  its 
glory : 
When  Philfp  the  Victorious  lived,  I  foo$;ht 
A-breast  with  Montmorency  and  Melun, 
D'Estaing,  De  Neile,  and  the  far-faknous  Coorcy  ; 
Names  ^hich  were  tlien  tlie  praise  and  dread  oi^ 

war! 
But  what  haye  I  to  do  at  Paris  now  ? 
I  stand  upon  the  brink  of  the  cold  grave  9 
That  way  my  journey  lie»^to  find,  I  bope» 
The  King  of  Kings,  and  {isk  the  reoompcnoe 
For  all  my  woes,  long  suffered  for  liis  sak 
You  generous  witnesses  of  my  last  boor. 
While  I  yet  live,  assist  my  humble  prayers. 
And  join  the  resignation  of  my  soul. 
Nerestan  !  Chatillon !  and  you,  fair 
Whose  tears  do  honoui:  to  an  old  man's 
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Pity  a  father,  the  unhappiest  sare 
That  ever  felt  the  hand  of  angry  heaven ! 
My  eyefly  though  dying,  still  can  furnish  tears; 
Half  my  long  hfethey  flowed,  and  still  will  flow ! 
A  dauehter  and  three  sons,  my  heart's  proud 

hopes. 
Were  all  torn  from  me  in  their  tend'rest  years — 
My  friend  Chatillon  kiiQW9»  and  can  remem- 
bci^- — 

Chat.  Would  I  were  able  to  forget  your  woe. 

Iau,  Thou  wert  a  prisoner  with  me  ii^  C«r 
sarea,        • 
And  there  beheld'st  my  wife  and  two  dear  sons 
Perish  in  flames. 

Chat,  A  captive  and  in  fetters, 
I  could  not  help  them. 

Iau.  I  know  thou  couldst  not 

Oh,  'twas  a  dreadful  scene !  these  eyes  beheld  it. 

Husband  and  father,  helpless  I  beheld  it — 

Denied  the  mournful  privilege  to  die ! 

Oh,  my  poor  children !  whom  I  now  deploie; 

If  ye  are  saints  in  Heaven,  as  sure  ye  are. 

Look  with  an  eye  of  pity  on  that  brother. 

That  sister  whom  you  left !  If  I  have  yet 

Or  son  or  daughter :  for  in  early  chains, 

Far  from  their  lost  and  unassistmg  father, 

I  heard  that  tliey  were  sent,  with  numbers  more, 

To  this  seraglio  ;  hence  to  be  dispersed 

In  nameless  remnants  o'er  the  East,  and  spread 

Pur  Christian  miseries  round  a  faithless  world. 

Chat.  Twas  true — For  in  the  horrors  of  thfit 
day, 
I  snatched  your  infant  daughter  ffom  her  cradle ; 
But.  finding  every  hope  of  flight  was  vain, 
Scarce  had  I  sprinkled,  from  a  public  fountain, 
Those  sacred  drops  which  wash  the  soul  from  sin, 
When  from  my  bleeding  arras,  fierce  Saracens 
Forced  the  lost  innocent,  who  smiling  lay. 
And  pointed,  playful,  at  the  swarthy  spoilers ! 
With  her,  your  youngest,  then  your  only  son. 
Whose  little  life  had  reached  the  fourth  sad  year. 
And  just  given  sense  to  feel  his  own  misfprtunes, 
Was  ordered  to  this  citv. 

Ner,  I  too,  hither, 
Just  at  that  fatal  a<:;e,  from  lost  Cfesarea, 
Came  in  that  crowd  of  undistinguished  Christi- 
ans.  

Lus.   You!    came  you  thence?    Alas!    who 
'knows  but  you 
Might  heretofore  have  seen  my  two  poor  children. 
[lM}kiHg  tip.]     Ah,  madam !    that  small  omap 

ment  you  wear. 
Its  form  a  stranger  to  this  country's  fashion. 
How  long  has  it  ncen  yours } 

Zar.  From  my  first  birth,  sir 
Ah,  what !  you  seem  surprised !  why  should  this 
move  vou? 

Im  Woufd  you  confide  it  to  my  trembling 
hands? 

Zar.  To  what  new  wonders  am  I  now  reser- 
ved? 
Oh,  sir!  what  mean  you  ? 


Lu».  Providence  and  Heaven  ! 
Oh,  failing  eyes,  deceive  ye  not  my  hope  ? 
Can  this  be  possible  ? — Yes,  yes — 'tis  she ! 
This  little  cross— I  know  it,  by  sure  marks ! 
Oh!  take  me,  Heaven!   while  {  can  die  with 

J7 — 

Zar,   Oh,  do  not,  sir,  distract  me! — rising 
thoughts. 
And  hop^s,  and  fears,  o'erwhelm  me  ! 

Lus.  Tell  me,  yet. 
Has  i.t  remained  n>r  ever  in  your  hands  ? 

What both  brought  captives  from  Cflcisarea 

hither ! 

Zar.  Both,  both 

Oh,  Heaven !  have  I  then  found  a  father  ? 

Lut.  Their  voice !  their  looks ! 
The  living  images  of  their  dear  mother ! 

0  God  !  who  see'st  m^  tears,  and  knowest  my 

thoughts. 
Do  not  forsake  me  at  this  dawn  of  hope 
Strengthen  my  hearL  too  feeble  for  this  joy. 
IV^adam !  Nerestan  I  Help  me,  Chatillon  1 

[Rising. 
Nerestan,  hast  thou  on  thy  breast  a  scar, 
VVhich,  ere  Csesarea  fell,  twM  a  fierce  hand. 
Surprising  us  by  night,  my  child  received  ? 

Ner.  Blessed  hand ! — ^I  bear  it — sir,  the  mark 
is  there ! 

Las.  Mercnful  Heaven ! 

Ner.  \ Kneeling.]  Oh,  sir ! — Oh,  Zara,  kneel. — 

Zar.  [Kneeling.]  My  father  !— Oh  ! 

Lus.  Oh,  my  lost  children  ! 

Both.  Oh ! 

Lus.  My  son!  my  daughter!  lost  in  embracing 

you, 

1  woulq  qow  die,  lest  this  should  prove  a  dream ! 

Chat.  How  touched  is  my  glad  hearty  to  see 

their  joy ! 
Ia/s.  They  shall  not  tear  you  from  my  arms — 
my  children ! 
Again,  I  find  you— dear  in  wretchedness : 
Oh,  my  brave  son — and  thou,  my  nameless  daugh- 
ter! 
Now  dissipate  i^ll  doubt,  remove  all  dread ; 
Has  Heaven,  that  gives  me  back  my  children — 

given  them. 
Such  as  I  lost  them  ? — Come  they  Christians  to 

me? 
One  weeps,  and  one  declines  a  conscious  eye ! 
Your  silence  speaks — too  well  I  understanc)  it. 
Zar.  I  cannot,  sir,  deceive  you — Osman's  laws 

Were  mine — ^and  Osman  is  not  a  Christian. 

Lus.  Her  words  are  thunder  bursting  on  my 
head; 
Wert  not  for  thee,  my  son,  I  now  should  die ! 
Full  »xty  years  I  fought  the  Christian  cause. 
Saw  their  doomed  temple  fall,  their  power  de* 

stroyed : 
Twenty,  a  captive,  in  a  dungeon's  depth. 
Yet  never  for  myself  my  tears  sought  Heaven ; 
All  for  my  children  rose  my  fruitless  prayers ; 
Yet  what*  avails  a  father's  wretched  joy  ? 
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I  have  a  daughter  gained,  and  Heaven  an  enemy. 

Oh !  my  nuaguided  daughtcF — lose  not  thv  fiiitb, 

Reclaim  thy  birthright--think  upon  the  blood 

Of  twenty  Christian  kings,  that  fills  thy  veins ; 

Tis  heroes'  blood — the  blood  of  saints  and  mar- 
tyrs! 

What  would  thy  mother  feel,  to  see  thee  thus ! 

She,  and  thy  murdered  brothers! — think,  they 
call  thee ; 

Think  that  thou  seest  them  stretch  their  bloody 
armsy 

And  weep  to  win  thee  from  their  murderer's  bo» 
som. 

Even  in  the  place  where  thou  betrayesttby  God, 

He  died,  my  diild,  to  save  thee. — ^Tum  thy  eyes, 

And  see ;  for  thou  art  near  his  sacred  sepulchre ; 

Thou  canst  not  move  a  step^  but  where  tie  trod ! 

Thou  treroblest—Oh !  admit  me  to  thy  soul ; 

Kill  not  thy  aged,  thy  afflicted  father; 

Take  not  tnus  sooq,  again,  the  life  thou  g^^est 
him: 

Shame  not  thy  mother — ^nor  renounce  thy  God. 

Tis  past — Repentance  dawns  in  thy  sweet  eyes; 

I  see  bright  truth  descending  to  thy  heart, 

And  now,  my  long-iost  child  is  found  for  ever ! 
ATer.  Oh,  doubly  blest !  a  sister,  and  a  sottl| 

To  be  redeemed  together ! 
Zar.  Oh,  my  father  ! 

pear  author  of  my  life !  inform  me,  teach  m^ 


What  should  my  du^  do  ? 

Lui.  By  one  short  word. 
To  dry  up  all  my  tean^  and  make  life  welcome, 
Say  thou  art  a  Christian-—- 

Zar.  Sir— I  am  a  Christian. 

LtM.  Receive  her,  gracious  Heaven !  and  UeF« 
her  for  it. 

Enter  Obasmin. 
Orat,  Madam,  the  saltan  ordered  me  to  tell 

That  he  expects  you  instant  qait  this  place. 
And  bid  your  last  farewell  to  these  vile  Chns> 

tians. 
You,  captive  Frenchmen,  follow  me ;  for  you» 
It  is  my  task  to  answer. 

Chat.  Still  new  miseries ! 
How  cautious  man  should  bc^  to  si^, Ym  happy! 

Xas.  These  are  the  times^  my  niends^  to  tiy 
our  firmness. 
Our  Christian  firmness,  ■ 

Zar.  Alas, sir!  Oh! 

Lus.  Oh,  you ! — ^I  dare  not  name  you ! 
Farewell — but,  come  what  may,  be  sure  remeoi- 

ber 
You  keep  the  fatal  secret !  for  the  rest. 
Leave  aU  to  Heaven-— 'be  faithful,  and  be  falest 


ACT    III. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Osman  and  Orasmik. 

Otm.  Oeasmin,  this  alarm  was  false  and 
groundless ; 
I^ewLs  no  longer  turns  his  arms  on  me ; 
The  French,  grown  weary  by  a  length  of  woes, 
Wish  not  at  once  to  quit  their  fruitful  plains. 
And  famish  on  Arabia's  desart  sands. 
Their  ships,  ^tis.true,  have  spread  the  Syrian  seas; 
And  Lewis,  hovering  o'er  the  coast  of  Cyprus, 
Alarms  the  fears  of  Asia — But  Fve  learnt. 
That,  steering  wide  from  our  nnmenaccd  ports, 
lie  points  his  thnnder  at  the  Egyptian  shore. 
There  let  him  war,  and  waste  my  enemies ; 
Their  mutual  conflict  will  but  fii  my  throne. 
Release  those  Christians—I  restore  their  free* 

dom; 
TwHI  please  their  master,  nor  can  weaken  me ; 
Transport  them  at  my  cost,  to  find  their  king ; 
I  wish  to  have  him  know  me :  carry  thither 
This  Lusknan,  whom,  tell  him,  I  restore, 
Because  I  cannot  fear  hts  fame  in  arms ; 
But  love  him  for  hb  virtue  and  his  blood. 
Tell  him,  my  father,  having  conquered  twice, 
(Condemned  him  to  perpetual  chains;  but  I 
|Live  set  him  free,  that  I  might  triumph  more. 

Orai.  The  Christians  gain  an  army  in  his  name. 

Qsm.  I  cannot  fear  a  souod.^*- 


Oras.  But,  sir should  Lewu 

Otm.  Tell  Lewis,  and  the  wurld — it  Aaii  be 

so: 
Zara  proposed  it,  and  my  heart  approves : 
Thy  statesman's  reason  is  too  dull  for  love  ! 
Why  wilt  thou  force  me  to  confess  it  all  ? 
Though  I  to  Lewis  send  back  Lus^an, 
I  give  him  but  to  Zara — ^I  have  grieved  her; 
And  owed  her  the  atonement  of  this  joy. 
Thy  false  advices,  which  but  now  misled 
My  anger,  to  confine  those  helpless  Chnstiaiis, 
Gave  her  a  pain ;  I  feel  for  her  and  me : 
But  I  talk  on,  and  waste  the  smilii^  ninfiieiit& 
For  one  long  hour  I  yet  defer  my  nuptials ; 
But,  'tis  not  lost,  that  hour !  'twill  be  all  hen ! 
She  would  employ  it  in  a  conference 
With  that  Nerestan,  whom  thou 

Christian. 
Ora$.  And  have  you,  sir,  indulged  that  stian^ 

desire? 
Osvi.  What  meanest  thou  ?    They  were  infant 

slaves  together: 
Friends  should  part  kind^  who  are  to  meet  do 

more. 
When  Zara  asks,  I  will  refuse  her  oodui^ : 
Restraint  was  never  made  for  those  vn»  love. 
Down  with  those  rigours  of  the  proud  seraglio : 
I  hate  its  law^ — where  blind  austerity 
Sinks  virtue  to  necessity.^-My  blood 
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Dudums  your  Asan  jodoasy  >— I  hold 
Hie  iieroei  free  plainness  of  mTScythian  anoeston^ 
Thar  open  oon6denoe^  their  honest  hate, 
Tbdr  lore  anfearin^  and  their  anger  bold. 
Go— die  good  Christian  waits— conduct  him  to 

her; 
Zam  eipects  thee    What  she  willsL  obe  j. 

[Exit  Otman, 
Oru,  Ho !  Christian !  enter — wait  a  moment 

here. 

Enter  Nerestan. 

Zua  will  soon  approach — ^I  go  to  find  her. 

[ExitOrat. 
Ner,  In  what  a  state,  in  what  a  place,  I  leave 
her? 
Ob,  fuA !  oh,  father !  oh,  my  poor  lost  sister ! 
She's  here 

Enter  Zara. 

Thank  Heaven,  it  b  not,  then,  unlawful 

To  see  jou,  jet  once  more,  my  lovely  sister ! 

Xot  all  so  happy ! ^We,  who  met  but  now. 

Shall  never  meet  again ^for  Lnsignan— 

We  shail  be  orphans  still,  and  want  a  father. 
Zar.  Forbid  it  Heaven  ! 
No'.  His  last  sad  hour's  at  hand 
TZutf  Bow  of  joy,  which  followed  our  discovery. 
Too  strong  and  sudden  for  his  age's  weaknessy 
Wtsdng  his  spirits,  dried  the  source  of  life. 
Ami  Datnre  yields  him  up  to  time's  demand. 
Shall  he  not  die  in  peace  ? — Oh !  let  no  doubt 
Dijturb  his  parting  moments  with  distrust ; 
I«t  me,  when  I  return  to  close  his  eyes. 
Compose  hb  mind's  impatience  too,  and  tell  him, 
loo  are  confirmed  a  Christian ! 
2cr.  Oh  I  may  hu  soul  enjoy,  in  earth  and 
heaven, 
CtemaJ  rest !  nor  let  one  thought,  one  sigh. 
One  bold  complaint  of  mine,  recall  his  cares ! 
BotyoQ  have  injured  me,  who  still  can  doubt-— 
What !  am  I  not  your  sister?  and  shall  you 
Refine  me  credit }  You  suppose  me  light ; 
I'oo,  who  sboald  judge  my  honour  by  your  own, 
Shall  you  disCmst  a  truth  I  dared  avow. 
And  stamp  apostate  on  a  sister's  heart ! 

Aer.  Adk  I  do  not  misconceive  me !— if  I  erred, 
Aftctioo,  not  distrust,  misled  my  fear ; 
Your  win  may  be  a  Christian,  yet  not  vou ; 
There  is  a  sacred  mark— «  sign  of  faitn, 
A  pledge  of  promise,  that  must  firm  your  claim, 
Wash  yoa  iram  guilt,  and  open  Heaven  before 

you. 
^vear,  swear  by  all  die  woes  we  all  have  borne, 
Bt aJJ  the  martyred  saints,  who  call  you  daughter, 
TW  joa  conaenCy  this  day,  to  seal  our  faith, 
6t  tint  myBCerioos  rite  which  waits  your  call. 

Zmr,  I  swear  by  Heaven,  and  all  its  holy  host. 
Its  taints,  its  martyrs,  its  attesting  angels. 
And  the  dread  presence  of  its  living  author, 
To  have  no  failh  bat  yours; — to  die  a  Christian  ! 
^om,  tell  me  whai  this  mystic  fait)i  requires. 
VoImL 


Ner,  To  hate  the  hapmneis  of  Osman's  throne^ 
And  love  that  God,  who,  through  his  maze  of 

woes. 
Has  brought  us  all,  unhopin^  thus  together. 
For  me— -I  am  a  soldier,  uninstructed. 
Nor  daring  to  instruct,  though  strong  in  faith : 
But  I  will  bring  the  ambassador  of  Heaven, 
To  dear  your  views,  and  lift  you  to  your  God  I 
Be  it  your  task  to  gain  admission  for  him.  ■    < 
But  where?   for  whom? — Oh!   thou  immortal 

Power ! 
Whence  can  we  hope  it,  in  this  cursed  seraglio  ? 
Who  is  this  slave  ot  Osman  ?  Yes,  this  slave ! 
Does  she  not  boast  the  blood  of  twentv  kings  f 
Is  not  her  race  the  same  with  that  of  Lewis  ? 
Is  she  not  Lusignan's  unhappy  daughter  ? 
A  Christian,  and  my  rister  ? — ^yet  a  slave ! 
A  willing  slave  I — I  dare  not  speak  more  plainly, 
Zar.  Cruel !  go  on— Alas !  you  do  not  know 

me! 
At  once,  a  stranger  to  my  secret  fate. 
My  pains,  my.  fears,  my  wishes,  and  my  power ; 
I  am-^I  will  be  Christian — ^will  receive 
This  holy  priest,  with  his  mysterious  blessiiig; 
I  will  not  do,  nor  suffer,  aught  unworthy 
Myself,  my  father,  or  my  fwier's  race. 
But,  tell  mo        nor  be  tender  on  this  point    ■  ■• 
What  punishment  your  Christian  laws  decree 
For  an  unhappy  wretch,  who,  to  herself 
Unknown,  ana  all  abandoned  by  the  world. 
Lost  and  enslaved,  has,  in  her  sovereiga  masteiv 
Found  a  protector,  generous  as  great. 
Has  touched  his  hea^  and  g^ven  him  all  her 

own? 
Ner.  The  punishment  of  such  a  slave  should  be 
Death  in  this  world — and  pain  in  that  to  come, 
Zar,  I  am  that  sUve — strike  here — and  save 

my  shame ! 
Ner.  Destruction  to  my  hopes !  Can  it  be^u  ) 
Zar.  It  is — ^Adored  by  Osman,  I  adore  him: 
This  hour  the  nuptial  rites  will  make  us  one. 
Ner.  What !  marry  Osman ! — Let  the  world 

grow  dark. 
That  the  extinguished  sun  may  hide  th^  shame ! 
Could  it  be  thus,  it  were  no  crime  to  kill  thee ! 
Zar.  Strike,  strike — ^I  love  him— yes,  by  He»i 

ven  I  love  him. 
Ner.  Death  is  thy  due— but  not  thy  due  fron^ 

me: 
Yet,  were  the  honour  of  our  house  no 
My  father's  fame,  and  the  too  gentle  laws 
Of  that  religion  which  thou  hast 
Did  no^  the  God  thou  quittest  hold  back  my 

arm 

Not  there — I  could  not  there— but,  by  my  soul, 
I  would  rush,  desperate,  to  the  sultan  s  breast. 
Am)  plunge  my  sword  in  his  proud  heart,  wha 

damns  tiiee ! 
Oh !  shame !  shame !  shame !  at  such  a  dme  as 

this! 
When  Lewis !  that  awakener  of  the  worid^ 
Beneath  the  lifted  cross  makes  Egypt  pa)e, 
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Aod  draws  the  sword  of  Heaven  to  spread  our 

faith, 
Now  to  submit  to  see  my  sister  doomed 
A  bosom  slave  to  him,  whose  tyrant  heart 
But  measures  glory  by  the  Christian's  woe ! 
Ye»--I  will  dare  acquaint  our  father  with  it; 
Departing  Lusignan  may  live  so  long, 
As  just  to  hear  thy  shame,  and  die  to  escape  it 

J&r.  Stay — my  too  angry  brother — stay-— per- 
haps, 
Zara  has  resolution  great  as  thine : 
^is  cruet^— -and  unkindw — ^Thy  words  are  crimes ; 
My  weakness  but  misfortune.   Dost  thoa  suffer? 
I  sbflfer  more ; — Oh !  would  to  Heaven  this  blood 
Of  twenty  boasted  kings  would  stop  at  once, 
And  staj^iate  in  m^  heart !— It  then  no  more^ 
Would  rush,  in  boiling  fevers,  through  my  Y&ns, 
And  every  trembling  drop  be  filled  with  Osman. 
Now  has  he  loved  me !  how  has  he  obliged  me ! 
I  owe  thee  to  him  !  What  has  he  not  done. 
To  justify  his  boundless  power  of  charming? 
For  me,  he  softens  the  severe  decrees 
Of  his  own  faith ;— *and  is  it  just  that  mine 
Should  bid  me  hate  him,  but  because  he-  loves 

nie? 
No        I  will  be  a  Christian— —-but  preserve 
My  cratitude  as  sacred  as  my  faith; 
If  I  £ave  death  to  fear  for  Osman's  sake, 
It  must  be  from  his  coldness,  not  his  love. 

Ner,  I  must  at  once  condemn  and  pity  thee ; 
I  £anni>t  point  thee  out  which  way  to  go. 
But  Providence  will  lend  its  light  to  guide  thee. 
That  sacred  rite,  which  thou  shalt  now  receive. 
Will  strengthen  and  support  thy  feeble  hear^ 
To  live  an  innocent,  or  aie  a  martyr : 
Here,  then,  begin  performance  of  thy  vow; 
If  ere,  in  the  trembling  horrors  of  thy  soul. 
Promise  thy  kiop;,  thy  father,  and  thy  God, 
Not  to  accomplish  thy  detested  nuptials. 
Till  first  the  reverend  priest  has  cleared  your 

Taught  you  to  know,  and  given  yoa  claim  to 

Heaven. 
I^mise  me  this 

Zur,  So,  bless  me,  Heaven !  I  do.— 
Bo^— hasten  the  good  priest,  I  will  expect  him; 
But  first  return— -cheer  my  expiring  father, 
Tell  him  I  am,  and  will  be,  all  he  wi^es  me  t 
Tell  him,  to  give  him  life  'twere  joy  to  die. 

Ab*.  I  go — Farewell — ^farewell,  unhappy  sister! 

[Exit  iftreitan. 

Zar,  I  am  alone — and  now  be  just,  my  heart ! 
And  tell  me,  wilt  thou  dare  betray  thy  Vod  ? 
What  am  I  ?  What  am  I  about  to  be  r 
paughter  of  Lusignan — or  wife  to  Osman  ? 
Am  I  a  lover  most,  or  most  a  Christian  ? 
Would  Seliina  were  come !  and  yet  'tis  inst. 
All  friends  should  fly  her  who  forsakes  herself. 
What  shall  1  do? — What  heart  has  strength  to 

bear 
These  double  weights  of  duty?— Help  me,  Ue»- 
.  ven ! 


To  thy  hard  laws  I  render  up  my  aonl : 

But,  oo !  demand  it  back — ^tor  now  'tis  Omuli, 

Enter  Osuav^ 

OoL  Shine  out,  appear,  be  found,  lajlofely 
Zara! 
Impatient  eyes  attend — ^the  rites  expect  thee; 
And  my  devoted  heart  no  longer  brooks 
Thb  distance  from  its  softener ! — aO  the  lunpi 
Of  nuptial  love  are  lishted,  and  bum  pure, 
As  if  they  drew  their  brightness  from  tny  blushes  : 
Hie  holy  mosque  is  filled  with  fragrant  fumes, 
Which  emulate  the  sweetness  of  thy  fareathiog: 
My  prostrate  [leople  all  confirm  my  choioe, 
And  send  their  souls  to  Heaven  m  pniyenfor 

blessing 
Tliy  envious  rivals,  conscious  of  thy  rig^, 
Approve  superior  charms,  and  join  to  praise  diee; 
The  throne,  that  waits  thee,  seems  to  shioe  more 

richly,        ; 
As  all  its  gems,  with  animated  lustre, 
Feared  to  look  dim  beneath  the  eyea  of  Zan ! 
Come,  my  slow  love !  the  ceremonies  wait  diee; 
Come,  and  begin  from  this  dear  hour  my  triumph* 

Zar,  Oh,  what  a  wretdi  ami !  Oh,  grief!  Oh| 
love ! 

Otfih  Come-  ■  ■  come 

Zar.  Where  shall  I  hide  my  bloahes? 

Qim,  Blushes — here,  in  my  bosom,  hide  tfaoo. 

Zar.  My  lord ! 

Otm.   ^ay,  Zara— f^e    me  thy  hand, 


and 


come- 


Zar^  Instruct  me,  Heaven ! 
What  should  I  say — ^Aias !  I  cannot  speak. 

Osm.  Away-^— this  modest,  sweet  rehsctsot 
trifling 
But  doubles  my  de«rei^  and  thy  own  beauties 

Zar,  Ah,  mc ! 

OifiL  Nay — ^but  thou  shouMst  not  be  too  crad. 

Zar.  I  can  no  longer  bear  it — Oh,  mv  loid— 

Om.  Hal— What ?>-whence?— bow) 

Zar,  My  lord !  my  sovereign  ! 
Heaven  knows  this  marriage  would  fanw  been  a 

bliss 
Above  my  humUe  hopes ! — ^yet,  witness  love ! 
Not  from  the  grandeur  of  ^our  throne,  that  Uas% 
But  from  the  pride  of  calhng  Osman  mme. 
Would  you  hflid  be<m  no  emperor !  and  I 
Possessed  of  power  and  charms  deserving  yoa ! 
That,  slijzhting  Asia's  thrones,  I  mifEht  alone 
Have  left  a  proffered  worid,  to  follow  yoa 
Through  deserts,  uninhabited  by  mei^ 
And  blessed  with  ample  room  for  pemoe  and  love : 
But,  as  it  is        these  Christians— 

Otm.  Christians!  What! 
How  start  two  images  into  diy  thonglhcs^ 
So  distant— >as  tl^  Christians  aod  my  lore ! 

Zar,  That  good  old  Christian,  reverend  LBri§- 
nan. 
Now  dying,  ends  his  life  and  woes  togjethsr. 

Osm,  Vfell!  let  him  die— What  has  tfaj  beatt 
to  feel. 
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Tins  pnwog,  and  thus  tender,  from  the  death 
Of  ID  oM  wretched  Christian  ?--^Thank  our  tMt>- 

pfcet, 
Thoa  art  no  Christian  !-^£daeated  here^ 
Tfaj  happy  yoQth  Was  taught  our  better  faith : 
met  u  thy  pity  shinesi  'tis  now  mis-timed.  . 
What !  tbouen  an  aged  sufierer  dies  unhappy, 
Wbr  should  his  foreign  iate  disturb  our  joys  ? 
itr.  Sir,  if  you  knre  me^  and  would  bav€  me  I 
think 

Tlstlam  truly  dear 

OflK.  Heaven !  if  I  love  1 
Zar,  Permit  me— 
Oaa.  What? 
2ar.  To  desire 
On.  Spttk  out. 
Zir.  Toe  nuptial  rites 

Maj  be  deferred  dli 

(km.  What ! — ^Is  thai  the  voice 
OfZaia? 
J&ir.  Oh,  I  cannot  bear  his  frown  ! 
Om.OfZarml 

Zta-.  It  is  dreadful  to  my  heart, 
To  me  you  hut  a  seeming  cause  for  anger; 
Pardon  my  grief — ^Alas !  I  cannot  bear  it ; 
There  is  a  painful  temir  in  your  eye, 
Tbat  pierces  to  my  soul — ^hid  from  your  sight, 
I  p  to  make  a  moment's  truce  with  tears, 
Aod  gather  force  to  speak  of  mv  d«ipair. 

[£xt#  dtiorderedL 
Oan.  I  stand  immoveable,  like  senseless  mar- 
Ue; 
floRor  had  froien  my  suspended  tongue ; 
And  an  astonished  siieuce  robbed  my  will 
Of  power  to  tell  her  that  she  shocked  my  soul ! 
^^e  the  to  me  ? — Sure  I  misunderstood  her ! 
CooU  it  be  me  she  left?— What  have  I  seen ! 

J^nter  Orasmin. 

OrMmin,  what  a  change  is  here  !-^Slie^s  gone, 
And  I  permicted  it,  I  know  not  how. 

Ormu  Perfaa|w  yon  but  accuse  the  charming 
fault 
Of  inuooence,  too  modest  oft  in  love. 

OtML  But  whjf  and  whence  those  tears? — those 
looks?  that  flight? 
IW  grief,  ao  strongly  stamped  on  every  feature? 
If  it  has  been  that  Frcndiman  !--7>What  a  thought ! 
How  low,  how  horrid  a  suspicioo  that ! 
Ihe  dreadful  flash  at  once  gives  light  and  kills 


tf  y  loo  bold  confidence  repelled  my  caution-*- 
An  iofidel !  a  slave ! — a  heart  like  mine 
Reduced  to  sofier  from  so  vile  a  rival ! 
But  tell  me,  didst  thou  mark  them  at  their  par^ 


Didst  thou  observe  the  language  of  their  eyes  ? 

Hide  nothing  from  me ^Is  my  love  betrayed  ? 

Tell  me  my  whole  disgrace :  nay,  if  thou  trem* 

blest, 
I  hear  thy  pi^  speak,  though  thou  art  silent. 

Onu.  I  tremble  at  the  pan^  I  see  you  sufler. 
Let  not  youi*  angry  apprehension  uige 
Your  faithful  slave  to  urritate  your  anguish ; 
I  did, 'tis  true,  observe  some  parting  tears; 
But  they  were  tears  of  charity  and  grief: 
I  cannot  think  there  was  a  cause  deserving 
This  agonv  of  passion 

Oun.  Why  no— I  thank  thee 

Orasmin,  thou  art  wise !  It  could  not  be 
That  I  diould  stand  exposed  to  such  an  insult 
Tliou  know'st,  had  Zara  meant  me  the  offence^ 
She  wants  not  wisdom  to  have  hid  it  better : 
How  rightly  didst  thou  judge ! — ^Zara  shall  know  it^ 
And  thank  thy  honest  service — After  all, 
Mif^ht  she  not  have  some  cause  for  tears,  which  I 
Claim  no  concern  in — ^but  the  grief  it  gives  her  ? 
What  an  unlikely  fear — ^from  a  poor  slave, 
Who  goes  to-morrow,  and,  no  doubt,  who  wishes^ 
Nay,  who  resolves,  to  see  these  climes  no  more. 

Oros.  Why  did  you,  sir,  against  our  country's 
custom, 
Indul^  him  with  a  second  leave  to  come  ? 
He  said,  he  should  return  once  more  to  see  her. 

(km,  Hetum!  the  traitor!  he  return !— Dares 
he 
Presume  to  press  a  second  interview  ? 
Would  he  be  seen  again  ?— He  shall  be  seen; 
But  dead. — 111  punish  the  audacious  slave. 
To  teach  the  fisithless  feir  to  feel  my  anger. 
Be  still,  my  transports;  violence  is  blind : 
I  know  my  heart  at  once  is  fierce  and  weak ; 
I  feel  that  I  descend  below  myself ; 
Zara  can  never  justly  be  suspected ; 
Her  sweetness  was  not  formed  to  cover  treason ! 
Yet,  Osman  must  not  stoop  to  woman's  foUies ; 
Their  tears,  complaints^  regrets,  and  reconcile 

ments, 
With  all  their  light,  capfidoas  rdl  of  changes^ 
Are  arts  too  vulgar  to  be  tried  on  me. 
It  would  become  me  better  to  resume 
The  empire  of  my  will.    Rather  than  fall 
Beneath  myself,  I  must,  how  dear  soe'er 
It  co8t$  me,  rise — till  I  look  down  on  Zara !— -* 
Away-— vbut  mark  me — these  seraglio  doors. 
Against  all  Christians  be  they  henceforth  shut, 
Close  as  the  dark  retreats  of  silent  death. 

[Exit  Orasmin.. 
What  have  I  done,  just  Heaven !  thy  rage  H> 

move, 
That  thoQ  shouldst  sink  me  down,  so  low  to  love  ? 
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SeL  Ah,  madam !  how  at  once  I  grieve  your 
fate, 
And. how  admire  your  virtue ! — ^Heaven  permits^ 
And  Heaven  will  give  you  strength,  to  bear  mis- 
fortune ; 
To  break  these  chuns^  so  strongs  and  yet  so  dear. 
Zar.  Oh,  that  I  could  support  the  fatal  strug- 
gle! 
SeL  The  Eternal  aids  your  weakness,  sees  your 
will, 
Directs  your  purpose,  and  rewards  your  sorrows. 
Zar.  Never  had  wretch  more  cause  to  hope  he 

does. 
SeL  What !  though  you  here  no  more  behold 
your  father  f 
There  is  a  Father  to  be  found  above. 
Who  can  restore  that  father  to  his  daughter. 
Zar.  But  I  have  planted  pain  in  Osman's  bo- 
som; * 
He  loves  me,  even  to  death !  and  I  reward  him 
With  anguish  and  despair^ — How  base  !    how 

cruel! 
But  I  deserved  him  not ;  I  should  have  been 
Too  happy,  and  the  hand  of  Heaven  repelled 
me. 
SeL  What !  wiU  you  then  regret  the  glorious 
loss, 
And  hazard  thus  a  victory  bravely  won  ? 

Zar.  Inhuman  victory  I-^thou  dost  not  know 
This  love  so  powerful,  this  sole  joy  of  life, 
This  first,  best  hope  of  earthly  happiness, 
Is  yet  less  powerful  in  my  heart  tnan  Heaven  ! 
Tb  him  who  made  that  heart  I  oiler  it ; 
Therej  there,  I  sacrifice  my  bleeding  passion ; 
I  pour  before  him  every  guilty  tear; 
I  beg  him  to  efface  the  fond  impression, 
And  fill  with  his  own  ixhaee  all  my  soul : 
But,  while  I  weep  and  sigh,  repent  and  pray, 
Remembrance  brings  the  object  of  my  love. 
And  eVcry  light  illusion  floats  before  nim* 
I  see,  I  hear  him,  and  again  he  charms ! 
Fills  my  glad  soul,  and  shines  'twixt  me  and 

Ileaven ! 
Oh,  all  ye  royal  ancestors !  Oh|  father ! 
Mother  !   You  Christians,    and  the  Christians' 

God! 
<^You  who  deprive  me  of  this  generous  lover ! 
If  you  permit  me  not  to  live  for  him. 
Let  me  not  live  at  all,  and  t  am  blessed  i 
Let  me  die  innocent ;  let  his  dear  hand 
Close  the  sad  eyes  of  her  he  stooped  to  love, 
And  I  acquit  my  fate,  and  ask  no  more. 
But  he  forgives  me  not — regardless  now, 
W' hcthcr  or  how  I  live,  or  when  I  die. 
He  quits  me,  scorns  me — and  I  yet  live  on. 
And  talk  of  death  as  distant  l-*^ 


SeL  Ah!  despair  not; 
Trust  your  eternal  helper,  and  be  ham* 

Zar,  Why— ^hat  has  Osman  done,  that  hetoo 
should  not  ? 
Has  Heaven  so  nobly  formed  his  heart  to  bate  it? 
Generous  andjust,  beneficent  and  brave, 
Were  he  but  Christian — ^What  can  man  be  more? 
I  wish,  methinks,  this  reverend  priest  were  cme, 
To  free  me  from  these  doubti^  which  shake  d/ 

soul: 
Yet  know  not  why  I  should  not  dare  to  hope, 
That  Heaven,  whose  mercy  all  confess  and  fee^ 
WiU  pardon  and  approve  the  altianoe  wished : 
Perhaps  it  seats  me  on  the  throne  of  Spa» 
To  tax  my  power  for  these  good  Christan^ooo- 

fort 
Thou  know'st  the  mighty  Saladine,  who  first 
Conquered  this  empire  from  my  fatfaei's  mt. 
Who,  like  my  Osman,  charmed   the  adaanog 

world, 
Drew  breath,  though  Syrian,  from  aChristiBn 
mother. 

SeL  What  mean  you,  madam !  Ah!  70a do 
not  see— 

Zar.  Yes,  yes — ^I  see  it  all ;  I  am  not  bfiad: 
I  see  my  country  and  my  race  coiideoui  me; 
I  see,  that  spite  of  all,  I  still  love  Osman. 
What  if  I  now  go  throw  me  at  his  feet. 
And  tell  him  there  sincerely  what  I  am? 

SeL  Conader — that  mimt  coat  your  broibcr  s 

life,      ^^      ' 

Expose  the  Christians,  and  betray  yon  all. 

Zar,  You  do  not  know  the  noble  heart  of  Os« 
man^ 

SeL  I  know  him  the  protector  of  a  faith. 
Sworn  enemy  to  ours--The  mor«  he  loves, 
The  less  he  will  permit  you  to  profess 
Opinions  which  he  hates:  to-night  the  print, 
In  private  introduced,  attends  you  here; 
You  promised  him  admission 

Zar.  Would  I  had  not ! 
I  promised,  too,  to  keep  this  fatal  secret; 
My  father's  ureed  command  required  it  of  oie; 
I  must  obey,  all  dangerous  as  it  is ; 
Compelled  to  rilence,  Osman  is 
Suspicion  follows,  and  I  lose  his  love. 

Enter  Osman. 

Otm.   Madam !   there  was  a  time  when  nj 
charmed  heart 
Made  it  a  virtue  to  be  lost  in  love ; 
When,  without  blushing,  I  indulged  my  flancr 
And  every  day  still  made  you  dearer  to  me. 
You  taught  me,  madam,  to  believe  my  love 
Rewarded  and  returned — nor  was  that  bope^ 
Metliinks,  too  bold  for  reason.    <£niperony 
Who  chuse  to  sigh  devoted  at  die  feet 
Of  beauties,  whom  the  worid  conceive  their  flavr% 
Have  foituue's  claim,  at  least,  to  sure  siiocc«> 
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But  Wre  prophane  to  think  of  power  in  love. 
Deir  as  my  jMSsion  makes  you,  I  decline 
Po9K9noo  or  her  charms,  whose  heart's  another's. 
You  will  not  find  roe  a  weak,  jealous  lover. 
By  oosne  reproadies,  giving  pain  to  you, 
And  limmog  my  own  greMaeM.     Woonded 

deeply, 
Yet  shnoning  and  disdaining  low  complaint^ 
I  come  to  teli  you 

Zar.  Give  my  trembling  heart 
A  aomeot's  respite 

(hm.  That  unwiUing  coldness 
Is  the  just  prize  of  your  capricioas  lightness ; 
Your  ready  arts  may  spare  the  fruitless  pains 
Of  oolottring  deceit  with  fair  pretences ; 
I  would  not  wish  to  hear  your  slight  excuses; 
I  cheriflb  ignorance,  to  save  my  hlushes. 
Osmaa  in  evei^  tnal  shall  remember 
That  he  is  emperor.    Whate'er  I  suffier, 
Tu  due  to  honour  that  I  give  up  you« 
And  to  my  injured  bosom  take  despair, 
£ac6er  than  shamefully  possess  you  sighing, 
Convinced  those  sighs  were  never  meant  for 


Co,  madam — you  are  free— from  Osman's  pow- 

er^- 
£mct  no  wronss,  but  see  his  face  no  more. 
Zcr.  At  last,  'tis  come^the  feared,  the  mnr- 
deting  moment 
h  cone— «nd  I  am  cursed  by  earth  and  heaven ! 

[Tknwi  hene^on  the  ground. 

If  it  is  tnie  that  I  am  loved  n6  more 

If  jou 

Otm,  It  u  too  true,  my  fame  requires  it; 
It  is  too  true  that  I  unwilling  leave  you : 
That  I  at  once  renounce  you  and  adore 
Zara! you  weep  ! 

Zdr.  If  1  am  doomed  to  lose  you, 
If  I  must  wander  o'er  an  emp^r  world, 

Uakwin^  and  unloved Oh  f  yet,  do  justice 

To  the  afflicted-*— do  not  wrong  me  doubly : 
Punish  me,  if  it  is  needful  toyour  peace, 
But  si^  not,  I  deserved  it^This,  at  least, 

fieiieve for  not  the  greatness  of  your  soul 

Is  truth  more  pure  and  sacred — ^no  regret 
Caa  tooch  mv  bleeding  heart,  for  I  have  lost 
The  rank  of  ner  you  raise  to  share,  your  throne. 
I  know  I  never  ought  to  have  been  there; 
Mj  fate  and  mj  defects  require  I  lose  you. 
Bat  ah !  my  heart  was  never  known  to  Osman. 
May  UemTen,  that  punishes,  for  ever  hate  me^ 
If  f  regret  the  loss  of  aught  but  you. 

Ohh.  Rase-— rise,  this  means  not  love } 

Zar.  Strike Strike  me,  Heaven ! 

Omm.  What !   is  it  love  to  force  yourself  to 
wound 
The  heart  joa  wish  to  gladden?  But  I  find 
Lovers  least  know  themselves ;  for  I  believed. 
That  I  had  taken  back  the  power  I  gave  you ; 
Yet  see  I  yoa  did  but  weep^  and  have  resumed 

net 
ftwid  at  I  am  ■>   •!  most  coofeaa^  one  wish 
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Evades  my  power   ' 

you. 
Zara — thy  tears  were  formed  to  teach  disdab, 

That  sofmess  can  disarm  it THs  decreed, 

I  must  for  ever  love — but  from  what  cause. 
If  thy  consenting  heart  partakes  my  fires, 
Art  thou  reluctant  to  a  clessin^^  meant  me  ? 
Speak !  Is  it  levity  or,  is  it  fear? 

Fear  of  a  power  that,  but  for  blessing  thee. 
Had,  without  joy,  been  painful.    Is  it  artifice  ? 
Oh !  spare  the  needless  pains  Art  was  not 

made 
For  Zara.—— Art,  however  innocent. 


Looks  like  deceiving- 


-I  abhorred  it  ever. 


Zor.  Alas !  I  have  no  art;  not  even  enough 
To  hide  this  love,  and  this  distress  you  ^ve  me. 
Ona.  New  riddles!  Speak  with  phunness  to 
my  soul ; 
What  canst  thou  mean  ? 

Zar.  I  have  no  power  to  speak  it 
Otm.  It  it  some  secret  dangerous  to  my  state  ? 
Is  it  some  Christian  plot  grown  ripe  against  me  ? 
Zar,  lives  there  a  wretch  so  vile  as  to  betray 
you! 
Osman  is  blessed  beyond  the  readi  of  fear: 
Fears  and  misfortunes  threaten  only  Zara.  ^ 
Om.  Why  threaten  Zara? 
Zor.  Permit  me,  at  your  feet, 
Thus  trembling  to  beseech  a  favour  from  you. 
OfiR.  A  favour!    Oh,  you  guide  the  will  of 

Osman. 
Zar.  Ah  I  would  to  Heaven  our  duties  were 
united. 
Firm  as  our  thoughts  and  wishes !  But  this  day. 
But  this  one  sad,  unhappy  day,  permit  me^ 
Alone,  and  far  divided  from  your  eye, 
To  cover  my  distress,  lest  you,  too  tender. 
Should  see  and  share  it  with  me — from  to-mor- 
row, 
I  will  not  have  a  thought  concealed  from  you. 
Otm.  What  strange  disquiet,  from  what  stran- 
ger cause! 
Zar.  If  I  am  really  blessed  with  Osman^s  love, 
Ha  will  not  then  refuse  this  humble  prayer. 
Ofin.  If  it  must  be^  it  must; — Be  pleased,  my 
will 
Takes  purpose  from  your  wishes;  and  consent 
Depends  not  on  my  choice,  but  your  decree : 
Go        but  remember  how  he  loves,  who  thus 
Finds  a  delight  in  pain,  because  you  give  it 
Zar.  It  gives  me  more  than  pain  to  make  yoi^ 

feel  it 
Otm.  And^— ^can  you,  Zara,  leave  me  ? 
Zar.  Alas,  my  lord !  [Erit  Zara. 

0$m,  [AloneA  It  should  be  yet,  methinkt^  too 
soon  to  fly  me ! 
Too  soon,  as  vet,  to  wrong  my  easy  faith«- 
The  more  I  think,  the  less  I  can  conceive, 
What  hidden  cause  should  raise  such  strange  dfr* 

spair ! 
Now,  when  her  hopes  have  wings,  and  every  wish 
Is  courted  to  be  lively !  When  I  love. 


JOt 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


tHlLfr 


Aod  jojBiid'einidre  |>rcsft  her  to  tlieir  bofom ; 
When  not  alone  beloved,  but  even  a  lover : 
Professing  and  aooepdng ;  blessed  and  blesai^ ; 
2^  see  her  eyes,  through  tears»  shine  mjstic  love! 
'Tis  madness  !  and  I  were  unworthy  power. 
To  suffer  longer  the  capridoos  insult  f 
Yet,  was  I  blameless  ?  No— -I  was  too  rash ; 
I  have  felt  jealou^,  and  sp>ke  it  to  her; 
I  have  distrusted  her— ana  still  she  loves : 
Oenerous  atonement  that !  and  'tis  my  duty 
Wo  expiate,  by  a  length  of  soft  indulgence. 
The  transports  of  a  rage,  which  still  was  love. 
Henceforttiy  I  never  will  suspect  her  false; 
Nature's  plain  power  of  charming  dwells  about 

her, 
And  innocence  gives  force  to  eveiy  word. 
I  owe  full  confioenoe  to  all  she  looks, 
For  in  her  eyes  shines  truth,  and  every  beam 
Shoots  confirmation  round  her.    I  remarked. 
Even  while  she  wept,  her  soul  a  thousand  times 
6prune  to  her  lips,  and  longed  to  leap  to  mine, 
With  honest,  ardent  utterance  of  her  love. 
Who  can  possess  a  heart  so  low,  so  base. 
To  look  such  tenderness^  and  yet  have  none  ? 

Enter  Melidor  with  Obasmin. 

Mel.  This  letter,  great  disposer  of  the  world  ! 
Addressed  to  Zara,  imd  in  pnvate  brought. 
Your  faithful  guards  this  moment  interoepted. 
And  humbly  o&r  to  your  sovereign  eye. 
Otm,  Come  nearer,  give  it  me. — 'to  Zara  !-r- 

Rise. 
Bring  it  with  speed Shame  on  your  flattering 

distance— *- 

[Advancing,  and  tnatching  the  letter. 

Be  honest and  approach  me  like  a  subject. 

Who  serves  the  prince,  yet  not  forji^ts  the  man. 
.    MeL  One  of  your  Christian  slaves,  whom  late 

your  bounty 
Released  from  bondage^  sought  with   heedful 

guile, 
Unnoticed  to  deliver  it— ^Discovered, 
^e  waits*  in  chains,  his  doom  from  your  decree. 
Otm.  Leave  me!  I  tremble,  as  if  something 

fatal 
Were  meant  me  from  this  letter-— -should  1 

read  it? 
Oras.  Who  knows  but  it  contains  some  happy 

truth. 
That  may  remove  all  doubts,  and  calm  your  heart  ? 
OfN.  Be  it  as  'twill — ^it  shall  be  read — ^my 

hands 
Have  apprehension  that  outF-reaches  mine ! 
Why  should  they  tremble  thus? —  'tis  done — 

and  now,                       [Opem  the  letter. 
Fate,  be  thy  call  obeyed Orasmin,  mark 

'  There  is  a  secret  passage  toward  the  mosque ; 
f  That  way  you  might  escape ;  and  unperceived, 

*  Fly  your  observers,  and  fulfil  our  hope ; 
'  Despise  the  danger,  and  depend  on  me, 

*  Who'  wai^  you,  but  to  die  ifyou  deceive. 


HeU!  tortures!  death!  and  woman! — Wht^ 

Orasmin! 
Axe  we  awake  ?  Heardst  thou?  Can  this  be  Zars? 

Onis.  Would  I  had  lost  all  sense — for  what  I 
heard 
Has  covered  my  afflicted  heart  with  horror. 

Offii.  Thou  seest  how  I  am  treated ! 

Orfu.  Monstrous  treason  I 
To  ab  affront  like  this  you  funnnt        mntit  not 

Remain  insensible You,  who  but  now. 

From  the  most  slight  suspicion,  felt  such  pain» 
Must,  in  the  honor  of  so  bladL  a  guilt. 
Find  aa  effdCtual  cure,  and  banish  love. 

Osm.  Seek  her  thb  instant — go,  Orasmii^  fly  ^ 
Shew  her  this  letter — bid  her  read  and  tiembk ; 
Then,  in  the  rising  horrors  of  her  guilt. 
Stab  her  pnfiuthfiH  breast,  and  let  h^  die. 

Say,  while  thou  strikest-- Stay,  stay,  reton 

apd  mty  me ; 
I  will  think  first  a  moment— Let  that  Christian 
Be  strait  confronted  with  her — Stay — ^I  will, 
I  will— I  know  not  what— —Would  I  were 

deadl 
Would  I  had  died,  unconscious  of  this  shame ! 

Orai.  Never  did  prince  receive   so    boki  a 
wrong. 

Our.  See  nere  detected  this  infernal  secret ! 
This  fountain  of  her  tears,  which  my  weak  bearV 
Mistook  for  marks  of  tenderness  and  pain ! 
Why  I  what  a  reach  has  woman  to  deceive ! 
Under  how  fine  a  veil  of  grief  and  fear 
Did  she  propose  retirement  'till  to-morrow ! 
And  I,  blind  dotard !  gave  the  fool's  consent. 
Soothed  her,  and  su&red  her  to  go ! — -4She 

parted, 
Di^lved  in  tears ;  and  parted  to  hetray  ne ! 

to  ooonm 


Oras.   Reflection  sen'es  bjut 
guilt 
At  length  resume  yourself;  awaken  thoodbt ; 
Assert  your  greatness ;  and  resolve  like  Owaiau 

Om.  Nerestan,  too — Was  this  the  boastB^ 
honour 
Of  that  proud  Christian,  whom  Jerusalem 
Grew  loud  in  praising !  whose  half-envied  virtae 
I  wondered  at  myself;  and  felt  disdain 
To  be  but  equal  to  a  Christian's  greatness ! 
And  does  he  thank  me  tlius  i  bax  infidel ! 
Honest,  pretending,  pious,  praying  villaiB  ? 
Yet  Zara  is  a  thousand  times  more  baae^ 
More  hypocrite,  than  he.   A  slave !  a  wretdi  I 
So  low,  so  lost,  that  even  the  vilest  laboan. 
In  which  he  lay  condemned,  could  never  sink  faw 

Beneath  his  native;infamy ^Did  she  not  know 

What  I  have  done,  what  suffered — (or  her  sake  ^ 

OroM,  Could  you,  my  gracioos  lord,  fafgpve  aj 
zeal. 
You  would 

Otm.  I  know  it — thou  art  rii^t— I'D  see 
I'll  tax  her  in  thy  presence  ;— 111  upbraid 
ni  let  her  learn--bo — ^find,  and  brmg  her  ta» 

Orat.  Alas,  my  lord !  disordered  as  joa 
What  caa  you  wiab  (0  sayi 
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Cm  I  bow  noCy  now-* 
Bot  I  reaohre  to  aee  her — lest  she  think 
Bet  fklsehood  baa,  perhaps,  the  power  to  grieve 


me. 


Om.  Believe  me,  sir,  your  threatenings,  Tonr 
oonpiaints, 
What  will  uiej  all  |>rodttce,  hut  Zara's  tears 
To  quench  this  fancied  anger !  Your  loot  heart, 
Seduced  against  itself,  will  search  but  reasons 
To  justify  the  guilt,  which  gives  it  pain : 
Bather  ooncnl  from  Zara  Siis  disoovery ; 
And  let  some  trusty  slave  convey  the  letter, 
iUclosed,  to  her  own  hand— then  shall  you  learn, 
Spite  of  her  frauds,  disguise,  and  artifice, 
The  6rnuiess,  or  abasement  of  her  soul. 
Om,  Thy  counsel  charms  me  !  We'll  about  it 
now. 
^wHl  be  some  recompence,  at  least,  to  see 
Her  Uushes  when  detected. 

OrnL  Oh,  my  lord ! 
I  doubt  you  in  the  trial !  for  your  heart— 
Otm,  Distrust  me  not — ^my  love,  indeed,  is 
weak. 
Bat  honour  and  disdain  more  strong  than  Zara. 
Here,  take  this  fatal  letter— chuse  a  slave. 
Whom  yet  she  never  saw,  and  who  retains 

His  tried  fidelity — Dispatch — begone 

[Esii  Ortumin, 
Now,  whither  shall  I  turn  my  eyes  and  stepa^ 
The  surest  way  to  shun  her :  and  give  time 
For  this  discovering  trial  ? — Heaven !  she's  here ! 

Enter  Zara. 

So,  Madam !  fortune  will  befriend  my  cause, 

A6d  free  me  from  your  fetters^ — ^You  are  met 

Moit  apdy,  to  dispel  a  new-risen  doubt. 

That  claims  ^e  finest  of  jour  arts  to  gloss  it 

Uohappy  each  by  other,  it  is  time 

To  end  oar  mutual  pain,  that  both  may  rest : 

You  want  not  generosity,  but  love ; 

My  pride  forgotten,  my  obtruded  throne. 

My  favours,  cares,  respect,  and  tenderness. 

Touching  your  pcralitude,  provoked  regard ; 

'HJ/,  bv  a  length  of  benefits  besieged. 

Your  heart  submitted,  and  you  thought  'twas 

love: 
But  you  dcxreived  yourself  and  injured  me. 
Inhere  is,  Fm  told,  an  object  more  deserving 
Your  love  than  Qsman        I  would    Iohmv  his 


Be  inn,  nor  trifle  with  my  anger :  tell  me 

Now,  while  expiring  pity  struggles  faint, 

NVhile  I  have  yet,  perhaps,  the  power  to  pardon : 

Gi\c  Qp  the  bold  invader  of  my  claim, 

^nd  let  hin  die  to  save  thee.    Thou  art  known; 

Thuik  and  resolve— While  I  yet  speak,  renounce 


While  vet  the  thunder  rolls  suspended,  stay  it ; 
Let  thy  voice  chsum  me,  and  recall  my  soul. 
That  tunis  averae,  and  dwells  no  more  on  Zara. 
2ar.  Can  it  be  Osman  speaks,  and  speaks  to 


Lcam,  cruel !  learn,  that  this  afflicted  leart. 
This  heart,  which  Heaven  delights  to  prove  by 

tortures. 
Did  it  not  love,  has  pride  and  power  to  shun  you. 
Alas !  you  will  not  know  me !  what  have  I 
To  fear,  but  that  unhappy  love  you  Question  ? 
That  love,  which  only  could  outweign  the  shame 
I  feel,  while  I  descend  to  weep  ray  wrongs. 
I  know  not  whether  Heaven,  that  frowns  upon 

me. 
Has  destined  my  unhappy  days  for  yours; 
But,  be  my  fate  or  blessed  or  cursed,  I  swear 
By  honour,  dearer  even  than  life  or  love. 
Could  Zara  be  but  mistress  of  herself, 
She  would,  with  cold  regard,  look  down  on  king^^ 
And,  you  alone  excepted,  fly  them  alL 
Would  you  learn  more,  and  open  all  my  heart  ? 
Know,  then,  that  sjnte  of  this  renewed  injusticeii 
I  do  not— cannot  wish  to  love  you  less : 
That,  lone  before  you  looked  so  low  as  Zara, 
She  gave  her  heart  to  Osman;  yours,  before 
Your  benefits  had  bought  her,  or  your  eye 
Had  thrown  distincdon  round  her;  never  had. 

Nor  ever  will  acknowledge  other  lover: 

And  to  this  sacred  truth,  attesting  Heaven, 
I  call  thy  dreadful  notice !  If  my  heart 
Deserves  reproach,  'tis  for,  but  not  from,  Osman« 
-  Osm,  What !  does  she  yet  presume  to  swear 

nncerity ! 
Oh,  boldness  of  unblushing  perjury ! 
Had  I  not  seen,  had  I  not  read  such  prooi^ 
Of  her  light  falsehood  as  extinguished  doubt^ 
I  could  not  be  a  man,  and  not  believe  her. 

Zar.  Alas,  my  lord!  what  cruel  fears  have 
seized  you  ? 
What  harsh,  mysterious  words  were  those  I  heard  ? 

Osm,  What  fears  shouki  Osman  feel,  unoe  Zar- 
ra  loves  him  ? 

Zar.  I  cannot  live  and  answer  to  your  vmoe, 
In  that  reproachful  tone ;  your  angry  eye 
Trembles  with  fury  while  ypn  talk  of  k>ve* 

Osm.  Since  Zara  loves  him ! 

Zar.  Is  it  possible 
Osman  should  disbelieve  it^ — ^Again,  again 
Your  late-repented  violence  return»-— - 
Alas !  what  killing  frowns  3jron  dart  against  me ! 
Can  it  be  kind  ?  Can  it  be  just  to  doubt  me  ? 

Otm,  No !  I  can  doubt  no  longer — ^Ynu  may 
retire.  [Exit  Zara. 

Re-^nter  Oaasmin. 

Orasmin,  she^s  perfidious,  even  beyond 
Her  sex's  undiscovered  power  of  seeming; 
She's  at  the  topmost  f>oint  of  shameless  artifice; 
An  empress  at  deceiving !  Soft  and  easy. 
Destroying  like  a  ph^pie,  in  calm  tranquillity: 
Shc*s  innof  ent,  she  swears — so  is  the  fire; 
It  shines  in  luirmless  distance^  bright  and  pie** 

sing. 
Consuming  nothing  till  it  first  embraces. 
Say,  hast  thou  chosen  a  slave  ? — ^Is  he  instructed? 
Haste  to  detect  her  vileness  and  my  wrongs. 
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Orai.  PuDCtiud  I  bave  obeyed  your  whole 
command: 
But  have  you  armed,  my  lord,  your  injured  heart, 
With  ooldness  and  indifference  ?  Can  you  hear, 
All  painless  wad  unmoved,  the  false  one's  sliame? 

Ofiii.  Orasmin,  I  adore  her  more  than  ever. 

Oroi.  My  tord !  my  emperor!  forbid  it.  Hear 
ven! 

OsiM.  I  have  discerned  a  gleam  of  distant  hope ; 
This  hateful  Christian,  the  fight  growth  of  France, 
Proud,  young,  vain,  amorous,  conceited,  rasi^ 
Has  misconceived  some  charitable  glance. 
And  judged  it  love  in  Zara :  he  alone. 
Then,  has  offended  me.    Is  it  her  fault, 
if  those  she  charms  are  indiscreet  and  daring? 
Z&ra,  perhaps,  expected  not  this  letter; 
And  I,  with  rashness  groundless  as  its  writer's, 
T'ook  fire  at  my  own  fancy,  and  have  wronged  her. 


Now  hear  me  widi  attention— ^Soon  as  night 
Has  thrown  her  wekome  shadows  o>r  the  pa- 
lace; 
When  this  Nerestan,  tlus  ungrateful  Christiaii, 
Shall  lurk  in  expectation  near  our  waUsi 
Be  watchful  that  our  guards  suifMise  and  seise 

him; 
Then,  bound  in  fetters^  and  o*erwbeliBed  with 

shame. 
Conduct  the  daring  traitor  to  my  presence  >— 
But,  above  all,  be  sure  you  hurt  not  Zara; 
Mindful  to  what  supreme  excess  I  love. 

[EntOrmmn. 
On  this  last  trial  all  my  hopes  depend ; 
Prophet,  for  once  thy  kind  assistance  lend. 
Dispel  the  doubts  tlutt  rack  my  anxious  brettf^ 
If  Zara's  innocent,  thy  Osman's  blesL 

[Eiit. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  L 


Zara  and  Selima. 

Z«r.  Soothe  me  no  longer  with  this  vain  desire; 
To  a  recluse  like  me,  who  dares  henceforth 
Presume  admission !        the  seraglio's  shut 

Barred  and  impassable as  death  to  time ! 

My  brother  ne  er  must  hope  to  see  me  more : — 
How  now !  what  unknown  slave  accosts  us  here  f 

Enter  MfiLinoa. 

MeL  This  letter,  trusted  to  my  hands^  receive, 
In  secret  witness  I  am  wholly  yours. 

[Zara  readt  the  letter. 
Sd.  [Aiide,]  Thou  everlasting  ruler  of  the 
world! 
Shed  thy  wished  mercy  on  our  hopeless  tears; 
Redeem  us  from  the  hands  of  hated  infidels, 
Alid  save  my  princess  from  the  breast  of  Osman. 
Zar,  I  vnsn,  my  friend,  the  comfort  of  your 

counsel. 
SeL  Retire— you  shall  be  called — wait  near— 
Go,  leave  us.  r£rt^  Melidor. 

Zar.  R^  this^  and  tell  me  wnat  I  ought  to 
answer: 
For  I  would  gladly  hear  my  brother^s  voice. 
SeL  Say  rather  you  would  hear  the  Yoice  of 
Heaven. 
n*is  not  your  brother  calls  you,  but  vour  God. 

Zar.  I  know  it,  nor  resist  his  awful  will ; 
Thou  knowest  that  I  have  bound  my  soul  by  oath; 
But  can  I-— ought  I — to  enjpge  myself, 
My  brother,  and  the  Christians,  in  tbb  danger  ? 
SeL  Tis  not  their  danger  that  alarms  your 
fears; 
Yoor  love  speaks  loudest  to  your  shrinking  soul ; 
I  know  your  heart  of  strength  to  hazard  all. 
But  it  has  let  in  traitors,  who  surrender. 
On  poor  pretence  of  safety  : — Learu  at  least, 
To  understaxid  the  weakness  that  deceives  vou : 


You  tremble  to  offend  your  bang^^  lover. 
Whom  wrongs  and  outrage  but  endear  the  more; 
Yes--you  are  blind  to  Onnan's  cruel  nature. 
That  Tartar's  fierceness,  that  obscures  his  booades; 
This  tyger,  savage  in  ha  tenderness, 
Courts  with  contempt,  and  threatens  amidst  soft- 
ness; 
Yet,  cannot  your  neglected  heart  e&oe 
His  fated,  fixed  impression ! 

Zar,  What  reproach 
Can  I  with  justice  make  hinv?  I,  indeed^ 
Have  given  nim  cause  to  hate  me ! 
Was  not  his  throne,  was  not  his  temple  ready  ? 
Did  he  not  court  hxs  slave  to  be  a  queen, 

And  have  I  not  declined  it  ? 1  who  ooriit 

To  tremble,  conscious  of  affionted  power ! 
Have  not  I  triumphed  o'er  his  pride  and  love  ? 
Seen  him  submit  nis  own  hi^  will  tx>  mine. 
And  sacrifice  his  wishes  to  my  weakness  ? 

SeL  Talk  we  no  more  of  this  unhappy  paaaaoa*. 
What  resolution  will  your  yirtae  t^e  r 

Zar,  All  things  combine  to  sink  me  to  desfair : 
From  the  seragUo  death  algnc  will  free  me. 
I  long  to  see  the  Chiistiansr  happy  climes ; 
Yet  in  the  moment^  while  I  form  that  prajer, 
I  sigh  a  secret  wish  to  languish  here. 
How  sad  a  state  is  mine !  my  restless  soul 
All  ignorant  what  to  do,  or  what  to  wish. 
My  only  perfect  sense  is  that  of  pain. 
On,  guardian  Heaven  !  protect  my  brotber*s  life. 
For  I  will  meet  him,  ^nd  fulfil  his  prayer  t 
Then,  when  from  Solyma's  unfriendly  walls^ 
His  absence  shall  unbind  his  sister's  toocn^ 
Osman  shall  learn  the  secret  of  mT  bir^ 
My  faith  unshaken,  and  my  deadifeas  love  ; 
He  mil  approve  my  dioioe,  and  pi^  me. 


ril  send  my  brother  word  he  may  expect 
Call  in  the  faithful  slave^— Goa  of  my  fikthers ! 

[EiU  Sdua4. 
Let  thy  hand  save  me,  and  thy  will  direct ! 
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EiUerSzLiUA  ond  MBLiooa. 

Co  ■  tefl  the  Chiistiaa  who  iHtrustad  thee, 
Hat  Zan's  hetft  is  fited,  nor  «liriiiks  at  danger; 
And  that  nj  faithful  friend  will,  at  the  hour^ 
Eiped,  and  introduoe  hiaik  to  his  wish. 
Away       the  eultaa  comes;  he  miut  not  find  us. 

[EMOtnt  Zan  dnd  SiStiUi. 

£a<pr  Oaif  AM  tto^  O&asm in. 

Obb..  Swiftavy.ijre  faftira^  move  on}  mf  farj 

glows 
liBpari—iyaBd.iwdBlA  pesh-the  wheels  of  tinte. 
How  now !  What  message  dost  thou  hnng?  Speak 

Daww*"*^' 
What  answer  gave  she  to  the  letter  sent  her  ? 
JUUL  She  hhuhed  and  tresabled,  and  grew  piOe, 

and  paused. 
Then  blushed,  a&d  read  it;  and  aninmw pale; 
Aad  wept^and  BBoiled^aad  doubted,  andresolvod : 
For  after  aU  this  race  of  varied  passions,. 
When  she  had  eent  me  out^  and  called  me  back, 

*  Tell  him,'  she  <cised,  *  who  has  intrasteid  thee, 

'  That  Zara^i  hourt  is  fixed,  nor  shrinks  at  dan- 

'  tatf  * 
^  And  that  n^  (eithlul  friend  will,  el  the  hour, 

*  Eipect,  aiid  introduee.hiaa  to  his  wish.' 

(mL  Pnmigh    b  fifteen    I  iiave  no  •  ear  for 
morei —  [To  the  iiave, 

Leave  may  ihom  'tooy  OnNmiaj^-Leave  mc^-  lite, 

[ToOnumsM. 
Fur  every  mortal  aspect  move4  m j  bate : 
leave  OK  to  my  disirectioA^I  grow  mad,. 
And  cannot  bear  the  visage  of  a  friend. . 
leave  me  to  raga^  de^iair,  and  shame,   and 


to  aeek  jiytelf    ead-shon 

[Exit  Oriamin, 
Who  emlj^llcarenl  Who  em  I?  What  re- 
solve I } 
Zait!  Nnfisten.-!  souod  ibese  words  like  muees 


Decreed  lo  jefin  fi-^-Why  |«ause  I  ^Perish  Zar»— 
Would  I  could'tear  her  imUKu  from  my  heart !-^ 


Twere  happier  not  to  live  efr  all,  than  live 
Her  soom,  theeport  of  an  ung^teful  false  one ! 
And  aak  the  aoeeieige  hi  a  woman's  psoperty. 


Re-enter  Orashiii; 

Orasrain!— friend  \  return,  I  cannot  beer 
This  «**Tifiri>  from  thy  reason :  'twas  uakind, 
Twaa  cfoci  to  obey  mc^*  thus  distressed. 
And  wanting  power  to  think,  when  I  had  loat 


Uowgoeethe  honr)  Ha^he  appeased,  this  rival? 
P^nsbtlwsiiemflAasoun^--TlusvillahiChristiaii! 
Has  he  appestf«d  below  ? 

Ores.  Silent  and  dark, 
IV  uobMethiog  world  is  hashed,  as  if  it  faeurd^ 
And  listened  to  your  sorrows* 

(km,  Ob,  treslcherous  night ! 
Thou  leitdst  thy  ready  veil  to  every  treason. 
And  taewuM  nwerhiffh  thrive  beneath  thy  shade. 

VotTir^ 


Orasmi%  uophei^  reason,  tnith,  and  love ! 
After  such  length  of  benefits,  to  wrong  me  ! 
How  have  I'Ovep-rated,how  nustaken. 
The  merit  of  her  beauty  ! — Did  I  not 
Forget  I  was  a  monardi?  Did  I  remember 
That  Zara  was  a  slavei-^-I  gave  up  all ; 
Gave  lip  traoQuillity,  distinction,  pride. 
And  fell  the  shameful  victim  of  my  love ! 

Orat*  Sir,  sovereign,  sultan,  my  impciial  mas« 
tcr ! 
Reflect  on  yodr  own  greatness^ 
The  distant  provocation. 

Omu  Hark  I  Heard'st  thou  nothing? 

Oroi.  My  lord ! 

Otm,  A  Voice,  like  dying  groans ! 

Ornt.  I  listed^  but  can  hear  nothing. 

Otm,  Again ! — look  out — he  comco 

Ores.  Nor  tielul  of  mortal  foot-— nor  voice  I 
hear: 
The  still  seraglio  lies,  proioundly  plunged 
In  death-like  silence.    Nothing  stirs. — ^The  air 
Is  soft,  as  infant  sleep ;  no  breathing  wing 
Steals  tfaropgh  the  shadows,  to  awaken  night. 

Osth,  Horrors  a  thousand  times  more  dark  than 
these. 
Benight  my  sufiRering  soul — ^Thou  dost  not  know 
To  ii^at  excess  of  tenderness  I  Im'cd  her; 
I  knew  no  happiness,  but  what  she  gave  me. 
Nor  could  have  fek  ii  misery  but  for  her ! 
Pity  this  weakness— mine  are  tear%  Orasmin, 
That  fail  not  of^,  nor  lightly. 

Orat,  Tears ! — Oh,  Heaven  I 

Oim.  The  first  which  ever  yet  uximanned  my 
eyes! 
Oh  !  pity  Zani«^pftv  me-— drasmin, 
These  but  forerun  the  tears  of  destined  blood. 

Orai,  Oh,  my  unhappy  lord  ! — I  tremble  for 
you— 
.    (km.  Do— tremble  at  n^  sufferings,  at  my 

love ; 
At  ray  revenge  too^  tremble— for  'tis  due. 
And  will  not  be  deluded. 

Oras,  Hark  !  I  hear 
The  steps 'Of  men,  alodg  the  neighbourins;  wall ! 

Osm,  Fly — seize  him — ^'ds  Nerestan !  ^Vait  n 
chitos, 
But  drag  him  down  to  my  impatient  eye. 

[£jriir  Oratmin. 

Enter  2ara.  and  Seliha,  tn  the  dark, 

Zar;  Whore  ert  thee,  Selima?  Give  me  thy 
hand. 
It  is  so  dark,  I  tremble  as  I  step, 
With  fears  and  startiegs  never  felt  till  now ! 
Oim.  Damnation!   'tis  her  voice!  the  well-' 
known  sound,  • 
That  has  so  often  charmed  me  into  baseness  I 
Oh,  the  perfictious  hypocrite ! — she  goes 

To  meet  the  inviting  in&dtl  I now,  now, 

[Dmwtn^  a  dagger j 
Revenge,  stand  inof  and  intercept  his  wishes 'r^ 

3  M 
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Revenge  1  On  whom?-^No  matter — ^Earth  and 

Heaven 
Would  blush,  should  I  forbear:  now— Zara,  now ! 

[Drops  the  dagger, 
I  must  not,  cannot  strike !  the  starting  steel. 
Unwilling,  flies  my  hand,  and  shuns  to  wound 
her. 
Zar.  This  is  the  private  path—come  nearer, 

lead  me 

Are  we  not  noticed,  think'st  thou  ? 

SeL  Fear  not,  madam ; 
It  cannot  now  be  long,  ere  we  shall  meet  him. 
Osm,  That  word  ha^  given  me  back  my  ebbing 
rage —  [Rtcovers  the  dagger, 

Zar.  I  walk  in  terror,  akid  my  heart  forebodes. 
Who's  there? — Nerestanl  Is  it  you?* — O  wel- 
come— 

Osm,  \Stabbing  her,^  This  to  thy  heart 

1  is  not  the  traitor  meets  thee, 
Tis  the  betrayed — ^who  writes  it  in  thy  blood. 
Zar,  Oh,  gracious  Heaven !    receive  my  part- 
ing soul. 
And  take  thy  trembling  servant  to  thy  mercy — 

[Dies, 
Osm,  Soul ! — then  revenge  has  reached  tnee — 
I  will  now 
Haste  from  tliis  fatal  place — I  cannot  leave  her ! 
Whom  did  I  strike  ?     Was  this  the  act  of  love  ? 
Swallow  me,  earth  ! — She's  silent — Zara's  dead! 
And  should  I  live  to  see  returning  day^ 
Twill  shew  me  but  her  blood  !— shew  me  left 

joyless, 
In  a  wide,  empty  world,  with  nothing  round  me, 
But  penitence  and  pain — And  yet  'twas  just: — 

Hark  ! Destiny  has  sent  her  lover  to  me. 

To  fill  my  vengeance,  and  restore  my  joy. 

Enter  Orasmin  tcith  Nerestan. 

Approach,  thou  wretch !  thou  more  than  cursed ! 

come  near 

Thou,  who,  in  gratitude  for  freedom  gained, 
Hast  given  me  miseries  beyond  thy  own  ! 
Thou  heart  of  hero  with  a  traitor^  soul ! 
Go — reap  thy  due  reward  !  prepare  to  sufier, 
Whatever  inventive  malice  can  inflict. 
To  make  thee  feel  thy  death,  and  perish  slow. 
Arc  my  commands  obeyed  ? 

Oras,  All  is  prepared. 

Osm,  Thy  wanton  eyes  look  round,  in  search 
of  her, 
Whose  love,  descending  to  a  slave  like  thee. 
From  my  dishonoured  hand  received  her  doom. 
See,  where  she  lies ! 

Ner,  Oh  fatal,  rash  mistake ! 

OjNir.  Dost  thou  behold  her,  slave  ? 

Ner,  Unhappy  sister ! 

Osm,  Sister! Didst   thou  aay  sister?     If 

thou  didst, 
Rtess  me  with  deafness,  Heaven  I 

Ner,  Tyrant !  I  did 

She  was  my  sister ^All  that  now  is  left  thee, 

Dispatohr-From  my  distracted  l^eart  dram  next 


The  remnant  of  the  royal  Christian  Uood : 
Old  Lusignan,  expiring  in  my  arms, 
Sent  his  too  wretched  son,  with  his  last  blessing, 
To  his  now  murdered  daughter ! 
Would  I  had  seen  the  bleeding  ionooent ! 
I  would  have  li%'ed  to  speak  to  her  in  death; 
Would  have  awakened,  in  her  languid  heart, 
A  livelier  sense  of  her  abandoned  God : 
That  God,  who,  left  by  her,  forsook  her  too, 
And  gave  thfe  poor  lost  sufierer  to  tfat  rage. 

Osm.  Thy  sisttr! — ^Lusigpan  her  ratlier!-^:^ 
lima ! 
Can  this  be  true  ?^— and  have  I  wronged  thee, 
Zara? 

SeL  Thy  love  was  all  the  cloud  'twixt  her  and 
Heaven ! 

Osm.  Be  duml^— for  thoo  art  base,  to  add 
distraction 
To  my  already  more  than  bleeding  heart. 
And  was  thy  love  sincere  ?-^Wbat  dien  remains? 

Ner.  Why  should  a  tyrant  hesitate  on  murder? 
There  now  remains  but  mine,  of  all  die  blood, 
Which,    through  thy  father^s  cruel  reign  tod 

thine. 
Has  never  ceased  to  stream  on  Syria's  sands. 
Restore  a  wretch  to  his  unhappy  race; 
Nor  hope  that  torments,  after  such  a  scene. 
Can  force  one  feeble  groan  to  feast  thy  anger. 
I  waste  my  fruitless  words  in  empty  air ; 
The  tyrant,  o'er  the  bleeding  woanid  he  made. 
Hangs  his  unmoving  eye,  and  heeds  not  me. 

Osm.  Oh  Zara !- 

Oras,  Alas !  my  lord,  return — ^whither  would 
grief 
Transport  your  generous  hearti— ^This  Chris- 
tian dog 

Ostiu  Take  off*  his  fetters,   and  obsenre  my 

will : 

To  him,  and  all  his  friends,  give  instant  liberty: 
Pour  a  profusion  of  the  richest  gifts 
On  these  unhappy  Christians ;  amd,  when  beaped 
With  varied  benefits,  and  charged  with  riches. 
Give  them  safe  conduct  to  the  nearest  povt. 
Orof.  But,  sip- 


I 


Omt.  Reply  not,  but  obey. 
Fly — ^nor  dispute  diy  master  s  last  commaiid. 
Thy  prince,  who  orders — and  thy  friend,  who 

loves  thee ! 
Go— 'lose  no  dme — farewell — begone — ^and  tfaoa! 

Unhappy  i^-arrior — ^yet  less  lost  Uian  I 

Haste  from  our  bloody  land — and  to  thy  own 
Convey  this  pcxw,  pale  object  of  my  rage. 
Thy  king,  and  all  nis  Christians,  when  they  hear 
Thy  miseries,  shall  mourn  them  with  their  tcan; 
But,  if  thou  tcU'st  them  mine,  and  tell'st  them 

truly, 
They,  who  shall  hate  my  crime,  shall  pty  me. 
Take,  too,  this  poniard  with  thee,  winch  n^ 

hand 
Has  stained  with  blood  far  dearer  than  my  own: 
Tell  them — with  this  I  murdered  her  I  lored ; 
The  noblest  and  most  virtaous  among «-"'— ^-> ' 
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Hie  soul  of  iimooeiice,  and  pride  of  truth : 
TeU  diem  I  laid  my  empire  at  her  feet : 
Tell  them  I  plaoged  my  dagger  ia  her  blood ;  ■ 
Tell  them,  I  so  adored-— and  thus  revenged  her. 

[Stabg  himself, 
RcTerenae  this  hero— and  conduct  him  safe.  [Dies, 


Ner.  Direct  me,  great  inspirer  of  the  soul! 
How  should  I  act,  how  judge  in  this  distress? 
Amazing  grapdeur  I  and  detested  rage ! 
Even  I,  amidst  my  tears,  admire  this  foe. 
And  mourn  his  death,  who  lived  to  give  me  woe. 

[Exeunt  omncs. 


FATAL  CURIOSITY. 


BY 


LILLO, 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


MEN. 

Old  Wilmot. 

Young  Wilmot,  hi$  ton. 

Eustace,  Youn^  Wilmofsfriend. 

Randal,  the  faithful  attendant  of  Old  Wilmot. 


WOMEN. 

Agn£3,  wife  to  Old  Wibnot. 
Charlotte,  beloved  of  Young  Wilmot. 
Maria,  her  attendant. 


Scenef^Penrynf  in  Cornwall. 


ACT  r. 


SCENE  L—Wilmoft  Houte. 

Old  WiLMOT  alone. 

The  day  is  far  advanced.    The  chearful  siin 
Pursues  with  vigour  his  repeated  course: 
No  labour  lessens,  nor  no  time  decays 
His  strength,  or  splendour :  evermore  the  same. 
From  age  to  age  his  influence  sustains 
Depenoent  worlds,  bestows  both  life  and  motion 
On  the  dull  mass,  that  forms  their  dusky  orbs, 
Chears  them  with  heat,  and  gilds  them  with  his 

brightness. 
Yet  man,  of  jarring  elements  composed. 
Who  posts  from  change  to  change,  from  the  first 

hour 
Of  his  frail  being  to  his  dissolution, 
Enjoys  the  sad  prerogative  above  him. 
To  think  and  to  be  wretched ! — What  is  life 
To  him,  that's  bom  to  die ! 
Or,  what  the  wisdom,  whose  perfection  ends 
)n  knowing,  we' know  nothing ! 
Mere  contradiction  all !  A  tragic  farce, 
Tedious,  though  short,  elaborate  without  art. 
Ridiculpusly  sad 

Enter  Randal. 
Where  hast  been,  Randal  ? 


Rand.  Not  oat  of  Penryn,  sir;  but  to  die 
strand. 
To  hear  what  news  f rom  Falmoatby  since  the 

storm 
Of  wind  last  night. 

0.  Wilm.  It  was  a  dreadful  one. 
Rand.  Some  found  it  so.    A  noble  ship  from 
India, 
Entering  the  harbour,  run  upcm  a  rock. 
And  there  was  lost 
0.  Wibn.  What  became  of  those  oo  board  her? 
Rand.  Some  few  are  saved,  bat  moch  tbc 
greater  part, 
nris  thought,  are  perished. 

O.  Wilm.  They  are  past  the  fear 
Of  future  tempests,  or  a  wreck  on  Aon : 
Those,  who  escaped,  are  still  exposed  to  bodi. 
Where  is  your  mistress  ? 

Rand.  I  saw  her  pass  the  Higb-streety  towards 

the  Minster. 
O.  Wibn.  She  is  gone  to  visit  Charlotte.    Sbe 
doth  well. 
In  the  soft  bosom  of  that  gentle  maid 
There  dwells  more  eoodness  than  the  rig^  race 
Of  moral  pedants  e'er  believed,  or  tauriit. 
With  what  amazing  constancy  and  trnui. 
Doth  she  sustain  pe  abaeoce  of  our  900, 
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Whom  flMMt  thftB  yfe  ihe  lovies !  How  shun  for 

ham, 
Whom  we  shall  ne'er  see  more^  the  rich  ^xid 

Who  own  her  durms^  and  sigh  to  nmke  her 

happj! 
Sinoe  our  miafortaiies  we  luive  found  no  friend, 
None  vho  legpuded  ourdisCress,  bat  her; 
And  she,  hf  what  I  hove  observed  of  late, 
Is  maried,  or  exbaitoted.    Curst  condition !— 
To  live  a  burden  to  one  on)y  friend. 
And  Uast  her  youth  whh  our  oentagious  woe!— ^ 
Who^  that  had  reason,  soul,  or  sense,  would 

bear  it 
A nooent lender?  Tbtn  this- honest tvreteh!*- 
I  most  dismiss  him — ^Why  should  Idetaia 
Agiatefnl,,geneMMiayoaaitoperish  withme?   : 
.  His  senrioe  may  procure  him  bread  elsei^ere, 
Thoi^  I  ha?e  none  t»  ffire  him.— «-I^ridiee>  Ran- 
dal! 
How  kmg  hast  tbon  been  with  me? 

RoMiL  Fifteen  years. 
I  wBs  a  very  child,  when  first  yvii  tqok  nie, 
To  wait  upon  voor  son,  my  deAr.  vounp  master. 
I  oft  have  wistod  I'd  gone  to  India  with  him. 
Though  you,  desponding  gite  bim  o'er  for  lost. — 

[Old  Wikwi  wnpes  hig  eyes. 
I  am  to  blame  s  tins  talk  revives  your  sorrow 
For  his  long  •beaoce. 

a  WUm.  That  camMt  be  revived. 
Which  never  died. 

Rand.  The  whole  of  my  intent 
Was  lo  confeas  ymit  bounty,  that  supplied 
The  k)9s  of  both  my  parenia  s  I  was  long 
Ihe  object  of  veur  charitable  care^ 
0.  Wikn.>  no  more  of  that :  Thou  hast  served 
me  longer  sinoe 
Without  rewanl ;  an  that  account  is  balanced, 
Or  lather  Vta  thy  debtor.    I  remember. 
When  poverty  began  to  show  her  face 
Wjt/iin  these  walls,  and  all  my  other  servants, 
like  pampered  vermin  from  a  falling  house. 
Retreated  with  the  plunder  they  had  gained, 
And  left  me,  tXK>  immilgent  and  remiss 
For  such  ungraceful  wrotcbes,  to  be  crushed  • 
fieneath  the  ruin  they  had  helped  to  make, 
That  you,  more  good  than  wise,  refused  to  leave 


lUiuL  NnT9 1  beseech  you,  sir ! — 

O.  WUm,  With  m^r  distress. 
In  perfect  ooatradiction  to  the  worid, 
Thy  kjve,  respect^  and  dihgenoe,  increased. 
Now,  all  tiM  recampcace  within  my  power, 
U  to  discharge^  thee,  Randal,  from  my  hard, 
I  uprofitable  service. 

Hand.  Uesven  forbid ! 
^hall  I  foraake  you  in  your  worst  necessity  ?^- 
Udieve  me,  air !  my  honest  soul  abhors 
i'hft  baiharoaa  tfaought. 

0.  Wiht.  What !  canst  thou  feed  on  air? 
I  have  not  left  wherewith  to  purchase  food 
for  one  meal  more. 


Rand,  Rather  than  leave  you  thus, 
111  beg  my  bread,  and  live  on  others  bounty. 
While  I  serve  you. 

Oi  Wilm,  Down,  down  my  swelling  hearty 
Or  burst  in  silence !  Tis  thy  cruel  fate 
Insults  thee  by  his  kindness — He  is  innocent 
Of  all  the  pain  it  gives  thee-^-Go  thy  ways : 
I  will  no  more  suppress  thj  youlhftii  hopes 
Of  rising  in  the.  world. 

MtttuL  tTis  true,  Vm  yeans. 
And  never  tried  my «foftone,br  my  genius, 
Which  ooar  perhaps.find  tMit  some  hsppy  maansi 
As  vet  untnoui^  ^f,;  to^  supply  >  your  .wants. 

0.  Wilm,  TboatOElnrcattme ;  I  hate  idl  obli^ 
aalions 
Which  I  can  ne?ermturft-*-And  who  art  thou. 
That  I  abonld  sloop  to  take  them  fnom.  thy  hand ! 
CveiofT  thyself  but  take  no  tbooght  for  me ; 
I  will  not  want  thee*  t'tioubie  me  n>  more. 
•  'Randu  Be  not  offieadedy  sir,  and  )  wiil'go. 
I  ne\er  repined  at  your  conunands  before ; 
But,  Heaven's  my  witness,  I  obey  you  now 
With  strong  reluctance,  and  ^  heavy  heart ! 
Farewell,  my  worthy  master !  [Going, 

0.  Wiimf  Farewell  l-^tay ! 
As  thou  art  yet  a  stranger  to  the  world, 
Of  which,  alas !  Pve  had  too  much'  experience, 
I  should,  methinks,  before  we  part,'  bestow 
A  little  counsel  on  thee.— >Dry  thy  eves : 
If  thou  weepest  thtts»  I  shall  proceed  no  farthe|r. 
Dost  thou  aspire  to  greatness,  or  to  wealth  ? 
Quit-hooks,  and  the-  unprofitable  search 
Of  wisdom,  there^  and  study  human  kind :   . 
No  science  will  avail  tliee  withontrthat; 
But  that  obtained,  thou  necdaot  not  any.  other. 
This  will  instruct  thee  to  ooooeal  thyviews, 
And  wear  the  face  of  pmbstj  audi  haooor. 
Till  thou  hast  gained  thy  end :  which  must  be 

ever 
Thy  own  advantage,  atfthatmanV  expence. 
Who  shall  be  weak  enough  to  think  thee  honest. 

HaadL  You  mock  me,  sure  I 

O.  Wibn,  I  never  was  more  aerions. 

JUmd*  Why  should  you  counsel  what  yom 
scorned  to  practise  f 

0.  WUm.  Because  that  foolish  acorn  has  been 
my  ruin. 
IVe  been  an  idiot,  but  would  have  thee  wiser, 
Ai^d  treat  mankind,  as  dicy  would  treat  thee, 

Randal, 
As  they  deserve,  and  Pre  bean  treated  by  them : 
Thou'st  9een  by  n^aad  those  who  now  despise 

me, 
How  men  of  fortune  fall,  and  beggars  rise. 
Shun  my  example ;  treasure  up  my  precepts ; 
The  world's  before  thee :  be  a  knave,  and  pro^ 

per! 
What,  art  thou  dumb  ?         [After  a  long  pauic 

Rand.  Amaiement  ties  my  tongue ! 
Where  are  your  former  principles  ? 

O.  Wibn^  No  matter : 
Suppose  I  have'renounced  them:  I  have  pas»on% 
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And  love  thee  still ;  therefore  would  have  thee 

think, 
Tlie  world  is  ail  a  scene  of  deep  deceit. 
And  he,  who  deals  with  mankind  on  tlie  square, 
Is  his  own  bubble,  and  undoes  himself. 
Farewell,  and  mark  my  counsel,  boy.         [Exit. 

Rand  J  Amazement ! 
Is  this  the  man  I  thought  so  w^  and  just  ? 
What !  teach  and  counsel  me  to  be  a  villain ! 
Sure  grief  has  made  him  frantic,  or  some  fiend 
Assumed  his  shape !  I  shall  suspect  my  senses. 
High-minded  he  was  ever,  and  improvident; 
Bu^  pitiful  and  generous  to  a  fault. 
Pleasure  he  loved,  but  honour  was  -his  idol. 
O  fatal  change !  O  horrid  transformation ! 
So  a  majestic  temple,  sunk  to  ruin. 
Becomes  the  loatlisome  shelter  and  abode 
Of  lurking  serpents,  toads,  and  beasts  of  pney ; 
And  scaly  dragons  hiss,  and  lions  roar. 
Where  wisdom  taught,  and  music  charmed,  be- 
fore !  [Exit, 

SCENE  IL'-Ckarbtt^t  House. 

Enter  Charlotte  and  Maria. 

Char.  What  terror  and  amazement  must  they 
feel. 
Who  die  by  ship-wreck  ! 

Mar.  Tis  a  dreadful  tlioO^ht  I 

Char.  Aye !  u  it  not,  Mana  ? — ^To  descend, 
livine  and  conscious,  to  the  watery  tomb ! 
Alas!  had  we  no  sorrows  of  our  own. 
The  frequent  instances  of  others  woe 
Must  give  a  generous  mind  a  world  of  pain. 
But  you  forget  you  promised  me  to  sing. 
Though  cheerfulness  and  I  have  long  been  stran- 
gers, 
Harmonious  sounds  are  still  delightful  to  me. 
There*s  sure  no  passion  in  the  human  soul. 
But  finds  its  food  in  music.    I  would  hear 
The  son^,  composed  by  that  unhappy  maid. 
Whose  faithful  lover  'scaped  a  thousand  perils. 
From  rooks,  and  sands,  and  the  devouring  deep ; 
And,  after  all,  being  arrived  at  home. 
Passing  a  narrow  brook,  was  drowned  there,' 
And  perished  in  her  sight. 

SONG. 

Mar.  Ceascy  ceasty  heart-ea$ing  tearn  J 
Adieuy  you  flattering  fears. 
Which  seven  long  tedious  years 

'Taught  me  to  bear. 
Tears  are  for  lighter  woes; 
Fear  no  such  danger  knows, 
Asfote  remorseless  shews. 

Endless  despair  / 
Dear  cause  of  all  my  pain. 
On  the  wide  stormy  main. 
Thou  vast  preserved  in  vain. 

Though  still  adored. 


Hadst  thou  died  there  unaeeUf 
My  wounded  eyes  had  been 
Saved  from  the  direst  scene 
*  Maid  e*er  deplored^ 

[Charlolte finds  a  lettet. 
Char.  What^  this  l^  A  letter  superscribed  to  me ! 
None  could  convey  it  here  but  yoo^  Maria. 
Ungenerous,  cruel  maid  !  to  use  me  thus ! 
To  ioin  with  flattering  men  to  break  my  peaces 
And  persecute  me  to  the  last  retreat  I 

Afar.  Why  should  it  break  your  peace^  to  bear 
the  sighs 
Of  honourable  love  ?    This  letter  ia— 

Char.  No  matter  whence;  return  it  back  no- 
opened: 
I  have  no  love,  no  dianns^  bat  for  my  Wilmoc, 
Nor  would  have  any. 

Mar.  Alas !  Wilmof  a  dead ! 
Or,  living,  dead  to  you. 

Char,  m  tiot  despair :  Patience  shall  dierisb 
hope; 
Nor  wrong  hjs  honour  by  unjust  sospicioo. 
I  know  his  truth,  and  will  preserve  my  own. 
But,  to  prevent  all  future  importunity. 
Know,  tnou  incessant  foe  to  my  repoae. 
Whether  he  sleeps  secure  from  mortal  cares. 
In  the  deep  bosom  of  the  boisterous  main, 
Or,  tost  with  tempest,  still  endures  its  rage ; 
No  second  choice  shall  violate  my  vows ; 
High  Heaven,  which  heard  then^  and  i^bhon  the 

perjured. 
Can  witness,  they  were  made  witboet  reserve ; 
Never  to  be  retracted,  ne'er  dissolved 
By  accident  or  absence,  time  or  death. 

Mar.  And  did  your  vows  oblige  you  to  support 

His  haughty  parents,  to  your  utter  ruin  ?• 

Well  may  you  weep  to  thmk  on  what  you've  done ! 

Char.  I  weep  to  think,  that  I  can  do  do  more 
For  their  support  What  will  beooiue  of  tbem ! 
The  hoary,  jielpless,  miserable  pair  ! 

Mar,  What  I  can't  praise,  you  force  me  load- 
mire. 
And  mourn  for  you,  as  you  lament  for  them. 
Your  patience,  constancy,  and  resagnatian. 
Merit  a  better  fate. 

Char.  So  pride  wouU  tell  mc, 
And  vain  self-love ;  but  I  believe  them  not : 
And  if,  by  wanting  pleasure,  I  have  gjaaned 
Humility,  I'm  richer  for  my  loss. 

Mar.  You  have  the  heavenly  art  still  to  impiOTS 
Your  mind  by  all  events. — But  here  comes  ooe. 
Whose  pride  seems  to  increase  with  her  mbioT' 

tunes. 
Her  faded  dress,  unfashionably  fine^ 
As  ill  conceals  her  poverty,  as  that 
Strained  comnlaisance  her  haughty,  s^'eUiiu^  hrwt. 
Though  peristiiug  with  want,  so  tar  from  askiagt 
She  ne  er  receives  a  favour  unoompeUed» 
And,  while  she  ruins,  scorns  to  be  obtigsed  i 
Let  me  depart ;  I  know  she  lores  me  oot. 

[£ril  Mafia. 
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r^.  This  visit's  kind. 
Agn,  Few  else  would  think  it  so  : 
Those  who  woald  once  have  thought  themsdves 

much  honoured 
Bj  the  least  favour,  though  'twere  but  a  look^ 
I  could  have  shewn  them,  now  refuse  to  see  me* 
lis  ffliseiy  enough  to  be  reduced 
To  the  low  level  of  the  common  herd. 
Who,  bora  to  beggary,  envy  all  above  them ; 
Bat  'ds  the  curse  of  curses,  to  endure 
The  insolent  contempt  of  those  we  scorn. 
Ckati  By  scorning  we  provoke  them  to  con- 
tempt, 
And  thus  oflend,  and  suffier  in  our  tumsw 
We  must  have  patience; 

AgM.  No,  I  scorn  them  yet ! 
But  there's  no  end  of  suffering :  Who  can  saVf 
7lieir  sorrows  are  complete  ?  My  wretched  hua- 

Tired  with  oar  woes»  and  hopeless  of  relief, 
Grows  sick  of  life, 

Apd,  urged  by  indignation  and  despair, 
Would  plunge  into  eternity  at  once, 
By  foul  selinnarder ! 
Ckar.  Gracious  Heaven  support  him ! 
Agn.  His  fixed  love  for  me, 
Whom  he  would  fain  persuade  to  share  his  fate, 
And  take  the  same,  uncertain,  dreadful  course^ 
Alone  withholds  his  hand. 
Ckar,  And  may  it  ever  1 
Agu.  Tve  known  with  him  the  two  extremes 
of  lifey 
The  highest  happiness,  and  deepest  woe, 
With  aJ)  the  sharp  and  bitter  aggravations 
Of  such  a  vast  transition — ^Such  a  fall 
lo  the  decline  of  life  ! — I  have  as  quick. 
As  eiquisice,  a  sense  of  pain  as  he, 
ADd  would  do  any  tliinz,  but  die,  to  end  it; 
But  there  my  courage  mils.    Death  is  the  worst 
fhie  fate  can  bring,  and  cuts  off  every  hope^ 
CA«r.  We  must  not  chuse,  but  strive  to  bear 
our  lot 
Without  reproach,  or  guilt    By  one  rash  act 
Of*  desperation,  we  may  overthrow 
The  merit  we've  been  raising  all  our  days, 
Ai»i  lose  our  whole  reward.  And  now,  methinks, 
Now,  more  than  ever,  we  have  cause  to  fear, 
And  be  upon  our  guanl.    The  hand  of  Heaven 
^(tread^  cloactson  clouds  o*er  our  benighted  heads, 
And.  wrapt  in  darkness,  doubles  our  distresses. 
I  /.'.mI,  the  ni^t  last  past,  repented  twice, 
A  Kran^se  and  awful  dream.     I  would  not  yield 
fu  fearfuJ  ftiipcrHtition,  nor  despise 
llic  admonition  of  a  friendly  power, 
i»«at  %%ished  my  good. 

Ajgyi,  I  have  certain  plagues  enough, 
W'lilitiat  tiie  help  of  dreams,  to  make  mc  wretch^ 
ed. 
Cher.  I  would  not  stake  my  happiness  or  duty 
^^1  liicir  uncertain  credit,  nur  on  aught 


But  reason,  and  the  known  decrees  ot  Heaven. 
Yet  dreams  have  sometimes  shewn  events  to 

come. 
And  may  excite  to  vigilance  and  care* 
My  visiou  may  be  sucn,  and  sent  to  warn  Us 
(>fow  we  are  tried  by  multiplied  aiHictions)^ 
To  mark  eacli  motion  of  our  swelling  hearts. 
Lest  we  attempt  to  extricate  ourselves, 
And  seek  deliverance  by  forbidden  ways 
To  keep  our  hopes  and  innocence  entire, 
Till  we  re  dismist  to  join  the  happy  dead, 
Or  Heaven  relieves  us  here. 

Agn.  Well,  to  your  dream. 

Char,  Methought  I  sat,  in  a  dark  winter's 
ni^ht, 
On  the  wide  summit  of  a  barren  mountain ; 
The  sharp  bleak  winds  pierced  through  my  shi- 
vering frame. 
And  storms  of  hail,  and  sleety  and  driving  rains, 
Beat,  with  impetuous  fury,  on  my  head. 
Drenched  mv  cliilled  liinbsy  and  poured  a  deluge 

round  me. 
On  one>hand,  ever^ntle  Patience  sat, 
On  whose  calm  bosom  I  reclined  my  head ; 
And,  on  the  other,  ulent  Contemplation. 
At  length,  to  my  unclosed  and  watchful  eyes. 
That  long  had  rolled  in  darkness,  dawn  appeared  i 
And  I  beheld  a  man,  an  utter  strangeri 
But  of  a  graceful  and  exalted  mien. 
Who  pressed,  witli  eager  transport,  to  embrace 

me. 
I  shunned  his  arms.  But  at  some  words  he  spoke^ 
Which  I  have  now  forgot,  I  turned  again ; 
But  he  was  gone.     And,  oh  !  transporting  sigjht ! 
Your  son,  my  dearest  Wilmot !  filled  his  place. 

Agn,  If  I  regarded  dreams,  I  should  expect 
Some  fair  event  from  yours. 

Char.  But  what's  to  come, 
Thouu;h  more  obscure,  is  terrible  indeed. 
Methought  we  parted  soon,  and  when  I  sought 

him. 
You,  and  his  father — ^Yes,  you  both  were  there — 
Strove  to  conceal  him  from  me.     I  pursued  you 
Both  with  my  cries,  and  called  on  Heaven  and 

earth 
To  judge  mv  wrongs,  and  force  you  to  reveal 
Where  you  had  hid  my  love,  my  life,  my  Wilmot ! 

Agn.  Unless  you  mean  to  oifcnd  rac,  spare  the 
rest 
'Tis  just  as  likely  Wilmot  should  return, 
As  we  become  your  foes. 

Char.  Far  be  such  thought 
From  Charlotte's  breast !   But  when  I  heard  you 

name 
Self-murder,  it  revived  the  frightful  inuige 
Of  such  a  dreadful  scene  !— 

Agn.  You  will  persist ! 

Char.  Excuse  me :  I  have  done.  Being  a  drean^ 
I  thought,  at  least,  it  could  not  give  o£nce. 

Agn.  You  could  not  tliink  so,  had  you  thought 
at  all. 
But  I  take  nothins  ill  from  thee.    Adieu  ! 
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I  hare  tarried  kmg^p  ifeui  I  iiret  mteniM, 
And  my  poor  hoftband  mourns-the  while  alone. 

[Esii  Agnes. 
Char.  She's  gone  abrnpdy,  and  1  fear  <Ks- 
pleased. 
The  least  appearance  of  advice  or  caution, 
Sets  her  iinuatient  temper  in  a  flame. 
When  griefl^  that  well  might  humble,  swells  our 

pride, 
And  pride)  encreasing,  aggravates  oar  grief^ 
The  tempest  must  prevml,  till  we  are  lost 
Heaven  grant  a  fairer  issue  for  her  sorrows !  ' 

[J£ri/. 

SCENE  m^^Tke  Town  and  Port  ofPenryn. 

Enter  Young  Wilmot  and  Eustace  m  Indian 

habits. 

F.  Wilmot.  Welcome,  *mj  friend,  to  Penryn ! 
Here  we're  safe* 

JE7tt«^.  llien  "ve'i^  dolii^Md  twice :  first  from 
the  sea. 
And  then  from  men,  whoy  more  rcmorseleBS^  prey 
On  shipwrecked  wretches^  Bod  who  spoil,  and 

monler 
Those,  whom  fell  tempests  and  devouring  waves^ 
In  all  their  fury,  spared. 

Y.  Wilm,  It  is  a  scandal, 
(Though  malice  must  acquit  the  better  sort) 
The  rude- unpolished  'people  here  in  Cornwall 
Have  long  Inm  under,  ana  with  too  much  justice : 
For  'tis  an  evil  grown  almost  inveterate. 
And  asks  a  bold  and  skilful  hand  to  cure. 

Eust.  Your  treasure's  safe,  I  hope. 

Y.  WUm.  Tis  here,  thank  Heaven ! 
Bein:;  in  jewels)  when  I  saw  our  danger, 
I  hid  it  in  my  bosom. 

Eust.  I  observed  you. 
And   wonder  how  you  could  command   your 

thoughts, 
In  such  a  time  of  terror  and  confusion. 

Y,  WUm.  My  thoi^hts  were  tlien  at  home.-^ 
OEnghind!  England! 
Thou  seat  of  plenty,  lil^rty,  and  health  1 
With  transport  I  t>ehold  thy  verdant  fields, 
Thy  lofty  mountains  rich  with  useful  ore, 
Thy  numerous  herds,  diy  flocks,  and  winding 

streams ! 
After  a  long  and  tedious  absence,  Eustace ! 
Witli  what  delight  we  breathe  our  native  air. 
And  tread  the  genial  soil  that  bore  us  first  \ 
Tis  said,  the  world  is  every  wise  man's  country ; 
Yet  after  having  Tiewed  its  various  nations, 
I  am  weak  enough  still  to  prefer  roy  own 
To  all  I've  seen  beside-^You  srail^,  my  friend ! 
And  think,  perhaps, 'tis  instinct  more  than  reason. 
Why  be  it  so :  Instinct  preceded  reason. 
Even  in  the  wisest  men,  and  may  sometimes 
Be  much  the  better  guide.    But  be  it  either, 
I  must  confess,  that  even  death  itself 
Appeared  to  me  with  twice  its  native  horror^ 
When  apprehended  in  a  foreign  land. 


Death  is,  no  doubt,  in  every  pboe  the  same  i 
Yet  nature  casts  a  look  towards  home,  and  most, 
Who  have  it  in  their  power,  chose  to  eipire 
Where  they  first  drew  their  breath. 

Eust.  Believe  me,.  Wilmot^ 
Your  grave  reflections  were  not  what  I  smiled  at; 
I  own  the  truths    Hwt  we're  retnmed  to  En^ 

land 
Affords  me  all  the  pleasure  yon  can  fed. 
Yet  I  must  think  a  warmer  passioo  moves  you : 
Thinkiitt  of  that  I  staled. 

r.  mim.  O  Eustace !  Eustace  \ 
Thou  knowest,  for  I  have  oonfest  to  diee^  I  lore; 
But  httring  never  seMi  the  charming  moid, 
Thou  canst  not  know  the  fieroenes*  of  my  flunc 
My  hopes  and  fears,  like  the  tempestuous  sew 
That  wc  have  past,  now  mount  me  to  tlie  ti^Ms 
Now  hurl  me  down  from  that  stopendoos  height, 
And  drive  me  to  the  centre.    Did  you  know 
How  much  depends  on  this  important  hoar. 
You  would  not  be  surprised  to  see  me  thus. 
The  sinking  fortune  or  our  ancient  house 
Compelled  me  young  to  leave  my  native  oovntrf, 
Mv  weeping  parents,  and  my  lovely  Qiariotte, 
Who  ruled,  and  must  for  ever  role,  nfy  fate. 

O !  sifould  my  Charlotte,  doubtful  of  015 

truth, 
Or  in  drspnir  ever  to  see  me  more. 
Have  given  herself  to  some  more  hspf  y  lover  !— 
Distraction's  in  the  thought !  Or  should  my  pa- 
rents, 
Grieved  for  my  absence,  and  opprest  with  want, 
Hotte  sunk  beneath  their  burden  and  expired, 
While  I  too  late  was  flying  to  relieve  them  ; 
Ttie  end  of  all  my  long  and  weanr  travels. 
The  hone  that  made  success  iteeUT  a  blesii^ 
Being  defeated  and  for  eVer  lost    ■ 
What  wore  the  riches  of  the  world  to  me  ? 

Eust.  The  wretch,  vcbo  fear$  di  that  is  pes* 
sible, 
Mu^  sutler  more  than  he,  who  feeU  die  vor^ 
A  man  can  feel,  yet  lives  exempt  from  fcar. 
A  woman  may  be  false,  and  friends  are  mortal ; 
And  yet  your  aged  parents  may  be  living*     < 
And  your  fulr  mistress  constant. 

F.  Wilm.  IVue^  they  may ; 
I  doubt,  but  I  despair  not.    No,  my  frioHl ! 
My  hopes  are  strong  and  lively  as  niy  fears; 
They  tell  me,  Charlotte  is  as  tme  as  faar  ; 
Tliat  we  shall  meet  never  to  part  agun ; 
That  I  shall  sec  my  parents,  kiss  tM  tiettis 
From  'their  pole  hollow  checks,  diecr  their  sad 

liearts. 
And  drive  that  gaping  phantom,  meagre 
For  ever  from  their  board ;  their  days  to 
Crown  idl  with  peace,  widi  pleaaare  mm 

dance; 

Receive  their  fond  embraces  and  their  lilessin|i| 
And  be  a  blessing  to  them. 

Eust.  'Tis  our  weakness : 
Blind  to  events,  we  reason  in  the  davk^ 
And  fondly  af^rehend  what  none  eW  lotDBi^ 
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Or  eivrshill,  pleasare  and  pain  unmtxt ; 
And  flitter  aina  torment  ourselves  by  tums^ 
With  wJMt  ahaU  never  be. 

F.  WilnL  ni  go  this  instant 
To  seek  nw  Charlotte,  and  explore  my  fate. 
Eutt.  What,  in  that  foreign  habit ! 
TWiim,  Hut's  atriae^ 
Not  worth  mr  tbouj^ts. 

Eiut,  The  hardships  yonVe  endared. 
And  your  long  stay  beneath  the  burning  zone^ 
When  one  eternal  sultry  summer  reigns, 
Hare  mtrred  the  native  hue  of  your  complexion: 
Methioks  you  look  more  like  a  sun-burnt  Indian, 


Than  a  Briton. 

r.  Wibn.  Well,  'tis  no  matter,  Eustace ! 
I  hope  my  mind's  not  altered  for  the  worse. 
And  for  my  outside— But  inform  me,  friend. 
When  I  mar  hope  to  see  you. 

Euit  When  you  please: 
Youll  find  me  at  the  inn. 

Y,  WUm.  When  I  have  learned  my  doom,  ex- 
pect me  there. 
Till  then,  farewell ! 

Bust  Farewell !  Success  attend  you ! 

{Exeunt  ieveralfyn 


ACT    IL 


SCENB  L-^karhtt^i  House. 


Enter  Ckmrlotte  thoughtful;  and  toon  after  a 
Servant  from  the  other  ude, 

Serv.  Madam,  a  stranger  in  a  foreign  habit 

desires  to  see  you. 
Char,  In  a  foreign  habit ! 
riis  straz^  and  onexpected.    But  admit  him. 

[Exit  Servant. 
Who  can  this  stranger  be !    I  xnow  no   fo- 


Enier  Young  Wilhot. 

Nor  m  man  like  this. 
Y.WUm.  Ten  thousand  joys ! 

f Going  to  embrace  her. 

Char.  Sir,  you  are  too  bold — Forbear,  and  let 

me  know 

What  business  brought  you  here,  or  leave  the 

^rfacc. 

Y.  Wilm,  Perfidious  maid!  Am  I  forgot^  or 

scorned  ? 
Char.  Can  I  forget  a  roan  I  never  knew ! 
Y.  Wihm,  My  fears  are  true ;  some  other  has 
her  heart: 
Sbe^s  lost :  Mj  fatal  absence  has  nndone  me. 

[Adde. 
O!  could  thy  Wilmot  liave  forgot  thee,  Char- 
lotte ! 
Char.  Ha !  Wilmot !  say !  what  do  your  words 
import? 
0  ^ele  stranger !  ease  my  swelling  heart ; 
What  dost  thou  know  of  Wihnot? 

r.  IFtib.  This  I  know : 
When  all  the  wiivis  of  heaven  seemed  to  conspire 
Aninst  the  stormy  main,  and  dreadful  peals 
Or  rattling  thunder  deafened  every  ear, 
And   drowned   the  a£Erightehed  mariners'  loud 


When  livid  l^htning  spread  its  sulphurous  flames 
Through  all  me  dan  horizon,  and  disclosed 
The  rsfpng  sess  incensed  to  his  destruction ; 
When  the  good  ship^  in  which  he  was  embarked, 
Broke,  and,  overwhelmed  by  the  impetuous  surge, 
Sank  to  the  oosy  bottom  of  the  deep^ 
VouL 


And  lefl  him  struggling  with  the  warring  waves; 
In  that  dreed  moment,  in  the  jaws  of  death. 
When  his  strength  failed,  and  every  hope  forsook 

him, 
And  his  last  breath  pressed  towards  his  trem- 
bling lips, 
The  neighbouring  rocks,  that  echoed  to  his  moan^ 
RetumMl  no  sound  articulate  but — Charlotte. 
Char.  The  fatal  tempes^  whose  descriptioii 

strikes 
The  hearer  with  astonishment,  is  ceased ; 
And  Wilmot  is  at  rest.    The  fiercer  storm 
Of  swelling  passions,  that  o'erwhelms  the  soul. 
And  races  worse  than  the  mad  foaming  seas 
In  whiai  he  perished,  ne'er  shall  vex  him  more. 
Y.  Wilm.  Thou  seemest  to  think  he's  dead; 

enjoy  that  thought ; 
Persuade  yourself  that  what  you  wish  is  true^ 
And  triumph  in  your  falsehood.  Yes,  he's  dead*; 
You  were  nis  fate.    The  cruel  winds  and  waves, 
That  cast  him  pale  and  breathless  on  the  shor^ 
Spared  him  for  greater  woes—to  know  his  Char> 

lotte, 
Forsettine  all  her  vows  to  him  and  heaven, 
Had  cast  him  from  her  thoughts — ^Then,  then  he 

died; 
But  never  can  have  rest  Even  now  he  wanders^ 
A  sad,  repining,  discontented  ghost. 
The  unsuDstantial  shadow  of  himself. 
And  pours  hb  plaintive  groans  in  thy  deaf  ean^ 
And  stalks,  unseen,  before  thee. 

Char,  n^s  enough : 
Detested  falsehood  now  has  done  its  worst 
And  art  thou  dead?  And  wouldst  thou  dic^  my 

Wihnot! 
For  one  thou  thonght'st  unjust?  Thou  soul  of 

truth! 
What  must  be  done  ?  Which  way  shall  I  express 
Unutterable  woe  ?  Or  how  convince 
Thy  dear  departed  spirit  of  the  love. 
The  eternal  love,  and  never-fiuling  faith. 
Of  thy  much  injured,  lost,  despairing  Charlotte  } 
Y.  Wilm.  Be  still,  my  fluttering  heart ;  hope 

not  too  soon ! 
Perhaps  I  dream,  and  this  is  all  illusioa  [Anda, 
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Char.  If,  as  some  teach,  the  spirit  after  death. 
Free  froiti  the  bounds  and  ties  of  sordid  earth. 
Can  trace  us  to  our  most  concealed  retreat. 
See  all  we  act,  and  read  our  very  thoughts ; 
To  thee,  O  Wilmot !  kneeling  I  appeu. 
If  e'er  I  swerved  in  action,  word,  or  thought, 
Or  ever  wished  to  taste  a  joy  on  earth 
That  centred  not  in  thee,  since  last  we  parted ; 
May  we  ne'er  meet  again,  but  thy  loud  wrongs 
So  close  the  ear  of  mercy  to  my  cries, 
That  I  may  never  see  those  bright  abodes, 
Where  truth  and  virtue  only  have  admission. 
And  thou  inhabilest  now  ! 

Y.  Wilm,  Assist  me.  Heaven  ! 
Preserve  my  reason,  memory,  and  sense ! 
O  moderate  my  fierce  tumultuous  joys, 
Or  their  excess  will  drive  me  to  distraction. 

0  Charlotte !  Charlotte !  lovely,  virtuous  maid ! 
Can  thy  firm  mind,  in  spite  of  time  and  absence, 
Remain  unshaken,  and  support  its  truth ; 

And  yet  thy  frailer  memory  retain 

No  image,  no  idea  of  thy  lover? 

Why  dost  thou  gaze  so  wildly?  Look  on  me ; 

Turn  thy  dear  eyes  this  way ;  observe  me  well. 

Have  scordiing  climates^  tmie,  and  this  strange 

habit, 
So  changed  and  so  dis^ised  thy  fiuthful  Wilmot, 
That  nothing  in  my  voice,  my  face,  or  mein, 
Remains  to  tell  my  Charlotte  I  am  he ! 

[After  viewing  him  tome  time,  the  approachet 

tveepingf  and  givet  him  her  hand;  and 

then  turning  towardt  him,  tinks  upon  hit 

bosom.] 
Why  dost  thou  weep  ?  Why  dost  thou  tremble 

thus? 
Why  doth  thy  panring  heart  and  cautious  touch 
Speak  thee  but  half  convinced  ?  Whence  are  thy 

fears? 
Why  art  thou  silent  ?  Canst  thou  doubt  me  still  ? 
Char.  No,  Wilmot!  no;  Vm  blind  with  too 

much  light. 
Overcome  with  wonder,  and  oppressed  with  joy. 
This  vast  profusion  of  extreme  delight. 
Rising  at  once,  and  bursting  from  despair, 
t)efies  the  aid  of  word^  and  mocks  description. 
But  for  one  sorrow,  one  sad  scene  of  anguish. 
That  checks  the  swelling  torrent  of  my  joys, 

1  could  not  bear  the  transport 

Y.  Wilm.  Let  me  know  it : 
Give  me  my  portion  of  thy  sorrow,  Charlotte ! 
Let  me  partake  thy  grief,  or  bear  it  for  thee. 

Char.  Alas !  my  Wilmot !  these  sad  tears  are 
thine ; 
They  ftow  for  thy  misfortunes.    I  am  pierced 
With  all  tlie  agonies  of  strong  compassion, 
With  all  the  bitter  anguish  you  must  feel. 
When  you  shall  hear  your  parents 

Y.  Wtim.  Are  no  more ! 

Char.  You  apprehend  me  wrong. 

F.  Witm.  Perhaps  I  do ; 
Perhaps  you  mean  to  say,  the  greedy  grave 
Was  satisfied  with  one,  and  one  is  left 


To  bless  my  loi^tng  eyes.    Bat  which,  my  Cha^ 

lotte? 
Char.  Afflict  yourself  no  more  with  groundlos 

fears: 
Your  parents  both  are  living.    Their  distress^ 
The  poverty,  to  which  they  are  reduced. 
In  spite  of  my  weak  aid,  was  what  I  moomed ; 
That  poverty  in  age,  to  them  whose  youth 
Was  crowned  with  full  prosperity,  I  tear, 
Is  worse,  much  worse,  tnan  death. 

Y.  WiUn.  My  jo/s  complete ! 
My  parents  living,  and  possessed  of  thee  !— 
From  this  blest  hour,  the  happiest  of  my  hfey 
m  date  my  rest.    My  anxious  hopes  and  feais, 
My  weary  travels,  and  my  dangers  past, 
Are  now  rewarded  all :  Now  I  rejoice 
In  my  success,  and  count  my  riches  gain. 
For  know,  my  soul's  best  treasure !  I  have  weillfa 
Enough  to  glut  even  avarice  itself: 
No  more  shall  cruel  want,  or  proud  contempt, 
Oppress  the  sinking  spirits,  or  insult 
The  hoary  heads,  of  those  who  gave  me  beiog. 
Char.  Tis  now,  O  riches,  I  conceive  juor 

worth: 
Yon  are  not  base,  nor  can  you  be  superflnoas, 
But  when  misplaced  in  base  and  sordid  hands. 
Fly,  fly,  my  Wilmot !  leave  thy  happy  Chark>tte! 
Tny  filial  piety,  the  sighs  and  tears 
Of  thy  lamenting  parents,  call  thee  hence. 
Y.  Witm.  1  have  a  friend,  the  partner  of  mj 

voyage. 
Who,  in  the  stolm  last  night,  was  shipwrecked 

with  me. 
Char.  Shipwrecked  last  night ! — O  you  immor- 

tal  powers ! 
What  have  you  suffered !   IIow  were  you  pic- 

servea? 
Y.  Wibn.  Let  that,  and  all  my  other  stmge 

escapes 
And  perilous  adventures,  be  the  theme 
Of  many  a  happy  winter  night  to  cooie. 
My  present  purpose  was  to  intreat  my  angel, 
To  know  this  fnend,  this  otlier  better'  Wihoot, 
And  come  with  him  this  evening  to  my  lathers: 
ril  send  him  to  thee. 

Char,  I  consent  with  pleasure. 

Y.  Wihn.  Heavens !  what  a  night !  How  dull 

I  bear  my  joy ! 
My  parents',  youths,  my  friend's,  all  will  be  nuae. 
If  such  the  early  hopes,  the  vernal  bloonn. 
The  distant  prospect  of  my  future  blias» 
Then  what  tne  ruddy  autumn !  What  the  frait, 
The  full  possession  of  thy  heavenly  cfaarms ! 

[Ertmni  teventif. 


SCENE  n.— ^  street  in 

Enter  Rakoal. 
JUfui.  Poor !  poor !  and 


!  whkfacr 


shall  I  wander, 
And  to  what  point  direct  my  views 
A  menial  servant  !-*No— What ! 


and  hopes? 
•haUIliT^ 
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Here^  in  thif  land  of  freedom,  live  ditdngnishedy 
And  mirked  tbe  willing  slave  of  aome  proud  sub- 
led! 

To  swell  his  useless  train  for  hroken  fragments^ 
The  ooU  remains  of  his  superfluous  boara  ?««•- 
I  would  aspire  to  aomething  more  and  better. 
Tarn  thj  ejres  then  to  the  prolific  ocean. 
Whose  spadoQs  bosom  opens  to  thy  view : 
There  deathless  honour,  and  uneovied  wealth. 
Hare  often  crowned  the  brave  adventurer's  toils. 
This  is  the  native  uncontested  ri^t. 
The  fair  inheritance,  of  every  Bnton, 
That  dares  put  in  his  claim — Mj  choice  is  made : 
A  long  farewell  to  Cornwall,  and  to  England ! 
in  retom — ^But  staj,  what  stranger's  t^s, 
Who^  as  be  views  me,  seems  to  mend  his  pace  ? 

Enter  Young  Wiliiot. 

r.  WUm,  Randal ! — ^The  dear  companion  of 
my  youth ! — 
Sore  lavish  fortune  means  to  give  me  all 
I  could  desire,  or  ask  for,  this  blessed  day, 
And  lea? e  me  nothing  to  expect  hereafter. 
Rand,  Your  pardon,  sir !  I  know  but  one  on 
earth 
Cookl  properlv  salute  mc  by  the  title 
Yoo're  pleased  to  give  me,  and  I  would  not  think 
That  jw  are  be — that  you  are  Wilmot. 
Y,  WUm.  Why} 

Kand.  Because  I  could  not  bear  the  disap- 
pointment, 
in  sboNikl  be  deceived. 

Y.  WUm.  I  am  pleased  to  hear  it : 
Thy  friendly  fears  better  express  thy  thoughts 
Than  words  could  do. 

EamL  01  Wilmot!  O!  my  master! 
Are  you  cetumed  ? 

y.  WUm.  I  have  not  yet  embraced 
My  parents — ^I  shall  see  you  at  my  fathei^s  ? 
Ramd.  No,  Vm  discbarged   from  thence-— O 

sir !  such  ruin 
r.  fTt/n.  IVe  beard  it  all,  and  hasten  to  re- 
lieve them : 
3are  Heaven  hath  Uessed  me  to  that  very  end : 
IVe  wealth  enoi^ ;  nor  shalt  thou  want  a  part 

JUnd,  I  have  a  part  already — ^I  am  blened 
Ja  your  success,  and  share  in  all  your  joys. 
K.  mib,  IdOttbtitnoL  But  tell  me,  dost  thou 
think. 
My  parents  not  suspectmg  my  return. 
That  I  may  viait  them,  and  not  be  known? 
lUadL  Tb  liard  for  me  to  judge.   You  are  al- 
ready 
^rown  so  familiar  to  me,  that  I  wonder 
I  imew  Toa  oot  at  first:  yet  it  may  be; 
Foryou  re  much  altered,  and  they  think  you  dead. 
I.  Wihm.  This  is  certain,  Charlotte  Mield  ip9 
Jon& 
And  heard  my  load  reproadies,  and  oomplaintSi 
Without  remembering  she  had  ever  seen  me. 
My  raiod  at  ease  grows  wanton :  I  would  fain 
I^e^ne  oo  happiiicsa.    Why  may  I  not 


Indulge  my  curiodty,  and  try 
If  it  be  possible,  by  seeing  first 
My  parents  as  a  stranger,  to  improve 
Their  pleasure  by  surprise  ? 

Rand.  It  may  indeed 
Enhance  your  own,  to  see  from  what  despair 
Your  timely  coming,  and  unhoped  success^ 
Have  given  you  power  to  raise  them. 

F.  WUm.  I  remember. 
E'er  since  we  learned  together,  you  excelled 
In  writing  fairly,  and  could  imitate 
Whatever  hand  you  saw  with  great  exactness. 
I  therefore  beg  youUl  write,  in  Charlotte's  name 
And  character,  a  letter  to  my  father ; 
And  recommend  me,  as  a  fnend  of  hers, 
To  his  acmiaintance. 

Rand.  Sir,  if  you  desire  it-^ 
And  yet 

Y.  WUm.  Nay,  no  objections  !  Twill  save 
time, 
Most  precious  with  me  now.     For  the  decep- 
tion. 
If  doing  what  my  Charlotte  will  approve, 
'Cause  done  for  me  and  with  a  ^ood  intent^ 
Deserves  the  name,  I'll  answer  it  myself. 
If  this  succeeds,  I  purpose  to  defer 
Discovering  who  I  am  till  Charlotte  comes. 
And  thou,  and  all  who  love  me.    Ev'ry  friend 
Who  witoesses  my  happiness  to-night. 
Will,  by  partaking,  multiply  my  joys. 

Riand.  You  grow  luxurious  m  imapnadoa. 
Could  I  deny  you  aught,  I  would  not  write 
This  letter.    To  say  true,  I  ever  thought 
Your  boundless  curiosity  a  weakness. 

Y.  WUm.  What  canst  thou  blame  in  this  f 

Rand.  Your  pardon,  sir  I 
Perhaps  I  spoke  too  freely ; 
I'm  ready  to  obey  your  orders, 

Y.  Wtlm.  I  am  much  thy  debtor. 
But  I  shall  find  a  time  to  quit  thy  kindness. 
O  Randal !  but  imagine  to  thyself 
The  floods  of  transport,  the  smcere  delight. 
That  all  my  friends  will  feel,  when  I  di^ose 
To  my  astonished  parents  my  retom. 
And  then  confess,  that  I  have  well  contrived, 
By  giving  Others  joy,  to  exalt  my  own. 

SCENE  in.-— OM  Wibnaei  House  diaeaoered. 

Old  WiLBiQT  and  Agnes, 

O.  WUm.  Here,  take  this  Seneca:  this  haughty 

pedant,    . 
Who^  governing  the  master  of  mankind. 
And  awing  power  imperial,  prates  of  patience ; 
And  praises  poverty^-^-possessed  of  milUons : 
— Sell  him,  and  buy  us  bread.    The  scantiest 

meal 
The  vilest  copy  of  his  book  e'er  purdiased. 
Will  give  us  more  relief  in  this  distress. 
Than  all  his  boasted  precepts. — Nay,  no  tears; 
Keep  them  to  move  compassion  when  you  beg. 
Agn.  My  heart  may  break,  but  never  stoop  t^ 

that 
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O.  Wilm.  Nor  would  I  live  to  we  it— Bat  dis- 1 
patch.  [Exit  Agnes,  I 

Where  must  I  charge  this  length  of  miserVf 
That  gathers  force  each  moment  as  it  rolls, 
And  must  at  last  overwhelm  me,  but  on  hope : 
Vain,  flattering,  delusive,  groundless  hope, 
That  has  for  years  deceived  me  ?--'Had  I  tfiought 
As  I  do  now,  as  wise  men  ever  think, 
AVhen  first  this  hell  of  poverty  overtook  me. 
That  power  to  die  implies  a  right  to  do  it, 
And  snould  be  used  when  life  becomes  a  pain. 
What  plagues  had  I  prevented ! — True,  my  wife 
Is  still  a  Save  to  prejudice  and  fear- 
I  would  not  leave  my  better  part,  the  dear 

[Weeps, 
Faithful  companion  of  my  happier  days, 
To  bear  the  weight  of  age  and  want  alone. 
— ^FU  try  once  more— 

Enter  Agues,  and  after  her  Young  Wilmot. 

O.  WUm.  Returned,  my  life !  so  soon ! — 
Agn,  The  unexpected  coming  of  this  stranger 

Prevents  my  goipg  yet 

Y,  Wilm.  You  are,  I  presume, 

Hie  gentleman  to  whom  this  is  directed. 

J'Oives  a  letter, 
„--- ,  iespair. 

What  indigence,  what  misery,  appears 
In  this  once  happy  house !  What  discontent^ 
What  an^sh  and  confusion  fill  the  faces 
Of  its  dejected  owners ! 

O.  Wilm,  [Having  read  the  letter.] 
•^ir,  such  welcome 

As  tlus  poor  house  aifords,  you  may  command. 
Our  ever  friendW  neiehbour — Once  we  hoped 
To  have  called  fair  Charlotte  bv  a  dearer  name. 
But  we  have  done  with  hope— I  pray  excuse 
This  inooherenoe — ^We  had  once  a  son.    [Weeps, 
Agn,  That  you  are  come  from  that  dear  vir- 
tuous maid, 
Revives  in  us  the  memoiy  of  a  loss, 
Which,  though  long  since,  we  have  not  learned  to 
bear. 
F.  Wibn.  The  joy  to  see  them,  and  the  bitter 
pain 
It  is  to  see  them  thus,  toudies  my  soul 
With  tenderness  and  grief,  that  will  overflow. 

They  know  me  not,  and  yet  I  shall,  I  fear, 
Defeat  my  purpose,  and  betray  myself.     [Aside. 
O.  Wibn.  The  lady  calls  you  here  her  valued 
friend ; 
Enough,  though  nothing  more  should  be  iipplied, 
To  recommend  you  to  our  best  esteem ; 
<— A  worthless  acquisition !  May  she  find 
Some  means  that  better  may  express  her  kind* 

ness! 
But  she,  perhaps,  has  puiposed  to  eprioh 
You  with  herself,  and  end  her  fruitless  serrpif 
For  one,  whom  death  alone  can  justify 
For  leaving  her  so  long.    If  it  be  so, 
May  you  repair  his  loss,  and  be  to  Charlotte 
A  secoody  happier  Wilmot !  Partial  natore^ 


Who  only  fivroors  yoatfa,  as  fedile  age 
Were  not  her  ofining  or  below  her  caic^ 
Has  sealed  our  doom:  No  seoond  hope  shsO 

spring 
To  dry  our  tears,  and  dissipate  despair. 
Agn.  The  last  and  moet  abandoned  of  oor 
kind, 

S  heaven  and  ear^  neglected  or  deqased, 
e  loathsome  grave,  that  robbed  us  of  our  six^ 
And  all  our  joys  in  Imn,  must  be  oor  refuge. 
Y.  Wilm.  Let  ^osts  unpardoned^  or  devoted 
fiends. 
Fear  without  hope,  and  wail  in  such  sad  strains; 
But  grace  defend  the  living  from  despair ! 
The  darkest  hours  precede  the  rising  sun. 
And  mercy  mskj  appear,  when  least  expected. 
0.  Wilm,  This  I  We  heard  a  thousand  times 
repeated. 
And  have,  believing  been  as  oft  deceived. 

Y.  Wibn.  Beholdin  me  an  instanoe  of  its  troth. 
At  sea  twice  shipwrecked,  and  as  oft  the  pny 
Of  lawless  pirates ;  by  the  Arabs  thrice 
Surprized,  and  robbed  on  shore;  and  oaoe  re- 
duced 
To  worse  than  these,  the  sum  of  all  distress 
That  the  most  wretched  feel  on  this  side  hdl, 
Ev'n  slavery  itself:  Yet  here  I  stand. 
Except  one  trouble,  that  will  <piickly  ead, 
The  happiest  of  mankind. 

O.  Wtbn,  A  rare  example 
Of  fortune's  changes ;  epter  to  surprise 
Or  entertain,  than  comfort  or  instruct. 
If  you  would  reason  from  events,  be  just, 
And  county  when  you  escaped,  how  many  perished; 
And  draw  your  inference  thence. 

Agn,  Alas !  Who  knows, 
But  we  were  rendered  childless  by  some  stonn. 
In  which  you,  thoofh  preserved,  inight  bear  a  jpsrt? 
Y.  Wibn,  How  nas  inv  curiosity  betrayed  oie 
Into  superfluous  pain  !  I  hint  witti  fsodness; 
And  shall,  if  I  stay  longer,  rush  upon  them. 
Proclaim  mvself  their  son,  kiss  and  embrace  ihcn, 
"Till,  with  the  excess  of  pleasure  and  wprise^ 
Hieir  souls,  tranmrted,  their  frail  mansioiis^n^ 
And  leave  them  nreathless  in  my  longing  aiask 
By  circumstances  dien  and  slow  dcyuLs» 
They  must  be  let  into  a  happiness^ 
Too  great  for  them  to  bear  at  once^  sskI  live : 
That  Charlotte  will  perform.    I  need  not  fc^i 
To  ask  an  hour  for  rest  [Aside.]  Sir,  I  intreal 
The  favour  to  retire,  where  for  a  whUe 
I  may  repose  myself.    You  will  excuse 
This  freraom,  and  the  trouble  that  I  give  too. 
lis  long  since  I  have  slept,  mxI  natnre  caUa. 
O.  Wibn,  I  pray  no  more:  Believe  wf?tt  only 
trouUea, 
That  you  should  think  any  excuse  wer 
Y.  Wibn.  The  wei^t  of  thb  to  me 
combrance, 
[Takes  a  casket  out  of  Us  hosotts,  assd gives 
it  to  his  mother. 
And  its  conteats  of  value ;  If  yoo 
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To  ttbchediaii^  of  it  'till  I  awake, 
I  ihail  not  rest  the  worse.    If  I  should  sleep 
^I  aiD  ulMd  for,  as  perhaps  I  maj, 
I  Im^  tint  jou  would  wake  me. 

i^  Doubt  it  not : 
BisMded  as  I  am  mth  various  woes* 
I  dnll  remember  that.   [Erit,  with  Old  WHmi. 

F.ITi^  Merciless  gnef! 


What  ravage  has  it  made !  how  has  it  chan^ 
Her  lovely  form  and  mind !  I  feel  her  anguish, 
And  dread  I  know  not  what  from  her  despair. 
My  father  too— O  grant  them  patienocy  He** 

▼en! 
A  little  lon^,  a  few  short  hours  more. 
And  all  their  care%  and  mine,  shall  end  for  ever. 

[£jeicii^ 


ACT   m. 


SCENE  V^The  Scene  cmUinuei. 


Enttr  AovES  mkme^  wriik  the  coiket  in  her  hmid* 

Agn,  Who  should  this  stranger  be?  And  then 
tjus  casket — 
He  stys  it  is  of  value,  and  vet  trusts  i^ 
As  if  a  trifle,  to  a  strangers  hand — 
Hu  coofideiloe  aroans  me — ^Perhaps 
It  is  aot  what  he  says — ^I  am  strongly  tempted 
To  open  it,  and  see — No,  let  it  rest ! 
Why  ihouM  I  pry  into  the  cares  of  othen^ 
Who  have  so  many  sorrows  of  mj  own? 
With  how  much  ease  the  spring  gives  waj — Sur- 
prising! 
My  eyes  are  dazzled,  and  my  ravished  heart 
Lnps  at  the  glorious  sight    How  bright's  the 

lustre. 
And  how  immense  the  worth,  of  these  fair  jewels ! 
Ay,  such  a  treasure  would  expel  for  ever 
Base  poverty,  and  all  its  abject  train ; 
Famine;  the  cold  n^lect  of  friends;  the  scorn, 
Or  more  provoking  pity,  of  the  world. 
Plenty,  content,  and  power  might  take  their  turn, 
And  tottf  pride  bare  its  asfnriog  head 
At  our  approach,  and  once  more  bend  before  us. 
A  pleaain^  dream !  ^s  past ;  and  now  I  wake. 
For  sure  tC  was  a  happiness  to  tliink. 
Though  but  a  moment,  such  a  treasure  mine. 

Nay,  it  was  more  than  thought ^I  saw  and 

loochcn 
The  bright  temptation,  and  I  see  it  yet-* 
*Ti§  bete— -'tis  mine — ^I  have  it  in  possession- 
Most  I  reagn  it?  Must  I  give  it  back? 
Am  I  in  love  vritfa  misery  and  want. 
To  rob  myself,  and  court  so  vast  a  loss  ? 
Retain  it  then — But  how  ?  There  is  a  way-«- 
Why  sinks  my  heart?  Why  does  my  blood  run 

cold? 
Why  am  I  thrilled  with  horror?  'Ijs  not  choice^ 
But  dire  necessity  suggests  thr  thought 

EtUer  Old  Wilmot. 


And  with  a  look,  that  pierced  me  to  the  soul. 
Begged  me  to  comfort  thee:  And— 4o8t  thou 

hear  me? 
What  art  thou  gazing  on?  He, 'tis  not  welL 
This  casket  was  delivered  to  you  closed : 
Why  have  you  opened  it  ?  Should  this  be  known. 
How  mean  must  we  appear ! 

Agn,  And  who  shall  know  it  ? 

O.  Wilm,  There  is  a  kind  of  pride,  a  decent 
dignity 
Due  to  ourselves;  whidi,  spite  of  our  misfor- 
tunes, 
May  be  inaintuned,  and  cherished  to  the  last 
To  live  without  reproach,  and  without  leave 
To  quit  the  world,  shews  sovereign  contempt. 
And  noble  scorn  of  its  relentless  malice. 

Agn,  Shews  sovereign  madness^  and  a  scorn  of 
sense. 
Pursue  ix>  farther  this  detested  dieme : 
I  will  not  die ;  X  will  not  leave  the  world 
For  all  that  you  can  urge,  until  compelled. 

O.  Wibn,  To  chase  a  shadow,  when  the  setting 


sun 


O.  WUm,  The  mind  ^ntented,  with  how  little 

^        P*in» 

The  wwidering  senses  yield  to  soft  repose ! 

He's  fmilta  aaleep  already — ^Happy  man ! 

What  dost  thou  think,  my  Agnes,  of  our  guest? 

He  seems  to  me  a  youth  of  great  humanity : 

Joit  ere  he  closed  nis  eyes^  that  swam  in  tears, 

lie  wnuig  my  haiifi,  and  pr^seec)  it  to  his  lips; 


Is  darting  his  last  rays,  were  just  as  wise 

As  your  anxiety  for  fleeting  hfe. 

Now  the  last  means  for  its  support  are  fuling: 

Were  famine  not  as  mortal  as  the  sword, 

Your  warmth  mi^t  be  excused — But  take  thj 

choice : 
Die  how  you  will,  vou  shall  not  die  alone. 

Agn,  iVor  live,  I  hope. 

0  Wibn,  There  is  no  fear  of  that 

Agn.  Then,  well  hve  both. 

0.  Wilm.  Strange  folly  ?  where  the  means  ?• 

Agn.  There-— those  jewels ! 

O.  Wibn.  Ha !  Take  heed ! 
Perhaps  thou  dost  but  try  me    jret  take  heed ! 
There  s  nothing  so  monstrous  but  the  mind  of 

man, 
In  some  conditions,  may  be  bougjht  to  approve : 
Theft,  sacrilege,  treason,  and  parricide. 
When  flattering  opportunity  enticed. 
And  desperation  drove,  have  been  committed 
By  those,who  once  would  start  to  hear  them  named, 

Agn.  And  add  to  these  detested  suicide. 
Which,  bv  a  crime  much  less,  we  may  avoid. 

0.  Wilm.  How  oouldst  thou  form  a  thought  so 
very  damning  ? 
So  advantageous,  so  secure,  and  easy ; 
And  yet  so  cruel^  and  so  full  of  horror ! 
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Agn,  Tu  lest  impiety,  less  ogiunst  natnrey 
To  take  another's  lite,  thian  end  our  own. 

O.  Wilm.  No  matter  which,  the  less  or  great* 
er  crime : 
Howe'er  we  may  deceive  ourselves  or  others, 
We  act  from  inclination,  not  by  rule. 
Or  none  could  act  amiss :  and  that  all  err. 
None  but  the  conscious  hypocrite  denies. 

0  !  what  is  man,  his  excellence  and  strength. 
When  in  an  hour  of  trial  and  desertion. 
Reason,  his  noblest  power,  may  be  suborned 
To  plead  the  cause  of  vile  assassination ! 

Agn.  You're  too  severe:  Reason  may  justly 
plead 
For  our  own  preservation. 

O.  WiUn.  Rest  contented : 
Whatever  resistance  I  may  seem  to  make, 

1  am  betrayed  widiin :  My  will's  seduced. 
And  my  whole  soul  infected.    The  desire 
Of  life  returns,  and  brings  with  it  a  train 
Of  appetites,  that  rage  to  be  supplied ! 
Whoever  stands  to  parley  with  temptation, 
Parleys  to  be  overcome. 

Agn,  Then  nought  remains 
But  the  swift  execution  of  a  deed. 
That  is  not  to  be  thought  on,  or  delayed — 

O.  Wilm,  Generous  unhappy  man !  O !  what 
could  move  thee 
To  put  thy  life  and  fortune  in  the  hands 
Of  wretches  mad  with  anguish ! 

Agn.  By  what  means 
Shall  we  efl^t  his  death? 

0.  Wilm.  Why,  what  a  fiend ! 
How  cruel,  how  remorseless  and  impatient 
Have  pride  and  poyerty  made  thee ! 

Agn.  Barbarous  man ! 
Whose  wasteful  riots  ruined  Qur  ^tate, 
And  drove  our  son,  ere  the  first  down  had  spread 
His  rosy  cheeks,  spite  of  my  sad  presages, 
Earnest  intreaties,  agonie%  and  tears. 
To  seek  his  bread  amongst  strangers,  and  to 

perish 
In  some  remote,  inhospitable  land ; 
The  loveliest  youth,  in  person  and  in  mind, 
That  ever  crowned  a  groaning  mother's  pains ! 
Where  was  thy  pity,  where  thy  patience  then  ? 
Thou  cruel  husbifuid  !  thou  unnatural  father ! 
Thou  most  remorseless,  most  ungrateful  man ! 
To  waste  my  fortune,  rob  me  of  my  son, 
To  drive  me  tp  despair,  and  then  reproach  m^ 
For  being  what  thou  hast  made  me  f 

O.  Wilm.  Dry  thy  tears : 
I  ought  not  to  reproach  thee.    I  confess 
That  thou  hast  suffered  much :  So  have  we  both. 
But  chide  no  more ;  I  am  wrought  up  to  thy  pur- 
pose. 
The  poor,  ill-fnted,  unsuspecting  victim. 
Ere  he  reclined  him  on  the  fatal  couch. 
From  which  he's  ne'er  to  rise,  took  off  the  sash, 
And  costly  dagi;er  that  thou  saw'st  him  wear, 
And  thus,  imthmkin^,  furnished  us  with  arms 
Against  himself.    Steal  to  the  door. 


And  bring  me  word,  if  he  be  still  asleep. 

[EntAgnu. 
Or  Fm  deceived,  or  be  pronotmoed  nimself 
The  happiest  of  mankind.    Deluded  wivtcfa  I 
Thy  thoughts  are  perishing  thy  youthful  jqys^ 
Touched  bj  the  ic^  hand  of  gnsTy  death. 
Are  withenng  in  their  Uoom— But^  thou^t  ei- 

tinguished. 
Hell  never  know  the  lossy 
Nor  feel  the  bitter  pangs  of  disappointment^ 
Then  I  was  wrong  m  counting  hmi  a  wretch : 
To  die  well  pleased. 

Is  all  the  happiest  of  mankind  can  hope  for. 
To  be  a  wretch,  is  to  survive  the  loss 
Of  every  joy,  and  even  hope  itself. 
As  I  have  done— Why  do  I  mourn  him  tlicnf 
For,  by  the  an^ish  of  my  tortured  soul. 
He's  to  be  envied,  if  compared  with  me. 

Enter  Agnes  with  Young  Wilmot's  dagger. 

Agn.  The  stranger  sleeps  at  present ;  but  so 
restless 
His  slumbers  seem,  they  can't  condnttc  leag. 
Here,  I've  secured  his  dagger. 

0.  Wilm.  O  Agnes  !  Agnes!  if  there  be  a 
heU, 
Tis  just  we  should  expect  it. 

[Goes  to  take  the  dagger^  lut  lets  itfeU. 
Agn.  Shake  off  this  panic,  and  be  more  yoor- 

self! 
0.  Wilm.  Wha^s  to  be  done?  On  what  bid 

we  determined  ? 
Agn.  You're  quite  dismayed. 

vTakei  un  the  deigger, 
0.  Wibn.  Give  me  the  fatal  steeU 
Tis  but  a  single  murder. 
Necessity,  impatience,  and  despair. 
The  three  wide  mouths  of  that  true  CeiberaSk 
Grim  poverty,  demand :  they  shall  be  stopped. 
Ambition,  persecution,  and  revenge. 
Devour  their  millions  daily :  And  sliall  I — 
But  follow  me,  and  see  how  little  cauae 
You  had  to  think,  there  was  the  least  remain 
Of  manhood,  pity,  mercy,  or  remors^ 
Left  in  this  savage  breast. 

[Going  the  wrong  wef* 
Agn.  Where  do  you  go } 
The  street  is  that  way. 

O.  Wilm.  True  !  I  had  ^oi^go^ 
Agn.  Quite,  quite  confounded  ! 
0.  Wihn.  Well,  I  recoyer.-^I  shaU  find  the 
way.  [£xif. 

Agn.  O  softly !  softly !  The  least  noise  un- 
does us. 
What  are  we  doing?  Misery  and  want 
Are  lighter  ills  than  this !  I  cannot  bear  it  !~-> 
Stop^  hold  thy  hand ! — ^Inconstant,  wretched  wo- 
man! 

Wliat!   doth  my  heart  recoil! O  Wilrooc! 

Wilmot ! 
What  power  shall  I  invoke  to  «d  thec^  Wihooi? 
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fn/erCHAELOTTSy  Eustace,  aiti  Randal. 

Ck».  What  strange  negleet !  The  doors  are 
all  unbarred, 
And  not  a  living  creature  to  be  seen ! 

Enter  Old  Wilmot  and  Agnes. 

Chwr,  ^y  we  are  oome  to  g^ve  and  to  receive 
A  dMMisand  greetings — Ha!  what  can  this  mean ! 
Why  do  TOtt  look  with  such  amazement  on  us  ? 
Are  these  your  transports  for  your  son's  return  ? 
Where  is  my  Wilmot  ? — Has  be  not  been  here  ? 
Would  he  defer  your  happiness  so  long. 
Or  could  a  habit  so  disguise  your  son. 
That  yon  refused  to  own  him  ? 

ApL  Heard  you  that? — 
What  prodigy  of  horror  b  disclosing^ 
To  render  murder  venial ! 

0,  WUm.  Prithee,  peace ! 
The  miserable  damned  suspend  their  howling^ 
Aqd  the  swift  orbs  are  fixed  in  deep  attention. 

Kmd.  What  mean  these  dreadful  words^  and 
frantic  air ! 
That  is  the  dagger  mjf  young  master  wore. 

EmU,  My  mind  misgives  me.  .Do  not  stand 
U>|aie 
On  these  dumb  phantoms  of  despair  and  horror ! 
Let  us  search  further ;  Randal,  shew  the  way. 

tHretfii^ 
ight  the 
sun. 
And  death  and  darkness  buiy  in  oblivion 
Afaokind  and  all  their  deeds,  that  no  posterity 
Hay  ever  rise  to  hear  our  horrid  tale. 
Or  view  the  nave  of  such  detested  parricides ! 

0.  WUm,  Curses  and  deprecations  are  in  vain : 
Hie  son  will  shine,  and  all  things  have  their 

course. 
When  we,  the  cmrse  and  burden  of  the  earth, 
Shall  be  absorbed,  and  mingled  with  its  dust. 
Our  gwlt  and  desolation  must  be  told. 
From  a^  to  age,  to  teach  desponding  mortals, 
How  far  beyond  the  reach  of  human  thought 
Heaven,  wbeo  incensed,  can  punish — Die  thou 
first.  \Stah»  Agnet. 

1  durst  not  trust  thy  weakness. 

Agn,  Ever  kind, 
But  most  in  this ! 
0»  WUm,  1  will  not  long  survive  thee. 


Agn,  Do    not    accuse    thy  erring   mother, 
Wihnot, 
With  too  much  rifour  when  we  meet  above ! 
To  give  thee  life  for  life,  and  blood  for  blood, 
Is  not  enough.    Had  1  ten  thousand  lives, 
rd  give  them  all  to  speak  my  penitence, 
Deep,  and  sincere,  and  equal  to  my  crime. 
Oh  Wilmot !  oh  my  son !  my  son !  [Dies, 

Enter  Randal  and  Eustace. 

Eust.  O  Wilmot !  Wilmot ! 
Are  these  the  fruits  of  all  thy  anxious  cares 

For  thy  ungrateful  parents  ? Cruel  fiends ! 

0.  Wilm,  What  whining  fool  art  thou,  who 

would'st  usurp 
My  sovereign  right  of  grief! — ^Was  he  thy  son? — 
Say !  Canst  thou  shew  thy  hands  reeking  with 

blood, 
That  flowed,  through  purer  channels^  from  thy 

loins? 
Compute  the  sands  that  bound  the  spacious  ooeai^ 
And  swell  their  number  with  a  single  grain ; 
Increase  the  noise  of  thunder  with  thy  voice ; 
Or,  when  the  raging  wind  lays  nature  waste, 
Assist  the  tempest  with  thy  feeble  breath; 
But  name  not  thv  faint  sorrow,  with  the  anguish 
Of  a  curst  wretcn,  who  only  hopes  from  this 

[Stabbing  himself. 
To  change  the  scene,  but  not  relieve  his  pain ! 

Rand  A  dreadful  instance  of  the  last  remorse ! 
May  all  your  woes  end  here  ! 

0.  Wilm,  O  would  th^  end 
A  thousand  ages  hence,  I  then  should  sufier 
Much  less  than  I  deserve.    Yet  let  me  say, 
You'll  do  but  justice  to  inform  the  world, 
Tliis  horrid  deed,  that  punishes  itself, 
Was  not  intended,  thinking  him  our  son ; 
For  that  we  knew  not,  'till  it  was  too  late. 
Proud,  and  impatient  under  our  afflictions. 
While  Heaven  was  labouring  to  make  us  happy, 
We  brought  this  dreadful  rum  on  ourselves. 
Mankind  may  learn ^but oh  [D»er. 


Rand  Heaven  jprant  they  mav ! 
And  may  thy  penitence  atone  tny  crime ! 
Tend  well  the  hapless  Charlotte,  and  hear  hence 
These  bleeding  victims  of  despair  and  pride ; 
Toll  the  death  bell !  and  follow  to  the  grave 
The  wretched  parents  and  ill*fated  son. 

[Exeunt  arnnet. 
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MEN. 

Tbb  Mayor  of  Fetebshav. 

Abdem,  a  gentleman  of  Feoenhmn, 

Fbahkliv,  his  friend. 

MiCBABX,  ieroant  to  Arden. 

Gbbev,  enen^  to  Arden, 

MoftBY,  miiiifM%  attached  to  Alicia, 

Bbadsbaw. 


Blace  Will.  \     ^ 

Geoboe  Shabebag,  J  "'•^"*- 


LoBD  Chbtvet. 
Adam  Fowl,  an  inihkeeperm 
A  Servant  to  Arden* 
C^ffieerif  4^« 

WOMEN. 

Alicia,  wife  to  Arden, 
MabiA|  tister  to  Motby. 


Scene — Fevenham^  in  Kent, 


ACT    L 


SCENE  L— Z%c  itreet  hrfore  Abben's  door. 

Enter  Mosbt. 

Jlfof.  The  monungfs  dark,  and  horrid  as  my 
purpose. 
Thrice  naTe  mr  nares  been  hud  for  Arden's  life. 
And  thrice  hath  he  escaped.    I  am  not  safe : 
The  living  may  revenge.    Oh !  could  I  win 
Alicia  to  conspire  her  husband's  fall, 
Then  mieht  I  say,  securi^,  thou'rt  mine, 
And  launi  at  all  to  come.  For  other  instruments, 
There^s  Green :  he  bears  him  hard  about  this  suit 
For  the  abbey-hmdS)  to  which  the  hot  youth 

pleads 
Some  fancied  right    Michael,  the  trencher  fa- 
vourite, 
A  bastard,  bred  of  Arden's  charity, 
He  has  hem  privy  to  our  secret  joys^ 
And,  on  that  trust  presuming,  loves  my  sister— 
Wioki  at  adultery,  and  may  at  murder. 


Maria  is  his  price.    Fve  placed  her  here^ 
Companion  of  my  sweet  Alicia's  hoon^ 
To  spread  her  charms  for  ever  in  hb  eye : 
To  her  are  all  my  visits.    But  Alicia- 
She  must,  she  shall  oomplv :  when  to  my  aiss 
Her  honour  she  resigne((  her  food  rehictaice 

whispered. 
She  could  oeny  me  nothing.    This  to  tiy. 

[Rrit  inio  ArdeaTi  hemtt. 

SCENE  JJ^A  ekamher. 


Enter  Aboeh  in  his  night-^gosBn. 

Ard,  Unhappy  Anfen,  whither  canst  thou 
der 

To  lay  thy  heavy  load  of  sorrows  down ! 
Will  chance  of  place  relieve  the  aflicted  mind, 
Or  does  afl  nature  yield  a  balm  to  care 
The  pangs  of  slighted  love  and  brokcii  faith? 
Ungrateful  false  Alicia!  false  with  Moaby, 

1 
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Hk  vile  dependent  of  my  foe  professed^ 
Lord  CliAinf  s  fall-fed  flatterer !  O  damned ! 
Ccme,  Frmkiiny  come :  Arden,  diy  friend,  invites 

dice; 
And  let  me  pom'  mjr  griefs  into  thy  bosom, 
Aod  £od  in  fnendship  what  IVe  lost  in  love. 

Enter  Alicia. 

ASc*  Why,  Arden,'do  you  leave  your  bed  thus 
early? 
Have  cold  and  darkness  greater  charms  than  I  ? 
Hiere  was  a  time,  when  winter  nights  were  bhort, 
And  Arden  chid  the  mom,  tliat  odled  him  from 


JnL  This  deep  dissembUng,  this  hypocrisy, 
(The  hHt  worst  state  of  a  degenerate  mind) 
Spetk§  her  in  vice  determined  and  mature. 

[Aside, 
Alk,  What  maid,  that  knows  man's  variable 
nature. 
Would  sell  her  free  estate  for  marria^  bonds  ? 
Ffom  vows  and  oaths,  and  every  ser\'ile  tye^ 
The  tyrant  man  at  pleasure  is  set  free ; 
The  holy  nuptial  bond  leaves  him  at  large ; 
Yet  vests  him  with  a  power,  that  makes  us  slaves. 
Tis  heavenly  this— 

Ani.  To  stop  my  just  reproach, 
Art  thou  the  first  to  tax  the  marriage  state  ? 

Alic  Are  you  not  jealous  r  do  you  not  give  ear 
To  vain  surmises  and  malicious  tongues, 
That  hourly  wound  mv  yet  untainted  fame  ? 
Ard.  And  wooldst  Uiou  make  me  author  of  the 


Thy  guilt  has  brought  on  us ! — ^1*11  bear  no  longer. 
The  traitor  Mosby,  cursed,  detested  Mosby, 
*^hali  render  an  account  for  both  your  crimes. 
Alie,  Whftt  do  I  hear !  [Aside. 

Ard»  The  base  mechanic  slave 
^haJl  answer  with  his  blood. 
Alic,  O  hear  me  speak ! 
AnL  No^  I  am  deaf:   As  thpn  hast  ever  been 
To  fame,  to  virtue,  and  my  just  complaints. 
Aiie.  Thoa  on  my  knees— 
Ard,  Adoltress !  dost  thou  kneel 
And  weep,  juid  pray,  and  bend  thy  stubborn  heart 
(Stubborn  to  me)  to  sue  for  him  r  Away ! 
Away  this  instant,  lest  I  kill  thee  too. 

[Recovering  hinnelf. 
Xo— not  the  hell,  thou  liost  kindled  in  this  bo- 


som, 

^%all  make  me  shed  thy  blood. 

A/ir,  I  do  not  hope  it« 

AnL  For  me,  be  as  immortal  as  tliy  shame; 

4fir.  I  se«  yonr  cruel  purpme :  i  must  live. 
To  see  yonr  hand  and  honour  stained  with  blood, 
Your  ample  fortune  seized  on  by  the  state, 
Your  lile  a  forfeit  to  tiie  cruel  laws. 
O  Ardeo,  blend  compassion  with  your  ragi;^ 
And  kindly  kill  me  first! 

Ard.  Niit  for  my  sake 
Are  all  thy  tenrs;  then  had  yon  felt  them  sooner; 
Plead  not  the  ruin  you  have  made ;  but  sav, 

\'0L.  I. 


Why  have  yon  driven  me  to  these  ektremes? 
Why  sacrificed  my  peace,  and  your  own  fame, 
By  Gorrefmonding  with  a  menial  slave  ? 

Aiic»  Thou  canst  not  think,  that  I  have  wronged 
thy  bed? 

Ard.  Would  I  could  not ! 

Aiic.  By  Heaven— 

Ard*  No  perjuries. 
But  now,  as  you  lay  slumbering  by  my  side, 
I  still  awake,  anxious  and  full  of  thought^ 
(For  thou  hast  banished  sleep  from  these  sad  eyes) 
With  gentle  accents,  thrilling  with  desire, 
You  called  on  Mosby.   Love  made  me  doubt  my 


And  question,  if  the  dark  and  silent  night 
Conspired  not  with  my  fancy  to  deceive  me : 
But  soon  I  lost  the  pamful  pleasing  hope ; 
Again  you  called  upon  your  minion  Mosby. 
Confirmed,  I  strove  to  fly  your  tainted  bed, 
But,  wanting  strength,  sunk  lifeless  on  my  pillow« 
You  threw  your  eager  arms  about  my  neck. 
You  pressed  my  bloodless  cheeks  with  your  warm 

.lip* 
WhicR  glowed,  adultress !  with  infernal  heat ; 

And  caUed,  a  third  time,  on  the  villain  Mosb^r. 
Aiie*  A  dream  indeed,  if  I  e^er  called  on  htm< 
Ard  Thy  guil^  dreams  betray  thy  waking 

thoughts. 
Aiie.  I  know  Fm  simple^  thoughtless,  and  un* 
guarded; 
And  wlut  is  cardessness  you  construe  guilt 
Yet  were  I  weak  as  those  fantastic  visions. 
Sure  I  could  never  have  condemned  you,  Arden^ 
On  circumstances  and  an  idle  dream. 
Ard,  But  such  a  dream !— ^ 
Alte*  Yet  was  it  but  a  dream, 
Which,  though  I  not  remember,  I  abhor^ 
And  mourn  with  tears,  because  it  gives  you  pain. 
Arden,  you  do  not  wish  me  innocent. 
Or  on  suspicions  could  ^ou  doom  me  guilty  ? 
Ard  Not  wish  thee  mnocent !  do  sinking  ma- 
riners, 
When  struggling  with  the  raging  seas  for  life. 
Wish  the  assistance  of  some  friendly  plank  ? 
Tis  that,  and  that  alone,  can  bring  me  oomforf. 

AHe,  O  jealousy !  thou  fierce  remorseless  fiend, 
Degenerate,  most  unnatural  diild  of  love ! 
How  shall  I  chase  thee  from  my  Arden's  bosom? 
Ard.  There  is  a  way,  an  easy  way,  Alicia. 
Aiie.  O  name  it»-*«peak. 
Ard.  What^s  past  may  be  forgotten. 
Your  future  conduct — 

Alie.  You  distinct  me,  Arden. 
Say,  how  shall  I  convince  you  of  my  truth? 
Ard.  I  ask  but  thitf :  never  see  Mosby  more! 

[ne  $tarti. 
By  Heaven,  she^s  dumb ! 

Alie.  O  how  shall  I  conceal 
My  own  confusion,  and  elude  his  rage  ?     [Aside. 
Ard.  Thou'rt  lost,  Alicia! — lost  to  me — and 

Heaven. 
Aiic.  Indeed  I'm  lost,  if  you  unkindly  doubt  me. 
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L  Wilt  thou,  then,  ne'er  converse  withl 
Mosby  more  } 
AUc.  If  I  e'er  do,  may  Heaven,  and  yon,  for- 
sake me ! 
Ard.  You'll  keep  your  word,  Alicia !   Prithee, 

say— 
AUc,  You*ll  brei^  my  heart 
Ard.  Vd  rather  breaK  my  own. 
Then  thou  art  innocent,  and  lov'st  me  stills 
Alicu  And  ever  will. 
Atd.  Give  roe  thy  hand— thy  heart ! 
O  give  me  that ! 

AUc.  That  always  was  your  own. 
Ard.  Thou  fiatterer^-ihen  whence  this  cruel 
strife  ? 
Still  art  thou  cold :  nor  warm  are  thy  embraces, 
Xor  sparkle  in  thine  eyes  thefires  of  love : 
Culd,  cold,  and  comfortless. 
AUc.  Indeed  you  fright  me. 
Ard.  Tis  possible 
AUc.  What? 

Ard.  That  thou  may'st  yet  deceive  me. 
AUc.  6 !  I  axA  wretched  ! 
Ard.  Both  perhaps  sxre  so. 
But,  if  thou  ever  lov'dst,  thoult  not  despise  me. 
And  wilt  forgive  nic,  if  indeed  I've  wronged  thee. 
As  I've  forgiven  thce>^Pity,  I'm  sure,  I  need. 

[Exit  Arden* 
AUc.  Thou  hast  it,  Arden,  even  from  her,  th^t 
wrongs  thee. 
All,  all  shall  pity  thee,  and  curse  Alicia.  , 

Con  I  feel  this^  and  further  tempt  the  stream 
Of  guilty  lo^'c !  O  whither  am  I  fallen ! 

l^ter  Maria. 

• 

Mar.  An  happy  day,  Alicia;  and  may  each 
moot 
Of  coining  life  be  ushered  with  like  joy. 
IVanklin,  from  court  returned,  has  brought  the 

grant 
Of  the  abbey-lands,  confirmed  by  the  young  king, 
To  Arden  for  his  life :  nor  will  deliver, 
Btt(  to  liimself,  the  deed. 

AUc,  A  worthy  friend ! 
Tlie  grant 'is  not  more  welcome  to  my  husband, 
Than  Franklin's  company. 

Mar.  IIe*s  flown  to  meet  him. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  your  brother  Mosby-^ 

AUc.  Where  is  Mosby  f 

Serv.  lie  wmts  below. 

AUc.  O  hftstc,  and  lead  me  to  him ! 

Sf^'  Madam,  he  but  desires  to  see  his  Mster. 

AUc  Hm  sifter!  what!  did  he  not  ask  for  me? 
.  Mar.  Perhap»— 

AUc.  Pray,  give  me  leave— lo()]U  be  In  health  ? 

Serv.  He  seems  in  health. 

AUc.  Here,  and  not  ask  for  me ! 
Seems  he  or  angry  then,  or  melancholy  ? 
Answer  me,  stock,  stone. 

Serv,  Truly  I  can't  say. 


AUc.  Thou  canst  say  no&ing. — Get  thee  fnm 
my  sight ! 
Yet  stay — ^no  matter.    HI  myself  go  seek  him. 

[Exeunt  AUda  and  Servant. 
Mar.  Where  reason  is,  can  passion  dins  pre- 
vail ?  [Exit  Maritt. 

SCENE  UU^A  parlour  in  Ardek's  hmae. 

Enter  Alicia,  meeting  Mosby. 

AUc.  Mosby,  diat  brow  befits  our  wayward 
fate. 
The  evil  hour,  long  feared,  is  fallen  upon  us, 
And  we  shall  sink  beneath  iL    Do  not  frown— 
If  you're  unkind,  to  whom  shall  I  complain  ? 

Mot.  Madam,  it  was  my  sister  I  expected. 

AUc.  Am  I  forgotten  tmsn?    Ungrateful  mm! 
This  only  could  have  added«to  my  woeSb 
Did  you  but  know  what  I  have  liome  for  yoo, 
You  would  not  thus,  uimiovcd,  behold  ny  tears. 

Mos.  Madam,  you  make  me  vain. 

AUc.  Insult  not,  Mosby : 
You  were  the  first  dear  object  of  my  lore; 
And  could  my  heart  have  made  a  second  cfaoicf , 
I  had  not  been  the  objecrt  of  your  scorn : 
But  duty,  gratitude,  the  love  of  fame. 
And  pride  of  virtue,  were  too  weak  to  erase 
The  deep  impression  of  our  early  vows. 

Mot*  rherefore  you  kindly  chose  to  wed  soo- 
ther. 

AUc.  Reproach  me  not  with  what  I  deemed 
my  duty* 
Oh  !  had  I  thought  I  could  assume  the  name, 
And  never  know  the  afiection  of  a  wife^ 
I  would  have  died  ere  given  my  hand  to  Arden. 

Mat,  You  g^ve  him  all. 

AUc.  No,  no,  I  gave  him  nothing: 
Words  without  truth— hui  hand  witfaoot  a  heart ! 
But  he  has  found  the  fraud ;  the  slumbcnng  boa 
At  length  hath  roused  himself. 

Alot.  And  I  must  fall 
The  victim*     ■ 

AUc.  No ;  he  knows  not  yet  his  wrong/i. 

Mot.  But  quickly  will. 

AUc.  Thatf  that^  my  greatest  hnr. 

Mot*  Then,  branded  with  a  stnimpet*s  hated 
name, 
The  cause  abhorred  of  shame,  of  blood,  and  ndn, 
Thou'lt  be  eiposed, and  hooted throuf^  the workli 

AUc.  O  hide  the  dreadful  image  from  my  view  \ 
Chaste  matrons,   modest  maids,  mad 

wives, 
Scorning  a  weakness  which  they  never  knew, 
Shal^  blush,  with  indignation,  at  my  i 

Moi.  My  death — but  that^  though 

AUc.  Labour  not 
To  drive  me  to  despair.    Fain  would  I 

JIfot.'  You  may,  and  be  deceived.     For' me,  I 
know 
My  fate  resolved — and  thee  the  inslniiDeai, 
The  wiling  instrument^  of  Mosby's  ruia  ! 
Inconstant,  false  Alicia ! 
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AKc  False  indeed. 
Bat  not  to  tbee»  cruel,  iojuriooy  Mosby ! 
Mm.  Injorious !  faijie  one !  might  not  all  these 
dwigen. 
That  threaten  to  involve  us  both  in  ruin, 
£rp  dkis  hnve  been  prevented  ? 
Aiie.  Ha  !  say  on. 
Mot,  And,  not  preventing^  art  not  Uiou  the 

cause? 
il/ie.  Ah!  whither,  Mosby,  whither  wouldst 

thoQ  drive  me  ? 
Mm*  Nay,  didst  thon  love,  or  wouldst  secure 
thy  fame, 
Preserve  mv  life,  and  bind  me  yours  for  ever — 
'lis  yet  within  your  power. 
Mc,  By  Ardcn's  death ! 
leanest  thou  not  so  ?  Speak  out,  and  be  a  devil. 
Mo$,  Yea»  'tis  for  thee  I  ain  so.    But  your 
looks 
Declare,  my  death  would  please  you  better,  ma- 
daaa! 
AUc.  Exaggerating  fiend  !  be  dumb  for  ever  ! 
His  death !  I  muft  not  cast,  a  glance  that  \va^'.  - 
Mm,  Is  there  another  way  ?    O  think,  Alicia ! 
AiU*  I  willy  for  that  will  make  mc  mad :  And 
madness 
Were  some  eicuse.  Come,  kind  cii^traction !  come, 
Amf  Arden  dies !  My  husband  dies  for  Mosby ! 

[ShrUkty  and  run$  to  Mosby. 

Enter  Arden  and  Franklin, 

He's  here !  O  save  roc  !  tell  me,  did  he  hear  ? 
Ard^lStartingA  Franklin,  support  ^our  friend ! 

I  shake  with  horror ! 
Frank.  What  moves  you  thus? 
Ard.  See  I — Mosby  with  my  wife  ! 
Hos.  But,  madam,  1  shall  spare  your  farther 
tiouble ; 
In  happy  time  behold  my  neighbour  here ! 

[Ai  taking  leave  tif' Alicia. 
AUe.  Mischief  and  wild  confusion  hav^  begun, 
And  desolation  waits  to  close  the  scene ! 

\Ktit  Alicia. 
Mo$,  Sir,  I  would  gladly  know,  >vhctlier  your 
grant, 
Of  the  rich  abbev-lands  of  Feversham, 
Be  yet  ooofinned  or  not? 

Ard.  What  if  I  tear 
Her  faithless  heart,  even  in  the  traitor^s  si^ht, 
Ulio  tan^t  it  falsehood !  [Aside, 

Frank,  lie  is  lost  in  thought 
Bat  I  can  answer  that :  It  is  confirmed. 
I  bfd^t  the  deed,  with  tlie  great  seal  annexed, 
Signed  by  oar  pious  Edward,  and  his  counciL 
Mat.  I'm  satisfied.  • 

Ard.  So  am  not  I.    By  hell. 
There's  justice  in  the  thought!— I'm  strangely 
tempted.  [Aside. 

Mat.  My  friend  seems  wrapt  in  thought. — ^I 
caaic  to  advise  him, 
That  Greeo,  by  virtue  of  a  former  grant 
His  father  long  enjoyed         >  ' 

Ard.  For  ray  estate, 


The  law,  and  this  good  seal,  is  my  security ; 

To  them  I  leave  Green,  and  his  groundless  claim. 

But  my  just  right  to  false  Alicia  s  heart 

(So  dearly  purchased  with  a  husband's  name, 

And  sacrea  honour  of  a  gentleman), 

I  shall  assert  myself,  and  thus  secure 

From  further  violation,  [Draws. 

Mot.  Her  known  virtue 
Renders  the  injury,  your  fancy  tonas, 
A  thing  of  air. 

Frank.  Impossible  to  thought ! 
Whence,  Arden,  comes  this  sudden  madness  on 

thcJe, 
That  your  Alicia,  ever  dear  esteemed. 

And  deeply  loved: 

.  Ard.  Out  on  tlie  vile  adultress ! 
But  thou,  demure,  insinuating  slave, 
Shalt  taste  my  vengeance  first.    Defend  tliyself ! 
Mas.  I  scorn  to  take  advantage  of  your  rage. 
Ard.  A  coward  too !  O  my  consummate  shame ! 
Mos.  This  I  can  bear  from  you. 
Ard.  Or  any  man  ! 
Why  hangs  that  useless  weapon  by  thy  side, 
Thou  shauie  to  manhood  ?  JDraw !  Will  nothing 
move  thee !  [Strikes  him. 

Frank.  Hold !  Whither  would  your  mad  xe- 

venge  transport  you  ? 
Ard.  Shall  shameful  cowardice  protect  a  vil- 
lain? 
Mos.  You  chuse  a  proper  place  to  shew  your 

courage ! 
Ard.  Go  on.    I'll  follow  lo  the  ocean's  brink^ 
Or  to  the  edge  of  some  dread  precipice. 
Where  terror  and  despair  shall  stqp  thy  fiiaiht, 
And  force  thy  tremblmg  hand  to  guard  tliy  life  ! 
Afnt.  What  I  endure  to  save  a  lady*s  honour ! 

\To  Frank. 
Frank.  Your  longer  stay  will  bpt  incense  hiiu 
more; 
Pray  quit  the  house. 

Mot.  Sir,  I  shall  take  your  counsel. 

[Exit  Mmhif. 
Ard.  He  hath  escaped  me  then.  But  for  my  wife — 
Frank.  What  has  she  done  ? 
Ard.  Done !  must  I  tell  my  shame  ? 
Away !  begone  !  lest,  from  my  prey  withheld, 
I  turn,  and  tear  tlie  officious  band,  that  lets  me— 
So£t!   art  thou  Franklin?    PardoA  me,  sweet 
friend 

My  spirits  fail 1  shake 1  must  retire. 

Frank.  To  your  Alicia. 
Ard,  To  my  lonely  couch ;  - 
For  I  must  learn  to  live  without  her,  Franklin. 
Frank.  Pray  Heaven  forbid ! 
Ard.  To  hate  her,  to  forget  her,  if  I  can : 
No  easy  task  for  one,  who  doats  like  me. 
From  what  an  height  I'm  fallen !    Once  smiling 

love 
Of  ail  its  horrors  robbed  the  blackest  night* 
And  gilt  with. gladness  every  ray  of  light; 
>(ow,  tyrant-like,  his  conauest  he  maintains. 
And  o^er  his  eroanine  hiave  with  rods  of  i 


reigns  j 


groaning 


iron 


[Exeunt^ 
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ACT.   n. 


SCEN£  1.^2^  Street. 

Enter  Green  and  Mosbt. 

Green.  You  pity  me,  and  know  not  my  estate. 
I'm  ruined,  Mosby ;  tfaDoghtless,  and  iil-advisedy 
My  riotous  youth  will  leave  my  age  a  beggar. 
These  abbey-lands  were  ail  the  hopes  I'd  left; 
My  whole  support. 

Mot,  Base  and  ungenerous  Arden, 
To  force  a  man,  bom  equal  to  himself, 
To  beg,  or  starve  ! 

Green.  By  Heaven,  I  will  do  neither  s 
I'll  let  the  proud  oppressor  know- 

Mot,  How  blind  is  race ! 
Who  threats  his  enemy,  lends  him  a  sword 
To  gnard  himself,  ' 

Green,  Robbed  of  the  means  of  life. 
What's  life  itself  ?— an  useless  load,  a  curse ! 
Which  yet  I'll  dearly  sell  to  my  revenge ! 

Mot.  You  mean  to  kill  him,  then  ? 

Green,  I  do,  by  Heaven ! 

Mot,  Suppose  you  fail. 

Qreen,  I  can  but  lose  my  life. 

Mot,  Then  where  is  your  revenge,  when  he, 
secure, 
Biots,  unbounded,  in  -his  ill-got  wealth  ? 

Green,  What  can  I  do? 

Jlfof.  'Tis  plain  yon  wish  him  dead. 

Green.  Each  moment  of  his  life  is  to  my  soul 
A  tedious  age  of  pain ;  for,  while  he  lives, 
Contempt,  and  all  the  ills  a  tazar  knows, 
Must  be  my  wretched  lot,  and  lengthen  out 
The  miserable  hours,    Whbt  grovelling  wretch 
Would  wish  to  hold  his  life  on  such  conditions? 

Moe,  But  change  the  scene:    suppose  but 
Arden  dead. 
Your  land  restored,  and  fortune  in  your  power ; 
Honour,  respect,  and  all  the  dear  delights^ 
That  wait  on  wealth,  shall  wing  the  joyful  hours, 
And  life  contracted  seem  one  happy  day. 
I  hate  this  Arden,  and  have  stronger  motives 
Than  anv^ti  can  urge  to  wish  his  death. 
He  has  accused,  insulted,  struck  me ! 
Nay,  his  fair  virtuous  wife,  on  my  accoant^*— 

Qreen,  If  feme  speaks  true,  you're  to  be  envied 
tliere. 

Mot,  The  wor)d  will  talk ;  but  be  that  as  it 
may: 
I  want  not  cause  nor  will,   not   means   nor 
friends^ 

Green,  Nor  opportunity  shall  long  be  wanting.* 

Mot,  Enough :  his  fate  is  fixed,    See !   BmS- 
shaw's  here ! 

Enter  Bradshaw. 

Brad.  Save,  save  you,  gentlemen ! 
Mot.  We  thank  you,  neighbour. 
But  whither  in  such  haste  ? 
prod.  To  th^  isle  of  Shippey, ' 


To  wait  on  good  lord  Cheyney.    At  he  bokb 
In  high  esteem  our  worthy  towiHinan,  Arden, 
I  shall  first  call  on  him.    Tis  well  I  met  you, 
For  yonder  two  were  but  bad  raad-oompamoos. 
Green,  They  seem  of  desperate  Ibrtunes. 
Mot,  Have  they  names? 
Brad.  One  I  know  not ;  bat  judge  htof  fitm 
his  comrade. 
The  foremost  of  the  two  I  knew  at  Boulogne, 
Where,  in  the  late  king's  reign,  I  served  myself. 
He  was  a  coiporal  then ;  but  such  a  villain — 
Beneath  a  soldiei's  name ;  a  oommon  cafe-diroat, 
That  preys  on  all  mankind,  and  knows  no  party. 
Mot,  An  horrid  character  you  give  him,  Brad- 

shaw. 
Brad.  No  worse  than  he  deserres. 
Mot.  Ldtide.]  An  useful  hint ; 
He  shall  not  yrant   employment:  4¥faat's  bis 

name? 
^  Brad,  Black  Will.    His  fasilyHiame  I  nenr 
heard. 
Mot,  [To  Green,]    A  yrord — write  yoo  a  let- 
ter  to  AUcia : 
Disguise  your  hand.    This  honest  fool  may  besr 

it 
Hiiit  at  diese  men.    In  case  her  ooorage  fail. 
She  will  be  glad  to  shift  the  daed  on  tbem. 
Green.  1  am  instructed. 

Enter  Black  Will  and  Ssakebao. 

B,Will  What!  comrade  Bradshaw!  How 
fare  you,  man  ?  S'biood !  dost  not  remember 
honest  Black  Will  ?  Why,  thoo  art  grown  pone* 
proud  sure. 

Brad,  Why,  you're  not  easily  fofgqttem  WilL 
But,  prithee,  what  brings  thee  to  Fevenlmm  ? 

B.WilL  A  soldier,  yoo  know,  is  at  home, 
wherever  he  comes.  Vmnt  tokim  Jbrti  pairia  f 
There's  Latin—Give's  a  tester. 

Brad,  In  time  of  peace,  we  should  apply  to 
some  honest  creditaole  business,  and  not  tnni 
the  name  of  soldier  into  vagabond. 

B,  WilL  Yes,   as  you  have  done.    Fm  toU 
you  keep  a  goldsmith's  shop  here  in 
and,  hkc  a  mechanical  rogue,  live  by 
I  hav$  more  hoiMMir. 

BrwL  Would  thou  hadst  honesty, 

B,  WilL  Where  do  our  honesties  difier?  I 
take  a  purse  behind  a  hcdg^  and  yoa  bcJund  a 
counter.  • 

Brad,  Insolent  slave! 

B,  WilL  You  cent,  per  cent,  rascal !  I  may 
find  a  time  to  teach  you  better  manners. 

Brad,  Go,  mend  thy  own. 

B.  WilL  Thou  wert  always  a  sneaking  feOow, 

Bradsliaw,   and  couldst  never  swear,  nor  get 

drunk.    Come,  sliall  I  apd  my  ooiqirade 

%ag  taste  your  ale? 
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Bnd.  Uj  house  entertains  no  such  guesti — 
Farewell,  flenUenien. 

Mm,  Ahog  with  Bradahaw, 
And  ktnt  the  managaneot  of  these  to  me. 

[AtUU  to  Green. 
Grtau  It  shall  be  done.    Bradshawy  a  word 

«  with  thee. 
Brsd  Your  pardon,  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt  Green  and  Bradshaw. 
R  WUL  He  was  a  cadet  in  the  last  French 
wir,  like  other  soldiers,  then ;  but  now  he  has 
got  a  neat,  and  feathered  it  a  little,  he  pretends 
to  reputstion.     S^blood!   had   this  been  a  fit 
pkce,  be  had  not  escaped  me  sa    You  have  sur- 
veyed us  well-    [  To  Mosby,]  How  do  you  like  us  ? 
Hiw.  Medunka  I  read  truth,  prudence,  se- 
crecy, 
And  courage,  writ  upon  your  manly  brows. 

R  WUi  What  hellish  vUlainy  has  this  fellow 

in  hand,  that  makes  him  fawn  upon  us  ?    [A$ide. 

Mot.  I  fear  the  world's  a  stranger  to  your 

menL 

If  thb  may  recommend  me  to  your  friendship— 

[Givet  a  purse. 
R  WUL  Of  what  damned  deed  is  this  to  be 

the  wages? 
Shake.  Hast  ever  an  elder  brother's  throat  to 

cut? 

R  MUL  Or  an  old  peevish  father  to  be  buried  ? 
Mo$.  Neither  of  these. 
Shake.  A  rival  then  mayhap—— 
Afot.  There  you  come  nearer  to  me. 
Shake.  Then  speak  out. 
We're  honest,  sir. 
R  WUL  Trusty,  and  very  poor, 
ifof.  Metal  too  fit  for  me.    \Ande.'\    Then 
hear  me,  sirs. 
Bocyou  most  botii,  ere  I  disclose  my  purpose, 
Promise,  and  bind  that  promise  by  your  oaths — 
Nerer— rney  6o^A  /aa^A,]  Why  this  unseasona- 
me  mirth? 

R  WUi.  You'd  have  Usswear? 

Moi.  Else  why  did  I  propose  it  ? 
R  WUL  Tliere's  the  jest.  Are  men,  who  act 
in  de«ipite  of  aJl  law,  honour,  and  conscience; 
nho  live  by  blood  (as  it  is  phiin  you  think  we  do) 
a^e  we  me-thinkers,  like  silly  wenches  and 
c^ntinf;  priests,  to  be  confined  by  oaths  ? 

SMdke.  Would  you  bind  us,  let  the  price  equal 
the  purchase,  and  we'll  go  to  hell  for  you  with 
pleasure. 
Mas.  Horrid !  they  shake  even  me,  who  would 
employ  theni.  [Aude. 

1  appreheod— The  buuness  then  is  this : 
In  Feversham  their  lives  a  man,  called  Arden ; 
In  iToeral  esteem,  and  ample  means ; 
And  has  a  wife,  the  very  pride  of  nature. 
I  have  been  happy  ioi^  in  her  affections, 
And,  he  cMice  (lead^  m^ht  with  her  share  his  for- 


He  9  jealous  too  of  late,  and  threatens  me. 
Ime,  interest,  aelf^efence,  all  ask  his  death.—* 


B.  WUL  This  man  you'd  have  dispatched  ? 

Jlfof.  I  would. 

B.  WUL  Rich,sayyou? 

JIfof.  Immensely  so. 

B.  WUL  And  much  bekyved? 

JIfoi.  By  all  degrees  of  men. 

B.  WiU.  George!  this  will  be  a  dangerous 
piece  of  work. 

Shake.  Damned  dangerous.  A  man  so  known; 
and  his  reputadon  too. 

B.  WUL  And  then  die  power  and  number  of 
his  friends  must  be  considered. 

Mos,  What !  does  your  courage  shrink  already, 
sirs? 

Shake.  No. 

B.  WiU.  This  is  ever  the  curse  of  your  men  of 
true  valour ;  to  be  the  tools  of  craffy  cowardly 
knaves,  who  have  not  the  heart  to  execute  what 
their  heads  have  projected.  It  is  a  damned  un- 
nateful  worid**Wbat  money  have  you  more  a* 
bout  you  ? 

Mos.  Ten  pieces. 

B.  WiU.  I've  had  as  much- for  stealing  a  dog. 

Mos.  I  give  vou  that  as  a  retaimng  fee : 
When  the  deed's  done,  eadi  shall  have  twice  that 

sum, 
And  a  good  horqe  to  further  his  escape. 

B.  WUL  Sir,  will  you  have  him  murdered  in  a 
church  ? 

Shake.  Or  on  the  altar ;  say  the  word,  and  it 
shall  be  done. 

Afos.  Some  safer  place,  die  street,  highway,  or 
fields, 
Will  ser%'e  my  turn  as  welL 

Shake,  Just  as  you  please. 

Mos.  Where  may  I  find  vou,  gentlemen  ? 

B.  WiU.  At  Adam  Fowl's,  the  Fk>wer-de-luce. 

Mos.  I  have  eonfederates  in  this  design ; 
When  we  have  contrived  the  manner  of  his  death, 
I'll  send  you  word. 

B.  WUL  You'll  find  us  always  ready. 

Mos.  And  determined  ? 

B.  WiU.  Ay,  fear  it  not    Jai«welL 

[Exeunt  several  ways. 

SCENE  J11.—A  Room  in  Arden's  house. 
Enter  Alicia,  with  a  letter. 

9 

Alic.  Qe  doubts  me ;  yet  he  dares  not  tell  me 
so, 
But  thus,  by  Green,  whets  my  unsettled  mind. 

[Reads. 

*  Strike  home,  or  not  at  all.    In  case  you  fail, 

*  We  have  found  instruments  by  means  of  Brad- 

shaw.' 

He  shall  not  find  me  undetermined  now. 

Hark !  Michael's  on  the  watch.  If  Arden  sleeps, 

(For  so  he  seemed  disposed,)  he^ll  bring  me  word. 

That,  that's  the  safest  time.  This  promised  mar- 
riage 

With  Mosby's  sister  has  removed  his  qualms. 
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Enter  Michael. 

Why  dost  thou  break  upon  me  unawares? 
What  of  your  master } 

Mick.  He's  scarce  sunk  to  rest, 
But  full  of  meditated  rage  against  Mosby.  - 
Alic.  He'll  sleep  in  peace  ere  long. 
Mich.  Think  not  on  that* 
O  did  Maria  bless  me  with  her  smilesy 
As  you  do  Mosby,  had  I  twenty  lives, 
I'd  risk  them  all  to  win  her  to  my  arms. 

Alic,  I  prithee  leave  me,  Michael.     [Exit 
Michael]  What  is  nature ! 
There  is  a  power  in  love,  subdues  to  itself 
All  other  passions  in  the  human  mind. 
This  wretch,  more  fearful  than  the  lonely  mur- 
derer, 
Whom  with  inquiring  eyes  some  stranger  views, 
Would  meet  the  king  of  terrors  undismayed, 
For  her  he  loves,  and  dare  him  to  the  combat. « 
And  shall  not  I  preserve  my  Mo&bv^s  life  ? 
And  shall  not  1 — ^A  husband !— What's  a  hus- 
band? 
'I  have  a  soul  above  the  unnatural  tie. 
That  tells  me,  I'm  his  right,  and  only  his. 
Who  won  my  virgin  heart    Ye  tender  pjBrent% 
Whose  cruel  kindness  made   your   cnild  thus 

wretched,     . 
Turn  not  your  eyes  towards  earth  to  view  this 

scene; 
Twill  make  you  sad  in  Heaven !  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. — Another  Room.   Akden  tleeping 

on  a  couch. 

Enter  Alicia,.  viM  a  dagger  in  her  hand. 

AUc,  See !   Jealousy,  o'erwatched,  is  sunk  to 

rest, 
While  fearful  guilt  knows  no  security, 
But  in  repeated  crimes.    My  weary  eyes, 
Each  moment  apprehensive  of  his  vengeance. 
Must  seek  for  rest  in  vain  till  his  are  closed. 
Then  for  our  mulual  peace,  and  Mosby*s  love. 

[Approaching  to  stab  him,  starts. 
He  wakes — ^Detenfl.ine  from  his  just  revenge ! 
And  yet  he  sees  me  not,  nor  moves  a  finger. 
To  save  his  threatened  life.    Then  whence  that 

voice 
That  pierced  my  ears,  and  cried, '  Alicia,  hold !' 
Can  mimic  fancy  clieat  the  outward  sense^    . 


J  And  form  'such  sounds?  If  these  heartsnuidDg 
thoughts 
Precede  the  horrid  act,  what  must  ensue  ? 
Worse  plague  I  cannot  fear  from  Arden's  death; 
But  from  his  life — the  death  of  him  I  hire. 
Perish  the  hated  husband !  Wherefore  hated? 
Is  he  not  all,  that  my  vain  sex  could  wish? 
My  eyes,  while  they  survey  his  graceful  form. 
Condemn  my  heart,  and  wonder  how  it  strayed. 
He  sighs;  he  starts;  heeroansL   Hisbodyslcep^ 
But  restless  grief  denies  nis  mind  lepoee. 
Perhaps  he  dreams  of  me ;  perhaps  ne  sees  me, 
Thus  like  a  fury,  broke  from  deepest  hell. 

Lust  in  my  heart,  and  murder  in  my  hand 

[Aiida  drop^the  da^er.    Akden  starts  up. 

Ard,  Her  dagger,  Mtchari — seize  it,  and  Tm 
safe.  • 

How  strong  she  is !  Oh !  What  a  fcsuful  dream ! 
Before  me  still !  speak,  visions-art  than  Alias, 
Or  but  the  coinage  of  my  troubled  brain  ? 

AUc.  O  Arden-— husband — lord — 

Ard.  Art  thou  my  wife  ? 
Thou'rt  substance— ^I  am  wrapped  in  wonder-- 


Hast  lost  all  sense  of  fear,  as  well  as  shame. 
That  thou  dar'st  haunt  me  thus,  asleep  and 

king. 

Thou  idol,  and  thou  torment  of  my  soul  ? 

Alic.  My  bleeding  heart ! 

Ard.  Away !  begone  and  leave  me ! 
Lest,  in  the  transports  of  unbounded  ngie, 
I  rush  upon  thee,  and  deface  these  charans, 
That  first  enslaved  my  soul ;  mangle  that  face« 
Where,  spite  of  falsehood,  beauty  triumphs  s&ti ; 
Mat  that  fair  frame,  and  crush  tnee  into  atons. 
Avoid  me^  and  be  nSe — Nay  now  you  drive  me 
hence.         [Alicia  kneels,  he  tmrms  cvvy. 
Cruel  and  f«lse  as  thou  hast  been  to  me, 
I  cannot  see  thee  wring  thy  suppliant  ha]ids» 
And  weep,  and  kneel  iu  vain.  [Exit  Awdesu 

AUc.  This,  this  is  he 
I  came  prepared  to  mutter.    Curst  AUctsk  \ 

[Takes  up  the  dagger. 
Id  thy  own  bosom  plunge  the  fatal  streU 
Or  his,  who  robbed  thee  of  thy  fame  and  viitae. 
It  will  not  be^-Fear  holds  my  dastard  hand : 
Those  chaster  powers,  that  guard  the  napMl  bed 
From  foul  pollution,  and  the  hand  from  nlood* 
Have  left  ttieir  charge,  and  I  am  lost  far  erer. 


ACT  m. 


-SCENE  I. — A  road  or  hightcay  near  Feversham. 

Black  Will  and  Siiakebag. 

Shake.  Damnation !  posted  as  you  M'cre,  to 
let  him  escape ! 

B.  WilL  I  pray  thee,  peace.     - 

Shake.  Green  and  I  beneld  him  pass  carelessly 
by  within  reach  of  your  dagger.    If  you  bad  held 


• 


it. but  naked  in  your  hand,  he  would 
bed  himself  as  lie  walked, 

B.  Will-  I  had  not  power  to  do  it :  a  soddns 
damp  came  over  me;  I  never  felt  so  iu  i&t  Safe 
A  kind  ofiialsy  seized  me. 

*  Shake,  Palsy !  when  you're  upon  your  dati  ! 
Go,  go  and  sleep^  or  drink  awi^  your  feark 
Yixt  trembly  still 
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R  WiiL  I  tremUe !  my  liouragc  was  never 
}'et  called  in  question^  viluun.  When  I  fought 
ac  Boahtfle  under  the  late  king,  both  armies 
knew,  inid  feared  me. 

Shake,  That  might  be,  because  they  did  not 
know  yoo.  Dog,  I'll  shake  you  off  to  vour  old 
trade  of  filching  in  a  throng — Muroer's  too 
irenteel  a  business  for  your  oanacity,^ — Sirrah,  I 
ha?  e  <aken  more  gold  at  noon-oay,  than  ever  you 
filched  copper  by  candle-lif^^t 

A  WiiL  Cowardly  slave,  you  lye. 

Shake.  A  oowaid !  Slilood  !  that  shaU  be 
proved.    Come  on. 

Amu  To  thy  heart's  blood. 

Shake.  To  thine.  [Theyfght. 

Enter  Gbekx. 

Green.  What  are  you  mad !  For  shame !  put 
ap  your  swords, 
Aake.  \ot  till  Fve  had  his  life. 
&  Wili.  Foot  guard  thy  own. 
Green,  Pray  hear  me,  gentlemen  1 
Jl  WUL  Stand  farther  off! 
Shake,  Away ! 

Green.  This  broil  will  ruin  alL 
Shake,  He  begun  it. 
A  WilL  Ay,  and  will  end  it  too. 
Greeu,  Arden,  you  know,  returns,   and  will 
you  let  faiin 
Cficape  a  second  time } 
Shake,  Who  did  the  first? 
Green,  No  matter,  that  may  be  repaired. 
A  Will.  Brand  me  with  cowardice ! 
Green,  Come,  come,  you're  both  to  blame. 
Speak,  will  you  lay  aside  this  senseless  broil  ? 
A  WiU,  Nay,  let  him  speak. 
Shake,  W  hy,  rather  than  lose  this  opportunity — 

[Putt  up  hit  tword. 
^  A  WiiL  Ay— Well  defer  it,  'till  Anien's  dead. 
1  m  for  doing  business  first,  and  then  for  play. 
Shake,  Challen^  me,  when  thou  darest. 
Green,  The  night  draws  on.  Are  you  resolved? 
Shake.  Wc  are. 

Green.   Enough. — ^See   wliere  he  comes.     I 
must  withdraw; 
l)ut  when  youVe  done  the  deed,  and  seat  his  soul 
So  matter  where— 111  come  to  you  again. 

[Exit  Green, 

B.  WilL  Soinetliing  rises  in  my  throat — ^I  can 

Woe  breathe — I'd  rather  poison  half  a  dozen 

cardinals,  than   kill  this  honest  man,  but — I'll 

^%  far  oar  reputation. 

Shake,  He  comes.    Retire  a  little.    Let  him 
whrvice,  then  bury  your  dagger  in  his  heart.    If 
}^  fail,  ril  scooud  you. 
A  WilL  Stand  further  of^  I  shall  not  need 


yoar 
Shake.  Sow 

flnier  AjtDBH  Jirstf  and  then  Lord  Cueymet 

attended, 
A  WUL  Affain  prevented  !   Ten  thousand 
^cviU  take  diem  all ! 


L,  Chejjf.  Arden,  wdl  meti  You're  to  the  isle  of 
Shippey 
Grown  quite  a  stranger*    Shall  we  see  you  there  f 
Ard,  I  purposed  soon  to  have  waited  on  your 

lordship. 
L,  Chey.  Well,  will  you  sup  with  me  to  night 

at  Shorlow  ? 
Ar<L  Franklin,  my  lord,  who  is  my  guest  at 
present. 
Expects  me  at  my  house. 

JL  Chey.  Then  will  you  dine  with  me  to  mor- 
row? 
Ard,  I'll  not  fail  your  lordship. 
L,  Cheif.  Believe  me,  worthy  friend,  I'm  glad 
to  see  you. 
Walk  yon  towards  Feversham  ? 
Ard,  So  please  your  lordship. 

\Exeunt  Lord  Ckeyney,  and  Arden, 

E.  WilL  Just  as  I'd  uken  aim  too  !-*S'blood, 

I  could  kill  myself  for  vexation,  , 

Enter  Green. 

Green,  Well,  Ardeo  is  at  last  dispatched  ? 

Shake,  Yes,  safe  to  Feversham. 

Green,  Safe,  say  you  1  liis  good  fortune  mocks 
us  all. 
These  strange  escapes  have  almost  staggered  me; 
But  thinking  of  my  wrongs,  I'm  more  confirmed. 

B.  WilL  Well  said,  my  man  of  resolution !  A 
gentleman  commits  a  murder  with  double  the 
satisfaction  for  such  a  heart — ^We  must  lay  our 
snares  more  cunning  for  the  future.  . 

Green,   We  should  consult    with    Michael, 
Ardeu's  man ; 
The  pigmy-hearted  wretch,  though  long  ago 
He  swore  his  master  dead,  acts  with  reluctance. 

Shake.  The  coward  must  be  spurred.-^He 
does  it,  or  he  dies. 

Green,  I  wonder  at  his  absence,  as  he  knew 
Of  tliis  attempt,  and  promised  to  be  here. 

Enter  Michael. 

Mich*  I  saw  my  master  and  lord  Cheyney  pass. 
And  my  heart  leaped  for  joy.  [Apart, 

R  WiU.  What  says  the  villain  ? 

Mich.  Would  I  were  gonel  [Aiide,]  Sir,  if  I 
give  ofiience—  [Going. 

Green.  Michael,  come  back;  you  must  not 
leave  us  so. 

Mich,  What  is  your  pleasure  ? 

Green,  Why,  we  unoerstand 
You  are  in  love  with  Mosb/s  beauteous  sister. 

Mich.  Suppose  I  am  ? 

B,  WiiL  You  deal  too  mildly  with  the  peasant. 
You  swore  to  kill  your  master,  villain.  Be  an 
honest  man  of  your  word,  and  do  it  then,  white- 
liver ! 

Mich,  Sir,  I  repented. 

B.  WilL  Repented !  what's  that?  Dog,  know 
your  rank,  and  act  as  we  command,  or  your 
heart's  blood 

Mich.  What  most  I  do  ^  [Frighted, 
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B.  WHL  Do !  you  must  shew  us  the  hofise, 
appoint  the  time  and  place,  and  lure  your  inas^ 
ter  thkher — ^We^l  take  care  of  him,  without  your 
trouble. 

Green,  So  shall  you  purchase  noble  Mosby*s 
friendship, 
And,  by  his  friendship,  gain  his  sister's  love. 
MicH  The/11  rouxuer  me  too,  should  I  not 

comply [Aside, 

Green,  Think  on  your  love,  your  interest. 
JB.  miL  Or  ^ur  death. 
Mick.   To-night,   soon    as    the   abbey-clock 
strikes  ten,  [lyembling. 

Come  to  his  house :  Hi  leave  the  doors  unbar- 
red: 
The  left  hand  stairs  lead  to  my  master's  cham- 
ber; 
There  take  him,  and  dispose  him  as  you  please. 
Green.  This  cannot  fail. 
Shake.  Unless  this  love^ck  coward  thinks  to 

deceive  us. 
Mich.  I  will  not,  by  Heaven  ? 
B,  Wili.  I  believe  thee;  for  by  hell  thou  da- 
rest  not.  [KveunL 
Mich.  Master,   thy  constant  love  and  daily 
bounty 
Deserve  more  grateful  offices  from  Michael. 

[Exit  weeping. 

SCENE  IL 
^  room  in  Ardem*<  Itouse. 

Alicia  alone* 

Alic'Whea  vice  has  spread  her  poison  through 

the  soul. 
How  lifeless,  slow,  confused,  and  insincere 
Are  .our  resolves  in  the  pursuit  of  virtue ! 
What  wonder,  then,  Heaven  should  refuse  its 

aid 
To  thoughts  that  only  blossom  for  a  time, 
Look  blooming  to  the  eye,  but  yield  no  fruit? 

Enter  Mosby. 

Mos.  I  come,  Alicia,  to  partake  thy  griefs ; 
For  fire  divided  bums  with  lesser  force. 

Alic.  I  know  thee :  thou  art  come  to  fan  the 
flame 
Thy  breath  hath  kindled  here,  till  it  consume  us. 
But  tears  and  sighs  shall  stifle  in  my  heart 
The  guilty  passion 

Mot.  —Is  heroic  love. 
That  formed  the  bright  examples  of  thy  sex. 
Made  their  hves  glorious,  and  their  fame  immor^ 

tal, 
A  crime  in  thee  f    Art  thou  not  mine  by  oaths, 
By  mutual  suflerings,  by  contract  mine  r 

Alic.  Why  do  you  urge  a  rash,  a  fatal  pro- 
tnvfe, 
I  had  no  right  fo  make,  or  you  to  ask  ? 
Why  did  you  practise  on  my  easy  heart? 
Why  did  I  evei  Ikien  to  your  vows  ? 


In  me,  'twas  foolish  guile  and 

In  you,  'twas  avarice,  insoleocc,  and  pride. 

Mot.  Twas  love  in  me,  and  gratitDde  in  yoa. 

AUc.  HTwas  insolence  in  you,  meanness  in  me, 
And  madness  in  i|S  both.    My  carefbl  parents, 
In  scorn  of  your  presumption  and  my  weakness 
Gave  me  in  mamage  to  a  worthy  gentleman, 
Of  birth  and  fortune  equal  to  my  own. 
Itiree  years  I  hved  with  him  witoout  reproad^ 
And  made  him  in  that  time  the  happy  father 
Of  two  most  lovely  children.    I  too  was  happy; 
At  least  I  lived  in  hopes  I  might  be  so : 
For  time,  and  gratituide,  and  Arden's  love, 
I  hoped  might  quench  my  guilty  flame  for  you, 
And  make  my  heart  a  present  worthy  hiffl. 

Mot.  And  dost  thou  glory  in  thy  perjuries? 
In  love,  inconstancy  alone  is  a  crime. 
Think  on  the  ardour  of  our  youthful  pasfion; 
Think  how  we  played  with  love ;  nor  thought  It 

guilt, 
Till  thy  first  falsehood ;  call  it  not  obedience ! 
Thy  marriage  with  this  Arden  made  me  desft' 

rate; 
Think  op  the  transports  of  our  love  reoewed, 
And 

Alic.  Hide  the  rest,  lest  listening  winds  should 
hear. 
And  publisl)  to  the  world  our  shameful  tale ! 
Here  let  remembrance  of  our  follies  die. 

Mot.  Shall  our  loves  wither  in  their  carfr 
bloom  ? 

Alic.  Their  harvest  else  will  be  to  hodi  oor 
shames. 
Hast  thou  not  made  a  monster  of  me,  Mosby? 
You  should  abhor  me,  I  abhor  myself. 
When  uiiucrceivcd  I  stole  on  Arden's  sleep, 
(Hell  steeled  ray  heart,  and  death  was  in  my  hand,) 
Pale  anguish  brooded  on  his  ashy  cheek. 
And  chilly  sweats  ^tood  shivering  on  his  brow. 
Relentless  murder,  at  a  sight  so  sad. 
Gave  place  to  pity ;  and  as  he  waked,  I  stood 
Irresolute,  and  drowned  in  tears. 
.    Mot.  She's  lost. 
And  I  in  vain  have  stained  my  soni  with  blood. 

Alic.  Give  o'er  in  time :  in  vain  are  your  ai* 
tempts 
Upon  my  Arden's  life ;  for  Heaven,  tbmt     . 
The  fatal  weapon  from  my  trembling  band. 
Still  has  him  in  its  charge. 

Mot,  Little  she  thinks, 
That  Arden's  dead  ere  now. — It  most  be  so ; 
Vve  but  that  game  to  play,  ere  it  be  known. 

Alic,  I  know  our  dan^rous  state ;  I  hestate ; 
I  tremble  for  your  life ;  I  dread  reproach  ; 
But  we've  ofifended,  and  must  learn  to  suficr. 

Mot.  Then  Arden  lives,  in  his  Alicia  blest. 
And  Mosby  wretched !  Yet  should  ''^^^v^^^  or  na- 
ture 
Lay  Arden  gently  in  a  peaceful  gravc^ 
Might  I  presume  to  hope  ?  Alicia,  spMk. 

Alic.  How  shall  I  look  into  my 
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And  toswer  what  I  fear  tt>  aik  myaelf  ? 

[A  hn^  pause. 
Mm.  Silence  speaks  best  for  me.    Hu  death 
once  known, 
I  most  fonirear  the  fact,  and  ^ve  these  toob 
To  public  justice,  and  not  live  in  fear.       [Aside, 
Thy  heart  is  mine.    I  ask  but  for  my  own. 

[To  her. 
Troth,  gratitude,  and  honour  bind  you  to  me, 
Or  else  you  never  loved. 

Aiic.  Then  why  this  struggle  ? 
Not  loved  !  O  had  my  love  been  justly  placed, 
As  sure  it  was  exalted  and  sincere^ 
I  should  bare  gloried  in  it,  and  been  happy. 
Bat  ni  no  longer  live  the  abject  slave 
Of  loose  desire ;  I  disclaim  the  thought. 
Mas,  ni  ask  no  more  what  honour  should 
deny; 
By  Heaven,  I  ncrer  will. 

Alk,  Well  then  remember, 
On  that  condition  only,  I  renew 
My  f<ms.    If  time  and  the  event  of  things 

[Giving  her  hand. 
^hmld  ever  make  it  lawful,  ril  be  yours. 

Mot.  Oh  toy  full  joys  ! 

Alic,  Suppress  thy  frantic  transports ! 
My  heart  recoils;  I  am  betrayed!  O  nve  me 

back 
Mj  promised  faith ! 
JnK.  First,  let  the  world  dissolve. 
AUe.  lliere  is  no  joy,  nor  peace  for  you,  or 


Aii  our  engagements  cannot  bat  be  fatal. 
Mos,  The  time  may  come,  when  you'll  have 

other  thoughts ; 
Till  then,  farewell.— -[ilstife.]  Now,  fortune,  do 

thy  worst.  [Exit. 

Aiic.  Mosbj,  return— «He*s  gone,  and  I  am 

wretched. 
I  ihoold  have  banished  him  my  sight  for  ever. 
Voo  happy  fair  ones,  whose  untainted  fame 
Hm  never  yet  been  blasted  with  reproach, 
Ply  from  the  appearance  of  dishonour  far. 
Virtue  is  arlutnury,  nor  admits  debate : 
Tn  doubt  is  trfimaoa  in  her  Hgid  court ; 
But,  if  ye  parley  with  the  foe,  you're  lost   [Exit. 

SCENE  III. — Another  room  in  Arden*s  house. 

As  DEN   and  Franklik  sitting  together  on  a 
couch  :  Ardeh  thoughtfuL 

Frank.  Nay,  wonder  not    Though  every  dr- 


Thus  utraxMfjtXy  met  to  prove  the  lady  false^ 
And  Justify  the  husband's  horrid  vengeance. 
Vet  u  appesura  to  every  honest  eye. 
Too  iaCe  for  the  poor  lady,  she  was  wronged. 

Ard,  la  it  poaaible  ? 

Frank,  Ay  very  possible  i 
He  Jiveft,  diac  proves  it  so.    Concealed  from  jus- 


He  pinrs  with  c?easelesa  sorrow  for  his  guilt, 

VvL.  L 


And  each  hour  bends  him  lower  towards  his 

grave. 
Ard.  I  know  thy  friendship,  and  perceive  its 

drift 
I'll  bear  my  wrongs*  for  sure  I  have  been  wrongod. 
Do  I  but  think  so  then  !  What  fools  are  men. 
Whom  love  and  hatred,  anger,  hope,  and  fear, 
And  all  the  various  passions,  rule  by  turns. 
And  in  their  several  turns  alike  deceive  ? 

Frank.  To  cast  away,  and  on  suspickm  only, 
A  jewel,  like  Alicia,  were  to  her 
Unjust,  and  cruel  to  yourself.  [Clock  strikes  ten."} 

Good  night. 
The  clock  has  strucken  ten. 
Ard.  I  thought  it  more. 
Frank.  I  thought  it  not  so  much. 
Ard.  Why,  thus  it  is : 
Our  happy  hours  are  few,  and  fly  so  swift. 
That  tliey  are  past  ere  we  begin  to  count  them : 
But,  when  with  pain  and  misery  opprest,. 
Antidpaling  Time's  unvarying  pace. 
We  think  each  heavy  moment  is  an  age. 
Frank.  Come,  let  us  to  rest   Impartial  as  the 

grave. 
Sleep  robs  the  cruel  tyrant  of  his  power. 
Gives  rest  and  freedom  to  the  o'erwrought  slav^ 
And  steals  the  wretched  bcg^r  from  his  wants. 
Droop  not,  my  friend ;  sleep  will  suspend  thy 

cares, 
And  time  will  end  them. 

Ard.  True,  for  time  brings  death. 
The  only  certain  end  of  human  woes. 
Sleep  interrupts,  but,  waking,  we're  restored 
To  all  our  griefs  again.    Watching  and  rest^ 
Alternately  succeeding  one  another. 
Are  all  the  idle  business  of  dull  life. 
What  shall  we  call  this  undetermined  state, 
I'his  narrow  isthmus  'twixt  two  boundless  oceans, 
That,  whence  we  came,  and  tha^  to  which  we 

tend  ? 
Is  it  life  che<|uered  with  the  sleep  of  death  ? 
Or  death  enlivened  by  our  waking  dreams? 
But  we'll  to  bed.  Here,  Michael,  bring  the  lights ! 

Enter  Michael  with  lights. 

Heaven  send  you  good  Teuoae. 

[Uives  Franklin  a  candle. 
Frank.  The  like  to  you. 
Mich.  Shall  I  attend  you,  sir  ? 
Frank.  No,  no,  I  choose  to  be  alone.    Good 

night 
[Exit  Franklin.    Michael  attends  his  master 

with  the  other  light,  and  returns.] 
Mich.  I,  who  should  take  my  weapon  in  my 
hand, 
And  guard  his  life  with  hazard  of  my  own, 
With  fraudful  smiles  have  led  him,  unsuspecting, 
Quite  to  the  jaws  of  death.     But  I've  an  oath. 
Mohbv  has  bound  me  with  an  horrid  vow, 
Wliich  if  I  break,  these  dogs  have  sworn   my 

death. 
Tve  left  the  doors  unbarred.  Hark !  'twas  the  latch. 
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Tbey  come — ^I  hear  their  oaths,  and  see  their 

daggers 
Insulting  aer  my  master's  maoi^ed  body, 
While  he  for  mercy  pleads. — Good  master,  live ! 
Ill  bar  the  doors  again.     But  should  I  meet 

What's  that?— I  heard  them  cry,  *  Where  is  this 

*■  coward  ?* 
Arden  once  dead,  thefW  murder  me  for  sport. 
Uel|>--call  the  neighbours — ^Master — ^Franklin — 

help! 

'Enter  Arden  and  Franklin,  vndreued  at  te- 

veraldoon, 

Ard.  What  dismal  outciy  is  this  ? 

Frank,  What  frights  thee,  Michael  ? 

Mich,  My  master ! — Fraxdclin ! 

^rdL  Why  dost  thou  tremble  so  ? 

Mich,  i  dreamed  the  house  was  full  of  thieves 

and  murderers.  Vl^embiing, 

Ard,  Dreamed !   what,  awake !   Are  all  the 

doors  made  fast  ? 
JtficA.  I  thmk  they  are. 
Ard,  111  go  and  see  myself.     ^   [£riV  Ardtn, 
I^ank.  l^u  made  a  fearful  noise. 


Mich.  Did  I  ? 

Ard,  [within,]  Why,  Michael ! 

Frank,  You  tremble  stilL — ^Has  any  one  been 

here?    ^ 
Mich,  No,  I  hope  not.    My  master  will  be 

angiy. 

Enter  Arden. 

Ard,  This  negligence  not  half  contents  me,  sir: 
The  doors  were  all  left  open. 

Mich.  Sir 

Ard,  To  bed. 
And,  as  you  prize  my  favour,  be  more  careful. 

[Exit  MiehaeL 

JWifiiie.  lis  very  cold.  Once  more,  my  fcioid— 

Ard.  Good  ni^t  [Exit  Ardetu 

SC£N£IV^CAaii^f«  to  the  ttreet  before AritnU 
door  ;  the  door  nhut. 

Enter  Black  Will,  and  Srakebag. 

B.  VniL  Zounds !  Michael  has  betrayed  os; 
The  doors  are  fast.    Away,  away — Disperse. 

[£rca 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I.— iln  hm,  the  Fhwer^te-Luce. 

MosBY  and  Michael. 

Mich.  Though  I  with  oaths  i^ypealed  to  con- 
scious Heaven, 
That  Arden  rose,  and  shut  the  doors  himself. 
Yet,  but  for  Green,  these  bloocfy  rogues  had  kill- 
ed me. 
We  must  desist— Franklin  and  sweet  Maria 
Have  promised,  at  Alicia's  own  request. 
To  interfere. 

JIf 01.  Such  ever  be  the  employ 
Ofhimlhate! 

J&f»cA.  The  mourning  fair,  all  changed, 
By  me  conjures  you  (and  with  tears  eSe  spake  it). 
Not  to  involve  yourself,  and  her,  in  ruin, 
By  seeking  to  renew  a  correspondence. 
She  has  renounced  for  ever. 

Jlfof.  How !  confunon ! 

Mich.  And  hopes,  as  Heaven,  in  answer  to  her 
prayers. 
Hath  jeconciied  her  duty  and  afiection, 
You  will  approve  her  resolution: 

Mot,  Doubtless! 

AficA.  And  Iwn,  by  her  example,  to  subdue 
Your  guilty  passion. 

JIf  Of.  ria,  ha,  ha  I  exquisite  woman ! 
80 !  rather  than  not  change,  shell  love  her  hus- 
band! * 
But  she  will  not  persevere. 

Mich.  Yes,  sure  she  will. 

jllof.  Have  I,  then,  slighted  her  whole  sighing 
•ex. 


Bid  opportunity  and  fortune  wait ; 
And  all  to  be  forsaken  for  a  husband ! 
By  Heaven,  I  am  ^ad  he  has  so  oft  escaped. 
That  I  may  have  wta  murdered  in  her  si^t ! 

Enter  Green. 

Green,  How  strange  a  providence  attends  tfait 
man ! 
lis  vain  to  strive  with  Heaven. — Let's  give  it 
o'er. 
JHot.  No;  when  I  do,  may  I  be  cnrst  for  ever. 
Hopeless  to  love,  and  hate  without  reveni^e ! 
May  I  ne'er  know  an  end  of  disapptMntment, 
But,  prest  with  hard  necesnty,  like  thee^ 
Live  the  contempt  of  iny  insulting  foe ! 

Green,  I  scorn  the  abject  thought.    Had  he  a 
life  ^ 

Hung  on  each  hair,  he  dies ! — If  we  succeed, 

[ToMicUeL 
This  very  nig^t  Maria  shall  be  thine. 
Mich,  I  am  a  man  again. 
iH Of.  Fve  diouf^t  a  wa^. 
That  may  be  easy  under  friendship's 
Which  to  a  foe  suspected  may  be  hard. 


Green.  Friendship !  im[ 
Moi.  You  know  him  not. 
YoD,  with  your  ruffians^  in  the  street  sl»il 


I  follow  at  some  distance.    Hiey  begja 
(No  matter  how^  a  quarrri,  and  at  once 
Assault  him  witti  their  sworda. — Stiaii^t 

pear. 
Forget  all  wronga^  and  draw  in  his 
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Mirk  met  be  sure,  with  aome  slight  wound :  then 

Aad  leare  the  rest  to  me. 

Mkk  I  know  his  temper. 
This  feeminc  benefit  will  cancel  all 
His  fomier  doubts,  and  gain  his  easy  heart 

Oreea.  Perhaps  so— yet 

ifoi.  Fiiither  debates  are  needless.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. — A  room  in  Akdbn 's  houte. 

EiUer  Franklin  and  Maria. 

Frank.  Well,  in  what  temper  did  yon  find 

Aiida? 
Mar.  Never  was  anguish,  never  grief,  like  hers : 
She  eati^  nor  fdeeps.    Uer  lovely  downcast  eyes, 
Tbat  used  to  ghufden  each  behoIder^s  heart, 
Now  wash  the  flinty  bosom  of  the  earth. 
Her  troubled  breast  heaves  with  incessant  sighs, 
Which  driok  the  purple  streams  of  life,  and  blast 
Iler  bloom,  as  atorms  the  blossoms  of  the  spring. 
Bat  tare  her  prayers  must  quickly  reach  high 

Heaven^ 
Bdaoting  Arden  kindly  soothe  her  sorrows^ 
And  her  lost  peace  restore. 

iVsaA.  Their  mutual  peace,*  Maria ! 
For  his  can  ne'er  be  found  but  in  Alicia. 
Ashamed  to  view  the  face  of  man  or  day, 
As  MosbVs  name  was  written  on  his  brow, 
He  dteenean  wanders;  seeks  the  dariiest  gloom, 
To  hide  his  drooping  head,  and  grieves  alone. 
With  a  fttU  hearty  swoln  eyes,  and  faltering  tongne. 
He  sometimes,  seeking  to  beguile  his  grief, 
Begins  a  mournful  tale :  But  straight  a  thought 
Of  his  imagined  wrongs,  crossing  liis  memory, 
f^B^  his  smI  stDtyv  ere  the  half  be  told. 
0  ony  our  painsy  with  wished  success,  be  crowned ! 

Enter  Arden. 
Ard,  No^  Franklin,  no;  your  ffiendly  cares  are 


W'ere  I  hot  certnin  she  had  wronged  my  bed, 
I  then  might  hate  her,  and  shake  off  my  woes ; 
But  thus  perplexed,  can  never  taste  of  comfort ! 

Frank,  O  Jealousy !  thou  bane  of  social  joys ! 
Ob  ?  she's  a  monster,  made  of  contndietions  f 
Let  truth,  in  all  her  native  charms,'  appear, 
Aad,  with  the  yoice  of  hannony  itself, 
PJeaii  the  just  cause  of  innocence  traduced; 
Deaf  as  tlie  adder,  bUnd  as  upstart  greatness. 
She  sees  nor  hears  I  And  vet  let  Slander  whisper, 
Or  eril-eyed  Suapidon  look  oblique^ 
Rumour  has  fewer  tongues  than  she  has  ears; 
And  Afipis^a  hnndred  eyes  are  dim  and  slow, 
To  pierang  Jealousy's ! 

Ard.  No  more,  no  more: 
I  know  lis  plagues ;  but  where's  the  remedy? 

Mar.  lo  your  Alicia. 

Frank.  Sbe  siiall  heal  the^e  wounds. 

JrdL  She's  mj  cfisease,  and  can  she  be  my  cure } 
My  friends  should  rather  teach  me  to  abhor  her, 
To  tear  her  image  from  my  bleeding  heart ! 


Mar.  We  leave  that  hateful  office  to  die  fiends. 
Frank,  If  you  e*er  loved,  you'U  not  refuse  to 
see  her: 
You  promised  that 
Ard.Duii} 
Frank  Indeed  you  did. 
Ard.  Well,  then,  some  other  time. 
Frank  No;  see  her  now. 
Ard.  Franklin,  I  know  my  heart,  and  dare  not 
see  her. 
I  have  a  husband's  honour  to  maintain, 
I  fear  the  lovei^s  weakness  may  betray. 
Let  me  not  do  what  honour  must  condemn^ 
And  friendship  blush  to  hear. 
Frank  That  Arden  never  wilL 

Jlfar.  Did  you  but  know  her  grief 

Ard.  Am  I  the  cause? 
Have  I,  just  Heaven!  have  I  e'er  injured  her? 
Yet  I'm  the  coward.    O  preposterous  fear ! 
See  where  slie  comes !    Armed  with  my  numer- 
ous wrongs, 
ni  meet,  with  honourable  confidence. 
The  ofibnding  wife,  and  look  the  honest  husband. 
Frank.  Maria,  we'll  withdraw:  even  friend- 
ship here 
Would  seem  impertinence. 

[Exeunt  Franklin  and  Mari4, 
Ard.  Be  still,  my  heart ! 

Alicia  entert^  not  seeing  Arden. 

Aiic.  How  shall  I  bear  my  Arden's  just  re- 
proaches ! 
Or  can  a  reconcilement  long  continue. 
That's  founded  on  deceit  ?    Can  I  avow 
My  secret  guilt ! — ^No ;  at  so  mean  a  thought 
Abandoned  infamy  herself  would  blush. 
Nay,  could  I  lire  with  public  loss  of  honour, 
Arden  would  die  to  see  Alicia  scorned. 
He's  here !  earth  open !  hide  me  from  his  sight ! 
Ard.  Guilt  chuns  her  tongue!    Lo!  siknt^ 
self-condemned. 
With  tearful  eyes,  and  trembling  limbs,  she  stands. 
Aiic  Fain  would  I  kiss  his  &otsteps;  but  that 
look. 
Where  indignadon  seems  to  strive  with  gpief, 
Forbids  me  to  approach  himu 

Ard,  Who  would  think. 
That  anguish  were  not  real  ? 
Alie.  I'm  rooted  here ! 

Ard,  Those  tears^  methinksi  even  if  her  guilt 
were  certain, 
Might  wash  away  her  pains. 
Aiic  Support  me.  Heaven ! 
Jftf.Curseontheabiectthoi^t!  I  shall  relapse 
To  simple  dotaije.    She  steab  on  my  heart. 
She  conquers  with  her  ^es.    If  I  but  hear  her 

voice. 
Nor  earth,  nor  Heaven»  can  save  me  from  her 

snares!* 
O!  let  me  fly--4f  I  have  yet  the  power. 
Aiic.  Q  Anien !  do  not,  do  not  leave  mc thus! 

[Knuitf  and  hoidt  him. 
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AnL  I  pnj ihee,  looM  thy  hold! 

AtU,  O  never,  never ! 

Ar<L  Why  should  I  stay  to  tell  thee  of  my 
wrongs, 
To, aggravate  thy  guilt,  and  wound  thy  soul  ? 
Thyself,  if  all  these  agonizing  struggles, 
Of  tears,  of  aghs,  of  groans,  of  speechless  sorrow. 
Be  but  sincere — thyself  will  do  it  better. 
One  thing  Til  tell  thee — ^for  perhaps  'twill  please 

thee; 
Thou'st  broke  my  heart,  Alicia. 

Alic.  Oh !  [SkefalU  to  the  ground. 

Ard,  And  canst  thoo. 
Can  woman  pity,  whom  she  hath  undone  ? 
Why  dost  thou  grasp  my  knees?  what  wonldst 

thou  say, 
If  thou  couldst  find  thy  speech  ? 

Alic.  O !  mercy,  mercy ! 

Ard.  Thou  hast  had  none  on  me ;  let  go  my 
hand! 
Why  dost  thou  press  it  to  thy  throbbing  heart, 
That  beats — ^but  not  for  me  ? 

Alic.  Then  may  it  ne*er  beat  more ! 

Ard.  At  least,  I'm  sure  it  did  not  always  so. 

Alic.  For  that  my  soul  is  pierced  with  deep 
remorse. 
For  that  I  bow  me  to  the  dust  before  thee. 
And  die  to  be  forgiven !    O  Arden !  Arden ! 

Ard.  Presumptuous  fool !  what  business  hast 
thou  here } 
Did  t  not  know  my  weakness,  and  her  power ! 
Rise,  rise,  Alicia. 

Alic.  No;  here  let  me  he, 
On  the  bare  bosom  of  this  conscious  earth, 
mi  Arden  speak  the  words  of  peace  and  com- 
fort. 
Or  my  heart  break  before  him ! 

Ard.  O  Alida, 
Thou  inconsistent  spring  of  grief  and  joy, 
Whence  bitter  streams,  and  sweet,  alternate  flow, 
Come  to  my  arms,  and  in  this  too  fond  bosom 
Disburden  all  the  fulness  of  thy  soul ! 

Alic.  Let  me  approach,  with  awe,  that  sacred 
temple. 
Resume  my  seat,  and  dwell  for  ever  there ! 

Ard.  There  ever  reign,  as  on  thy  native  throne, 
Thou  lovely  wanderer ! 

Alic.  Am  I  at  last. 
In  error's  fatal  mazes  long  bewildered, 
Permitted  here  to  find  my  peace  and  safely ! 

Ard.  Dry  up  thy  tears ;  and  tell  me,  truly  tell 
me: 
Has  my  long-suffering  love  at  length  prevailed, 
And  art  thou  mine  indeed  ? 

Alic.  Heaven  is  my  witness, 
1  love  thee,  Arden ;  and  esteem  thy  love 
Above  all  earthly  good.    Thy  kind  forgiveness 
Speaks  to  my  soul  that  peaceful  palm  confirmed. 
Which  reason  and  reflection  had  begun. 

Ard.  Tliou'rt  cheaply  purchased  with  unnum- 
bered si<;hs, 
With  many  a  bitter  tear,  and  years  of  patience, 


Thou  treasure  of  more  worth  than  mines  of  pAA ! 
I  will  not  doubt  my  happiness.    1  hou  art. 
Thou  wilt  be  mine,  ever,  and  only  mine. 

Aiic,  I  am,  I  will.    I  ne'er  knew  joy  till  now. 

Ard.  This  is  our  truest,  happiest,  nuptial  day. 
To-night,  thou  knowest,  according  to  my  custom, 
Our  yearly  fair  returning  with  St  Valentine, 
1  treat  my  friends.    I  go  to  countenance 
Their  honest  mirth,  and  cheer  them  widi  mj 

bounty. 
'Till  happy  night,  farewell !  My  best  Alicia, 
How  will  our  friends  rejoice,  our  foes  repine. 
To  see  us  thus !  [£rt^. 

Alic.  Thus  ever  may  they  see  ns ! 
The  wandering  fires,  that  have  so  long  misled  me, 
Are  now  extinguished,  and  my  heart  b  Aiden's. 
The  flowery  path  of  innocence  and  peace 
Shines  bright  before,  and  I  shall  stray  no  loneer. 
Whence  then  these  sighs,  and  why  diese  floods  of 

tears? 
Sighs  are  the  language  of  a  broken  heart. 
And  tears  the  tribute  each  enlightened  eye 
Pays,  and  must  pay,  for  vice  and  folly  past. 
And  yet  the  painfullest  virtue  hath  its  pieasare: 
Though  dangers  rise,  yet,  peace  restored  wiiki&y 
My  soul  collected  shall  undaunted  meet  them. 
Though  trouble,  grief,  and  death,  the  lot  of  all, 
On  good  and  bad  withoot  distinction  fall. 
The  soul,  which  conscious  innocence  sustains, 
Supports  with  ease  these  temporary  pains ; 
But  stung  with  guilt,  and  loaded  vnth  despair, 
fiecomes  itself  a  burden  none  can  bear.     [£stf. 

SCENE  111^—7^  ttreet.    People  at  m  diitnce, 

as  at  a  fair. 

Enter  Aboen  on  one  side^  and  Blics  Will 
and  Shakebag  on  the  other^  Greesi  directing 
them. 

B.  Will.  Shakebag,  you'll  second  me— SOilood, 
give  the  way.  [Jo$tle$  Arden. 

Shakebag.  May  we  not  pass  the  streets  ? 

Ard.  I  »aw  you  not. 

B.  WilL  Your  sight  perhaps  is  bad ;  roar  feel- 
ing may  be  better.  [Sirika  Aia. 

Ard.  Insolent  villain  !  [l>rwj. 

B.  WilL  Come,  we'll  teach  yon  manners. 

Ard.  Both  at  once !  barbarous  cowards ! 

Enter  MosBY. 

Moi.  O  bloody  dc^ !  attempt  a  hfc  so  pre- 
cious! 

B.  Will,  This  is  a  fury,  George. 

[Black  WiU  and  Shakebag  hemien  of. 

Shake.  Ive  pinked  him  thongb-^^ 

Ard.  V^illains,  come  back,  and  finisb  roar  de* 
Sign ! 

Mot.  Shall  I  pursue  them,  sir? 

Ard.  Not  for  the  world — - — 
Mosby !  amazing  generosity ! 

Mos.  I  hope  you  are  not  hurt. 

AnL  Pierced  to  the  heart 
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Mot.  Forbid  it,   heayen!  quick,  let  me  fly 

for  help. 
ArtL  With  sharp  reflection :  Mosby,  I  can't  bear 
To  be  to  far  obliged  lo  one  I've  wronged. 
Mm.  Who  would  not  venture  life  to  save  a 

friend? 
JrdL  Prom  you  Fve  not  deserved  that  tender 


Mot.  No  more  of  that — would  I  were  worthy 
of  it! 

Ard.  I  own  my  heart,  by  boiling  passions  torn, 
Fof]gets  its  gentlenesfs— yet  is  ever  open 
To  melting  gratitude.    O  say  what  price 
Can  boy  your  friendship } 

Mot,  Only  think  me  yours. 

AnL  Easy,  indeed.    I  am  too  mudi  obliged. 
Whyrecked  not  your  good  sword  its  justice  on  me, 
W^ben,  mad  with  jealous  rage,  in  my  own  house, 
I  ufced  you  to  my  ruin  ? 

Mot,  I  loved  you  then 
With  the  same  warmth  as  now. 

Ard.  What's  here !  you  bleed. 
Let  me  bind  up  your  wound. 

jifos.  A  trifle,  sir 

Ard.  Your  fneadship  makes  it  so.  See,  Frank- 
lin^ see 

Enter  Frankliv. 

The  man  I  treated  as  a  coward,  bleeding, 
Wretch  that  I  am !  for  his  defence  of  me. 
Look  to  your  wound.    And,  Mosby,  let  us  hope 
YouU  sop  with  me.    There  will  be  honest  Brad- 

shaw. 
And  Franklin  here,  and 
Afot.  Sir,  1  will  not  fail. 
Frank.  I  shall  not  come. 
Ard.  Nay,  Franklin,  that's  unkind. 

Pnthce 

Frank.  Nay,  urge  me  not    I  have  my  reasons. 

Mot.  Avoids  my  company !  So  much  the  better. 

His  mar  not  be  so  proper.    [Aside.]   An  hour 

hence. 
If  joa  are  not  engaged,  we41  meet  at  Fowl's. 
Idrd.  I  will  be  there. 

Mat.  Till  then  I  take  my  leave.  [Etii  Motby. 
Ard,  How  have  I  been  mistaken  m  this  man  ? 
Frank.  How  are  yon  sure,  you're  not  mistaken 

now? 
Ard  No  doubt  he  loves  me ;  and  I  blush  to 
think 
I  low  IVe  suspected  him,  and  wronj^  Alida. 

Frank.  May  you  be  ever  happy  m  your  wife : 
Hot— >- 


Ard.  Speak — ^But  what?  Let^shave  no  riddles 
here. 
Can  she  be  innocent,  and  Mosby  guilty  ? 

Frank.  To  speak  my  thoughts,  this  new  offi- 
cious fondness 
Makes  me  suspect :  I  like  him  worse  than  ever. 
Ard.    Because  I  like  him  better?    What  a 

churl! 
Frank.  Yon  are  credulous,  and  treat  my  seri- 
ous doubts 
With  too  much  levity.  You  vex  me,  Arden.  [Erit. 
Ard  Believe  me,  friend,  you'll  laugh  at  this 
hereafter.  [Evit  the  other  way, 

MosBT,  having  watched  Franklin  out,  re-entert 

with  Green. 

Mot.  The  surly  friend  has  left  him — As  I 
wished — 
You  see  how  eagerly  the  foolish  fowl 
Flies  headlong  to  our  snare :  now  to  inclose  him. 
At  eight  the  guests  are  bidden  to  his  banquet. 
And  only  Michael,  of  his  numerous  train. 
Keeps  home  with  his  Alicia.    iie'U  secure 
The  keys  of  all  the  doors,  and  let  you  in 
With  my  two  trusty  bloodhounds.    Alicia  seems 
Averse  at  present 

Oreen.  She'll  not  dare  betray  us. 

ikfos.  Not  when  the  deed  is  done.    We  know 
too  much. 
She'll  be  our  prisoner,  and  shall  be  observed. 
Towards  evening,  then,  upon  a  slight  pretence 
To  pass  an  hour  at  draugnts,  (a  game  he  loves) 
I'll  draw  this  husband  home.   You'll  be  prepared 
In  the  inner  room,  (Michael  will  shew  it  you) 
'  rill,  at  a  signal  given,  you  all  rush  forth, 
And  strangle  him. 

Green.  Good — ^'tis  a  death,  that  leaves 
Vo  bloody  character  to  mark  the  place. 

Mot.  However,  come  all  proviaed  with  your 
daggers. 
Do  you  seek  Michael,  111  instruct  the  res^  ' 

Green.  What  shall  the  signal  be  ? 

Mot.  These  words  in  the  game, 
I  take  you  now. 

Green.  Ardcn !  thou'rt  taken  now  indeed. 

Mot.  His  body,  thrown  behind  the  abbey-wall, 
%all  be  descried  by  the  earlv  passenger. 
Returning  from  the  fair.    My  friend,  thy  hand ; 
Shakes  it  ?  Be  6rm,  and  our  united  strength 
With  ease  shall  cast  dead  Arden  to  the  earth. 

Green,  Thanks  to  his  foolish  tenderness  of  soul ! 

Mot.  True ;  he,  who  trusts  an  old  inveterate  foe. 
Bares  bis  own  breast,  and  courts  the  fatal  blow. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE  L-^-Arden's  Houu. 

Alicia  alone. 

What  have  I  heard  I  Is  this  the  house  of  Arden  ! 
O !  that  the  power,  which  has  so  ofben  saved  him. 
Would  send  ois  piardiao  angel  to  him  now. 
To  whisper  in  his  ear  his  present  danger ! 
PW,  Arden,  fly !  avoid  this  fatel  roof, 
IVhere  murder  lurks,  and  certain  death  awaits 

diee! 
Wander no  matter  where  ■  -  Turn  hut  from 

benoe. 
Thou  canst  not  misB  dij  way — ^Ilie  house  is 

theirs. 
I  am  suspected — ^Michael  guards  the  door — 
And  even  Maria's  absent.    Bloody  Mosby, 
These  are  the  fruits  of  thy  detested  lust 
But  hark!  the  fiends  approach.    Green  hadhu* 

manity. 

Enter  Green,  Black  Will,  Shakebag,  and 

Michael. 

Could  I  prevail  on  him !  O  sir — 

[Talks  apart  with  Green. 

B.  Will  What  a  fair  house !  rich  furniture ! 
what  piles  of  massy  plate  !  And  then  yon  iron 
diest !  Good  plunder,  comrade. 

Shake.  And  madam  Arden  there— A  prize 
worth  them  all  to  me. 

B,  WilL  And  shall  that  fawning  white-livered 
coward,  Mosby,  enjoy  all  these  ? 

Shake.  No  doubt  he  would,  were  we  the  fools 
he  thinks  us. 

Green,  Had  he  as  many  lives  as  drops  of 
blood, 
rd  have  them  aU. [To  Alicia, 

Alic.  But  for  one  sinsle  night 

Green,  Vd  not  defer  his  fate  a  single  liour. 
Though  I  were  sure  myself  to  die  the  next. 
Soy  peace,  irresolute  woman — and  be  thankful 
For  thy  own  life. 

Alic.  O  mercy,  mercy ! 

Green.  Ves, 
Such  mercy  as  the  nursing  lioness, 
When  drained  of  moisture  by  her  eager  young. 
Shews  to  the  prey  that  first  encounters  her. 

B.  WilL  Wno  talks  of  mercy,  when  I  am  here? 

Green.  She  would  prevent  us;  but  our  steady 
courage 
Laughs  at  her  coward  arts. 

[Knocking  gently  at  the  gate. 
Why,  Michael ! 

Mich.  Sir ! 

Green.   Thou  bloodless  coward,   what  dost 
tremble  at  ? 
Dost  thou  not  hear  a  knocking  at  the  gate  ? 

[Extt  Michael 
Mosby,  no  doubt    How  like  a  sly  adulterer, 
Who  steab  at  midnight,  and  with  caution  ^es 


The  appointed  signal  to  his  neighbour's  wife  f 

B.  WUL  Which  b  the  place,  where  w^ieW 
be  concealed  ? 

Green.  This  inner  room. 

B.  YTt/^  Tis  welL  The  woid  is,  Ito  I  f db 
you,  [KnoMnff  louder  than  kfore. 

Green.  Ay,  there's  authon^.  That  spetb  tbe 


He  seems  in  haste :  HTwere  pity  he  slioiild  wait, 
Now  we're  so  well  prepared  for  hb  reoeptioo. 
[Greeny  Black  Will,  and  Skakehag,  gf 
into  the  inner  room, 
Alic,  Now,  whidier  are  they  gone  ?  Tbe  dooi's 
unbarred. 
I  hear  the  sound  of  feet    Should  it  be  Ardeo, 
And  Mosby  with  him — I  can't  bear  the  douU, 
Nor  would  I  be  resolved.  Be  hushed,  my  fean ! 
Tis  Mosby,  and  akme.  [Enter  Mo$iy,]  Sir,  hev 
me,  Mosby. 
Moi,  Madam,  is  this  a  dme } 
Alic,  I  will  b^  heard. 
And  mark  me,  when  I  swear,  never  hereafta. 

By  look,  word,  act 

Mot.  Be  damned — your  husband — 
AUcHaI  [ShaKftrnt, 

Enter  Arden  and  Micraeu 

Ard,  Am  I  a  monster,  that  I  fright  thee  dios? 

[Ta  Mickad, 
Say,  what  has  happened  since  I  left  the  boose? 
Thou  look'st,  Aliaa,  as  if  wild  amasenaoit 
Had  changed  thee  to  the  image  of  beradf. 

Alic.  Is  Franklin  with  you  r 

Ard.  No. 

Alic.  Nor  Fowl,  nor  Bradshaw  f 

Ard.  Neither,  but  both  expected. 

Alic.  Merciful  Heaven  \ 

Ard.  I  meant  to  dedicate  this  happy  night 
To  mirth  and  joy,  and  thy  returning  love. 

[Ske  ngku 
Make  me  not  sad,  Alicia :  For  my  sake 
Let  discontent  be  banished  from  voor  brow. 
And  welcome  Arden's  friends  with  langfaiog  cycs^ 
Amongst  the  first  let  Mosby  be  enrolled — 

Alic.  The  villain  I 

Ard,  Nay,  I  am  too  well  ooovinoed 
Of  Mosbys  friendship,  and  Alicia's  lore^ 
Ever  to  wrong  them  more  bv  weak  siispick]i& 
I've  been  indeed  to  blame,  but  I  will  make  thee 
A  large  amends,  Alicia.    Look  upon  hsoa. 
As  on  the  man,  that  gave  your  husband  Itfe. 

Alic.  Would  take  my  husband's  lile  ^IH  uSi 
him  all. 
And  cast  this  load  of  horror  from  my  sool : 
Yet,  'tis  a  dreadful  hazard.    Both  most  ifie. 
A  fearful  tlidught !  Franklin  may  oomey  or  Bnd> 

shaw — 
O  let  me  not  preci]nt%te  fais  late !  \Aude. 
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Moi,  1 906  nj  prascnoc  is  ofibnnTC  tfa6re« 

[Ooing. 
JnL  Alicia !  No— «be  has  no  will  but  mine. 
Mot,  It  is  not  fit  she  should :  and  yet — ^pei^ 


^were  b^ter,  sir—Permit  me  to  retire. 

Ard.  No  more— Our  friendship^publicly  avowed, 
Will  clear  her  injured  virtue  to  toe  world. 
Mo$,  Somelhing  there  b  in  that— 
Jrdltbadebt 
I  owe  to  hoth  your  fames,  and  pay  it  freely. 
Mot,  For  her  sake,  then ;  not  for  my  own. 
Aiic.  yUide.'l  O  damned  diisembler  I 
Jrd,  CooMBf  take  your  seat;  this  riiall  not  save 
your  money. 
Brine  OS  the  tables,  Michael  [Tkeysii  tatdplay. 

Aac  [Atitk,]  O  just  Heaven ! 
WUt  thou  not  ialerpose? — ^How  dread  this  pause ! 
When  thousand  terrors  crowd  the  narrow  space. 
ArtL  Your  thouchts  are  absent,  Mosby. 
R  WUL  Bkiod  r  why  don't  Mosby  give  the 
word  ?  \Asidt. 

MicL  Give  bock,  the  game's  against  him. 
AUc,  Hy,  Franklin!  By,  to  save  thy  Aiden's 
tife. 
Murder  herself,  that  chases  him  in  view, 
Beholding  me,  starts  back,  and,  for  a  moment. 
Suspends  her  thirst  of  blood.  [Aside. 

Ard,  Come,  give  it  up;  I  told  you  I  should 
win.  [Rue$. 

Mm,  No,  I  see  an  advantage;  move  agam. 
Ardm  There. 
Mos.  Now  I  take  ymu 
[Blmck  WUi  tiurowt  a  tearf  over  ArdefCt 
keadj  in  order  to  ttrangle  km ;  but  Ar* 
dem  disengaget  kimtelfy  wre$t$  a  dagger 
from  SkaSehag,  mnd  ttatuk  on  kU  d^ncoy 
iiU  Moektf  getting  hekindy  and  seizing  kis 

AEc  O  Power  onmipotentl  make  strong  his 


Give  him  to  conquer !  Ha!  my  prayers  are  curses, 
And  draw  down  vengeance  where  they  meant  a 
blessing. 

Ard,  Inhospitable  villain ! 

Aiic,  O!  bodies! 

Ard.  O  hold  your  bloody— Mosby  too !   Nay, 
then,  [F^mng. 

Ivield  ne  to  my  fate.    Is  this,  Alida, 
Tni^  tbe  return  for  my  unequalled  love  ? 

AHe,  Or  death,  or  madness^  would  be  mercies 


Therefore  beyond  my  hopes. 

Ard.  O  Moefay,  Buchael,  Green ! 
Whv  have  you  drawn  my  blood  upon  your  souls? 

Mot,   Bmld  her  diere,  to  woom  I  was  be- 
trotbed. 
And  ask  no  further. 

Greeu,  Think  00  thy  abbey-lands 
From  injured  Green. 

Ard,  Yoa  now  are  your  own  judges, 
Bnt  we  afaall  mcetagam,  where  right  and  truth— 


Who— who  are  these  ?  But  I  (otpwe  you  alL 
Thy  hand,  Alida. 

jiiie.  ni  not  give  it  thee. 

Ard,  O  wretched  woman!  have  they  killed 
thee,  too/ 
A  deadly  paleness^  HP'^Jf  '^  horror. 
On  thy  sad  visage  sit.    Mjr  soul  hangs  on  thee^ 
And,  though  departing— just   departing— -loves 

thee: 
Is  loth  to  leave,  unreconciled  to  thee, 
This  useless  mangled  tenement  of  clay. 
Dismiss  her  pleaMd,  and  say  thou'rt  innooent 

AUc.  All  hell  contains  not  such  a  guilty  wretch. 

Ard,  Then  welcome  death!   tlwugh  in  the 
.  shape  of  murder. 
How  have  I  doated  to  idolatry ! 
Vain,  foolish  wretch,  and  thoughtless  of  hereafter, 
Nor  hoped,  nor  wished  a  heaven  beyond  her  Uftt. 
Now,  uimrepared,  I  perish  by  her  hate. 

AUc.  Though  blacker,  and  more  s^ty,  than 
the  fiends, 
My  soul  is  white  from  thb  accursed  deed 
O  Arden !  hear  me— 

Ard.  Full  of  doubts,  I  come, 
O  thou  Supreme,  to  seek  thy  awful  presence. 
My  soul  is  on  the  wing,    I  own  thy  justice. 
Prevent  me  with  thy  mercy.  [Dies. 

AUc,  Turn  not  from  me : 
Behold  me,  pity  me,  survt^  my  sorrows! 
I,  who  despised  the  duty  of  a  wife^ 
Will  be  thy  slave.    Spit  on  me,  spurn  me,  sir, 
ril  love  thee  still.    O  couldst  thou  court  my 

scorn. 
And  now  abhor  me,  when  I  love  thee  more, 
If  possible,  than  e'er  thou  lovedst  Alicia ! 

Mot,  Mad  fool,  he's  dead,  and  hears  thee  not 

AUc,  Tis  false 

He  smiles  upon  me,  and  applauds  my  vengeance. 
[Snatckes  a  dagger^  and  strikes  at  Mosby, 
A  knocking  at  tke  gate. 

Mos.  Damnation ! 

B.  WUL  'Sdeath!  we  shall  leave  our'work  un- 
finished, and  be  betrayed  at  last.  Let  us  bida 
tbe  body. 

JIfot.  Force  her  awav. 

AUc,  Inhuman  bloody  villmns ! 

[Ske  steoons,  as  ske  is  forced  from  tke  body. 

Enter  Maeia. 

Mar,  Mosby  here! — 
My  sliding  feet,  as  they  move  trembling  forwards^ 
Are  drenched  in  blood.    O  may  I  only  fancy 
That  Arden  there  lies  murdered—-^ 

Mot.  How  fares  Alicia? 

AUc,  As  the  howling  danmed :  and  thou  my 
hell- 

flfor.  Unhappy  brother ! 
If  thou  hast  done  this  deed,  hope  not  to  escape : 
Mercy  herself,  who  only  seeks  for  crimes. 
That  she  may  pardon  and  reform  the  gvalty^ 
Would  change  her  nature  at  a  sight  like  tlus. 
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Enter  Micbaeu 

Mich.  The  guests  are  comc-^tlie  servants  all 

returoea. 
Mos.  Alicia,  be  thyself;  and  mask  thy  beigt 

SMa$by  lifts  up  Alicia, 
_^  •  ./    ^   '         ti  courteous  smiles. 

.    Alic,  Thou  canst  not  think  me  mean  enough 
to  live  ? 
Mos.  You  would  not  chase  an  ignominious 

death? 
Alic,  Thaes  all  I  dread— -Might  but  the  silent 
grave, 
When  it  receives  me  to  its  dark  abode. 
Hide,  with  my  dust,  my  shame !— O  might  that 

be. 
And  Arden's  death  revenged !  Tis  my  sde  prayer. 
If  not,  may  awful  justice  have  her  course  ! 

[EjpU  AUda, 

Mas,  Sister !  our  lives  are  thine — 

Mar,  Though  Mosby  has  shook  off  humanity, 

I  cannot  be  his  accuser.  [Exit  Marta, 

Mos,  Follow  them,  Green,  and  watch  Alicia's 

conduct 
Crreen.  I  will,  but  cannot  answer  for  raj  own. 

0  Arden !  Arden !  could  we  change  conditions ! 

[Exit  Green, 
B,  Will,  Why,  what  a  crew  of  cowards ! 
In  the  same  moment  murdering  and  repenting. 
Mos,  Give  me  the  rin^  that  is  on  Arden's  fin- 

ger. 
Shake.  There.    Will  you  have  his  purse  too  ? 
Mos.  No,  keep  that 
B.  WilL  ThaiULS  for  our  own :  we  should  have 
kept  the  ring, 
Were  it  not  too  remarkable. 
But  how  must  we  dispose  of  the  body  ? 

ilfof.   Convey  it  through  the  garden,  to  the 
field 
Behind  the  abbey*wall :  Michael  will  sliew  tlie 

way. 
The  night  is  dark  and  cloudy — ^yet,  take  heed, 
The  house  is  full  of  company. 

B.  WilL  Sir,  if  you  doubt  our  conduct,  do  it 
yourself. 

Mos,  Nay,  gentlemen — 

Shake.  Pretend  to  direct  us ! 

Mos.  For  your  own  sakes — Arden  will  soon  be 

mist 
Shake,  We  know  our  business,  sir. 
Mos,  I  doubt  it  not 
Tlierc's  your  reward.    Hie  •horses  both  are  sad- 
dled, 
And  ready  for  your  flight 
B.  WiU.  Use  them  yourself: 

1  hope  we're  as  safe  as  you. 

Mos.  Why,  gentlemen — Arden !  I  used  tliee 
worse.  [Aside, 

B,  WilL  We  shall  take  care,  however,  for  our 
own  sakes. 

Mos.  Tis  very  well — I  hope  we  all  are  friends. 
So— «oflly — softly — Michael,  not  that  door — 

[Michael  going  out  at  the  wrong  door. 


So — make  what  speed  you  can:  1*11  wait  joa 
there.  [EiatsL 

SCENE  II.— J  hall  in  Ardek^s  kmae. 

They  must  pass  undescried :  gardeos  and  6eid$ 
Are  dreary  deserts  now.    Night-fowlssndbetiU 

of  prey 
Avoid  the  pinching  rigour  of  die  seasooi, 
Nor  leave  their  shelter  at  a  time  like  tlus. 
And  yet  this  night,  this  lingering  winter  night, 
Hung  with  a  weight  of  clouds^  that  stops  ber 

course, 
Contracts  new  horrors,  and  a  deeper  bUck, 
From  this  damned  deed. — Mosby,  thou  hft&ttk; 

wish. 
Arden  is  dead ;  now  count  thj  gains  at  leisarc 
Dangers  without,  on  every  side  suspidon; 
Within,  my  starting  conscience  marks  soch  womMk, 
As  hell  can  equal,  only  murderers  (tt\,[AfcaL 
This,  this  the  end  of  all  my  flattering  hopes ! 

0  !  happiest  was  I  in  ifiy  humble  state : 
Though  I  lay  down  in  w^ant,  I  slept  in  peace : 
My  daily  toil  begat  my  night's  repose ; 

My  niglit^s  repose  made  day-4i^t  pleasn^  tome. 
But  now  Fve  climbed  the  top-bough  of  Uk  titc, 
And  sought  to  build  my  nest  among  the  douda: 
The  genSest  gales  of  summer  shake  mj  bed, 
And  dreams  of  murder  harrow  up  rav  soul 
But  hark  !— Not  yet :— Tis  dreadful  beiiig  alone. 
This  awful  silence,  that,  unbroken,  ro|ps 
Throu^i^  earth  and  air,  awakes  attention  n»re» 
Than  thunder  bursting  from  ten  thousand  douds: 
S'death  I^^tis  but  Michael — Say — 

Enter  Michael. 

Mich.  Dead  Arden  lies 
Behind  the  abbey—- 'tis  a  dismal  s^t ! 
It  snowed  apace  while  we  disposed  the  bodv. 

Mos.  Ana  not  as  you  returned  P 

Mich.  No,  sir-- 

Mos.  Tliat's  much — 
Should  you  be  questioned  as  to  Arden's  dead), 
You'U  not  confess  ? 

Mich.  No,  so  Maria's  mine. 

Mos.  She's  thine,  if  all  a  brother  can — 

Mich, —What's  if? 

1  bought  her  dear,  at  hazard  of  my  aoul. 
And  force  shall  make  her  mine. — 

Mos.        •    Why,  how  now,  coward ! 

Enter  Mailia. 

Mar.  The  guests  refuse  to  take  their  scats 
without  you. 
Alicia's  grief  too  borders  on  distraction. 
Thy  presence  may  appease — 

Mas.  Increase  it  rather. 

Mar.  Michael,  your  absence  loo  has  been  ob- 
scn'cd. 

Mos.  Say  we  are  coming.  [Exit  Mtri'-' 

Mich.  One  thing  I'd  forgot.  [iir/ami^c 

^on  as  the  company  have  left  the  house. 
The  ruffians  will  return. 

Mos,  What  would  the  villains  ? 
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Miek,  Tliey  mntlered  diraiits  and  oorsesy 
And  seemed  not  satisfied  with  their  reward. 

[Exit  Michael 

^h$.  Let  them  take  all.  Ambition,  avarice,  lust, 
That  drare  me  on  to  murder,  now  forsake  me. 
Oh  Ardea !  if  dij  discontented  idiost 
Sail  borers  here  to  see  tlw  blood  revenged, 
View,  view  the  anguish  of  this  guilty  breast. 
And  be  appeased  f  [Exit, 

scons  m^A  n&m  in  Ardek's  Aome.  A  table 
spread  for  supper. 

OtEJUTy  BaADSBAw,  Adam  FowLy  Alicia, 
Maria,  4c 

Brad,  Madam,  be  comforted. 
A  FomL  Some  accident,  or  business  unfore- 
seen, detains  him  thus. 
Brad,  I  doubt  not  of  his  safe^. 
AUc,  I  thank  you,  gentlemen ;  1  know  you  loved 
tty  Arden  well,  and  kindly  speak  your  wishes. 

Enter  Mosby. 

Afof.  I  am  ashamed  Tve  made  you  wait :  be 

seated. 
Green,  Madam,  first  take  your  place. 
AUc  Make  me  not  mad-— 
To  me  henoefordi  all  places  are  alike.         (j^^^ 
MoL,  Come,  aiiice  we  want  the  master  or  the 
hoase^ 
ni  tike  his  seat  for  once. 
AUe^  Dares  he  do  this?  [Aside. 

Mas,  Vm  much  afflicted,  that  he  stays  so  late ; 
The  times  are  perilous. 

Green.  And  he  has  enemies. 
Though  no  man,  sufe,  did  e'er  deserve  them  less. 
Mm,  This  dny  he  was  assaulted  in  the  street. 
Green.  Yoo  saved  him  then. 
Afof.  Would  I  were  with  him  now ! 
Mar,  She  starts,  her  looks  are  wild  [Aside.} 
How  fare  yoo,  madam  ? 
A&c,  Vm  loat  in  admiration  of  your  brother. 
Mar,  I  fear  her  more  than  ever.  [Ande.y^ 
Madam,  be  meriy. 
Afot.  Mkhael,  some  wine.    Health  and  long 
life  to  Aitkn,  [Rising. 

AUc,  The  good  you  wish,  and  have  procured 
for  Arden,  [JUttn^. 

light  on  thyself! 
Mar,  For  Heaven^s  sake  !«^ 
AUc  Give  me  way.  [Comes  finward. 

Let  them  dispatch,  and  send  me  to  my  dusband : 

[AU  rise. 
IVe  lived  too  long  with  falsehood  and  deceit 

[Knocking  at  the  gate. 
A,  FomL  What  noise  is  that  ?  [Exit  MicAaeL 
jBhadL_Praj  Heaven,  that  all  be  right ! 
all  the  doors. 


Enter  Mayor,  4-e. 


Enter  Michael. 

MicK,  We  are  discovered,  sir !       [To  Mosby. 
The  mayor  with  officers,  and  men  in  arms. 
Vqu  L 


Mayor.  Go  you  with  these,  and  do  a^  I  direct- 
ed. [Exeunt  officer*  and  others 
Fm  sorry  that  the  doty  of  my  office 
Demands  a  visit  so  unseasonable. 

Mos.  Your  worship  doubtless  were  a  vrelcome 
guest 
At  any  hour;  but  wherefore  thus  attended  ? 

Mayor.  I  have  received  a  warrant  from  tbQ 
council. 
To  apprehend  two  most  notorious  ruffians ; 
And  informadon  being  made,  on  oath. 
That  they  were  seen  to  enter  here  to-night^ 
Fm  come  to  search. 

Green,  Fm  glad  it  is  no  worse.  [Aside, 

Mos.  And  can  you  think,  that  Ardea  enter* 
tains 
Villains  like  those,  you  speak  of?  Were  he  here^ 
You'd  not  be  thanked  for  this  officioosnesa. 

Mayor.  I  know  my  duty,  sr,  and  that  respect^ 
So  justly  due  to  our  good  neighbour's  worth. — 
But  where  is  Arden  ? 

AUe.  Heavens !  where  indeed ! 

Afar.  AKda,  for  my  sake  [Aude* 

AUc.  If  I  were  silent. 
Each  precious  drop  of  murdered  Arden's  blood 
Woula  find  a  tongue,  and  cry  to  Heaven  for  ven* 
geance! 

Mayor.  What  says  the  lady  ? 

Mos.  Oh !  sir,  heed  her  not ; 
Her  husband  has  not  been  at  home  to-night, 
And  her  misboding  sorrow  for  his  absence 
Has  almost  made  her  frandc. 

Mayor,  Scarce  an  hour. 
Since  I  beheld  him  enter  here  with  you ! 

Afof.  The  darkness  of  the  night  deceived  you,  nr; 
It  was  a  stranger,  since  departed  hence. 

Mayor.  That's  most  surprising !  No  man  knows 
him  better. 

Frank,  [without'^  Within  there— ^o— bar  up 
your  gates  with  care. 
And  set  a  watch.    Let  not  a  man  go  by 

Franklin,  and  others,  enter  with  lights. 

And  every  tongue,  that  gave  not  its  consent 
To  Arden's  death,  join  mine,  and  cry  aloud 
To  Heaven  and  earth  for  justice.  Honest  Arden, 
My  friend,  is  murdered  ! 

Mayor.  Murdered! 

Green.  How  ? 

Afof .  By  whom  } 

Frank,  How  shall  I  utter  what  my  eje%  have 
seen! 
Horrid,  with  .many  a  gaping  wound,  he  lies 
Behind  the  abbey,  a  saa  spectacle ! 
O  vengeance !  vengeance  f 

Afoyor.  Justly  art  thou  moved. 
Passion  is  reason  in  a  cause  like  this. 

Frank.  Eternal  Providence,  to  whose  bright  eye 
Darkness  itself  is  as  the  noon-day  blaze. 
Who  brings  the  midnight  murderer,  and  his  deed% 
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To  light  and  shame,  has,  in  his  own  security, 

Found  these. 

.    Mayor.  Here  seize  them  all — this  instant: 

[AUciafainis, 
liOok  to  the  lady.    This  may  be  but  feigiMd. 
Your  charge  but  goes  along  with  my  suspidons. 

Brad,  AdA  mine. 

A.  FowL  And  mine. 

Frank,  First  hear  me,  and  then  judge. 
Whether,  on  slight  presumptions,  I  accuse  them. 
These  honest  men  (neighbours  and  townsmen  all) 
Conducted  me,  dropping  with  grief  and  fear. 
To  where  the  body  uiy :  with  them  I  took  diese 

notes. 
Not  to  be  trusted  to  the  faithless  memory. 

f  Huge  clots  of  bloody  and  some  ofArden's  hair, 

*  May  still  be  seen  upon  the  garden-wall; 

*  Many  such  rushes^  as  these Jioors  are  strewed  withj 

*  Stick  to  his  shoes  and  garments;  and  the  prints 

*  Of  several  feet  may  in  the  snow  be  traced, 
f  From  the  stark  body  to  the  very  door  P 

These  are  presumptions  he  was  murdered  here. 
And  that  the  assassins,  having  borne  his  corpse 
Into  the  fields,  hither  return^  again. 
Mos.  Are  these  your  proofs  ? 
Green,  These  are  but  circumstances^ 
And  only  prove  thy  malice. 

Frank.  And  this  scarf. 
Known  to  be  Arden's,  in  the  court  was  found- 
All  blood. 

Mayor.  Search  them. 

Mich.  I  thought  Fd  thrown  it  down  the  well. 

[Aside. 
Mayor.  [To  an  Officer']  Enter  that  room,  and 
search  the  lady  there ; 
We  may,  perhaps,  discover  more. 

[Officer  goes  out,  and  re-enters;  in  the 
mean  time,  another  Officer  searches 
Mosby  and  Green. 

1.  Q^.  On  Arden's  wife  I  found  this  letter. 

2.  (^.  And  I  this  ring  on  Mosby. 
Mayor.  Righteous  Heaven ! 

Well  raay'st  thou  hang  thy  head,  detested  villain  I 
This  very  da}r  did  Arden  wear  diis  ring; 
I  saw  it  on  his  hand. 
Mos.  I  freely  yield  me  to  my  fate. 

Enter  another  Officer. 

Offi.  We've  seized  two  men  behind  some  stalks 

of  wood. 
Mayor.  Well,  bring  them  in. 

Black  Will  and  Shakebag  brought  in. 

They  answer  the  description ; 

But  let  them  wait,  tUl  I  have  done  with  these. 

tieaveos !  what  a  scene  of  villany  is  here  I 

[Having  read  the  letter. 


R  Will  ^ce  ift  ftre  sure  Co  ^  thoo^  t 
could  wish  it  were  in  better  company  (for  I  hatt 
that  fawning  rascal,  Mosby\  I  will  tell  the  tratfa 
for  once.  He  has  been  k»g  engi^Eed  in  so  siEur 
with  Arden's  wife  there ;  but  fearmg  a  disoovenr, 
and  hoping  to  get  into  his  estate,  hind  oato  hija 
him.    That's  all. 

Mayor,  And  you  the  horrid  deed  perfonned? 

Shake.  We  did,  with  his  asustance,  and  Gimt 
and  Michael's. 

Mayor.  This  letter  proves  Alida,  from  the 
first, 
Was  made  acquainted  with  your  black  design. 

B.  Will.  I  know  nodiing  of  that;  bat  if  she 
was,  she  repented  of  it  afterwards.  So^  I  think, 
you  call  a  change  of  mind. 

Mayor.  That  may  avail  her  at  the  bar  of  hear 
ven. 
But  is  no  plea  at  out's  [Alicia  brought  in\  Bear 

them  to  prison; 
Load  them  with  irons,  make  them  fed  dieirgwl(» 
And  groan  awav  their  miserable  hours, 
Till  sentence  of  the  law  shall  call  them  faith 
To  public  eiecudon. 

Alic  I  adore 
The  unerring  hand  of  jusdoe ;  and  with  nlence 
Had  yielded  to  my  (kxe,  but  for  this  maid, 
Who^  as  my  soul  dreads  justice  on  her  criofiSy 
Knew  not,  or  e'er  consented,  to  this  deed. 

Mayor.  But  did  she  not  consent  to  keep  it  se- 
cret? 

Mos.  To  save  a  brother,  and  most  wntdied 
friend. 

Mayor.  She  has  undone  herself.     Bdioldbo« 
iimocence 
May.sufier  in  bad  fellowship. — ^And  Bradshav, 
My  honest  neighbour  Bradsnaw,  too :  I  read  it 
With  grief  and  wonder. 

Brad.  Madam,  I  appeal 
To  you ;  as  you  are  shortly  to  appear 
Before  a  juclge,  that  sees  our  secret  thoughts, 
Say,  had  I  knowledge,  or— — 

Alic.  You  brought  the  letter. 
But  well  I  hope,  you  knew  not  the  contents. 

Mayor.  Hence  with  them  all,  till  time  and  hr^ 
ther  light 
Shall  clear  these  mysteries. 

A.  Fowl.  If  I'm  condemned. 
My  blood  be  on  his  head,  that  gives  the  sentence, 
rm  not  accused,  and  only  ask  for  justice. 

Frank.  You  shall  have  justice  all,  and  rigorous 
justice. 
So  shaU  the  growth  of  such  enormous  crimes^ 
By  their  dre«i  face,  be  checked  in  future  times. 
Of  avarice,  Mosby  a  dread  instanoe  prove, 
And  poor  Alicia  of  unlawful  love  !  - 
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GUSTAVUS  VASA, 


THE 


DELIVERER  OF  HIS  COUNTRY. 


BIT 


BROOKE. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


MEN. 

Ckistiebv,  king  of  Denmark  and  Norway^  and 

usurper  of  Sweden. 
Tbollio,  a  SwedOf  arckbUhop  of  Upsal,  and  vice- 

geremt  to  Crittiem. 
PxTSBSONy  a  Swedish  noblemanf  secretly  of  the 

Danish  party f  and  friend  to  TroUio. 
L^CBTESy  a  young  Danish  nobleman^  attendant 

tg  Cristina, 
CvsTAVV%formerly  general  of  the  Swedes^  and 

firsi  cousin  to  the  deceaud  Ring, 
4-BvioA,  of  the  royal  blood  of  Sweden^  Jriend  and 

couum  to  Gustavus, 


Anderson,  chief  lord  qf  DaUearlia. 
Arnoldus,  a  Swedish  priest,  and  chaplain  in 

the  copper-mines  of  DaUcarha, 
SiVARDy  captain  of  the  Dalecarlians, 

WOMEN. 

Cristina,  daughter  to  Cristiern, 

Augusta,  mother  to  Gustavus,  '^  prisoners  in 

GusTAVA,  sister  to  Gustavus,  a  >  Cristiem^s 

childf  J   camp, 

Mariana,  attendant  and  confident  to  Cristina, 


SoldierSf  Peasants,  Messengers,  and  Attend^ntt 
Sun^^DaUcarUoy  a  northern  protinu  in  Sweden, 


ACT    L 


CCENE  L— Tie  inside  t^the  copper-mines  of 

Dalecarlia. 

Smter  Anderson,  Arnoldus,  and  Servants, 

with  torches. 

Jknd.  You  tell  me  wooden ! 

.Am,  Softy  behold,  my  lord, 

\Foints  behind  the  Scenes, 
Hcikold  Imn  ttretched,  where  reigps  eternal  ni|B;ht ! 
Xbe  (hot  his  pillowy  and  cold  damps  his  covenng ! 
Vet,  bold  of  spirit,  and  robust  of  limb, 
He  dvowB  inclemency  aside,  nor  feels 
Xbe  lot  of  human  frailtv. 

Jind,  What  horron  oang  •nHind !  the  savage 


Ne'er  hold  their  den,  but  where  some  glimmer- 
ing ray 
May  brin^  the  cheer  of  mom.  What,  then,  is  he  f 
His  dwelling  marks  a  secret  in  his  soul. 
And  whispers  somewhat  more  than  man  about 
him. 
Am.  Draw  but  the  veil  of  hb  apparent  wretch- 
edness. 
And  yon  shall  find,  his  form  is  but  assumed. 
To  hoard'  some  wondrous  treasure,  lodged  within. 
And.  Let  him  bear  up  to  what  Hiy  praises 
speak  hiro. 
And  I  will  win  him.  Spite  of  his  reserve. 
Bind  him,  with  sacrea  fnendshipy  to  my  souly 
And  mike  him  half  myself. 
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Am.  nris  nobly  promised ; 
For  worth  is  rare,  and  wants  a  friend  in  Sweden; 
And  yet  I  tell  thee,  in  her  age  of  heroes, 
When  nursed  by  freedom,  all  her  sons  grew  great. 
And  every  peasant  was  a  prince  in  virtue : 
I  greatly  err,  or  this  abandoned  stranger 
Had  stepped  the  first  for  fame— though  now  he 

seeks 
To  veil  his  name,  and  clotid  hia  shine  of  virtues ; 
For  there  is  danger  in  them. 

And,  True,  Amoldus ; 
Were  there  a  prince^  throughout  the  sceptered 

globe, 
Who  searched  out  merit,  for  its  due  preferment. 
With  half  that  care  our  tyrant  seeks  it  out 
For  ruin ;  happy,  happy  were  that  state^ 
Beyond  the  golden  fable  of  those  pure 
And  early  ages.    Wherefore  this,  good  Heaven  ? 
Is  it  of  fate,  that,  who  assumes  a  crown. 
Throws  off  humanity  ? 

Am,  So  Cristiem  holds. 
He  claims  our  country  as  by  right  of  conquest, 
A  right  to  every  wrong.    Even  now,  'tis  said. 
The  tyrant  envies  what  our  mountains  yield 
Of  health,  or  aliment ;  he  oomes  upon  us, 
Attended  by  a  numerous  host,  to  seize 
These  last  retreats  of  our  expiring  liberty. 

And.  Say'st  thou  ? 

Am.  This  rising  day,  this  instant  hour. 
Thus  chaced,  we  stand  upon  the  utmost  brink 
Of  steep  perdition,  and  must  leap  the  precipice, 
Or  turn  upon  our  hunters. 

And.  Now,  Gustavus! 
Thou  prop  and  glory  of  inglorious  Sweden, 
Where  art  thou,  mightiest  man  ? — Were  he  but 

here ! — 
m  tell  thee,  my  Amoldus,  I  beheld  him, 
Then  when  he  first  drew  sword,  serene  and 

dreadful. 
As  the  browed  evening  ere  the  thunder  break; 
For  soon  he  made  it  toilsome  to  our  eyes 
To  mark  his  speed,  and  trace  the  patns  of  con- 
quest. 
In  vain  we  followed,  where  he  swept  the  field  ; 
rTwas  death  alone  could  wait  upon  Gustavus. 

Am,  He  was,  indeed,  whatever  our  wish  could 
form  him. 

And*  Arrayed  and  beaut^us  in  the  blood  of 
Danes, 
The  invaders  of  his  country,  thrice  he  chaced 
This  Cristiem,  this  fell  conqueror,  this  usurper. 
With  rout  and  foul  dishonour  at  his  heels, 
To  plunge  his  head  in  Denmark. 

Am,  Nor  ever  had  the  tyrant  known  return. 
To  tread  our  necks,  and  blend  us  with  the  dus^ 
Had  he  not  dared  to  break  through  every  law 
That  sanctifies  the  nations,  seized  our  hero, 
The  pledge  of  specious  treaty,  tore  him  from 

us. 
And  led  him,  chained,  to  Denmaric. 

And.  Then  we  fell. 
If  still  be  lives^  we  yet  may  leam  to  me. 


But  never  can  I  dare  to  rest  a  hope 
On  any  arm  but  his. 

Am,  And  yet,  I  trust. 
This  stranger,  that  delights  to  dweU  with  dirk« 

ness, 
Unknown,  unfriended,  compossed  round  with 

vn^tchedness, 
Conceals  some  mighty  purpose  in  has  breast, 
Now  labouring  into  birth. 

And.  When  came  he  hither  ? 

Am,  Six  moons  have  changed  upon  the  face 
of  night. 
Since  here  he  first  arrived,  in  servile  weeds. 
But  yet  of  mein  majestic    I  observed  him. 
And,  ever  as  I  gazed,  some  nameless  cfaana, 
A  wondrons  ereatness  not  to  be  concealed. 
Broke  through  his  form,  and  awed  my  soul  be* 

fore  him. 
Amid  these  mines,  he  earns  the  hirelings  por* 

don; 
His  hands  out-toil  the  hind ;  while,  on  lus  hnm, 
Sits  Patience,  bathed  in  the  laborious  drops 

Of  painful  industry ^I  oft  have  sought, 

Witn  friendly  tender  of  some  worthier  Knke, 
To  win  him  from  his  temper ;  but  he  shuns 
All  ofiers,  yet  declined  with  graceful  act. 
Engaging  lieyond  utterance :  and,  at  eve. 
When  all  retire  to  some  domestic  solaoei, 
He  only  stays,  and,  as  yon  see^  the  earth 
Receives  him  to  her  dark  and  cheertess  boson. 

And.  Has  no  unwary  moment  e'er  betraved 
Tlic  labours  of  hb  souJ,  some  favourite  gncf^ 
Whereon  to  raise  conjecture  ? 

Am.  I  saw,  as  some  bold  peasants  late  de- 
plored 
Their  country's  bondage,  sudden  poaaion  soaord 
And  bore  him  from  hb  seeming ;  strait  lus  form 
Was  tum'd  to  terror,  ruin  filled  his  eye. 
And  his  proud  step  appeared  to  awe  the  world : 
When  checked,    as   uiough   an  impocenoe  of 

Damp  sadness  soon  usurped  upon  his  Ihow, 
And  the  big  tear  rollea  graceful  down  hisri- 
sage. 
And,  Your  words  Imply  a  man  of  nmcb  im- 
portance. 
Am,  So  I  suspected,  and  at  dead  of  oi^t 
Stole  on  his  slumbers ;  his  fiill  heart  was  Imst, 
And  oft  his  ton^e  pronounced  the  hated  mme 

Of-— bloody  Cnstiem there   be   seeme'  ^ 

pause; 
And,  recollected  to  one  voice,  he  cried^ 
<  O  Sweden  !  O  my  country !  Yet  111  save  thee.' 
And,  Forbear-4ie  rises — ^Ueavens^  what  sft- 
jesty! 

Enter  Gustavus. 

And,  Your  pardon,  stranger,  if  the  voioe  d 
virtue, 
If  cordial  amity  from  man  to  man. 
And  somewhat  that  should  whasoer  to  ihe  aod. 
To  seek  and  cheer  the  sufiercr,  kd  cm  intlxr. 
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Inptdent  to  Mlute  thee.    Be  it  thine 
AJooe  to  point  the  path  of  friendship  out; 
And  mj  best  power  shall  wait  upon  thy  fortunea. 
Gtttt.  Ye$,  generous  man !  there  is  a  wond- 
rous test, 
The  truest,  worthiest,  noblest  cause  for  friend- 
ship; 
Ihuer  Chan  life,  than  interest,  or  alliance, 
And  equal  to  your  virtues. 

And,  Saj unfold. 

Guti,  Aft  thou  a  soldier,  a  chief  lord  m  Swe» 
den? 
And  yet  a  stranger  to  thy  oownlry's  voice. 
That  Ladlj  calls  the  hidden  patnot  forth? 
But  what's  a  soldier?  What's  a  lord  in  Sweden  ? 

All  worth  is  fled,  or  fallen nor  has  a  life 

Been  spared,  bat  for  dishonour;  spared  to  breed 
If  ore  akaves  for  Denmark,  to  beget  a  race 
Of  new-bora  virgiiis  for  the  unsatiated  lust 
Of  our  new  masters.  Sweden !  thou'rt  no  more ! 
Queeaof  the  North !  thy  land  of  liberty, 
Thy  house  of  heroes,  and  thy  seat  of  virtues, 
k  aow  the  tomb^  where  thy  brave  sons  lie  speedi^ 

And  foreign  snakes  engender. 

And,  O  'tis  true, 
fiat  wherefore  ?  To  what  purpose  ? 

Oust.  Think  of  StockhtJm  I 
When  Cristiem  seized  upon  the  hour  of  peace, 
And  drenched  the  hospitable  floor  with  blood; 
Then  fell  the  flower  of  Sweden,  mighty  names ! 
Uer  hoaiy  sanators,  and  gaspinij  patriots. 
The  tyrant  spoke,  and  his  licentious  band 
Of  blood-iramed  ministry  were  loosed  to  ruin, 
loreotion  wantoned  in  the  toil  of  infants 
Stabbed  on  the  breast,  or  reeking  on  the  points 
Of  sportive  javelins.    Husbands,  sons,  and  sires^ 
^Vith  dying  ears  drank  in  the  loud  despair 
Of  shrieking  chastity.    The  waste  of  war 
Was  peace  and  friendship  to  this  civil  massacre. 

0  heaven  and  earth !  Is  there  a  cause  for  this? 
For  sin  witboat  temptation,  calm,  cool  villany, 
Deliberate  mischief,  unimpaasioned  lust, 

.\nd  smiling  murder  ?  lie  thou  there,  my  soul ; 
Sleep,  sleep  upoa  it !  image  not  the  ^rm 
Of*aov  dream  but  this,  'tul  time  grows  pregnant, 
And  thou  caost  wake  to  vengeance. 
•dadL  Thou  hast  greatly  moved  me.    Ha !  thy 

tean  start  forth. 
Yes^  let  them  iow,  our  country's  fate  demands 

them; 

1  too  will  mingle  mine,  while  yet  'tis  left  us 
To  weep  ia  secvet,  and  to  sigh  with  safety* 
fiat  wherefore  talk  of  vengeance  ?  Tis  a  word 
Should  be  eiwrsKven  on  the  new  fallen  snow, 
Where  the  fvst  beam  may  melt  it  from  obser- 


Vengeanoe  mi  Cristiera  I  Norway  and  the  Dane, 
The  sans  of  Sweden,  all  the  oeopled  North, 
Bends  at  hie  ood :  my  humbier  boast  of  power 
Meant  not  to  cope  with  crowns. 
€httL  Then  what  remains 


Is  briefly  this;  your  friendship  has  my  thanks. 
But  must  not  my  Acceptance :  never no- 


First  sink,  thou  baleful  mansion,  to  the  centre  ! 
And  be  thy  darkness  doubled  round  my  head, 
'Ere  I  forsake  thee  for  the  bliss  of  paradise. 
To  be  enjoyed  beneath  a  tyrant's  sceptre ! 
No,  that  were  slaverv — Freedom  b 
The  brilliant  gift  of  Heaven,  'tis  reason's  self. 
The  kin  of  Deit^ — I  will  not  part  it 

And.  Nor  I,  while  I  can  hold  it ;  but  alas ! 
That  is  not  in  our  choice. 

Gust.  Why?  whereas  that  power  whose  endues 

are  of  force 
To  bend  the  brave  and  virtuous  man  to  slavery  f 
Base  fear,  the  laziness  of  lust,  gross  appetites. 
These  are  the  ladders,  and  the  grovelling  foot* 

stool. 
From  whence  the  tyrant  rises  on  our  wrongiv 
Secure  and  sceptered  in  the  soul's  servili^. 
He  has  debaucned  the  genius  of  our  country. 
And  rides  triumphant,  while  her  captive  sou!i 
Await  his  nod,  tne  silken  slaves  of  pleasure, 
Or  fettered  in  their  fears. 
And,  I  apprehend  you. 
No  doubt,  a  oase  submisrion  to  .our  wrongs 
May  well  be  termed  a  voluntary  bondage ; 
But  think  the  heavy  hand  of  power  is  on  us ; 
Of  power,  from  whose  imprisonment  and  chains 
Not  all  our  free-bom  virtue  can  protect  us. 
Guii,  Tis  there  you  err,  for  i  have  felt  their 

force; 
And  had  I  yielded  to  enlarge  these  limbs. 
Or  share  the  tyrant's  empire,  on  the  terms 
Which  he  proposed— I  were  a  slave  indeed. 
No— in  the  deep  and  deadly  damp  of  dungeons 
The  soul  can  rear  her  sceptre,  smile  in  anguish, 
And  triumph  o'er  oppression. 

And,  O  glorious  spirit  I  thiidc  not  I  am  slack 
To  relish  what  thy  noble  scope  intends ; 
But  then  the  means !  the  peril !  and  the  conse- 
quence! 
Great  are  the  odds,  and  who  shall  dare  the  trial? 

Gu$i,  1  dare. 
O  wert  thou  still  that  gallant  chief. 
Whom  once  I  knew  !  I  could  unfold  a  purpose 
Would  make  the  greatness  of  thy  heart  to  swell. 
And  burst  in  the,conception. 

And,  Give  it  utterance. 
Perhaps  there  lie  some  embers  yet  in  Sweden, 
Which,  wakened  by  thy  breath,  might  rise  in 

flames, 
And  spread  vindictive  round — ^You  say  you  know 

me; 
But  give  a  tongue  to  such  a  cause  as  this^ 
And,  if  you  hold  me  tardy  in  the  call. 
You  know  me  not — ^But  thee  IVe  surely  known ; 
For  there  is  somewhat  in  that  voice  and  form, 
Which  has  alarmed  my  soul  to  recollection ; 
But  'tis  as  in  a  dream,  and  mooks  my  reach. 
Gust.  Then  name  the  man  whom  it  is  death 

to  know. 
Or  knowing  to  conceal — and  I  am  he. 
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AntL  OustaTos !  Hea:7eiis !  ^ds  he !  'ds  he  him- 
self! 

Enter  Arvida,  tpeaking  to  a  servant. 

Art.  I  thank  you,  friend,  he's  here,  yoa  may 

retire. 
And.  Good  monmig  to  my  noble  gaest ;  you're 
early !  [Guitavtu  walks  apart, 

Aro.  I  come  to  take  a  short  and  hasty  leave : 
rris  said,  that  from  the  mountain's  nei^bouring 

brow, 
The  canvas  of  a  thousand  tents  appears, 
Whitening  the  vale — Suppose  the  tyrant  there ; 
You  know  my  safe^r  lies  not  in  the  interview — 
Ha !  What  is  he,  who  in  the  shreds  of  slavery 
Supports  a  step,  superior  to  the  state 
Ana  insolence  of  ermine  ? 
Gust,  Sure  that  voice. 
Was  once  the  voice  of  friendship  and  Arvida ! 

Arv.  Ha !  Yes ^'tis  he ! — ye  powers !  it  is 

Gustavus. 
Gust.  Thou  brother  of  adoption !  In  the  bond 
Of  every  virtue  wedded  to  my  soul. 
Enter  my  heart !  it  is  thy  property. 
Aro.  I'm  lost  in  joy  and  wond'rous  circum- 
stance. 
Gust,  Yet,  wherefore,  my  Arvida,  wherefore 
is  it. 
That  in  a  place,  and  at  a  time  like  this, 
We  should  thus  meet?  Can  Crisdern  cease  firom 

cruelty  ? 
Say,  whence  is  this,  my  brother  ?  How  escaped 

Did  I  not  leave  thee  in  the  Danish  dungeon  ? 

Arv.  Of  that  hereafter.   Let  me  view  thee  first 
How  graceful  is  the  garb  of  wretchedness. 
When  worn  by  virtue !  Fashions  turn  to  folly ; 
Their  colours  tarnish,  and  their  pomps  grow  poor 
To  her  magnificence. 

Gstst,  'Yes,  my  Arvida. 
Beyond  the  sweeping  of  the  proudest  train. 
That  shades  a  monarch's  heel,  I  prize  these  weeds, 
For  they  are  sacred  to  my  country's  freedom. 
A  mighty  enterprise  has  been  conceived. 
And  thou  art  come  auspicious  to  the  birth, 
As  sent  to  fiy  the  seal  of  Heaven  upon  it 

Arv.  Point  but  thy  purpose let  it  be  to 

bleed 

Gmt,  Your  hands,  my  friends ! 

AIL  Our  hearts. 

Gust.  I  know  they're  brave. 
Of  such  the  dme  has  need ;  of  hearts  like  yours. 
Faithful  and  firm,  of  hands  inured  and  strong ; 
For  we  must  ride  upon  the  neck  of  danger, 
And  plunge  into  a  purpose  big  with  death. 

And.  Here  let  us  kneel,  and  bind  us  to  thy  side, 
By  all 

Gust,  No,  hold — ^if  we  want  oaths  to  join  us^ 
Swift  let  us  part,  from  pole  to  pole  asunder. 
A  cause  like  ours  is  its  own  sacrament ; 
Truth,  juAdce,  reason,  love,  and  libeity, 
The  cteniaMink,s  that  clasp  the  world,  are  in  it. 


Brooxb.] 
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And  he,  who  breaks 

law. 
And  infinite  connecdon. 

Am.  True,  my  lord. 

And,  And  sudi  the  force  I  feeL 

Aro.  And  I. 

^^  And  alL 

Gust.  Know  then,  that  ere  aaittml^lbeofm 

While  thus  my  valiant  cousin  and  myself. 

By  chains  and  treachery,  lay  detained  in  Deih 

mark, 
Upon  a  dark  and  unsuspected  hoar 
The  bloody  Cristiern  sou^t  to  take  my  hetd. 
Thanks  to  the  ruling  power,  within  wtiose  eje 
Imbosomed  ills  and  mighty  treasons  roU, 
Prevented  of  their  Uackneas,  I  escaped. 
Led  by  a  senerous  arm,  and  some  dme  lay 
Concealed  in  Denmark — ^for  my  forfeit  heMi 
Became  the  price  of  crowns,  each  port  and  path 
Was  shut  against  my  passage — *tXL  I  heard 
That  Stenon,  valiant  dtenon,  fell  in  battk^ 
And  fr^om  was  no  mjwe.   O  then,  what  boonds 
Had  power  to  hem  the  desperate !  I  o'ecpsssed 

them, 
Traversed  all  Sweden,  through  ten  dMmsand  foes, 
Impending  perils,  and  surrounding  tongues^ 
That  from  nimself  enquired  Gustavus  out 
Witness  my  country,  how  I  toiled  to  wake 
Thv  sons  to  liberty !  In  vain — ^for  fear. 
Cold  fear  had  seised  on  all— Here  last  I  amt, 
And  shut  me  from  the  sun,  whose  hatefbl  beams 
Served  but  to  shew  the  ruins  of  my  oountiy. 
When  here,  my  friends,  'twas  bc»e  at  Ingtb  I 

found. 
What  I  had  left  to  look  for,  galhnt  spirit^ 
In  the  rough  form  of  bntanght  peasantry. 
And.  Indeed  they  once  were  brave  ;  our  Dsi^ 

carlians 
Have  oft  been  known  to  give  a  law  to  kinp; 
And  as  their  only  wealth  lias  been  their  libefty, 
From  all  the  unmeasured  graspings  of 
Have  held  that  gem  untouched — tfaougjh 

feared 

Gtist.  It  is  not  feared — ^I  say  they  itS 

hold  it 
Fve  searched  these  men,  and  find  thena  like  d» 

soil. 
Barren  without,  and  to  the  ^  unlorelj. 
But  thevVe  thor  mines  withm ;  and  ilus  ibe  dsy 
In  which  I  mean  to  prove  them. 

Am.  0  Gustavus ! 
Most  apdy  hast  thou  caaaht  the  p^ftpng  hawi 
Upon  whose  cridcal  and  nU»d  hinge 
The  state  of  Sweden  turns. 
Gust.  And  to  this  hour 
I've  therefore  held  me  in  this  darksome  wonibi, 
That  sends  me  forth  as  to  a  second  birth 
Of  freedom,  or  throu^  death  to  reach  ctenurr. 
This  day,  returned  with  every  drcKni^  yeac. 
In  thousands  pours  the  mountain  peasants  forth^ 
Each  with  his  battertd  anns  aad  rasty  balaii 
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In  sportive  dndplme  well  trained,  and  prompt 
A^aiosc  the  day  of  peril — thus  disguised, 
Already  have  I  stirred  their  latent  sparks 
Of  slamberiog  virtue,  apt  as  I  cutild  wish. 
To  warm  before  the  lightest  breath  of  liberty. 
Jm,  How  will  they  kindle  when,  confessed  to 
view, 
Onoe  more  their  loved  Gustavas  stands  before 

them, 
And  poors  bis  Uaze  of  virtues  on  their  souls ! 
Arv,  It  cannot  fail. 
And,  It  has  a  glorious  aspect 
An,  Now  Sweden  !  rise  and  re-assert  thy 
r^bta^ 
Or  be  for  ever  (alien. 
And.  Then  be  it  so. 
Arn.  Lead  on,  thou  arm  of  war^ 
To  death  or  victory ! . 

Guii,  Let  us  embrace. 
Why  thus,  my  friends,  thus  joined  in  such  a  cause^ 
Are  we  not  equal  to  a  host  of  slaves ! 
You  say  the  foe's  at  hand — Why  let  them  come, 
Sleep  sre  our  hills,  nor  easy  of  access. 
And  few  the  hours  we  ask  for  their  reception. 
For  I  will  take  these  rustic  sons  of  liber^ 
In  the  first  warmth  and  hurry  of  their  souls; 
And  should  the  tjrrant  then  attempt  our  heights, 
He  comes  upon  his  fate — Arise,  tnou  sun ! 
Haste,  haste  to  rouse  thee  to  the  call  of  liberty, 
Hiat  shall  once  more  salute  thy  morning  beam, 
And  hail  thee  to  thy  setting! 

Arn,  O  blessed  voice ! 
holoog  that  note  but  one  short  day  through  Swe- 
den, 
And  though  the  sun  and  life  should  set  together, 
It  matters  not — ^we  shall  have  lived  that  day. 

AfT,  Were  it  not  worth  the  hazard  of  a  life 
To  know  if  Cristicm  loids  his  powers  in  person. 
And  what  has  soape  intends  f  Be  mine  that  task ; 
Eren  to  the  tyrant's  tent  Til  win  my  way^ 
Ab4  mingle  with  his  councils. 

Guii,  Go,  my  friend. 
Dear  as  thou  ait,  whene'er  our  oonntry  calls, 
FiieodM,  BOOB,  mod  sires  should  yield  their  treap 

sure  up, 
Nor  own  a  sense  be^nd  the  public  safety, 
fiot  tell  me,  my  Arvida,  ere  tnou  goest. 
Tell  me  whaC  hand  has  made  thy  friend    its 

debtor. 
And  given  thee  up  to  freedom  and  Gustavus? 
Arr,  Ha !  let  me  think  of  that!  'tis  sure  she 


ioves  him. 


[Atid<. 


Away,  thou  'skanoe  and  jaundiced  eye  of  jealousy. 
That  tempts  my  soul  to  sicken  at  perfection ! 

Away  !  I  will  unfold.it ^To  thyself 

Arvida  owes  his  freedom. 

Gutt.  How,  my  friend  ? 

Art,  Some  months  are  passed  since  in  the 
Danish  dungeon. 
With  care  emaciate,  and  unwholsome  damps 
Sickening,  I  lay,  chained  to  iny  flinty  bed, 
And  called  on  death  to  ease  me — strait  a  light 
Shone  round,  as  when  the  ministry  of  heaven 
Descends  to  kneeling  saints.    But  O !  the  form 
That  poured  upon  my  sight — ^Ye  angels  speak ! 
For  ye  alone  are  like  her ;  or  present 
Such  visions  pictured  to  the  nightly  eye 
Of  fanc^,  tranced  in  bliss.    She  then  approacbec^ 
The  softest  pattern  of  embodied  meekness— 
For  nity  hao  divinely  touched  her  eye. 
And  harmonized  her  motions— ^'  Ah,'  she  cried, 
'  Unhappy  stranger,  art  not  thou  the  man, 
*  Whose  virtues  have  endeared  thee  to  Gustavus  P 

Chut.  Gustavus  did  she  say } 

Arv.  Yes,  yes,  her  lips 
Breathed  fortn  that  name  with  a  peculiar  sweet-> 

ness. 
Loosed  from  my  bonds,  I  rose,   at  her  com- 
mand, 
When,  scarce  recovering  speech,  I  would  have 

kneeled; 
But  *  Haste  thee,  haste  thee  for  thy  life,'  she  cried; 
'  And  O,  if  e'er  thy  envied  eyes  behold 
'  Thy  loved  Gustavui^  say,  a  gentle  foe 
'  Has  given  thee  to  his  fnend^ip.' 

Gust.  You've  much  amazed  me!  Is  her  name 
a  secret? 

Arv.  To  me  it  is— but  you  perhi^is  may 
guess. 

Gtut.  No,  on  my  word. 

Arv.  You  too  haicl  your  deliverer. 

Gust,' A  kind,  but  not  a  fair  one        WcH, 
my  friends ! 
Our  cause  is  ripe,  and  calls  us  forth  to  acdon. 
Tread  ye  not  lighter  ?  Swells  not  every  bieast 
With  ampler  scope  to  take  your  country  in. 
And  breathe  the  cause  of  virtue  ?  Rise,  ye  Swedes ! 
Rise,  greatly  equal  to  this  hour's  importance. 
On  us  the  eyes  of  future  ages  wait, 
And  this  day's  arm  strikes  forth  decisive  fate; 

This  day,  that  shall  for  ever  sink or  save ; 

And  make  each  Swede  a  monarch— -or  a  slave. 
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ACT    IL 


SCENE  L—Tfte  camp. 


Enter  Cristiekn,  Attend€nttf  Sfc.  Trollio 

mtet$  him. 

TroU.  All  hiul^  most  nug^ty  of  the  thrrmes  of 
Europe ! 
Tlie  mora  salutes  thee  with  auspicious  bri^tness, 
No  Tapour  frowns  prophetic  on  her  brow. 
But  the  dear  sun,  who  travels  with  thy  arms, 
Still  smiles,  attendant  on  thy  growine  greatness : 
His  evening  eye  shall  see  thee  peaceful  lord 
Of  all  the  north,  of  utmost  Scandinavia ; 
Whence  thou  may'st  pour  thy  conquests  o'er  the 

earth, 
niU  farther  India  glows  beneath  thy  empire, 
And  Lybia  knows  no  regal  name  but  yours. 

Criit.  Yes,  Trollio,  I  confess  the  nxllike  thirst. 
Ambition,  that  would  drink  a  sea  of  glory. 
But  what  from  Dalecarlia  ? 

TrolL  Late  last  night, 
I  sent  a  trus^  slave  to  Peterson, 
And  houriy  wait  some  tidings. 

CrUt.  Think  you — Sure 
The  wretches  will  not  dare  such  quick  perdition. 

TrolL  I  think  they  will  not— Though  of  old  I 
know  them 
AH  born  to  broils,  the  veiy  sons  of  tumult ; 
Waste  is  their  wealth,  and  mutiny  their  birth- 
right, 
And  this  the  yearly  fever  of  their  blood. 
Their  holiday  of  war ;  a  day  apart, 
Tom  out  from  peace,  and  sacred  to  rebellion. 
Oft  has  their  battle  hung  upon  the  brow 
Of  yon  wild  steep,  a  living  cloud  of  mischiefs, 
Pregnant  with  plagues^  and  emptied  on  the  heads 
Of  many  a  monarch. 

Critt,  Monarchs  they  were  not. 
Pageants  of  wax,  the  mouldings  of  the  populace. 
Tame  paultry  idols,  sceptred  up  for  shew, 
And  garaished  into  royalty — No,  Trollio ; 
Kings  should  be  felt,  if  they  would  find  obedience; 
The  beast  has  sense  enough  to  know  his  rider ; 
When  the  knee  trembles,  and  the  hand  grows 

slack, 
He  casts  for  liberty :  but  bends  and  turns 
For  him  that  leaps  with  boldness  on  his  back. 
And  spurs  him  to  the  bit 

Enter  a  Gentkman  Usher^  and  several  Peasantty 
who  kneel  and  bow  at  a  dutance, 

Criit,  What  slaves  are  those  ? 

Gent.  My  gracious  liege,  your  subjects. 

Critt,  Whence? 

Gent.  Of  Sweden. 
From  Angermannia,  from  Helsin§^a  some, 
Some  from  the  Gemtian  and  Neridan  provinces. 

Crist.  Their  business. 

Gent.  They  come  to  speak  their  griefs. 

Criit.  Their  griefs !  their  insolence  I 


Is  not  the  camel  mnte  beneath  bis  borden  ? 
Were  they  not  bom  to  bear?  AwayS— -hold! 

come. 
What  would  these  munnurers  f 
Gent  Most  royal  Cristiem, 
Thev  say  they  have  but  one — one  gradoosting, 
And  yet  are  Dowed  beneath  a  host  of  tjnats, 
Task-masters,  soldiers,  gatherers  of  subsidies, 
All  officers  of  mpine,  rape,  and  murder; 
Will-doing  potentates^  the  lords  of  liceace, 
Who  weigh  their  sweat  and  blood,  and  hesner 

shame. 
Even  as  a  feather  pufied  away  in  spof^ 
The  pastime  of  a  ^e. 

Criit.  HI  hear  no  more. 
I  know  ye,  well  I  know  ye,  ye  base  sapplicuts ! 
Fear  is  the  only  worship  of  your  souls ; 
And  ever  where  ye  hate,  ye  yield  obdnooe. 
Wretches !  shall  I  go  ponng  on  the  cutfa, 
Lest  my  imperial  foot  should  tread  on  emmets  f 
Is  it  for  you  I  must  controul  my  soldien, 
And  coop  my  eagles  from  thdr  carrioo?  No^ 
Are  ye  not  commoners,  vile  things  in  mbirv, 
Poor  priceless  peasants  ?  Slaves  can  know  no  pro- 
perty: 
Out  of  my  si^t  1  lExtvmt  Tmuatu 

Enter  Abtida  guarded,  and  a  GentlmtM, 


Arv.  Now,  Fate,  Fm  caught,  and  what 
is  obvious. 

Gent.  A  prisoner,  good  my  lord. 

Crtsf .  When  taken  ? 

Gent.  Now,  even  here,  before  your  tent; 
I  marited  his  careless  action,  but  his  eye 

Of  studied  observation then  bis  port 

And  base  attire,  ill  suiting ^I  enquired, 

But  found  he  was  a  stranger. 

Criit.  Ha!  observe. 
(Damned  affectation)  what  a  sullen  seom 
Knits  up  his  brow,  and  frowns  upon  our  preaacei 
What — ay — thou  wouldst  be  thought  a  mjstajt 
Some  greatness  in  eclipse.    Whence  ait  tbo^ 

slave? 
Silent !    Nay,  then — firing  forth  die  torture 

there — 
A  smile !  Damnadon ! — ^How  the  wretch  assonief 
The  wreck  of  state,  the  snfiering  soul  of  najescj ! 
What !  have  we  no  pre-eminence,  no  daim? 
Dost  thou  not  know  thy  life  is  in  our  powerf 

Arv.  Tis  therefore  I  despise  it. 

Criit.  Matchless  insolence ! 
What  art  thou  ?  Speak  ! 

Arv.  Be  sure  no  friend  to  thee; 
For  Fm  a  foe  to  tyrants. 

Critt.  Fiends  and  fire  !— 
A  whirlwind  tear  thee,  most  audacious  traitor  f 

Arv.  Do,  rage  and  chafe;  thy  wrath's  beoetfk 
me,  Cristiem. 
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Ito^ifootitt^jfomerf  how  empty  is  thy  happt- 

oessy 
Wheo  such  a  fif|BtBh»  as  lappear  to  be^ 
Coa  li^ikjMm^T,  harrow  up  thy  furm, 
And  stretch  thy  soul  upon  the  rack  of  passion  ! 
Crist.  TH  kaom  thae — I. will  know  thee !  JUear 
himhenoe! 
Whj,  what  arehifig^  if  slaves  can  hrave  us  thus? 
Go»  iroUii^  hold  Sia  to  the  rack — ^Tear,  search 

irofe  him 'through  .every  pfugnnnce,  sting  hira 

[£jtU  IMHq  miih  Aroida  guarded, 

JSntcr  fi  Messenger,  as  in  haste. 

Crist.  Wha^.woulcbt  thoo»  fellow  ? 

Meu.  O  my  sovereign  lord, 
I  am  Gome  hit  and. far,  from. even  till  morn, 
Fire  tipiBs  I've  ^ccossed  the  shade  of  jklet'pless 

matimt  oftlur  presence. 

Crist.  Whence? 

McSL  Jytim  ijenmark ; 
Conuneoded  from  the  consort  of  thy  throne 
To  speed  and  privacy. 

Crist.  Your  wortis  would  taste  of  terror — 
Wretch,  speak  out, 
Nor  dare  to  tremble  here — ^For,  didst  thou  bear 
Thy  tidiitts  from  >  thousand  leagues  around, 
Unmoved,  I  move.ihe  whole,  the  centering  nave. 
Where  turns  that  mi^h^  cirde-^peak  thy  mes- 


Mess,  A  secret  malady,  my  gracious  liege, 
Some  factioas  vapour,  risen  from  off  the  skirts 
Of  soQthmosl  Norwi^,  has  diffused  its. bane, 
Aad  nges  now  within  tho  heart  of  Denmark. 

Criet.  It  must  not,  cannot,  'tis  impossible  ! 
Whi^  nj  own  J>aiies  !   Nay^  then,  the  world 

wants  weedin^p 
I  will  not  bear  it— Uell !  Fd  rather  see 
lUt  earth  a  detert,^  desohite  and  wild, 
And,  like  the  lioD,  stalk  my  lonely  round, 
fluuilied  and  roaring  for  my  prey— Call  Trol- 

lio! 
I^  have  men  studied,  deeply  read  in  mischiefs. 

£sUer  a  Servant,  who  knuls  and  delivers 

a  letter. 

CrtsT.  From  whom? 

Sero,  From  Peleaon. 

Crist.  To  Troih'o— Rii^t.  [Rewis. 

Bow's  this  ?— Be  gone       ■ 
Go  all — without  ttiere — wait  my  pleasure. 
0  carir!  How  heU  has  timed  its  plagues ! 

EsUer  TftOLLio. 

Crisl.  Come  near,  my  TroUio. 
M^eVe  hemrd  ill  news  from  Denmark — ^that's  a 

But  her^a  to' blast  thy  ey< 

I^MiUl  Gusuvusl 
Si>  near  US|  and  in  arms ! 

VoujT 


Crist.  What's  to  be  done  ?  Now,  Tn>IUo>  now's 
the  time 
To  subtilize  thy  soul,  sound  every  depth. 
And  waken  all  the  wondrous  statesman  in  thee. 
For  I  must  tell  >  thee,  (spite  of  pride  and  royal ty^ 
Of  guarding  annies,  and  of  circling  nations, 
That  bend  beneath  my  nod)  this  cursed  Gusti^ 

vus 
Invades  my  sinking  spirits,  aw^s  my  heart. 
And  sits  upon  my  slumbers — ^Ali  in  vain 
lias  he  been  danng,  and  have  I  been  vigilant; 
Spite  of  bim^lf  he  still  evades  the  hunter, 
And,  if  there's  power  in  heaven  or  hell,  it  guards 

him. 
When  was  I  vanquished,  but  when  he  opposed  me? 
Wl)^u  have  I  conquered,  but  when  n^  was  ab- 
sent? 
lias  name's  a  host,  a  terror  to  my  legions; 
And  bv  my  tripled  crown,  I  swear,  Gustavus, 
I'd  ratncr  meet  all  Europe  for  iny  foe. 
Than  see  thy  face  |n  anus  ! 

I^ollf  Be  calm,  my  liege, 
And  listen  to  a  secret  big  with  consequence. 
That  gives  thee  back  the  second  m^n  on  earth. 
Whose  valour  could  plant  ffsars  around  tliy  tliroue : 
Thyprisoner-*T — 

Crist,  Whafofhim? 

Trolif  The  prince  Arvida. 

Crist.  How! 

TrolL  The  same. 

Crist.  My  royal  fugitive  ? 

TrolL  Most  certain. 

Crist.  Now,  then,  'tis  pLiin  who  sent  him  hi- 
ther. 

TrolL  Yes. 
Pray  give  me  leave,  my  lord— a  thought  comes 
cross  me— 

If  so  he  must  be  ours [Pauses, 

Your  pardon  for  a  question — Has  Arvida 

R'er  seen  your  beaut^us  daughter,  your  Cristina? 

Crist.  Never — ^yesr— possibly  he  might,  that 
day 
When  the  proud  pair,  Gustavus  and  A^vidl^ 
Through  Copenhagen  drew  a  length  of  chain. 
And  graced  my  chariot  wheels — but  why  the 
question  r 

3Vo//.  I'll  tiell  you.    WhiljB  even  now  he  stood 
before  us, 
I  marked  his  high  demeanour,  and  my  eve 
Claimed  some  remembrance  of  him,  though  in 

clouds 
Doubtful  and  distant ;  but  a  nearer  view 
Renewed  the  characters  effiiced  by  absence. 
Yet,  lest  he  might  presume  upon  a  friendship 
Of  anciept  league  between  us,  I  dissembled, 
Nor  seemed  to  know  him— On  be  proudly  strode. 
As  who  should  say,  back,  Fortune,  know  thy  di^ 

tance! 
Thus  steadily  he  passed,  and  modted  his  fate. 
When,  lo !  tne  pnncess  to  her  morning  wall^ 
Came  forth  attended--quick  amaiement  seized 
Arvida  at  the  sight;  his  steps  took  root| 

dR 
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A  tremor  shook  him ;  and  his  altering  cheek 
Now  sudden  flushed,  then  fled  its  wonted  colour; 
While  with  an  eager  and  intemperate  look 
He  bent  his  form,  and  hung  upon  her  beauties. 

Crist,  Ha  \  Did  our  daughter  note  him? 

TroiL  No,  my  lord ; 
She  passed  regardle8S---Stniit  his  pride  fell  from 

him, 
And  at  her  name  he  started. 
Then  heaved  a  sigh,  and  cast  a  look  to  Heaven, 
Of  such  a  mute,  yet  eloquent  emotion, 
^s  seemed  to  say.  Now,  Fate,  thou  hast  prev^ed^ 
And  {bund  one  way  to  triumph  o'er  Arvi^ia! 

Crist,  But  whither  would  this  lead  ? 

IVoll,  list,  list,  my  lord  ! 
While  thus  his  soul's  unseated,  shook  by  passion. 
Could  we  engage  him  to  betray  Gustavus— ^ — 

Crist,  O  empty  hope !  Impossible,  my  Trollio. 
Do  I  not  know  him,  and  the  cursed  Gustavus? 
Both  fixed  in  resolution  deep  as  hell. 
And  proud  as  high  Olympus ! 

Troll,  Ah,  my  liege. 
No  mortal  footing  treads  so  firm  in  virtae. 
As  always  to  abide  the  slippery  path. 
Nor  devute  with  the  bias.    Some  have  few, 
But  each  man  has  his  failing,  some  defect 
Wherein  to  slide  temptation — ^Leavc  him  to  me. 

Crist.  I  know  thou  hast  a  serpentiring  genius, 
Canst  wind  the  subtlest  mazes  of  the  soul. 
And  trace  her  wandcicings  to  the  source  of  action. 
If  thou  canst  bend  this  proud  one  to  our  purpose. 
And  make  the  lion  crouch,  'tis  well — ^if  not. 
Away  at  once,  and  sweep  lum  from  remembrance. 

JVolL  Then  I  must  promise  deep. 

Crist,  Ay,  any  thing ;  outrbid  ambition. 

TrolL  Love? 

Crista  Ha !  Yes— our  daughter  too— if  she  c^ 
bribe  ^im ; 
put  then  to  win  him  to  betray  his  friend  ? 

Troll.  O  dou^t  it  not,  ray  lord — for  if  he  loyes, 
As  sure  he  greatly  does,  I  have  a* stratagem 
That  holds  the  certainty  of  fate  yvithin  it. 
LA)\e  is  a  passion  whose  eflects  are  mribus ; 
It  c\cr  brings  some  phangc  upon  the  soul, 
^nie  virtue,  or  some  vice,  till  then  ^inknown ; 
pegrades  the  hero,  and  makes  cowards  valiant 

Crist,  True,  when  it'  potifs  upon  a  youthful 
temper, 
Open  and  apt  to  take  the  torrent  in ; 
It  owns  no  hmits,  no  restraint  it  knows, 
But  sweeps  all  down,  tlioagh  Heaven  a|id  hell 

oppose ; 
Even  \irtuc  rears  in  vain  her  sacred  mound. 
Razed  in  its  ra^e,  or  in  its  swellings  drowned. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE  II. 

OpenSy  and  discovers  Arvida  in  chains;  Guards 
preparing  instruments  of  death  and  torture. 
He  advances  in  con/won. 

Am,  Off,  ofiv  vain  cutnbrance,  ye  conflicting 
(houghts ! 


Leave  me  to  Heaven.    O  peace  ^— It  will  not 

be- 
Just  when  I  rose  above  mortality. 
To  pour  her  wondrous  weight  of  cbanns  opoo 

me! 
At  such  a  time,  it  was,  it  was  too  much  ! 
To  pluck  the  soaring  pinion  of  mj  soul. 
While,  eagle-eyed,  £e  held  her  ffight  to  Heavo^ 
O'er  pain  and  death  triumphant!  Help,  ye  nints, 
Angelic  ministers  descend,  descend. 
And  lift  me  to  myself!  hold,  bind  my  heart 
Firm  and  unshaken  in  the  approadiiiig  rmn. 
The  wreck  of  earth-born  frailty !  and,  O  Heara^ 
For  every  pang  these  tortured  limba  shall  fc4 
Descend,  in  ten-fold  blessings,  on  Gastavns! 
Yes,  bless  him,  Uess  him !  Crown  hb  hoars  with 

joy, 
His  head  with  glory,  and  his  arms  with  oonquestj 
Set  his  firm  foot  upon  the  neck  of -tyraiits^ 
And  be  his  name  tne  balm  of  eveir  lip 
That  breathes  through  Sweden !  norauest  to  be 

styled 
Their  frieifd.  their  chief,  their  father,  and  tbor 

king ! 

l^nitr  TaoLLia 

TroU,  Unbind  your  prisoner, 

Aro.  How? 

TrolL  You  have  your  liberty. 
And  may  depart  unquestioned. 

Aro,  I>o  not  mock  me. 
It  is  not  to  be  thought,  while  power  renniB^ 
That  Crisdem  wants  a  reason  to  be  cnieL 
But  let  him  know  I  would  not  be  obligecL 
He,  who  accepts  the  favours  of  a  tyrant. 
Shares  in  his  guilt;  they  leave  a  stain  bduai 
them, 

TroU,  You  wrong  the  native  temper  of  bb 
soul; 
Cruel  of  force,  but  never  of  election : 
Prudence  compelled  him  to  a  shew  ^  tyrumn ; 
However,  those  politics  are  now  no  more, 
And  mercy,  in  her  turn,  shall  shine  oa  Swedext 

Arv,  Indeed  !  It  were  a  strange,  a  blcsed  re- 
verse. 
Devoutly  to  be  wished !  but  then  the  cause, 
The  cause,  my  lord,  must  surely  be  uzxxmmioa 
May  I  presume  ? 
Perhaps  a  secret 

I'rolL  No or  if  it  were, 

The  boldness  of  thy  spirit  claims  respect, 
And  should  be  answered.    Know,  tbe  onl}  man. 
In  whom  our  monarch  ever  knew  repnbe. 
Is  now'  our  friend ;  that  terror  of  the  field. 
The  invincible  Gustavus. 

Arv,  Ha !  Friend  to  Cristiern  ?  GQard  thyselC 
my  heart !  [Aadc. 

Nor  seem  to  take  alam^— Why,  good  ny  kird) 
What  terror  is  there  in  a  wretch jnrascnbed. 
Naked  of  means»  and  distant  as  Gostavus  ? 

Troll,  There  you  mistake        N<ir  knew  vr 
till  this  hour 
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The  dan^  was  so  near— -^From  yonder  hill 
He  Mods  propoMla^  backed  with  all  the  powers 
Of  Daiecarlia,  those  liceatioas  resolutes, 
Who^  haviog  nought  to  hazard  in  tlie  wreck, 
Are  ever  foremost  to  foment  a  storm. 
.   Jro.  I  were  too  bold  to  question  on  the  terms. 
JVolL  No-^iiot  me,  valiant  man,    whoe*er 
thou  art, 
I  would  do  modi  to  win  a  worth  like  thine, 
Bt  an/  act  of  service,  or  of  confidence. 
The  terms  Gustavus  claims,  indeed,  are  hau^ty ; 
The  freedom  of  his  mother  and  his  sister, 
His  forfeit  province,  Gothland,  and  the  isles, 

^bmitted  to  his  sceptre But  the  league^ 

The  bond  of  amity,  and  lastins  friendship^ 
I^  that  he  claims  Cristina  forliis  bride« 
YoQ  itart,  and  seem  surprised^ 

Arc.  A  sudden  pain 
Jost  stmck  athwart  my  breast— ^But  say,  my 

lorc^ 
I  Uiooght  YOU  named  Cristina< 

TrvS.'fes. 
.   Arv.  O  tortore!  [Atide. 

What  of  her,  my  good  lord  ? 
TnUL  I  said,  Gustavus  claimed  her  for  his  bride. 
Arv,  His  bride !  his  wife ! 
ToQ  did  not  mean  Us  wife  f  Do  fiends  feel  thus  ? 

[Aside. 
D<>wn,heart,  nor  tell  tliy  anguish !  Pray  excuse  me  ; 
Did  you  not  sajr,  the  princess  wai  his  wife  ? 
Whoie  wife,  my  lord  f 
Troll  I  did  not  say  what  was,  but  what  must 

be. 
Art,  Toochiog  Gustavusj,  was  it  not? 
TnUL  Xbesame. 
Arv.  His  bride ! 

TrolL  I  say  his  bride,  his  wife ;   his  loved 
Cristina! 
Cristina,  fancied  in  the  very  prime 
And  youthful  smile  of  nature ;  formed  for  joys 
(.'okoown  to  mortals.    You  seem  indisposed. 
Aro\  The  crime  of  coostitutioa— Oh  Gustavus ! 

[Atide. 
1^  is  too  d&uch !— And  think  you  then,  my 

lord — 
HliaC,  will  the  ro3ral  Cristiem  e*er  consent 
To  match  hit  dai^hter  with  his  deadliest  foe  ? 
Trol/L  What  should  he  do?  War  else  must  be 
eCemaJ. 
Besides,  some  rumours  from  his  Danish  realms 
>Iake  peace  essential  here« 

Arv.  Ves,  peace  has  sweets. 
That  Hybla  never  knew ;  it  sleep*  on  downy 
Called  gently  from  beneath  the  cherub^s  wing  ; 

No  bed  for  mortals— roan  is  warfare all 

A  Immcane  within ;  yet  friendship  stoops, 
Aiid  ^ilda    the   gloom  with  falsehood,  smiles, 

ai»4  ▼anu&! 
For  still   the  storm  grows  high^   and  then  bo 

shore! 
No  rack  to  aoltt  on !  Twere  a  kind  perdition 
To  Mnk  ten  Uibusand  faChom  at  a  plunge, 
And  fasten  on  oblivion— --there  we  hold. 


And  all  is   .■  ■  [FnintM4 

TrolL  Help,  bear  him  Up.    O  potency  of  love. 
That  plucks  this  noble  fabric  from  his  base  ! 
Bend,  bend  him  forward^— lie  revives        How 
fare  you  ? 
Arv.  I  know  not—- yet  a  dagger  were  most 
friendly. 
Return  me,  TroUio,  Q  return  me  back 
To  death,  to  racks !  Undone,  undone  Arvida ! 
TroU.   U*t  possible,   my  lord  !   tlie    prince 
Arvida  f 
My  friend  1       ^  [Emhracet  him4 

Arv.  Confusion  to  the  name !  *  [Turns. 

Troll.  >Vhv  this,  gpod  Heaven?  And  where* 

fore  thus  disguised  ? 
Arv.   Yes,  that  accomplished-    traitor,    that 
Gustavus, 
while  he  sat  planning  private  scenes  of  happiness, 

0  well  dissembled !  He,  he  sent  me  hither ; 
My  friendly,  unsuspecting  heart  a  sacrifice, 
To  make  death  sure,  and  rid  him  of  a  rival. 

TrolL  A  rival !  Do  you  then  love  Cristiem's 

daughter  ? 
Arv.  j^aqie  her  not,  Trollio }  since  she  can't 
be  mine : 
Gustavus !  how,  ah !  how  hast  thou  deceived  mc! 
Who  could  have  looked  for  falsehood  from  thy 

brow. 
Whose  heavenly  arch  was  as  the  throne  of  virtue ! 
Thy  eye  appeared  a  sun  to  cheer  the  world. 
Thy  bosom  truth's  fair  palace,  and  tliy  amis, 
Benevolent,  the  harhour  for  mankind. 

TrolL  What's  to  be  done  ?  Believe  me,  valiant 
prince, 

1  know  not  which  most  sways  me  to  thy  interests, 
My  love  to  tliee,  or  hatred  to  Gustavus. 

Arv*  Would  you  then  save  me  ?  Think,  con^ 
trive  it  quickly ! 
Lend  me  your  troops — by  all  the  powers  of  vein 

geance, 
Myself  will  face  this  terror  of  the  north, 
This  son  of  fame — this— O  Gustavus — What? 
Where  had  I  wandered  .'—Stab  my  bleeding  coun- 
try! 
Save,  shield  nie  from  that  thought. 

TrolL  Retire,  my  lord ; 
For  see,  the  princess  comes. 

Arv.  Where,  Trollio,  where  ? 
Ha !  Yes,  she  comes  hdeed !  her  beauties  drive 
Time,  place,  and  troth,  and  6rcumstance  before 

them ! 
Perdition  pleases- there«^pull~*-tear  me  from  her  f 
Vet  must  I  gaze — but  one— *but  one  look  more. 
And  I  were  lost  for  ever.  [Ereunt. 

SCENE  nt 

£nter  CfttSTlNA,  Mariana,  and  attendants. 

Cristina.  Forbid  it,  shame !  Forbid  it,  virgin 
modesty ! 
No,  no,  my  friend,  Gustavus  ne^er  sholl  know  it. 
O  I  am  over'paid  with  conscious  pleasure ; 
The  sense  but  to  have  saved  that  wond'rous  mon^ 
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Is  still  a  smiling  cherub  in  my  breast, 
And  whispers  peace  withiiu 

Mar.  Tis  strange  a  man,  of  his  high  note  and 
consequence. 
Should  so  evade  the  busy  search  of  thousands, 
That  six  long  months  have  shot  him  from  enquiry. 
And  not  an  eye  can  trace  him  to  his  covert. 
CrUtina,  Once  /twas  not  so;  each  infant  lispedi 
Gustavus ! 
It  was  the  favourite  name  of  every  lan(;uaee« 
His  slightest  motions  filled  the  world  with  tidings; 
Waked  he,  or  slept,  fame  watched  the  important 

hour, 
And  nations  told  it  round. 

Mar,  I've  heard,  my  princess, 
Wlmt  time  Gustavus  lay  detained  in  Denmark, 
Your  royal  father  sought  the  hero's  friendship^ 
And  offered  ample  terms  ofpeace  and  amity. 
CrUtina,  He  did;  he  qflered  that,  my  Ma- 
riana, 

For  which  contending  monarchs  sued  in  vain : 
He  offered  me,  his  darling,  his  Cristina ; 
But  I  was  slighted,  slighted  by  a  captive, 
lliough  kingdoms  swelled  my  dower. 

Mar.  Amazement  fix  me  ! 
Rejected  by  Gustavus ! 
^  CrUtina.  Yes,  Mariana ;  but  rejected  nobly. 
Not  worlds  could  win  him  to  betray  his  country ! 
Had  he  consented,  I  had  then  despised  him. 
What's  all  the  gaudy  glitter  of  a  crown  ? 
What,  but  the  glaring  meteor  of  ambition. 
That  leads  a  wretch  benighted  in  his  errors. 
Points  to  the  gulf,  and  sKines  upon  destruction. 
Mar,  You  wrong  vour  charms,  whose  power 
might  reconcile 
Things  opposite  in  nature — Had  he  seen  you ! — 
CrUtina.  He  has,  my  Mariana,  he  has  seen 
me. 
ril  tell  thee — ^yet  while  inexpert  of  years, 
I  heard  of  bloodj^  spoils,  the  waste  of  war. 
And  dire  conflicting  man;  Gustavus'  name 
Superior  rose,  still  dreadful  in  the  tale : 
Then  first  he  seized  my  infancy  of  soul, 
As  somewhat  fabled  of  gigantic  fierceness. 
Too  huge  for  any  form ;  he  scared  my  sleeps 
And  filled  my  young  idea.    Not  the  boast 
Of  all  his  virtues,  graces  only  known 
To  him,  and  heavenly  natures !  could  erase  ' 
The  strong  impression ;  'till  that  wondrous  day 
In  which  he  met  my  eyes.    But  O,  O  Heaven ! 
O  love,  and  all  ye  cordial  powers  of  passion ! 
What  then  was  my  amazement !  he  was  chained, 
Was  chained,  my  Mariana !  Dke  the  robes 
Of  coronation,  worn  by  youthful  kings. 
He  drew  his  shackles.    The  Herculean  nerve 
Braced  his  young  arm ;  and,  softened  in  his  cheek, 
Lived  more  than  woman's  sweetness !  llien  his 

His  mcin !  his  native  dignity !  He  looked, 
As  tliough  he  led  captivity  m  chains, 
And  all  were  slaves  around. 


Mar,  Did  he  observe  yon? 
Cristina.  He  did :  for  as  I  treoMed,-  looked, 
and  sighed. 

His  eyes  met  mine ;  he  fixed  tfieir  gloricsoB me. 

Confu»on  thrilled  me  then,  and  secret  jor. 

Fast  throbbing,  stole  its  treasures  ftom  mj  beiit, 

And,  mantling  upward,  turned  myfaoe  to  aim- 
son. 

I  wished — but  did  not  date  to  look-^-fae  gnri; 

When  sudden,  as  by  force,  he  turned  aifay, 

And  would  no  more  behold  me. 

Enter  Laertes. 

Laer.  Ah,  bri^t  imperiid  maid !   mj  ropl 

mistress! 
Crittina.  What  wouldst  thoa  say?  Thy  Ml 

speak  terror  to  me. 
Laer,  O  you  are  ruined,  sacrificed,  undone! 
I  heard  it  all ;  your  cruel,  cruel  father 
Has  sold  you,  given  you  up  a  spoil  to  treason, 
The  purcnase  of  the  noblest  blood  on  earth — 
Gustavus ! 

CrUtina.  Ah !  What  of  him  ?  Where,  where 

is  he  ? 
Ijoer.  In  Dalecarlia,  on  some  peat  desiiin, 
Doomed  in  an  hour  to  fall  by  faithless  fasods : 
His  friend,  the  brB\'e,  the  false,  deceived  Arrida, 
Even  now  prepares  to  lead,  a  band  of  ruffians 
Beneath  the  winding  covert  of  the  hiD, 
And  seize  Gustanis,  obvious  to  the  snares 
Of  friendsliip's  fair  dissemblance.    And  yov  fr- 

tJier 
Has  vowed  your  beauties  to  Arvida's  aims, 
The  purchase  of  his  falsehood. 

Cristina.  Shield  me,  Heaven  ! 
First  doty,  break  thy  filial  bands  in  sunder, 
And  blot  the  name  of  parent  from  the  world  I 
Is  there  no  lett,  no  means  of  quids  prevcntioD? 
Laer.  Behold  my  life  still  chained  to  thy  6- 
rection; 
My  will  shall  have  a  wing  for  every  ward. 
That  breathes  thy  mandate. 

CrUtina.  Will  you,  good  Laertes  f 
Alas,  I  fear  to  overtask  tfiy  friendship ; 
Say,  will  you  save  me  then — O  go,  fasM^  fly  • 
Acquaint  Gustavus^if,  if  he  must  fall. 
Let  hosts  that  hem  this  single  lion  in, 
Ld^  nations  hunt  him  down — let  him  iaU  ooUy. 
Laer,  I  gp,  my  princess — ^Ueaven  direa  me  to 
him!        •  [Efit. 

Cristina.  I  would  pray  too,  to  aave  me  frtn 
.    pollution ; 
Detested  stain,  the  touch  of  the  betinyef ! 
But  mighty  love  the  partial  prayer  micHi,' 
And  leaves  me  only  anxious  for  Gogtavoa 
For  him  coM  fears  my  fainting  bosooi  ekSH 
His  cares  distract  me,  and  his  dangers  hiU; 
Ye  powers  I  if  deaf  to  all  the  vows  I  audke. 
Yet  shield  Gustavus,  for  GuMams'  sake ; 
Protect  his  virtues  from  a  faithless  fiM% 
And  save  your  only  ironge^  left  below  ! 
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ACT   m. 


SC£NE  L— JroMfif  otut  tf  BtUecarUoi 


Gutt,  Ye  men  of  Sweden^  wherefbto  are  ye 
oomef 
See  ye  not  jonder,  how  the  locusts  swarm. 
To  drink  tKe  fountftins  of  year  honour  up, 
And  leafe  your  hills  a  desert — ^Wrctchea  men ! 
Why  came  ye  forth  !  Is  this  a  time  for  sport  ? 
Or  are  ye  met  with  son^  and  joml  feast, 
To  welcome  your  new  guests,  your  Danish  visi- 

ttnts? 
To  stretch  yoar  supple  necks  beneath  their  feet, 
And  fawning  lick  the  dust  ? — Go,  go,  my  coun- 

trymcn, 
Each  to  your  several  mannons;  trim  them  out ; 
Cull  ail  the  tedious  earnings  of  your  toil 
To  purchase  bondage — Bid  your  blooming  daugh- 
ters^ 
And  your  chaste  wives,  to  spread  their  beds  with 

softness; 
Then  fp  ye  forth,  and  with  your  proper  hands 
Conduct  your  masters  in ;  conduct  tnc  sons 
Of  lust  and  violation — O  Swedes,  Swedes ! 
Ilea?ens !  are  ye  men,  and  will  ye  sufier  this  ? 

^ter  AaxoLovs,  who  imVu  impart  with  Gosta- 

vus. 

Irf  Date.  How  my  blood  boils ! 
^d  Dale,  Wlio  is  this  honest  spokesman  ? 
5^  DaU.  What,  know  ye  not  Rodolphus  of  the 
mines? 
A  better  labourer  ne'er  struck  steel  to  stone. 
Gusi,  There  was  a  time,  my  friends !  a  glor^ 
oos  time ! 
^^^hen,  had  a  single  man  of  your  forefathers 
(^pon  the  frontier  met  a  host  in  arms, 
Hit  conrage  scarce  had  turned ;  himself  had  stood, 
AJone  had  stood  the  bulwark  of  his  country. 
Your  wes  were  known  but  by  their  manly  fronts; 
^hi  their  black  brows,  enthroned,  sat  Liberty, 
The  awe  of  honour,  and  contempt  of  death.' 
Ut  Dale,  We  are  not  badtaros. 
U  Dale,  No. 

SdDale.  IVe'ftt  DalecarKans. 
Gs<t.  Come,  oome  ye  on  then:  Here  I  take 
my  stand! 
Here  on  the  brink,  the  very  verge  of  liberty ; 
Although  contention  rise  upon  the  clouds. 
Mix  haven  with- earth,  and  roll  the  ruin  onward; 
Here  will  I  fix,  and  breast  mc  to  the  shock. 
Till  I,  or  Denmark,  fall. 

Sv.  And  who  art  thoo,      • 
That  thus  wouldst  swallow  all  the  glory  up 
That  shonld    redeem  the  times  ?  Behold  this 


The  sword  has  rilled  it;  and  the  stripes  of  slaves 
'^il  tMr  cr  trace  tmnourhcre;  shall  never  blot 


The  fair  inscription— Never  shall  the  eords 
Of  Danish  insolence  bind  down  these  arms^ 
That  bore  my  royal  master  from  the  field. 
Gust.  Ha  I  Say  you,  brother  ^  Were  yoo 

there  O  grief  I 

Where  liberty  and  Stenon  fell  togetiier  } 
Siv:  Ye%  I  wa»  there*  -A  bioody'fidd  it 

was. 
Where  Conquest  gasped,  and  wanted'  breath  to 

tell, 
fts  o'eivtoiled  trium^.  There,  ourUeeding-kiAg, 
There  Stenon  on  this  bosom  made  his  bed, 
And  roUii^  back  his  dying  eyes  upon  me-^ 

*  Soldier,'  he  cried,  *  if^e'er  it  be  tnylot 

'  To  see  my  vaHant  oouslii,  great  Gustavus, 

'  Tell  him ^for  once,  that  I  have  fought  like 

him, 

*  And  would  like  him  have 

Conquered — ^he  should  have  said^^bat'diere;,  O 
there, 

I>eath  stopt  him  short ! 
Gutt  Come  to  my  arms,  and  let  me  hide  thy 
tear% 

For  I  have  caught  their  sofbaess O  Danes^ 

Danes ! 

You  shall  weep  blood  fbr  this.    ShaD  they  not, 
brother? 

Yes,  we  will  deal  our  might  with  thrifVf  venge- 
ance, 

A  life  for  every  blow !  and,  when  we  fall. 

There  shall  be  weight  in  it;  like  the  tottering 
towers, 

That  draw  contiguous  ruin. 
Siv,  Brave,  brave  maii ! 

My  soul  admires  thee By  my  father's  spirit, 

I  would  not  barter  such  a  death  as  this 

For  immortality !  Nor  we  alone* 

Flere  be  the  trusty  gleanings  of  that  field 

Where  last  we  fought  for  freedom;  here's  rich 
poverty, 

Though  wrapped  in  rags ;  my  fif^  brave*  com- 
panions— 

Who,  through  the  force  of  fifteen  thousand  fbes. 

Bore  off  their  king,  and  saved  his  great  remains. 
Gutt  Give  me  your  hands,    those   valFant 
hands — Why,  captaini 

We  could  but  die  alone;  with  these  we^l  conquer. 

My   fellow-labourersy    too— What    say    ye, 
friends  ? 

Shall  we  not  strike  for  it } 
AIL  Death!  Victory  or  deadi ! 

No  bonds,  no  bonds ! 
Am,  Spoke  lite  yonrse]ve»<^Yemen  of  Dale- 
carlia. 

Brave  men  and  bold !  whom'  ev^ry  fhtme  age. 

Tongues,  nations,  languages,  and  rolls  of  fame, 

Shall  mark  for  wondrous  deeds,  achievements 
won 

From  hoQOur^s  dai^^erous  summit,  warriors  all  f  * 
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Say,  might  ye  choose  a  chief,  f&t  high  exploits, 

From  the  first  amial,  to  the  latest  praise 

That  breathes  a  heroes  name — Speak,  name  the 

man 
Who  then  should  meet  your  wish  ? 

Siv,  Forbear  the  theme. 
Why  wouldst  thou  seek  to  sink  us  with  the 

weight 
Of  grievous  recollection  ?    O  Gustavus ! 
Coiud  the  dead  wake,  thou  wert  that  man  of 

men, 
First  of  the  foremost ! 

Gust.  Didst  thou  know  Gustavus  ? 

Sh.  Know  him !    O  Heaven !  what  else,  who 
else,  was  worth 
The  knowledge  of  a  soldier  ?    That  great  day, 
When  Cristiem,  in  his  third  attempt  on  Sweden, 
Had  summed  his  powers,  and  weighed  the  scale 

of  fight; 
On  the  bold  brink,  the  very  push  of  conquest, 
Gustavus  rushed,  and  bore  the  battle  down. 
In  his  full  sway  of  prowess,  like  leviathan 
That  scoops  his  foamine  progress  on  the  main, 
And  drives  the  shoals  idong.    Forward  I  sprung, 
.  AW  emulous,  and  labouring  to  attend  him ; 
Fear  fled  before,  behind  him  Rout  grew  loud. 

And  distant  Wonder  gazed ^At  length  he 

turned. 
And  having  eyed  me  with  a  wondrous  look 
Of  sweetness  mixed  with  glory — grace  inesti- 
mable ! 
He  plucked  this  bracelet  from  his  conquering 

arm. 
And  bound  it  here— My  wrist  seemed  treble 

nerved; 
My  heart  spoke  to  him ;  and  I  did  such  deeds 
As  best  might  thank  him — But  from  that  blessed 
day 

I  never  saw.  him  more Yet,  still,  to  this 

I  bow,  as  to  the  relicks  of  my  saint : 
Each  mom  I  drop  a  tear  on  every  bead. 
Count  all  the  glories  of  Gustavus  o'er, 
And  think  I  still  behold  him. 

Gust.  Rightly  thought ; 
For  so  thou  dost,  my  soldier. 
Give  me  mv  arms — OS,  off  ye  dark  disguises ! 
For  I  will  be  myself.    Behold  your  general, 
Gustavus !  Come  once  more  to  lead  ye  on 
To  laurelled  victory^  to  fame,  to  freedom ! 

tst  Dale.  Is  it? 

Qd  Dale.  Yes. 

Sd  Dale.  No. 

4M  Dale.  Tis  he ! 

5th  Dale.  Tis  he ! 

6th  Dale.  Tis  he ! 

Siv.  Strike  me,  ye  powers  !^ 
all !    It  cannot. 

Gust.  What!  no  nearer? 

Siv.  It  is!  It  is!  [Falls  and  embraces  his  knees. 

Gust.  O  speechless  eloquence  1 
Rise  to  my  arms,  my  friend. 

SiV'  Friend !  said  you,  friend  ? 


[A  ihout 
-It  is  illusion 


0  my  heart's  lord !  My  conqueror !  my — =• 
Cfust.  Approach,  my  fellow  soldien !  yoar  Gus- 
tavus 

Claims  no  precedence  here:  Friendship  like  mine 
Throws  all  respect  behind  it — ^tis  enough 

1  read  your  joys,  yoar  transports  in  your  ctes; 
And  would,  O,  would  I  had  a  Life  to  speod. 
For  every  soldier  here  1  whose  eveiy  life's 
Far  dearer  than  my  own ;  dearer  tbu  aught, 
Exceot  your  liberty,  except  your  honour. 
Perisn  Gustavus,  ere  this  sacred  sun. 

That  lights  the  rest  of  Sweden  to  their  ihaaie^ 
Should  blush  upon  your  chiuns!  why  ssid  I  chains! 
To  souls  like  yours,  I  should  have  talked  of  uir 

umphs, 
Empire,  and  fame,  and  hazards  imnuaent, 
Occasions  wished  for,  glory — haste,  bnve  okb^ 
Collect  your  friends  to  join  us  on  the  instant; 
Summon  our  brethren  to  their  share  of  oooqoes^ 
And  let  loud  Echo,  from  her  circling  luilsi 
Sound  Freedom,  'till  the  undulation  shake 
The  bound  of  utmost  Sweden  ! 

[Ejceunt  DalecarlianSf  crying  Gtsta  te ! 
Gustamul  Liberty  I 

Enter  Anderson. 

And,  There  was  a  glorious  aoond  I 

Gust.  Yes,  Anderson, 
The  long-wi^ed  hour  is  come — the  storm  is  up. 
And  wrecks  will  follow — Where  they  are  to  iiehi 
Let  Heaven  determine*— WcU,  my  aoble  tiiead, 
Has  Peterson  set  out  ? 

And.  He  has,  this  instant  > 
And  bears  your  packet  to  the  tyrant's  cu^ 

Gust.  What  think  you  of  his  zeal  ? 

And.  In  truth,  mv  lord. 
It  wears  a  ^laot  show. 

Gust.  HTis  specious  all. 
Flash  without  nre,  the  li^tning  of  a  doed 
That  carries  darkness  in  the  rear—For  Peteryxu 
To  spread  my  letters  througlh  the  camp  of  Cnsr 

tiem. 
And  seek  for  succours  in  the  jaws  c^  deadv 
It  showed  too  bold,  too  much  the  flanung  f*^"^ 
Beside,  1  know  him  for  the  friend  of  Trallio. 

And.  Why  would  you  tlien employ  him? 

Gust.  There's  tlie  mystery. 
^Tis  not  his  faith,  but  treaclieiy  I  trust  ta 
Mv  letters  are  directed  to  the  cfaaefs 
Of  those  inglorious  mercenarv  Swedes, 
Whom  Cristiem  had  seduced  to  joui  his  host, 
And  turn  the  sword  of  conquest  on  their  coouin ; 
To  each  of  those  I  have  addressed  io  tenns 
Of  special  correspondence,  meant  to  rouse 
The  jealousy  of  Cristiem ;  as  I  ttunk 
My  packet  can't  escape  him.    What  cnsws  ? 
The  tyrant  hence  concludes  himself  bctniyed| 
Sifts  all  his  legions,  thins  the  ranks  of  fi^ 
And  leaves  them  open  to  our  bold  iarasioo. 
But  grant  that  Peterson  deceive  my  aim. 
And  nold  the  rank  of  virtue ;  then  the  Swedes 
May  waken  to  the  ^orious  call  of  hoaoor. 
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So— every  way  it  sares  ns  from  the  guilt 

Of  Swedes  eyioounteriiig  Swedes,  and  spares  the 

blood 
Of  .brethren,  thoag|i  revolted. 

And,  On  my  soul, 
Htu  is  B  stratagem  that  saps  the  miner, 
Makes  treason  turn  a  traitor  to  itself. 
And  mock  its  oim  desiens. 

Guit.  0  noble  friend,  fast  winds  the  great  ma- 
diine, 
That  strikes  the  fate  of  Sweden—Go,  my  Ander- 
son, ' 
Asseipble  all  thy  brave  adherents  round  thee ; 
With  warlike  inspiration  warm  their  souls, 
Ami  baste  to  join  me  here. 

And,  I  wil(  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Enter  Laertes. 

Lter,  Thy  presence  nobly  speaks  the  man  I 
wish.  Gustavus! 

'  (hut.  Yes;  thou  hast  a  hostile  garb— 
Ha  /  say^A  rt  thou  Laertes  ?  If  I  err  not, 
Thoie  b  a  friendly  semblance  in  that  face, 
AVhicfa  answers  to  a  fond  impression  here, 
And  tells  me  Fm  thy  debtor my  deliverer ! 

Imt.  No,  valiant  prince,  you  over-rate  my 


There  is  a  worthier  object  of  your  gratitude 
Whom  yet  you  know  not-'Oh,  I  have  to  tcU — 
Bat  then,  to  nin  your  credit,  must  unfold, 

What  haplv  diould  be  secret Be  it  so ; 

Yoo  are  aft  honour. 

Gust,  Ifit  ipe  to  thy  mind ! 
For  thou  luiat  jvaked  my  soul  into  a  thought 
That  holds  me  all  attention. 

Laer,  Mightiest  man ! 
To  me  alone  you  held  yourself  obliged 

for  life  and  hberty ^Had  it  been  », 

I  were  most  bicased,  with  retribution  just 
To  pay  thee  for  my  own — For  on  the  day, 
When  by  your  arm  the  mighty  Hiraces  fell. 
Fate  threw  me  to  your  sworo — ^You  spared  my 

.  .ywrth. 
And,  m  the  very  whirl  and  rage  of  fight. 
Your  eye   was   tau^t  compassion — ^finom  that 
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I  vowed  my  life  the  slave  of  your  remembrance ; 
And  often,  as  Cristina,  heavenly  maid  ! 
The  mistress  of  my  service,  questioned  me 
Of  wars  and  venturous  deeds,  my  tidings  came 
^ill  frmhted  with  thy  name,  until  the  day 
la   which  yourself  appeared,   to  make  praise 


speecrniess. 
Cristina  saw  yon  then,  and  on  your  fate 
Dropped  m  kind  tear ;  and  when  your  noble  scorn 
Of  proffered  terms  provoked  her  father's  rage 
To  take  the  deadly  forfeit ;  she,  she  only, 
H'iKMe  virtues  watched  the  precious  hour  of 


AU  trembtin^  sent  my  secret  hand  to  save  you; 
^  here,  through  a  pass  unknown  to  all  your 


T  led  you  forth,  and  gave  you  to  your  liberty. 

Gtu^  O  I  am  sunk,  aerwhefmed  with  won- 
drous goodness ! 
But  were  I  ridi  and  free  as  opening  mines. 
That  team  their  golden  wealui  upon  the  world. 
Still  I  were  poor,  unequal  to  her  bounty. 
Nor  can  I  longer  doubt  whose  generous  arm. 
In  my  Arvida,  in  my  friend's  deliverance. 
Gave  doable  life,  and  freedom  to  Gustavus. 

Laer.  A  fatal  present !  Ah,  you  know  him  not; 
Arvida  is  misled,  undone  by  pasaon ; 
False  to  your  friendship^  to  your  trust  unfaithful. 

Gust.  Ha !  hold ! 

Laer.  1  must  unfold  it 

Gust.  Yet  forbear: 
Hus  way — I  hear  some  footing — pray  you  soft-* 
If  thou  hast  aught  to  ur^  against  Arvida, 
The  man  of  virtue,  tell  it  not  th^  wind ; 
Lest  slander  catch  the  sound,  and  guilt  should 
triumph.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  n. 

* 

AftviDA  entering  speaks  to  a  soldier, 

Arv.  He's  here bear  back  your  orders  to 

your  fellows. 
That  not  a  man,  on  peril  of  his  life. 
Advance  in  sight  'till  called. 

Sold.  My  lord,  I  will. 

Arv.  Have  I  not  vowed  it,  faithless  as  he  is, 
Have  I  not  vowed  his  fall !  Yet,  good  Heaven  I 
Why  start  these  sudden  tears?  On,  on  I  must. 
For  I  am  half  way  down  the  dizzy  steep. 
Where  my  brain  turns — A  draught  of  Lethe 
now — 

0  that  the  world  would  sleep-— to  wake  no  more ! 
Or  that  the  name  of  friendship  bore  no  charm 
To  make  my  nerve  unsteady,  and  this  steel 

Fly  backward  from  its  task !  It  shall  be  done. 
Empire  I  Cristina !  though  the  aflfrighted  sun 
Start  hack  with  horror  of  the  direful  stroke, 
It  shall  he  done.    Calm,  cahn  the  hell  within. 
Thy  looks  may  else  turn  traitors — Ha,  he  comes  I 
How  steadily  he  looks,  as  Heaven's  own  book,    - 
The  leaf  of  truth,  Were  opened  on  his  aspect. 

Up^  up^  dark  minister his  fate  calls  out 

[Puts  up  the  dagger. 
To  nobler  execution ;  for  he  comes 
In  opposition,  singly,  man  to  man, 
As  tnou^  he  braved  my  wish. 

Enter  Gustavus. 

[They  look/or  some  time  on  e^ch  other — Arvi*. 
da  lays  his  hand  on  his  sword,  and  vUhdraat 
it  by  turns — then  advances  irresolutely. 

Gust.  Is  it  then  so  ? 

Arv.  Defend  thyself! 

Gutt.  No !  Strike  I 

1  would  unfold  my  bosom  to  thy  sword. 

But  that  I  know  the  wound  you  give  this  breast 
Would  doubly  pierce  thy  own. 

I      Arv.  I  know  thee  not— 
It  is  the  time's  eclipse,  and  what  should  bo 
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In  nature^  now.  is  naixieleal 
.Mutt.  Ah,my.lirgther! 
Arv,  What  wouldst  thou  ? 
GuU.  .Is.it.thi^  v^e  two.  should  .meet? 
Arv.  4rt  thouQOt(fi)iae?i)eep  else,  0  deep 
indeed 
Wece  jpy  daipnation ! 

Oust.  Diear,.uf4^pnjr.n^an! 
My  hgaxt  'Vl^^  for  tUee.    false  X  had  surely 

iKen, 
Had  t,  like  thee,, been  teqwted. 

^iiiiv.  JH&r,i^pea]^ speak: 
Didst  thou  not  send  to  treat  with  Clistiem? 

Gust.  Never. 
I  know  thy  error,  but  I  know.tbe  arts, 
Tbe>fraiids,.the 'Wites  that  piactised  on  thy  virtue ; 
Firm  how  you  sKood^  and  towerf^  i^ve  mor* 

tality ; 
nilly  in  the  .fond  ui^guarded-hour  of.lovey 
Tbe.wily  undermining  Trollio  came. 
And  won  thee  from,thy8<ilf— a  moment  won  thee ; 
For  still  thou  art  Arvida,  still  the  man 
On  whom  th?  cooatry  calbifor  thy  deliverance. 
Alreftfiy  .are«  her  .bravest  soiu.in  arms ; 
Hark  how  they  shout,  impatient.for  ourpresencei 
To  lead  them  on  to  anew  iife  of  liberty, 
To  fame,  to  conquest^iia !  Heaven  guard  my 

brother ! 
'HKjr  dieek.tums  pale,  thy  ^e  is  wild  upon  me ! 
W4t  thou  not  answer  me? 
Arv*  Gust&vus! 
Gio/.. Speak. 
.    Arv.  .Have  I  not  d^reaowd  ? 
Gust.  No  other  I  esteem  it. 
Where  lives  the  man,  whose  reason  slumtjers 

not? 
8till  pnret  still  blameleu,  if  at  wonted  d^wn 
Again  he.  wakes  to  virtue. 

Arv.  O,  my  dawn 
Must  soon  be  dark.    Confusion  dissipates^ 
To  leave  me  worse  confounded. 

Gust.  Think.no  more  on'L 
Come  to  my  arms,  thou  dearest  of  mankind  I 
Arv.  Stand  off!  Pollulioa  dwells  within  my 
touch, 
And  horrors  hang  around  me — Cruel  man ! 
O,  thou  hast.doubly  damned  me  with  .this  good- 
ness! 
For  resolution  held  the  deed  as  done. 
That  now  must  sink  me— Hark !  I  am  summon- 
ed hence. 
My  audit  opens !  Poise  j»e !  for  J  stand 
.Upon  a-  snire,  against  whose  sightless  base 
Hell  brealas  his  wave  .beneath.    Down,  down,  I 
date  not. 

And  up  I  cannot  look,  f^r  justice  fronts  me. 

Thou  shalt  have  vengeaaoe !  tliough  my  purpling 

blood 
Were.nectar  for  Heaven'aiMw],  as. warm  and  rich, 
As  now  'tis  base,  it  thus  should  pour  for  pardon ! 
[Gustavus  catches  his  arm,  and  in  the 
ttruggk  ^da^er  falls. 


Gust.  Ma}.  Jioli),  Arvida !— JIo^  I  |riU,»ji.)«s 

thee 

Forbid  it  heaven !  thou  dialt  not  rob  me  m. 
No,  I  will  struggle  with,  thee  to  the  last, 
And  save  thee  from  thyself.    Oh,  aos^per  s^! 
Wilt  thou/orsake.me?  Answer  me,.n\y  brodo^ 
My  best  Arvida ! 

Arv.  I  would  speak  to  thee 

But  let^it  bo^by.sil^noe-- — Ql^  Gostavus! 

Gust.  Say  but  you'll  live. 

Arv.  Oh! 

Gust^  For  my  sake. 

Arv*  Yes,  tace  me ; 
Expose  me»  ca^  me,  brand  me  for  the  tool 
Of  crafty  villains,  for  the  veriest  slave. 
On  whom  the  bend  of  each  contemptooos  hrair 
Shall  look  with  loathing !    Ah,  my  turpifiads 
Shall  be  the  vile.compantive  iat  knaves 
To  boast  and  whiten  fay ! 

Gust.  Not  so,  not  so. 
Who  Ipows  no  fiuilt,  my  friend,  knows  no  per* 

fection. 
The  rectitude,  that  Heaven  appojnfi  to  man, 
Leads  on  through  error ;  and  the  kindly  sense 
Of  having  strayed,  endears  the  road  to  bliss; 
It  makes  Heaven's  wi^  more  pleasiqg.    0,  ny 

brother ! 
Tls  hence  a.thousai|d  cordial  xfaaiiues 
Derive  their  growth,  their  vigour,  and  their  sweet- 
ness. 
This  short  lapse 

Shall  to  thy  future  foot  give  cautJoas  trea£q& 
Erect,  and  firm*  in  lartoe. 

Arv.  Give.me  leave.  [Qffent^jaA^ 

Glut.  You  shall  not  pass. 

Arv.  I  n^ust. 

Gust.  Whither? 

Arv.  I  know  not        Q  Ctistaviia  1 

Gust.  SpeaL 

Arv.  You  can't  /pigive  me ! 

Gttst.  Not.fofgive  xhee ! 

Arv.  No. 
Look  there !  [Poimts  to  the  dagg^- 

And  yet,  when  I  jesolv.ed  to  kill  thee, 
I  could  have  died — indeed  I  oould— ior  ^bee, 
I  could  have  died,  Gustavus ! 

Gust,  O !  I  know  it. 
A  generous miod^.thqugb  wnvkj^M^mbS^lq  pe»- 

sion, 
IsJike  the  st^ly  vigour  of  theJbow, 
Still  holds  its  native  recti  tutte,  and  bepds 
Out  to  recoil  more  forceful  I    Come,  fqicietit. 


a»- 


Enter  a 

Dak.  My  lord,  as  now  I  .passed  t^ 

tain  s  brow, 
I  spied  some  men,  whose  anas,  aad 

tire. 
Give  cause  for  circumspection. 

Gust.  Danes,  perhaps; 
Ha^tCi  ipteicept  their  passage.to  Ibe  conp. 

S 
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An,  Those  are  the  Danes  that  witness  to  my 

chame! 
Guit.  Perish  the  opprobrious  term !  Not  so^ 
Arvida; 
Mjxlf  will  be  the  guardian  of  thy  fame ; 
Trust  me,  I  will. — Our  friends  approach.— 0 

dear, 
While  I  attend  them,  dear  thatdoud,  my  brother. 
Thai  sits  upon  the  morning  of  thy  youth  ! 
It  hangs  too  near  the  heart  of  thy  Gustavos. 

[ExU. 
Arc,  Of  thy  Gustavus !     O  wretch,  wretch, 
.    cursed  wretch ! 
What  is  this  time  and  place,  and  toys  of  drcum* 

stance, 
That  wind  our  actions  so,  as  Heaven's  own  hand 
H'hat's  done  may  not  unravel ?-*Pardon  may! — 
There's  the  Lethean  sweet,  the  snow  of  heaven, 
New  blanching  oVr  the  negro  front  of  guilt. 
That,  to  the  eye  of  mercy,  all  appears 
fair  as  the  unwritten  page — ^yet,  self-convict, 
Tboogh  Heaven's    free  power  should   pardon, 

where's  my  peace  r 
Thus,  thus  to  be  dnveu  out  from  my  own  breast ! 
To  have  no  abed,  no  sheltering  nook  at  home. 
To  take  reflection  in  !  How  looks  the  wretch 
Whose  heart  cries  <  Villain*  to  itself?    I'll  not 
Endure  its  battery — Something  must  be  done, 
or  high  import,  e  er  night,  that  I  may  sleep, 
Or  wake  for  ever ! 

Enter  GosTATDS,  followed  by  ths  Dalecarliantf 
AxDEESoy,  Arnoldus,  Si  yard,  OfficerSj  SfC, 

1<(  Dale,  Let  us  all  see  him ! 

^  Dale,  Yea,  and  hear  him  too. 

^d  Dale,  het  us  be  sure  'tis  he  himself. 

^tk  Dale,  Our  general. 

5^4  Date.  And  we  will  fight  while  weapons  can 
be  found. 

6th  Dale,  Or  hands  to  wield  them. 

7/A  Dale,  Get  on  the  bank,  Gustavus. 

And,  Do,  my  lord. 

Gust,  My  countrymen ! 

UtDaie,  Ho!  hear  him! 

U  Dale,  Peace ! 

U  Dale,  Peace  ! 

4/i  Dale.  Peace ! 

OuMi.  Amazcmenty  I  perceive,  hath  filled  your 
hearts. 
And  joy,  for  that^ur  lost  Gustavus,  'scaped, 
Through  wounds,  imprisonmcntj},  and  chains,  and 

deaths* 
Thus  sudden,  thus  unlooked  for,  stands  before  ye ! 
A^  one  escaped  from  cruel  liands  I  come, 
Frum   hearts  that  ne'er  knew  pity;  darii  and 

vetnceful ! 
Wlw>  quaflf  the  tears  of  orphans,  bathe  in  blood, 
And  know  no  music  but  tne  groans  of  Sweden ! 
Yet,  fM>t  for  that  my  sister's  early  innocence. 
And  mother's  age,  now  grind  beneath  captivity ; 
S*>r  that  one  bloody,  one  remorseless  hour, 
^wept  fiij  great  airc;  and  kindred,  from  my  side ; 

\0L.  £ 


For  them  Gustavus  weeps  not;  though  my  eyes 
Were  far  less  dear,  for  them  I  will  not  weep.-— 
But,  O  great  parent,  when  I  think  on  thee  ! 
Thy  numberless,  thy  nameless,  shameful  infamies, 
My  widowed  country !  Sweden !  when  I  think. 

Upon  thy  desolation,  spite  of  rage 

And  vengeance,  that  would,  choak  them tears 

will  flow ! 

And,  O,  they  are  villains,  every  Dane  of  theiB| 
Practised  to  stab  and  smile — to  stab  the  bab( 
That  smiles  upon  them ! 

Am.  What  accursed  hours 
Roll  o'er  those  wretches,  who,  to  fiends  like  thesei 
In  their  dear  liberty,  have  bartered  more 
Than  worlds  will  rate  for? 

Gu$t,  O  Liberty !  Heaven's  choice  prerogative! 
True  bond  of  law,  thou  social  soul  of  property. 
Thou  breath  of  reason,  life  of  life  itself ! 
For  thee  the  valiant  bleed !    O  sacred  liberty ! 
Winged  from  the  summer's  snare,  from  flatter- 
ing ruin. 
Like  the  bold  stork  you  seek  the  wintery  shore, 
Leave  courts,  and  pomps,  and  palaces,  to  slavesy 
Cleave  to  the  cold,  ana  rest  upon  the  storm  ! 
Upborn  by  thee,  my  soul  disdained  the  terms 
Of  empire — offered  at  the  hands  of  tyrants  ! 
With  thee,  I  sought  this  favourite  soil;  with  diee^ 
These  favourite  sons  I  sought — thy  sons,  O  Liberty ! 
For,  even  amid  the  wilds  of  life,  you  lead  them,* 
Lift  their  low  rafted  cottage  to  the  clouds, 
Smile  o'er  their  heaths,  and  from  their  mountain 

tops 
Beam  glory  to  the  nations ! 

AIL  Liberty  !  Liberty  ! 

Quit,  Are  ye  not  marked,  ye  men  of  Daledar* 
ha. 
Arc  ye  not  marked,  by  all  the  dreling  world. 
As  tfie  great  stake,  the  last  effort  for  liberty  r 
Say,  is  it  not  your  wealth,  tlie  thirst,  the  food. 
The  scope,  and  bright  ambition,  of  your  souls? 
Why  else  have  you,  and  your  renowned  forefsr 

thers. 
From  the  proud  summit  of  their  glittering  thrones 
Cast  down  the  mightiest  of  your  lawful  kings, 
That  dared  the  bold  infringement?    Wliat,  but 

liberty. 
Through  the  famed  course  of  thirteen  hundred 

Aloof  hath  held  invasion  from  your  hills. 
And  sanctified  their  shade  ? — And  will  ye,  will  ye 
Shrink  from  the  hopes  of  tlie  expecting  world. 
Did  your  hi^h  honours  stoop  to  foreign  insult^ 
And,  in  one  hour,  give  up  to  infamy 
The  harvest  of  a  tliousand  years  of  glory  ? 

Ut  Dale,  No ! 

2rf  Dale,  Never,  never ! 

3</  Dale,  Perish  all  first ! 

Ath  Dak,  Die  all ! 

GhsL  Yes,  die  by  piecemeal ! 
Leave  not  a  limb  o'er  which  a  Dane  may  tri- 
umph ! 
Now,  from  my  soul,  I  joy,  I  joy,  my  friends, 
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To  see  y«  feared ;  to  sec  that  even  your  foes 
Do  justice  to  your  valour ! — ^There  they  be, 
The.power  of  kingdoms^  summed  in  jfonder  host, 
Yet  kept  aloof,  yet  trembling  to  assail  ye  ! 
Andy  O !  when  I  look  round,  and  see  you  here, 
Of  number  short,  but  prevalent  in  virtue, 
My  heart  swells  high,  and  bums  for  the  encoun- 
ter: 
True  courage  but  from  opposition  grows ; 
And  what  are  fifty,  what  a  thousand  slaves. 
Matched  to  the  sinew  of  a  single  arm. 
That  strikes  for  liberty  ? — ^That  strikes  to  save 
Ris  'fields  from  fire,  his  infants  from  the  sword. 
His  couch  from  lust,  his  daughters  from  pollu- 
tion. 
And  his  large  honours  from  eternal  infamy  ? 
What,  doubt  we  then  ?    3iall  we,  shall  we  stand 

here. 
Till  motives,  that  might  warm  an  ague's  frost. 
And  ner\'e  me  coward's  arm,  shall  poorly  serve 
To  wake  us  to  resistance  ?    Let  us  on ! 
O,  yes,  f  read  vour  lovely  fierce  impatience ; 
You  shall  not  be  withheld;  we  will  rush  on  them. 
This  is,  indeed,  to  triumph,  where  we  hold 
Three  kingdoms  in  our  toil !  Is  it  ilot  glorious, 
Thiis  to  appal  the  bold,  meet  force  with  fury, 
And  push  yon  torrent  back,  till  every  wave 
IBiee  to  its  fountain  ? 


Sd  Dmle,  On !  lead  ns  oo,  Guataws !  one  word 

more' 
Is  but  delay  of  conquest. 
Gust.  Take  your  wish. 
He,  who  wants  arms^  may  grapple  with  the  fee, 
And  so  be  furnished.  You,  most  noble  Andersoa, 
Divide  our  powers,  and,  with  the  famed  Olaus, 
Take  the  left  root. — You,  Eric,  great  in  aims ! 
With  the  renowned  Nederbi,  hmd  the  right. 
And  skirt  the  forest  down ;  then  wheel  at  ooce^ 
Confessed  to  view,  and  close  upon  the  vale : 
Myself,  and  my  most  vaKant  cousin  heie^ 
The  invincible  Arvida,  gallant  Sivard, 
Arnoldas,  and  these  hundred  hardy  vcteiana^ 
Will  pour  directly  on,  and  lead  thei  onset. 
Joy,  joy,  I  see  confessed  from  every  eye ! 
Your  hinhs  tread  vigorous^  and  your  breasts  best 

high ! 
Thin  though  our  ranks^  thongh  scanty  be  oo- 

bands, 
Bold  are  our  hearts,  and  nervous  are  oar  buids! 
With  us,  truth,  justice,  fame,  and  freedom  dose^ 
F4ich,  singly,  equal  to  an  host  of  foes. 
r  feel,  I  feel  them  fill  me  out  for  fight. 
They  lift  my  limbs  as  feathered  Heraies  ligkt ! 
Or,  like  the  bird  of  glofy,  towering  high, 
Thunder  within  his  grasps  and  l^h^^inf  in  his 


eye 


[£rc«ts^ 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I.— Before  the  camp. 


Kmter  Ckistierv,  Trollio,  and  Attendants, 

^  Crist.  Your  observation's  iust ;  I  see  it,  Trollio : 

Men  are  madunes,  with  all  their  boasted  frec^ 
dom; 

Their  movements  turn  upon  some  favourite  pas- 
sion; 

Let  art  but  find  the  latent  foible  out^ 

We  touch  the  spring  and  wind  them  at  our  plea- 
sure. 
7Vo//.  Let  Heaven  spy  out  for  virtue,  and  then 
starve  it! 

But  vice  and  frailty  are  the  statesman's  quarry, 

The  obiects  of  our  search,  and  of  our  science ; 

Mariced  by  our  smiles,  and  cherished  by  our 
bounty. 

*ris  hence,  yoii  lord  it  o'er  your  servile  senates ; 

Uow  low  the  slaves  will  stoop  to  gorge  their  lusts. 

When  aptly  baited  !  even  the  tongues  of  patriots 

(Those  sons  of  clamour)  oft  relax  the  nen'e 

Within  the  warmth  of  fovour. 
Crist.  How  else  should  kings  subsist?  For  what 
is  power. 

But  the  mce  conduct  of  another's  weakness  ? 

That  thing  called  virtue  b  the  bane  of  govern- 
ment, 

A  libel  on  the  state,  that  asks  suppression ; 

It  has  a  hateful  and  unbending  quality ; 

It  serves  no  end,  stifl  restive  to  the  rem. 


And  to  the  spur  unspcedy :  They  who  boast  it 
Are  traitors,  rivals  of  their  king,  my  Trollio, 
And,  wanting  other  subjects,  greatly  dare 
To  lord  it  o'er  themselves.    Such  is  Gnataras, 

If  yet  he  be 

And  such  Arvida  was ;  though  now,  I  trust. 
He  is  too  far  advanced  in  our  designs 
To  think  of  a  retreat 
TrolL  Impossible! 
Already  has  he  leaped  the  guilty  monnd. 
That  might  appal  his  virtue ;  for  the  worM 
He  dare  not  now  look  back ;  where  shame  pa^ 

sues. 
And  cuts  off  all  retreat 

Enter  Gentleman  Usher  and  Petcksojc,  vko 

kneels, 

Gent.  My  liege,  lord  Peterson. 

Crttf .  Rise  to  our  trust,  most  wtirtly  Petrrsor, 
Rise  to  our  friendship :  By  my  head  1  siiear, 
Bar  but  our  TroHio  here,  there*s  not  a  Svrede, 
Who  holds  thy  valued  level  in  our 
For  thou'rt  unshaken,  though  thy 
Faithful  among  the  faithless. 

Peter.  What  I  am 
Let  this  inform  your  miyesty. 

TrolL  Apaoquet? 
Whence  had  you  that,  my  friei 

Peter.  Even  from  the  nands 
Of  the  once  great  CKatavus. 
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Crist,  Hum  ytm  have  seen  him  ?  Tell  mc,  tell 

me,  Peterson ; 
What  nid  he?  £b!   How  looked  the  midity 

rebel? 
His  meaQs,  his  8oope»  the  pride  of  his  presomp- 

tioi»-> 
Give  roe  the  whole ! 

Peter.  Last  night,  my  grsdous  lord. 
While  yet  I  held  your  messenger  in  cooference, 
Arnved,  who  brought  a  letter  from  Gustavua^ 
Wherao,  digesting  many  flagrant  terms 
Of  mutinptts  import  aeainst  the  state 
Of  your  high  dignity,  by  morning  light 
He  prayed  me  to  attend  him ;  boasting  much 
Of  plenteous  hopes,  and  means  of  boldest  enter- 

frize. 
gave  yov  notice ;  and  ere  dawo 
Set  out  for  fresh  intelligence — I  came ; 
1  sBv  him  shrunk,  that  glory  of  the  north, 
Soiled  with  the  vileness  of  a  slave's  attire ; 
Where  in  the  depth  and  darkness  of  the  mines, 
For  six  loqg  months  he  hath  not  seen  the  sun. 
Colleagued  with  circling  horrors,  hourly  toil 
Hath  been  his  watd^  and  penury  his  earning ; 
But,  like  the  lion,  newlv  brake  from  bonds, 
The  mmgling  passions  from  his  eyea  dart  glory ; 
Pride  lifb  his  stature,  and  his  opening  front 
Still  loob  dominion. 
Crifl.  Who  were  his  adherents  ? 
Peter.  The  traitor  Anderson,  and  a  few  friends, 
To  whom,  ere  I  set  out,  he  stood  revealed. 
And  when  I  seemed  to  question  on  his  powers 
Ot  n'valship,  the  props  whereon  he  meant 
To  hft  oontienboa  to  the  princely  front 
Of  such  high  opposition ;  he  repliec^ 
11k  powers  were  near  your  person. 
Critt.  Horn  !  what's  here? 

[Looks  on  the  paeguet. 
To  Laurens,  Aland,  Ilaquin,  and  Roderic  ! 
Confusion !  Treason's  in  our  camp !  Who's  there? 
Gent.  My  liege ! 
Criti.  Bour  this  to  Norfai— Bid  him  seize 

[Crives  a  ugnet. 
The  Swedish  captains. 

Tro/iL  Mi|sht  I  but- presume 

CrUt.  I  will  not  be  oontrouled-^d  him  seise 

^Idiers  and  chiefs !  by  hell,  there's  not  a  Swede, 
But  lurks  an  instrument  to  prompt  robellion, 
And  plots  upon  my  life !  Look  there,  'tis  evi- 
dent :  [Givei  Trollio  a  Utter. 
They  are  all  leaded,  confederate  with  Gnstavus, 
The  abettors  of  his  treason. 

TroL  It  should  seem  so : 

And  vet  it  should  not ^TcU  me,  Peterson, 

An  tlMHi  assured  diy  credit  with  Gustavus 
Will  answer  to  a  trust  like  this?  Ha!  Say. 

Peter.  Yea,  well  assured:  my  seal  appeared 


To  eive  the  least  cold  colour  for  suspicion. 
TVoU.  I  fcar,>  my  friend,  I  fear  ne  has  over- 
reached you. 


Divide  and  conquer,  is  the  sum  of  politics. 

Beyond  the  dreaded  circle  of  his  sword, 

Gustavus  triumphs  in  an  ai^ple  genius ; 

lie  walks  at  large,  sees  clear  and  wide  around 
him; 

Calm  in  the  storm  and  turbulence  of  action ; 

lie  ponders  on  the  last  event  of  things^ 

And  makes  each  cause  subservient  to  the  conse- 
quence. 
Crist.  You  over-rate  his  craft;  they're  falser 
my  Trollio, 

False  every  Swede  of  them ;  I  read  their  souls. 

Enter  CazsTiNA  and  Mariana. 

Crist ina.  I  heard  it  was  your  royal  pleasure, 
sir, 
I  should  att^d  your  higibness. 

Crist.  Yes>  Cristina, 
But  business  ii^terfercs.  [Eretin^ 

£n/fr  an  Officer. 


OffL  My  sovereign  liqge ! 
'^ide  o'<     " 


Wide  o'er  the  western  shelving  of  yon  hill, 
VVe  think,  though  indistinctly,  we  can  spy 
like  men  in  motion  mustering  on  the  heath ; 
And  there  is  one  who  saith  he  can  discern 
A  few  of  martial  gesture,  and  bright  arms, 
Who  this  way  bend  their  action. 

Crist.  Friends^  perhaps; 
For  foes  it  were  too  danag-^Haste  theeyTrollioi 
Detach  a  thousand  of  our  Danish  horse 
To  rule  their  motions — We  will  out  ourself, 
And  hold  our  powers  in  readiness— X«ad  on. 

Exeunt, 
SC£N£IL 

Enter  CristiiIa  and  Mariaka. 

Mar.  Ha!   did  you  mark,  my  pnncesi^  did 

you  mark  ? 
Should  some  revene,  some  wondrous  whirl  of 

fate 
Once  more  return  Gustavus  to  the  battle. 
New  nerve  his  arm,  and  wreath  his*  brow  with 

conquest; 
Sa^r,  would  you  not  repent  that  e'er  you  saved 
Tms  dreadful  man,  the  foe  of  your  great  race ; 
Who  pours  impetuous  in  his  country's  cause 
To  spoil  you  of  a  kingdom  ? 
Cristina.  No^  my  friend. 
Had  [  to  death,  or  bondage,  sold  mj  sire^ 
Or  had  Gustavus  on  our  native  realms 
Made  hostile  inroad,  then,  my  Mariana ! 
Had  I  then  saved  him  from  the  stroke  of  justice, 
I  should  not  cease  my  suit  to  Heaven  for  pardon. 
But  if,  though  in  a  foe,  to  reverence  virtue. 
Withstand  oppresiion,  rescue  ii^ured  innocence 
Step  boldly  in  betwiit  my  sire  and  guilt, 
And  save  my  king,  my  father,  from  dishonour ; 
If  this  be  sin,  I  have  shook  hands  with  penitence. 
First,  perish  crowns,  dominion,  aU  the  shine 
And  transience  of  this  world,  ere  guilt  shall  scn'C 
To  buy  the  vuin  incumbrance. 
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Mar.  Do  not  think 
I  meant,  my  princess,  to  arraign  your  virtues, 
Howe'er  I  seemed  to  question  on  the  conser 
auence. 
Cristtna.   The  consequence  of  virtue    must 
be  good : 
It  must.    Though  it  should  prove  my  father's  lot, 
In  being  rescued  from  one  act  of  guilt,     . 
To  lose  the  whole  of  all  his  wide  dominions, 
He  were  a  gainers— Blasted  be  that  royalty, 
Which  murder  must  make  sure,  and  crimes  in- 
glorious ! 
The  bulk  of  kingdoms,  naj,  the  world  is  light, 
When  guilt  weighs  opposite — O  would  to  Hea- 
ven, 
The  loss  of  empire  would  restore  his  innocence, 
Restore  the  fortunes,  and  the  precious  lives 
Of  tliousands,  fallen  the  victims  of  ambition ! 

Enter  Laertes. 

Ha !  Laertes !  most  welcome  !  well — and  have 
you !  say,  Laertes 

Laer,  O  royal  maid ! 

CrUtina.  Thy  looks  are  doubtful Speak, 

Why  art  tiiou  silent Does  he  live  ? 

iaer.  He  does. 
But  death  ere  night  must  fill  a  long  account  | 
The  camp,  the  country's  in  confusion :  War 
And  changes  ride  upon  the  hour,  that  hastes 
To  intercept  niy  tongue — I  else  could  tell 
Of  virtues  hitherto  beyond  my  ken ; 
Courage,  to  which  the  lion  stoops  his  crest, 
Yet  grafted  upon  qualities  a§  soft 
As  a  rocked  infants  meekness;  such  as  tempts, 
Against  my  faith,  my  countiy,  and  allegiance, 
To  wish  thee  speed,  Gustavus. 

CrUtina,  Then  you  found  him. 

Laer.  I  did :  and  warned  hii^,  but  in  vain ;  for 
death    ^ 
To  him  appeared  more  grateful  than  to  find 
His  frienas  dishonour. 

(^ristina.  Give  me  the  manner— quick — ^soft, 
good  Laertes ! 

Pnter  Cristiern,  Trollio,  Peterson, 
Ifanes,  ^c. 

Critt.   Damned,    double  traitor!    O  cursed, 

false  Arvida  1 
Guard   well  the  Swedish  prisoners,  bind  them 

hard — 
Stand  to  your  arms — Bring  forth  the  captives 

there ! 

Enter  Augusta  find  Gustava  guarded^ 

Troll.  My  liege 

iJritt.  Away !  TU  hear  no  more  of  politic^ ; 
fortune !  we  will  not  trust  the  changeling  niore; 
But  wear  her  girt  upon  our  armed  loini^ 
Or  pointed  in  our  grasp. 

Enter  an  Officer, 
Offi.  The  foeV atband. 


With  gallant  shew  your  thousand  Danes  rode 

forth. 
But  shall  return  no  more !  I  marked  for  action, 
A  band  of  desperate  resolutes  rush  on  them, 
Scarce  numbering  to  a  tenth,  and  in  mid  my 
They  closed ;  the  shock  was  drcadlol,  nor  yonr 

Danes 
Could  bear  the  madding  charge;  a  while  they 

stood; 
Then  shrunk,  and  broke,  and  tonied— Wben, 

lo,  behind. 
Fast  wheehng  from  the  right  and  leftf  ther^ 

poured, 
Who  intercepted  their  return,  and,  can^t 
Within  the  tdl,  they  perished. 

Cri$t.  Ti9  Gustavus ! 
No  mortal  else,  not  Amnion's  boasted  son. 
Not  Ciesar  would  have  dared  it.    Tell  roe,  sit, 
What  numbers  in  the  whole  may  they  amoustto? 
0^.  About  five  thousand. 
Crist.  And  no  more  ? 
OffL  No  more^ 
That  yet  appear. 

Crift.  We  count  six  times  their  sunu 
Haste,  soldier,  take  a  trumpet,  tell  Gustavus 
We  have  of  terms  to  ofier,  and  would  treat 
Touching  his  mother's -ransom ;  say,  her  dcsth, 
Suspended  by  our  grace,  but  waits  his  ansircr. 

[Erit  Of^er. 
Madam,  it  should  well  suit  with  your  autboiirf, 

[To  Auputa, 
To  check  this  frenzy  in  your  son — ^look  to  it. 
Or  by  the  saints  this  hour's  your  last  of  life ! 
Aug.  Come,  my  Gustava,  come,  my  little  cap- 
tive !  . 
We  shall  be  free ;  our  tyrant  is  grown  kind; 
And  for  these  chains  that  hind  thv  pretty  amu^ 
The  golden  cherubim  shall  lend  thee  wings, 
And  thou  slialt  mount  amid  the  smilinf;  dwir 
Of  little  heavenly  songsters^  like  thyself. 
All  robed  in  innocence. 

Gustavo.  Will  you  go,' mother? 
Aug.  So  help  me,  mercy !   Yes,  111  go,  iry 
child; 
And  I  will  give  thee  to  thy  father's  fondncsg^ 
And  to  the  arms  of  all  thy  royal  race 
In  Heaven ;  who  sit  on  thrones,  v^ith  loves,  andjoyii 
And  pleasures  smiling  round. 
Crist.  Is  this  my  answer  ? 
Come  fortli,  ye  ministers  of  death,  come  forth ! 

Enter  Ruffians,  fx^hp  seizt  Augusta  and  GuMera. 

Pluck  them  asunder !  We  shall  prore  you,  lady  I 
Tis  my  damned  lot,  thus  ever  to  be  croaked 
With  rank  blown  pride,  and  insolence  eteraaL 
Gustava.  O  mother,  take  me,  tdke  me  from 
these  men ! 
They  fright  me  with  their  looks. 

Aug.  Alas^  my  child,  I  cannot  take  dice  from 

them. 
Gustava.  O,  they  will  hurt  me :  canH  you  tiL^ 
mc,  Aiother  r 
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Aug.  They  can't,  tbey  cannot  hart  yoa,  my 
GustavE. 
Fear  not,  my  little  one !  your  name  shoold  be 
A  charm  o'er  cowardice,  for  vou  are  called 
Alter  voor  mliant  brother ;  he'll  disown  you, 
He  will  not  lore  yon,  if  yoa  fear,  Gustara. 
Crist ina.  Ah-T  I  can  hold  no  long^.    Royal 
sir, 
Thos  on  vaj  knees,  and  lower,  lower  still 
Crtsf .  My  child !  What  mean  you  ? 

Crist ifuu  O  my  gracious  father ! 
Kill,  kill  me  rather — let  me  perish  first. 
Bat  do  not  stain  the  sancti^  of  kings 
H1th  the  sweet  hlood  of  helpless  innocence ; 
Do  not,  my  father  !  Snare  tne  little  orphans, 
And  let  the  lambs  go  ftee ! 

Aug,  Ha !  who  art  thou  ? 
That  bok'st  so  like  the  inhabitants  of  Heaven, 
iJkt  mercy  sent  upon  the  morning's  blush. 
To  glad  tKe  heart,  and  cheer  a  gloomy  world 
With  light  'till  now  unknown? 

Crist.  Away,  th^  come. 
ril  hear  no  more  of  your  ill-timed  petitions. 

CristituL  O  yet  for  pity  ! 

Crist.  I  will  Qone  on't ;  leave  me ! 
Kty !  it  is  the  infituit  fool  of  nature  : 
Tear  off  her  hold,  and  bear  her  to  her  tent 

[£reim/  CriHinoy  Mar,  Laer.  and  attendants. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Offi.  My  liegey  Gustavus,  though  widi-  much  re- 
luctance. 
Consents  to  one  hour's  truce.    His  soldiers  rest 
t^poQ  their  arms,  and,  followed  by  a  few, 
iie  comes  to  know  your  terms. 

Crist.  I  see,  fall  back 

Stand  6nn — Be  ready,  slaves,  and,  on  the  word, 
PImge  deep  year  daggers  in  their  bosoms. 

[Points  to  Augusta, 

Enter  GrsTAVva,  Arvioa,  Anderson,  Arnoi^ 

J>US,   SiVARO,  JfC, 

Hold! 

Gust.  Ha !  it  is,  it  is  my  mother ! 

Crist.  Tell  nae,  Gustavus,  tell  me  why  is  this? 
Thst,  as  a  stream  diverted  from  the  banks 
Ot  mooth  obedience,  thou  hast  drawn  those  men 
I  pon  a  dry  anchannelled  enterprize 
To  Cam  their  inundation  ? — Are  the  livei 
<>f  my  misguided  people  held  so  light, 
'Hot  thus  tbou'dst  push  them  on  the  keen  rebuke 
Of  guarded  maiesty;  where  justice  waits, 
All  awful,  and  resistless  to  assert 
The  imperious  rights,  the  sanctitude  of  kings^ 
And  blast  rebellion  ? 

GuMi.  Justice  !  Sanctitude ! 
.ind  rights  I  O  patience!  Rights!  What  rights^ 

thou  tyrant? 
Yes  if  perdiuon  be  the  rule  of  power ; 
If  wraof^  in^e  right ;  O  then,  supreme  in  mis- 
chief! 
Thoo  wert  the  lord,  the  monarch  of  the  vrorld ! 


Too  narrow  for  thj  claim*    But  if  thon  think'st 

That  crowns  are  vilely  propertied,  like  coin. 

To  be  the  means,  the  specialty  of  lust. 

And  sensual  attribution — If  thou  think'st, 

That  empire  is  of  titled  birth,  or  blood ; 

That  nature,  in  the  proud  behalf  of  one. 

Shall  disenfranchise  all  her  lordly  race. 

And  bow  her  general  issue  to  the  yoke 

Of  private  domination — ^then,  thon  proud  one, 

Here  know  me  for  thy  king — ilowe  er  be  told. 

Not  claim  hereditary,  not  the  trust 

Of  frank  election ; 

Not  even  the  high  anointing  hand  of  Heaven 

Can  authorize  oppression ;  give  a  law 

For  lawless  power ;  ,wed  faith  to  violation ; 

On  reason  build  misrule,  or  justly  bind 

Allegiance  to  injustice — Tyranny 

Absolves  all  faith ;  and  who  invades  our  rights, 

Howe'er  his  own  commence,  can  never  be 

But  an  usurper — But  for  thee,,  for  thee 

There  is  no  name ! — thou  hast  abjured  mankind; 

Dashed  safety  from  thy  bleak  unsodal  side. 

And  waged  wild  war  with  universal  nature ! 

Crist.  Licentious  traitor!  thou  canst  talk  it. 
largel  V ; 
Who  made  tnee  umpire  of  the  rights  of  kings, 
And  power,  prime  attribute  ?  As  on  thy  tongue 
The  poise  of  battle  lay,  and  arms,  of  force. 
To  throw  defiance  in  the  front  of  duty. 
Look  round,  unruly  boy  !  thy  battle  comes 
Like  raw,  disjointed  must'ring ;  feeble  wrath ! 
A  war  of  waters  borne  against  the  rock 
Of  our  firm  continent,  to  fume,  and  chafe^ 
And  shiver  in  the  toil. 

Gust.  Mistaken  man ! 
I  come,  empowered  and  strengthened  in  thy  weak- 
ness. 
For  though  the  structure  of  a  tyrant^s  throne 
Rise  on  the  necks  of  half  the  suflfering  world, 
Fear  trembles  in  the  tenent :  Prayers  aiid  iears^ 
And  secret  curses,  sap  its  mouldenng  base. 
And  steal  the  pillars  of  allegiaace  from  it ; 
Then,  let  a  single  arm  but  oare  the  sway. 
Headlong  it  tarns,  and  drives  upon  destruction. 

TVoiL  Profane,  and  alien  to  the  love  of  heaven ! 
Art  thou  still  hardened  to  the  wrath  divine. 
That  hangs  o'er  thy  rebellion  ? — Know'st  tliou  not 
Thou  art  at  enmity  with  grace  ?  Cast  out, 
Made  an  anathema,  a  curse  enrolled 
Among  the  faithful,  thou  and  thy  adherents 
Shorn  from  our  holy  church,  and  ofoed  up 
As  sacred  to  damnation  ? 

Gtw/.  Yes,  I  know, 
When  such  as  thou,  witli  sacrilegious  hand, 
Seize  on  the  apostolic  key  of  heaven. 
It  then  becomes  a  tool  for  crafty  knaves 
To  shut  out  virtue,  and  unfold  those  gates, 
That  heaven  itself  had  barred  against  the  lusts 
Of  avarice  and  ambition.    Soft,  and  sweet. 
As  looks  of  charity,  or  voice  of  lambs 
That  bleat  upon  the  morning,  are  the  words 
Of  christian  meekness !  Mission  all  divine ! 
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The  bw  of  love  sole  mandate ^bot  your  gall. 

Ye  Swedish  prelacy !  Your  |aU  hath  tuined 
The  words  of  sweety  but  indigested  peace. 

To  wrath  and  bitterness ^Ye  anhallowed  men ! 

la  whom  vice  sanctifies,  whose  precepts  teach 
Zeal  without  truth,  rel^oo  witnout  virtue, 
l¥ho  ne'er  preach  Heaven  but  with  a  downward 

eye. 
That  turns  your  souls  to  dross;  who^  shouting, 

loose 
The  dogs  of  hell  upon  us— thefts,  and  rapes. 
Sacked  towns^  and  midnight  bowlings  through  the 

realm 
Receive  your  sanction O  'tis  glorious  mis- 
chief. 
When  vice  turns  holy,  puts  religion  on^ 
Assumes  the  robe  pontifical,  the  eye 
Of  saintly  elevation,  Uesseth  sin. 
And  makes  the  seal  of  sweet  ofiended  heaven 
A.  sign  of  blood,  a  label  for  decrees. 

That  hell  would  shrink  to  own ! 

Criit,  No  more  of  this. 
Gustavus,  wouldst  thou  yet  return  to  eraoe. 
And  hold  thy  motions  in  the  sphere  ot  duty, 
Acceptance  mi^ht  be  found. 

Gust.  Imperml  spoiler ! 
Give  me  my  father,  give  me  back  mv  kindred, 
Give  me  the  fathers  of  ten  thousand  orphans. 
Give  me  the  sons  in  whom  thy  ruthless  sword 
Has  left  our  widows  childless !  Mine  they  were. 
Both  mine,  and  every  Swede^s,  whose  patriot 

breast 
Bleeds  in  his  country's  wounds !  O  thou  can'st 

not! 
Thou  hast  out-nnned  all  redconing  !  Give  me 

then 
My  all  that^s  left,  my  gentle  motlier  there. 
And  spare  yon  little  trembler ! 

CriMt,  Yes,  on  terms 
Of  compact,  and  submission. 

Gutt,  Ha!  with  thee? 
Compact  with  thee !  and  mean'st  thou  for  my 

country? 
For  Sweden !  No-^-so  hold  mv  heart  but  firm, 
Altho'  it  wring  for't ;  thou{^  blood  drop  for  tears, 
And  at  the  sight  my  straining  eyes  start  forth*— 
Th^  both  shall  perish  first. 
Crist.  Slaves,  do  your  office. 
Gutt.  Hold  yet ! — ^Thou  can'st  not  be  so  damn- 
ed !  my  mother ! 
I  dare  not  ask  thy  blessing — ^Where's  Arvida? 
Where  art  thou }  Come,  my  friendi  thou'st  known 

temptation 

And  therefore  best  can'st  pity,  or  support  me. 
Arc.  Alas!  I  shall  but  serve  to  weigh  thee 
downward, 
To  pull  thee  from  the  daoliDtt,  nriitless  heigiht, 
At  which  thy  virtue  soars,    ^r,  O  Gustavus^ 
My  soul  is  dark,  disconsolate  and  dark; 
Sick  to  the  world,  and  hateful  to  myself, 
I  have  no  country  npw ;  I've  nou^t  but  thee, 
And  should  yield  up  the  interest  of  mankind, 


Where  thine's  in  qnestioo. 

Aug.  Sec,  my  son  relents ; 
Behold,  O  kmg !  yet  spare  us  but  a 
His  little  sister  shall  embrace  his  knee% 
And  these  fond  arms,  around  his  duteous  nedy 
Shall  join  to  bend  him  to  ua. 

Crw^  Could  I  trust  yo 

Arv.  Ill  be  your  hostage, 

Crist.  Granted. 

Gust.  Hold,  my  friend. 
[Here  Arvida  breaks  from  OHsiama,t»i 
passes  to  Cristiem^s  Party,  wkiia  AMffUts 
audGustava  go  aver  to  Gustamu. 

Aug.  Is  it  then 'given,  yet  g^ven  me  'ere  I 
die 
To  see  thy  face,  Gustavus  ?  thus  to  gaae. 
To  touch,  to  fold  thee  thus ! — My  son,  my  son! 
And  have  I  lived  to  this?  It  is  enou^ 
All  armed,  and  in  thy  coontn's  precMMS  cause 
Terribly  beauteous,  to  behold  thee  l^us ! 
Whv,  'twas  my  only,  hourly  suit  to  heaven, 
And  now  'tis  granted.    O  my  glorioos  child ! 
Blessed  were  Ste  throes  I  felt  for  thee,  Gostsnisl 
For  from  the  breast,  from  out  your  svathii^ 

bands. 
You  stepped  the  child  of  honour. 

Gust.  O  my  mother ! 

Aug.  Why  stands   that  water   tremUiog  ia 
thy  eye  ? 
Why  heaves  thy  bosom  f  Turn  not  thus  awav ! 
Tis  the  last  time  that  we  must  meet,  my  diAA, 
And  I  will  have  thee  whole.    Wliy,  why,  Go^ 

tavus. 
Why  is  this  form  of  heaviness?  For  me 
I  trust  it  is  not  meant ;  you  canqot  think 
So  poorly  of  me<  I  grow  old,  my  son. 
And  to  the  utmost  period  of  mortality, 
I  ne'er  should  find  a  death's  hour  like  to  tfais. 
Whereby  to  do  thee  honour. 

Gust.  Roman  patriots ! 
Ye  Decii,  self-devoted  to  your  countrr  ! 
Yx>u  gave  no  mothers  up !  Will  annaU  yield 
No  precedent  for  this,  no  elder  boast. 
Whereby  to  match  my  trial  ? 

Aug.  rfo,  Gustavus; 
For  Heaven  still  squares  our  trial  to  oar  sfercnstV 

And  thine  is  of  the  foremost ^Noble  youth  1 

Ev'n  I,  thy  parent,  with  a  conscious  pride. 
Have  often  oowed  to  thy  superior  vurtoesk 
O,  there  is  but  one  bitterness  in  deatl^ 
One  only  sting-     ■ 

Gust.  Speaik,  ^poak ! 

Aug.  Tis  felt  tor  thee. 
Too  well  I  know  thy  gentlenen  of  lofol. 
Melting  as  babes;  even  now  the  pirr  miri *i  oe 

thee, 
And  bends  thy  loveliness  to  earth — O,  fkM ! 
The  dear  but  sad  foretaste  of  thy  stffljctsoa 
Already  kills  thy  mother-^But,  behold. 
Behold  thy  valiant  folbwera^  who  to  thee. 
And  to  the  fiuth  of  thy  protecting  ann. 
Have  given  ten  thouMAa  mother^  itanfhtmiir' 
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Who  in  tbf  nitue  yet  may  learn  to  bear 
MilJiofu  of  free>boni  sons  to  bless  thy  name^ 
Aad  pray  for  their  deliverer — O  farewell ! 
This,  and  bat  this,  the  veiy  last  adieu ! 
HesTeo  sit  Tictorious  on  thy  arm,  my  son ! 
And  pwe  thee  to  thy  merits  ! 
Critt,  Ab,  thou  traitress ! 
Gustavo,  O  brother,  aVt  you  stronger  than 
tbatnian? 
Doo't  let  him  take  my  mother. 

Aug,  See,  Gnstavus, 
My  little  captive  waits  for  one  eihbrace. 
'Ou$i:  Come  to  my  anns»  thou  lamb-like  sacri- 
lioe! 
0  dial  they  were  of  force  to  hold  thee  ever. 
To  let  thee  to  my  heart !  there  lock  thee  close^  • 
Anri  cifde  thee  with  life  !  But  'twill  not  be ! . 
Guitata.  Ill  stay  with  you,  my  brother. 
Gutt,  Killing  innoceooe  I 
That  I  was  bom  to  see  this  hour ! 
The  pains  of  hell  are  on  me ! — ^Take  her,  mo- 
dier! 
Gaufona.  I  will  not  part  with  you,  indeed,  I 

win  not ! 
Guii.  Take  her — Distraction  !    Haste,    my 
dearest  mother : 
Ob— else  I  shall  run  mad---quite  mad  and  save 
ye. 
Arv,  Hold,  madam ;  hear  me,  thou  most  delir 
Gostavtts! 
Thos  low  I  bend  my  prayer,  reject  me  not : 
If  once,  if  ever,  thou  didst  love  Arvida, 
0  leave  me  here  to  answer  to  the  wrath 
Of  this  fell  tyrant.    Save  thy  honoured  mother, 
Aofl  that  sweet  lamb,  from  slaughter ! 
GmsL  Cruel  friendship ! 
Critt,  Andy  by  my  life  Vd  take  thee  at  thy 
word, 
Thoa  doubly  damned !  but  tiiat  I  know  'twould 
ple^  thee. 
Aug.  No,  generous  prince,  thy  blood  shall  ne- 
ver be 
THp  price  of  our  dishonour.    Come,  my  child ; 
H'eep  not,  sweet  babe !  there  shall  no  harm  come 
ni^  thee. 
Critt,  ^ris  well,  proud  dame;  yon  are  returned 

Isee 

tacfa  to  his  charge— Here  break  we  ofl^  Gosta- 

vus; 
F'lr  to  the  very  teeth  of  thy  rebellion 
We  dash  defiance  back. 

Gust.  AlnB,  my  mother ! 
Orief  choaks  up  utterance,  else  I  have  to  say 
^liat  ne%'er  tonpie  unfolded — Yet  return  ! 
f]ome  back,  and  I  will^nve  up  all  to  save  thee  ! 
IW,  on  the  coverii^  of  thy  sacred  head, 


My  heart  drops  blood.    Hum  fountun  of  my 

life! 
Dearer  than  mercy  is  to  kneeling  penitencey 
My  earliest  blessine,  first  and  latest  joy; 
Return,  return,  and  save  thy  lost  Gustavus ! 

Crist,  No  more,  thou  trifler ! 

Aug,  O  farewell  for  ever ! 
^xeunt  Crittiem  aud  his  party.  Gustams 
4tnd  his  party  remain. 

Gust,  Then  she  is  gone — ^Arvida !  Anderson ! 
For  ever  gone — Amoldus,  friends,  where  are  ye? 
Help  here,  heave,  heave  this  mountain  from  me 

—O 

Heaven  keep  my  senses !— So— We  will  to 

battle; 
But  let  no  banners  vrave — ^Be  still,  thou  trump ! 
And  every  martial  sound  that  gives  the  war 
To  pomp  or  levity;  for  vengeance  now 
Is  dad  with  heavy  arms,  sedately  stem. 
Resolved,  but  silent  as  the  slaughtered  heaps 
Cer  which  my  soul  is  brooding. 

Am,  O  Gustavus ! 
Is  there  a  Swede  of  us^  whose  sword  and  soul 
Grapples  not  to  thee,  as  to  all  they  hold 
Of  earthly  estimation  ?  Said  I  more^ 
It  were  but  half  my  thought. 

And,  On  thee  we  gaze^^' 
<\s  one  unknown  till  this  important  hour. 
Pre-eminent  of  men ! 

Siv,  Accursed  be  he. 
Who,  in  thy  leading,  will  not  fight,  and  strive^ 
And  bleed,  and  gasp,  with  pleasure ! 

And,  We  are  thine ; 
All,  all,  both  tie  and  ours ;  whom  diou  this  day 
Flast  dearly  purchased. 

Am,  Hiough,  to  yield  us  up^ 
Had  scarce  been  less  than  virtue. 

Gust,  O  my  friends ! 
I  see,  'tis  not  for  man  to  boast  his  strength 
Before  the  trial  comes— This  very  hour. 
Had  I  a  thousand  parents,  all  seemed  light 
When  weighed  against  my  country;  and  but  now. 
One  mother  seeirod  of  weight  to  poise  the  world. 
Though  conscious  truth  and  reason  were  against 

her 
For^  O,  however  the  partial  pasrions  sway, 
High  Heaven  assigns  but  one  unbiassed  way; 
Direct  through  every  opposition  leads. 
Where  shelves  decune,  and  many  a  steep  im- 
pedes. 
Jlere  hold  we  on — though  thwarting  fiends  alarm, 
Here  hold  we  on — thongh  devious  Syrens  charm; 
In  Heaven's  disposing  power  events  unite. 
Nor  aught  can  happen  wrong  to  him  who  acts 
anghL 

[Exeunt, 
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8CENE  I.— 7^e  royal  tent. 


Enter  Cristina  and  Mariana. 

Crittina.  Hark  !  Mariana,  list ! — ^No — ^AU  is 

silent 
It  was  not  fancy  sure-niidst  thou  hear  aught  ? 
Mar,  Too  plain,  the  voice  of  terror  sei^  my 

ear. 
And  my  heart  sinks  within  me. 

Cristina.  O,  I  fear 
The  war  is  now  at  work — ^As  winds,  methougbt. 
Long  borne  through  hollow  vaults,  the  soundap- 

proached; 
One  sound,  yet  laden  with  a  thousand  notes 
Of  fearful  variation ;  then  it  swelled 
To  distant  shouts,  now  coming  on  the  gale ; 
Again,  borne  backward  with  a  parting  groan, 
All  sunk  to  horrid^stillness. 
Mar,  Look,  my  princess! 
Ah,  no!   withhold  thy  eyes!   the  phice  grows 

dark, 
A  sudden  cloud  of  sorrow  stains  the  day. 
And  throws  its  gloom  around. 

Enter  four  Slavetj  a$  bearing  the  bodies  of 
Augusta  and  Gustava  on  a  bier  covered, — 
Four  women^  in  chains,  foUow  weeping, 

Crittina.  Whence  are  ye,  say,  you  daughters  of 
affliction  ? 
Their  speech  is  in  their  tears — ^Avert,  ye  saints ! 
Avert  that  thought !  soft !  hold  ye  I  Fve  a  tear 
For  every  mourner — ^Ah  ! 

[Looks  under  the  covering. 

Mar,  What  mean  you,  madam  ? 

Cristina,  Reflection,  come  not  there !   See  it 
not,  eyes ! 
How  art  thou  spilt,  thou  blood  of  royalty ! 
Close  at  the  paleness  of  its  parent  breast 
The  babe  lies  slaughtered.  Tell  me,  who  did  this  ? 
No,  hold  ye !  Say  not  that  my  father  did  it; 
For  duty  then  turns  rebel — Cruel  father  I 
O,  that  some  villager,  whose  early  toil 
Lifts  the  penurious  morsel  to  hismouth, 
Had  claimed  my  birth !  Ambition  had  not  then 
Thus  stepped  'twixt  me  and  Heaven. 

Mar,  Go,  bear  it  hence 
Turn,  turn,  my  royal  mistress ! 

Cristina,  Ah,  Augusta ! 
Among  thy  foes  thou'rt  fallen,  thou'rt  fi^en  in 

virtue! 
Exalt  thyself,  O  Guilt !  for  here  the  pood 
Have  none  who  may  lament  them.   Sit  we  down; 
For  I  grow  weary  of  the  world ;  let  death 
Within  his  vaulted  durance,  dark  and  still, 
Receive  me  too;  and  where  the  afflicted  rest^ 
There  fold  me  in  for  ever. 

Enter  Laertes. 
Laer.  Aiige,  Cristina;  fly !  thou  royal  virgin ! 


This  mom  beheld  thee  mistress  of  the  north. 
Bright  heir  of  Scandinavia;  and  this  hour 
Has  left  thee  not,  throughout  thy  wide  dominioiBv 
Whereon  to  rest  thy  foot. 

Cristina,  Now,  praise  to  Heaven ! 
Say  but  my  father  lives ! 

Laer.  At  your  command 
I  went;  and,  from  a  neighbooring  sumaiit,  view* 

ed 
Where  either  host  stood  adverse,  sternly  wed|ed; 
Reflecting  on  each  other^s  gloomv  front, 
Fell  hate  and  fixed  defiance — When,  at  once, 
The  foe  moved  on,  attendant  on  the  steps 
Of  their  Gustavus — He,  with  mournful  pace 
Came  slow  and  silent ;  till  two  hapless  Danes 
Pricked  foi;^  and  on  his  helm  discharge  dieir 

fury: 
Then  rouzed  the  lion !  To  my  wondering  si^ 
His  stature  grew  twofold ;  liefore  his  eje 
All  force  seemed  withered,  and  his  homd  plone 
Shook  wild  dismay  around ;  as  Heaven's  dread 

bolt,  ' 

He  shot,  he  pierced  our  lemons;  in  his  strength 
His  shouting  squadron  gloned,  rushing  «i 
Whece'er  he  led  the  battle — ^full  five  times, 
Hemmed  by  our  mightier  host,  the  foe  seesaed 

lost. 
And  swallowed  from  my  sicht ;  ^re  times  agpin* 
Like  flame,  they  issued  to  &e  light — and  duicr. 
These  eyes  beheld  him,  they  beheld  Gustavus 
Unhorsed,  and  by  a  host  girt  singly  in ; 
And  thrice  he  broke  through  all. 
Cristina,  My  blood  runs  chilL 
Laer,  With  such  a  strenuous,  sodi  a  laboured 

conflict, 
Sure  never  field  was  fought !  until  Gustams 
Aloud  cried,  Victory !  and  on  his  spear 
High  reared  the  imperial  diadem  ot  Denmaik. 
Then  slacked  the  battle ;  then  recoiled  our  botf ; 
His  echoed.  Victory !  and  now  would  know 
No  bounds;  rout  followed,  and  the  face  of  ^bt— 
— She  heeds  me  not. 

Cristina,  O,  ill-starred  rovalty ! 
My  father  !  Cruel,  dear,  unhappy  father ! 
Summoned  so  sudden  !  fearful  thought ! 
Step  in,  sweet  mercy !  For  thy  time  wa»— ila  I 


Enter  Cristiern,  flying,  without  his  hchni,  in 
disorder,  his  sword  broke,  and  his  garmcntt 
bloody  ;  he  throws  away  his  sword,  and  j^n*^ 

Crist.  Give  us  new  arms  of  proof — freA  bona 
Quick ! 
A  watch  witliout  there^— set  a  standard  up 
To  guide  our    scattered    powers!    Haste,  my 

friends,  haste  1 
We  must  be  gone — O  for  some  coolivg 
To  slake  a  monarch's  thirst ! 

Laer.  A  post,  my  liege, 
A  second  post  from  Denmark  saj 
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Cryr.  AU^s  lost    '.    . 
Is  it  not  n?  Begmie !  Perdidon  cfaonk  thee — 
Oive  inea  mameiit's  solitude — Thought,  thought, 
Where  woakbt  thou  lead  ? 
Criitma,  He  sees  me  not<-^Alas.  alas*  my 
father!  ^ 

0,  what  a  war  diere  lives  within  his  eye ! 
Where  greatuesa  strugsles  to  survive  itself. 
I  trembte  to  approachmm ;  yet  I  fain 
Would  hfing  peace  to  him — Don't  you  know  me, 

sir? 
My  fitther,  kwk  upon  me !  look,  my  father ! 
Why  strains  your  lip,  and  why  that  doubtful  eye 
ThrvNigh  fury  melting  o*er  me  f  Turn,  ah,  turn ! 
I  cannot  bear  its  sofmess — How  ?  nay,  then. 
There  is  a  falling  dagger  in  that  tear, 
To  kiJJ  thy  child,  to  murder  thy  CristiQa. 
Crut,  llien  thouVt  Ciistina  ? 
Crittina,  Yea, 
Criti,  My  child ! 
CrUtina,  I  am. 

Cri$t.  Curse  me !  then  curse  me !  join  with 
heaven  and  earth 
And  bell,  to  curse ! 

Critiina.  Alas !  on  me,  my  father, 
Thy  cufMs  be  on  me;  but  on  thy  head 
Fail  blessings  fVom  that  heaven,  which  has  this  day 
Preaerred  thy  life  in  battle. 

Criit,  Wlme  have  I 
To  do  with  heavto  ?  Damnation  !  What  am  I  ? 
All  frail  and  transient  as  my  lapsed  dominions ! 
£*en  now  th«  solid  earth  prepares  to  slide 
From  ondemeath  me.    Nature's  power  cries  out, 
I^ave  him,  thou  universe !  No — hold  me,  heaven  ! 
Hold  me,  thoa  heaven !  whom  Fve  forsaken — 

hold 
Thv  creature,  though  accursed  ! 
Crisiituu  Patience  and  peace 
Possess  thy  miod !  Not  all  thy  pride  of  empire 
E*er  gave  such  blessed  sensation,  as  one  hour 

^)f  penitenccy  though  painful ^Let  us  hence — 

Par  from  the  blood  and  bustle  of  ambition. 
Be  it  my  task  to  watch  thy  rising  wish, 
To  smooth  thy  brow,  find  comfort  for  thy  caresy 
And  for  thy  will,  obedience ;  still  to  cheer 
The  day  with  smiles,  and  lay  the  nightly  down 
Beneath  thy  slumbers. 

CrUt.  O  thou  all  that's  left  me  ! 
£^n  in  the  riot,  in  the  rage  of  fight. 
Thy  guardian  virtues  watched  around  my  head. 
When  else  no  arm  could  aid — ^for  through  my 

My  cirdii^  troops,  the  fell  Gustavus  rushed ; 

*  Vengeance  1*  he  cried,  and  with  one  eager  hand 
Oripped  fast  my  diadem — his  other  arm 

Ui^  reared  the  deathful  steel-^suspended  yet ; 
For  in  his  eye,  and  throueh  his  varying  face, 

Coodicring  passions  fought he  looked he 

stood 
In  wiath  reloctant^Thenf  with  gentler  voice; 

*  Crisdoa,  tliou  hast  conquered !  Go,'  he  cried, 

*  I  vield  thee  to  her  virtues.' 

Vol.  L 


Enter  TaoLLio  and  Guards,  twords  dramn. 

TroU  Haste,  O  king  ! 
The  foe  has  hemmed  us  round ;  O  haste  to  save 
Thyself  and  us ! 

Cr'uL  Thy  sword. 

\Takct  a  gwordfrom  one  of  the  Guards. 

TroU,  What  means  my 

CrUt.  ViUain ! 
Well  thought,  by  Hell !  Ha  1  Yes^  thou  art  our 

minister. 
The  reverend  monitor  of  vice*: — the  soil, 
Baneful  and  rank  with  eveis  principle^ 
Whence  grow  the  crimes  of  kings.    First  perish 
thou !  [Stabs  him. 

Who  taught  the  throne  of  power  to  fix  on  fear^ 
And  raise  its  safety  from  tne  public  ruin ; 
Fall  thou  into  the  gulph  thyself  hast  fixed 
Between  the  prince  and  people ;  cuttii^  off 
Communion  from  the  ear  of  royalty. 
And  mercy  from  complaint-Hiway,  away ! 
Thy  death,  old  man,  be  on  thy  monarch's  head; 
On  thine,  the  blood  of  all  thy  countrymen. 
Who  fell  beneath  thy  counsels.  [Exeunt, 

TfiOLLio  attempts  to  rise,  and  then  speaks* 

TrolL  Thou  bloody  tyrant !   late,  too  late  I 
find, 
Nor  faith,  nor  gratitude,  nor  friendly  trust, 
No  force  of  obligations  can  subsist 
Between  the  guilty — O,  let  uone  aspire 
To  be  a  kinj^'s  convenience !  Has  he  virtues, 
Those  are  his  own ;  his  vices  are  his  minister's. 
Who  dares  to  step  'twixt  envy  and  the  throne. 
Alike  to  feel  the  caprice  of  his  prince. 
As  public  detestation.    Ha  f  I  am  going — 
But  whither  ?  No  one  near !  to  feel !  to  catch ! 
The  world  but  for  an  instant !  for  one  ray 
To  guide  my  soul !  Her  way  grows  wonderous 

dark, 
And  down !  down !  down !  [Dies. 

SCEN£  IL 

Enter  Gustavus,  Anderson,  AttNOLnus,  Si- 
yard,  4rc.  in  triumph.  Gustavus  advances^ 
and  the  rest  range  themselves  on  each  side  of 
the  stage. 

Gust.  That  we  have  conquered,  first  we  bend 

to  heaven! 
And,  And  next  to  thee ! 
AU.  To  thee,  to  thee,  Gustavus ! 
Gust,  No,  matchless  men !  my  brothers  of  the 
war! 
Be  it  my  greatest  gk>ry  to  have  mixed 

Sarms  with  yours^  and  to  have  fought  for  once 
e  to  8  Dalecarlian ;  like  to  you, 
The  sires  of  honour,  of  a  new-bom  fame. 
To  be  transmitted,  from  your  great  memorial. 
To  climes  unknown*  to  ^e  succeeding  age, 
Till  time  shall  veige  upon  eternity. 
And  patriots  be  no  more     ■  ■ 
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Am.  Behold,  my  lord, 
The  Danish  prisoners,  and  the  traitor  Peterson, 
Attend  their  fate. 

(hi9t.  Send  home  the  Danes  with  honour, 
And  let  them  better  learn,  from  our  cuimple, 
To  treat  whom  next  they  conquer  with  tiuoa- 
nity. 

And,  But  then  for  Peterson ! 

Gust.  His  crimes  are  great : 
A  single  death  were  a  reward  for  treason : 
Ixt  him  still  languish — ^Let  him  be  exiled  ! 
No  morfe  to  see  the  land  of  liberty. 
The  hills  of  Sweden,  nor  the  native  fields 
Of  known,  endeared  idea. 

And.  Royal  sir, 
This  is  to  pardon,  to  encourage  villains ; 
And  hourly  to  expose  that  sacred  life, 
"Where  all  our  safety  centres. 

Gust.  Fear  th^m  not. 
The  fence  of  virtue  is  a  chiefs  best  cantion ; 
And  the  firm  surety  of  my  peopk's  hearts 
Is  all  the  guard  that  e'er  shall  wait  GusffaTss. 
I  am  a  soklier  from  my  youth ;  yet  Anderson, 
These  wars,  where  man  must  wound,  himself  in 

man, 
Have  somewhat  shocking  in  them:    trust  me, 

friend, 
Except  in  such  a  cause,  as  this  day's  quarrel, 
I  would  not  shed  a  single  wretch's  blood 
For  the  world's  empire ! 

Am.  O  exalted  Sweden  t 
Blessed  people  f   Heaven !  whereb  have  we  «k- 

served 
A  man  like  this  to  rule  us ! 

Enter  Aavida  leading  in  Cristina.    He  rum 

to  GuSTAVtS. 

Gust.  My  Arvida ! 

Arv.  My  king !    O  hail !  Thus  let  roe  pay  my 
homage.  [Kneels. 

Gust.  Rise,  rise,  nor  shame  our  friendship. 
'  Arv.  Sec,  Gustavus !  Behold,  nor  longer  won- 
der at  my  frailty. 

Gust.  Be  faithful,  eyes !   Ha !   Yes !  it  must 
be  so. 
Tis  she ;  for  Heaven  would  dioose  no  other  form 
Wherein  to  treasure  every  mental  virtue ! 

Cristina.  Renowned  uustavus!   mightiest  »* 
mong  men ! 
If  such  a  wretch,  the  captive  of  thy -arms, 
Trembling  and  awed  in  thy  superior  presenoe^ 
May  find  the  grace  that  every  other  nnds. 
For  thou  art  said  to  be  of  wondrous  goockiess  J 
Then  hear,  and  O  excuse  a  foe's  presumpition. 
While  low,  thus  low,  you  see  a  suppliant  chiM^ 
Now  pleading  for  a  fi&ther,  for  a  dear, 
Much  loved — if  cruel,  yet  unhappy— father ! 
O,  let,  let  him  escape,  who  ne'er  can  wrong  thee 

more! 
If  he,  with  circling  nations,  oould  not  stand 
Against  thee  single ;  singly,  what  can  he, 
IVhen  thou  art  fenced  Tviu  iwtd«iBf 


Gust.  Ila !  tiiat  posture ! 

0  rise^-'Surpriscd,  my  eye  perceived  it  not 
Cnscina !  thou  all  formed  for  excellenob ! 
IVe  much  to  say,  but  that  my  tongue,  my  dioaiht!^ 
Are  troubled ;  warred  on  by  unusiusl  pasnoos^ 
'Twas  hence  thou  hadst  it  in  thy  power  is  tsk, 

Ere  I  could  ofier. Come,  my  triend,  aaist, 

Instruct  me  to  be  gnteful.    O  Cristioa ! 

1  fought  for  freedmn,  not  for  crowns,  thoo  Uv 

one! 
They  shall  sit  brighter  on  that  beauteous  head, 
Whose  eye  might  awe  the  mdharcfas  of  tfaeetidi, 
And  light  the  world  to  virtue ! My  Arrida! 

Arv.  O  great  and  gpod,  and  ^onoos  to  tk 
last! 
I  read  thy  sodl,  I  see  the  generous  conflict, 
And  come  lo  ^il^  not  trouble,  thy  repose. 
Could  ^ou  but  know  widi  what  an  eager  hsSte 
1  sprung  to  execute  thy  late  commands; 
To  shield  this  lovely  object  of  thy  caies, 
And  give  her  thus,  all  beauteous,  to  thy  crj^l 
For  I've  no  bliss  but  thine,  have  lost  the  forD 
Of  every  w4sh  that's  foreign  to  thy  happiness. 
But,  O,  my  king !  my  conqueror !  my  Gustams! 
It  grieves  me  much,  that  thon  nuist  ahoitl^  nKMns 
Rveu  on  the  day  in  which  thy  country^  freed. 
That  crowns  thy  arms  with  oonqoest  ud  CrisbBi. 

Gust.  Alas!  your  cheek  is  pale— ^^UeeA, 
my  brother ! 

AnK  I  do,  indeed — to  death ! 

Oust.  You  hav^  undone  roe ; 
Rash,  headstrong  man  i    O,  was  this  wH),  Ar> 
vida  ?  [  TVinit,^f«iit  km. 

Arv,  Pardon,  Gt^tavus !  mine's  the  comnoa 
lot, 
The  fate  of  thousands  fallen  fliis  day  m  hatde. 
I  had  resoK'ed  on  life,  to  see  yon  bliessed. 
To  see  my  king  and  his  Cristina  iiappy. 
Tom,  thou  belofvtd,  thou  Konourtd  nest  to  Hct- 

I'en! 
And  to  thy  arms  receive  a  poniteiit. 
Who  nevermare  shall  wrong  dse/t. 

Gust.  O,  Arvida ! 
Friend!  iriendt  [Turns aitif awftrafff lum. 

Arv.  Thy  heart  beats  c»rafbrt  to  me !  im^ 
breasL 
Let  thy  Arvida,  let  thy  friend  surviTe. 
O !  strip  his  once  lovod  image  of  its  fraikics, 
And  strip  it,  too,  of  emy  iimder  thmi^it, 

That  mv9  give  thoe  affliction ^Do,  Giatar«» ; 

It  is  sny  last  request ;  far  IIea««n  wad  ifaou 
Are  all  the  car^  and  business— of  ArridiL 

Gust.  Friend!  bradier!  speak He*sgQor, 

and  here  is  aH 
That's  left  of  him,  who  was  my  Iif«*s  best  lica- 

snre ! 
How  art  thou  fallen,  thon  greatly  vwlMnt  man! 
In  ruin  graceful,  like  the  warrior  »c«r. 
Though  shivered  in  the  dust ! — So  MIOiBlanB! 
But  thou  art  sped,  hast  rendied  the  godi  before 

me; 
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And  one  light  lapse,  thiooghoat  thy  course  of 

firtue, 
Shews  only  thou  wert  man,  ordaiqed  to  strive, 
But  not  attain,  perfection.—^ 
Dost  thou,  Ujo,  weep?  transcendent,  loveliest 

nuid! 
Ptrdon  a  heart,  o'erchareed  with  grief, 
That  in  thy  presence  wiu  not  be  eiple'd, 
llKNigh  eveiy  joy  dwells  round  thee. 

Crii/iao.  0  Gnstavjos ! 
A  bosom,  pore  like  thine,  must  soon  regain 
The  heart-felt  happiness  that  dwells  witli  virtyc ; 
And  Heaven,  on  all  exterior  circumstance. 
Shah  pour  the  balm  of  peace,  shall  pay  thee 

back 
The  Uias  of  nations,  breathing  on  thy  liead 
The  sweets  that  live  within  the  prayers  of  foes^ 

Subdoed  onto  thy  n^erits. Faro,  farewell ! 

Gust.  Thou  Shalt  not  part,  Cristina. 

CrittintL  O ! — I  must 

Out.  No,  thou  art  all  tliat's  left  to  sweeten 
life. 
And  reoonole  the  wearied  to  die  world. 

Cristina,  It  will  not  be — ^I  dare  not  hear r 

Qiat,  You  must. 
I  am  dif  suppliant  in  my  turn — ^but,  O ! 
My  snitis  more,  much  more,  than  life  or  empire. 
Thu  man  can  merit,  or  worlds  give  without  thee ! 
CrUtiMa,  Now,  aid  me,  aid  me,  all  ye  chaster 
powers, 
That  guard  a  woman's  weakness !  Tis  resolved ; 
Thy  own  example  charms  thy  suit  to  silence. 
Nor  think  alone  to  bear  the  palm  of  virtue. 
Thou,  who  hast  taught  the  world,  when  duty  calls, 
To  throw  the  bar  of  every  wish  behind  them. 
Exalted  in  that  thought,  like  thee  I  rise, 
^Vhjle  every  lessening  passion  sinks  beneath  me. 
Adieu,  adieo,  most  honoured,  first  of  men  ! 
1  gn,  I  part,  I  fly,  but  to  deserve  thee. 
(hat.  Yet  stay — a  moment — till  my  fluttering 
heart 
Pour  forth  in  love,  in  wonder  pour  before  thee. 
Thou  cruel  excellence — ^Wouldst  thou,  too^  leave 

roe? 
Not  if  the  heart,  the  arms,  of  thy  Gustavus 
llave  force  to  hold  thee ! 


CrUtina.  O  delightful  notes ! 
That  I  do  love  thee,  ves,  'tis  true,  my  lord ; 
The  bond  of  virtue,  uiendship's  sacred  tie. 
The  lover's  pains,  and  all  the  sister's  fondness^ 
Mine  lias  the  flame  of  every  love'within  it. 
But  I  have  a  father,  guilty  if  he  be. 
Yet  is  he  old ;  if  cruel,  yet  a  fathef . 
Abandoned  now  by  evciy  supple  wretch, 
That  fed  his  years  with  flattery — I  am  all 
That's  left  to  calm,  to  soothe  his  troubled  soul 
To  penitence,  to  virtue ;  and,  perhaps, 
Restore  the  ^tter  empire  o'er  his  mind, 
Ti\ie  seat  of  all  dominion.    Yet,  Gustavus, 
Yet  there  are  mightier  rcasons--0,  farewell ! 
Had  I  ne*er  loved,  I  might  havp  stayed  witli  ho- 
nour. [Exit, 

GysTAVUs  lookt  after  Cristina,  then  turmand 
looks  on  Arvioa. — Anderson,  Arnoldus, 
4*0.  advance. 

And,  Behold,  my  lord,  behold  the  sons  of  war. 
Of  triumph,  tucn  to  tears ;  while,  from  that  eye, 
All  Sweden  takes  her  fate — and  smiles  around^ 
Or  weeps,  with  her  Gustavus ! 

Am.  wilt  thou  not  cheer  them  ?  say,  thou  great 
deliverer ! 

Sis.  O  general ! 

1st  BaU.  King ! 

fid  Dale.  Brother ! 

SdDale.  Father!' 

AU.  Friend ! 

Gust.  Come,  come,  my  brothers  all !  Yes,  I 
will  strive 
To  be  the  sum  of  every  dtle  to  ye. 
And  you  shall  be  my  sire,  my  friend  revived, 
My  sifter,  mother,  all  that's  kind  and  dear. 
For  so  Gustavus  holds  ye        O.  I  will 
Of  private  passions  i^l  my  soul  aivest. 
And  take  my  dearer  countrr  to  my  breast ; 
To  public  good  transfer  each  fond  desire,. 
Ana  clasp  my  Sweden  with  a  lover^s  fire. 
Well  pleased,  die  weight  of  all  her  burdens  bear ; 
Dispense  all  pleasure,  but  engross  all  care. 
Still  quick  to  find,  tq  feel  my  people's  woes, 
And  wake,  that  millions  may  enjoy  repoee. 

[Exeunt  Ofunc^ 


MAHOMET, 

THE 

I 

IMPOSTOR. 

BY 

JUILLEK 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 

Mahouet. 

MiRVAN,  hi»  gtntrid. 

Ali,  ^ 

Hercides,  ^  qffken  to  Mahomet. 

Zapuna,  a  captive,  brought  up  under  Mahomet. 


MEN. 


Alcanor,  chief  of  the  senate  rf  Mecca. 
Pharon,  hu friend, 

WOMEN. 

Palm  I R  Ay  o  captitCy  brought  up  under  Mohamet. 


Bcenci — Mecca. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. — an  apartment  in  the  temple  of  Mecca, 

Enter  Alcakor  and  Pharon. 

Ale.  Ph  iRON,  no  more — sliall  I 
Fall  prostrate  to  an  arrogant  impostory 
Homage  in  Mecca  one  I  banished  thence, 
And  incense  the  delusions  of  a  rebel ! 
No— blast  Alcanor,  righteous  Heaven !  if  e'er 
This  handy  yet  free  and  unoontaminate, 
Shall  league  with  fraud,  or  adulate  a  ^rant. 

Fha,  August  and  saqred  chief  of  lahmael's 
senate, 
This  zeal  of  thine,  paternal  as  it  is, 
Is  fatal  now— our  unpotent  resistance 
Controls  not  Mahomet's  unbounded  progress, 
But,  without  weakening,  irritates  the  tyrant 
When  once  a  citizen  you  well  condemned  him 


As  an  obscure,  sediuous  innorator ; 
But  now  he  is  a  conqueror,  prince,  and  paiiti£ 
Whilst  nations  numberless  embrace  his  wirf) 
And  pay  him  adoration— even  in  Mecca 
He  boasts  his  proselytes. 

AU,  Such  proselytes 
Are  worthy  of  him*»-low  untutored  repciks^ 
In  whom  sense  only  lives-— inoft  crediuoiis  stifl 
Of  what  is  most  incredible. 

Fha.  Be  such 
Disdained,  my  lord ;  but  omy  not  the  pest  qicesd 

upwards^ 
And  seize  the  head— S«r»  is  the  senate  smmd  ? 
I  fear  some  members  of  that  reverend  dass 
Are  marked  with  tfaf  contagion,  who^  from  vW«i 
Of  higher  power  and  rank. 
Worship  this  rising  san,  and  gjye  a 
To  his  uvasipns. 
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jUc.  U,  j9  Fowen  divine ! 
Ye  mui  me  Hioveineots  of  this  nedier  world, 
And  brii^  tbem  to  aocoimly  cnisby  crush  those 

TipcrSy 
Wboi  sogied  oat  by  a  commttnity 
To  goifd  their  rightt^  shall,  for  a  grasp  of  ore, 
Or  jptltry  office,  sell  them  to  the  & ! 

Pka,  £scfa  houest  citizen,  I  grant,  is  thine, 
And,  nsteful  for  thy  boundless  blessmgs  on  them, 
Would  aenre  diee   with  their  lives;  but  the 

approach 
Of  diis  osorper  to  their  very  walls 
Suikes  diera  with  such  a  dread,  that  even  these 
implore  thee  to  accept  his  proffered  peace. . 

AU.  Oh,  people  lost  to  wisdom  as  to  glory ! 
Go,  bring  in  pomp,  and  serve  upon  your  knees 
Thii  ido^  that  wiu  crush  you  with  its  weight 
Mui,  I  abjure  him  :•  by  his  savage  hand 
Mj  wife  and  children  perished,  whilst  in  venge- 
ance 
I  ctfried  carnage  to  his  very  tent, 
Trsnsfiied  to  earth  bis  only  son,  and  wore 
liU  trappings  as  a  trophy  of  my  conquest 
This  tordi  of  enmity,  thus  lighted  'twixt  us, 
Hie  iimd  of  time  itself  can  ne'er  extinguisht 

Pka,  Extinguish  not,  but  smother  tor  a  while 
Its  fatal  flame,  and  greatly  sacrifice 
Thy  private  sufferings  to  the  public  welfare. 
Oh  say,  Alcanor,  wert  thou  to  behold 
(As  soon  thou  maVst)  this  famed  metropolis 
With  foes  begirt,  oehold  its  pining  tenants 
Pr^v  on  each  other  for  the  means  of  life, 
Whjist  lakes  of  blood  and  mountains  of  the  slain 
Putrify  the  air. 
And  sweep  off  thousands  with  their  poisonous 

steams. 
Would  thy  slain  children  be  avenged  by  this  ? 

Ale.  No^  Pharon,  no;  I  live  not  for  myself: 
Mjr  wife  and  children  lost,  niy  country's  now 
My  family. 
PAa.  Then  let  not  that  be  lost 
Ak,  ^Th  lost  by  cowardice. 
Pka.  By  rashness  often. 
Ak,  Pharon,  desist 
PAa.  My  noble  lord,  I  cannot. 
Must  not,  deast,  will  not,  since  ^ou*re  possessed 
(X  means  to  bring  this  insolent  mvader 
To  any  tenns  you'll  claim. 
Ak.  Whmt  means? 
Pka.  Pabnira. 
That  bloooalng  fair,  die  flower  of  all  his  camp, 
By  thee  borne  off  in  our  last  skirmish  with  him, 
Veins  the  divine  ambassadress  of  peace, 
>eDt  to  urwaire  our  safety.    Mahomet 
Has  by  his  bcsvJds  thrice  proposed  her  ransom, 
And  tiade  us  fix  theprioe. 
Ak.  I  know  it,  Pnaron : 
Aod  wouJdst  thou  then  restore  this  noble  treasure 
To  that  barbarian?  Wooldst  thou,  for  the  frauds, 
The  deatbs^  the  devastations^  he  brings  on  U8^ 
^rich  his  mffian  hands  with  such  a  fjero. 
And  render  beaoty  the  reward  of  rapine  ?<^ 


Nay,  smile  not,  friend,  nor  think  that  at  theseyearsy ' 
Well  travelled  in  the  winter  of  my  days, 
I  entertain  a  thought  towards  this  young  beauty, 
But  what^s  as  pure  as  is  the  western  gale, 
That  breathes  upon  the  uncropt  violet->— > 

Pha.  My  lord 

Ak,  This  heart,  by  age  and  grief  congealed, 
Is  no  more  sensible  to  love*s  endearments 
Than  are  our  barren  rocks  to  mom's  sweet  dew, 
That  balmv  trickles  down  their  rugged  cheeks. 

PAo.  My  noble  chief,  each  mastep-piece  of 
nature 
Commands  involuntary  homage  from  us.   .     . 

Ak.  I  owii,  a  tenderness  unfelt  before, 
A  sympathetic  grief,  with  ardent  wishes 
To  roaJce  her  happy,  fill  my  widowed  bosom : 
I  dread  her  beiii^  in  that  monster's  power, 
And  bum  to  bave  her  hate  him  like  myself. 
TTwas  on  this  hour  [,  at  her  modest  smt. 
Promised  her  audience  in  my  own  pavilion. 
Pharon,  go  thou,  meanwhile,  and  see  the  senate 
Assembled  straight— I'll  sound  them  as  I  ought. 

[Exeunt  Mtoo'alfy, 

SCENE  n. — changes  to  a  room  qfitate. 

Enter  Palmira. 

,  FaL  What  means  this  boding   terror,    that 

usurps, 
In  spite  of  me,  dominion  o'er  my  heart,    - 
Converting  the  sweet  6ower  of  new-blown  hope 
To  deadly  nightshade,  poisoning  to  my  soul 
The  fountain  of  its  bliss  ? — Oh  holy  prophet ! 
Shall  I  ne'er  more  attend  thy  sacred  lessons  ? 
Oh  Zaphna !  much-loved  youth !  I  feci  for  thcc 
As  for  myself — But  hold  f  my  final  audit 
Is  now  at  hand — I  tremble  for  the  event ! 
Here  comes  my  judge — ^now  liberty  or  bondage ! 

Enter  Alcanor. 

AU.  Palmira,  whence  those  tears?  trust  me, 
fair  maid ! 
Thou  art  not  fallen  into  barbarians'  hands; 
What  Mecca  can  afford  of  pomp  or  pleasure, 
To  call  attention  from  misrortune's  lap. 
Demand  and  share  it 

Pal.  No,  my  generous  rictor ! 
My  suit's  for  nothing  Mecca  can  afford ; 
Prisoner  these  two  long  months  beneadi  your 

roof, 
I  have  tasted  such  benignly  and  candour. 
Whilst  your  own  hands  so  laboured  to  beguile 
The  anxious  moments  of  captivity. 
That  oft  I  have  called  my  tears  ingratitude. 

Ak.  If  ought  remains,  that's  in  my  power,  to 
smooUi  , 

The  rigour  of  your  fate,  and  crown  your  wishes, 
Why,  Wuld  fiU 

The  fiirrows  in  my  cheeks,  and  make  old  age 
Put  on  its  summer^s  garb. 

PaL  Thus  low  I  bless  thee.  [KnttUng. 

It  is  on  vou,  on  you  alone,  Alcanor, 
My  whole  of  future  happiness  depends : 
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Hsrepity  then; 

pity,  Alouior,  one,  vlio  it  torn  from  all 
Thws  dear  or  Tcneniblc  to  her  soul ; 
Restore  me,  then,  reitore  me  to  m?  coontrfy 
Restore  me  to  my  fatiier,  prince,  and  prophet ! 

Ak.  Is  slavery  dear  then  i  n  fraud  venerable  ? 
What  oouotry  ?  a  tomuitooiit  wandering  camp ! 

Pal,  My  ooontiy,  sir,  is  noC  a  nnp^le  spot 
Of  Mich  a  moold,  or  fixed  to  nch  a  chme; 
No,  'tis  the  social  circle  of  my  friends, 
The  loved  commnnity,  in  wluch  I'm  linked. 
And  in  whose  welfare  all  nay  wishes  centre. 

Aic   Kinriient  nnid!    Then  Bfcoca  be  thy 
oonntry. 
Robbed  of  my  children,  would  Palnura  deign 
To  let  me  call  her  child,  the  toil  I  took 
To  make  her  destiny  propitious  to  her^ 
Would  lig^icen  the  roogh  boithen  of  my  own: 
But  no ;  you  soora  rov  country  and  my  laws. 

PaL  Can  I  be  jonrtf  when  not  my  own  f  Your 


Claim  and  share  my  fcratitod^—bot  Bfahomet 
Claimf  right  o*er  me  of  parent,  prince,  and  pro- 
phet. 
Ate,  Of  parent,  prince,  and  prophet !  Heav'ns ! 
that  robber, 
Who,  a  scaped  felon,  emulates  « throne. 
And,  scofTcr  at  all  faiths,  proclaims  a  new  one ! 
PaL  Oh,  cease,  my  lord!  this  blasphemous 
abuse 
Of  one,  whom  ipiUioos  with  mvself  adore, 
Does  violence  to  my  ear;  such  black  profane- 


'Gaanst  iieaven's  interpreter  blots  out  remem- 

hrance 
Of  favours  past,  and  nought  succeeds  but  horror. 

Ale,  Oh  superstition  1  thy  pernicious  rigpur% 
Inflexible  to  rfsason,  truth,  and  nature. 
Banish  humanity  the  gentlest  breasts. 
Palmira,  I  lament  to  s^  thee  plunged 
So  deep  in  error-T* 

PaL  Do  yon  then  reject 
My  just  petition?  can  Akanor^s  goodness 
Be  deaf  to  fullering  virtue  f 
Name  but  the  ransom. 
And  Mahomet  will  treble  what  you  ask. 

Ale,  There  is  no  n^nsom  Mahomet  can  offer. 
Proportioned  to  the  prize.    Trust  me,  Palmtm, 
I  cannot  yield  thee  up.    What !  to  a  tyrant. 
Who  wrongs  thy  youth,  and  mocks  thy  tender 

heart 
With  vile  illusions  and  fanatic  terrors ! — 

Emter  Phabov. 

What  wouldst  thou,  Pharon  ? 

Pka.  From  yon  western  gate, 
Which  opens  on  Moradia's  fertile  plams, 
Mahomet's  general,  Mtrran,  hastes  to  gre«t  thee. 

Ale,  Mirvan,  that  vile  apostate ! 

Pka,  In  one  hand 
He  holds  a  scimitar,  the  other  bear^ 
Aq  olive  branch,  which  to  our  chiefs  he  wav^ 


An  emblem  of  his  suit— #  VMftinl  jouth, 
Zaphna  by  name,  attends  him  for  our  boitaee, 

PaL  apart.]  Zaphna!  myslerioat  henvcn ! 

Pka.  Min-an  advances 
This  way,  my  lord,  to  render  yon  hisdMn)ge. 

Ale.  Mirvan  advnncae !  how  dare  the  traitor 
see  me? 


thou  retire— -Pharony 


be  present. 

[Mnt.  PmL 


Enter  MiaviK. 

After  six  years  of  infamoot  rebelfioo 
Aipunst  thy  native  oonntrf,  dost  thoi^  Ifirvmn, 
Again  profane  with  thy  detested  prescnoe 
lliese  sacred  walls,  which  once  thy  hands  de- 
fended, 
But  thy  had  heart  has  vilely  sinee  betinvcd  ? 
Thou  poor  deserter  of  thy  country's  fpa% 
Thou  base  invader  of  thy  oountrf*  nsht% 
What  wouldst  thou  have  with  me  i 

Mir,  1  pardon  thee 
Out  of  compassion  to  thy  age  and  mflerings. 
And  high  fegwd  for  thy  experiencnd  vnkioi;, 
Ileaveas  great  apostle  dfers  thee  in  friendsliip 
A  hand  could  crash  thpt,  and  I 


To  name  the  terms  of  pence  he  deigns  to  tender. 

Ale.  He  deigw  to  tender !  insolent  iBpoi>tor ! 
Dost  thou  not,  Mirran,  blush 
To  serve  this  wretch — this  bnae  of  aonl  ns  birtl.  ? 

Mir.  Mahomet's  grandeuf's  in  himatlf;  be 
shines  not 
With  borrowed  lustre. 

Plunged  in  the  night  of  prejudice,  and  iMinnd 
In  fetters  of  hereditary  faidi. 
My  judgment  slept ;  but  when  I  fiMmd  him  bom 
To  mould  anew  tne  prostrate  umverse, 
I  started  from  my  dream,  joined  his  career. 
And  shaf'd  his  arduous  aiMl  inunortal  labours^ 
Once,  I  ro^st  own,  I  was  as  blind  as  thon : 
Then  wake  to  (Sbrv^  and  be  changed  like  me. 

Ale.  What  (Math  to  honour,  wakening  to  sucl^ 
glonr! 

Pha:  Oh,  whnt  a  fall  from  virtus  was  that 
change! 

JlfiV.  Come,  embrace  our  faith,  reign  witb 
Mahomet, 
And,  clothed  i|i  terrors^  nmke  the  v«l|^  trnnble. 

AU,  Ti^  Mahomet,  and  tyranu  like  to  Ma- 
homet, 
Tis  Mirvan,  and  apostates  liki^  to  Mirvan, 
I  onl;f  would  make  tremble— Is  it,  aayst  diou. 
Religion,  that's  the  parent  of  this  rapine. 
This  virulenea  i^nd  ra^  f — fio ;  trae  religion 
Is  always  mild,  prcypitmns  and  humane, 
Plays  not  the  tyrant,  plants  no  faidi  in  blood. 
Nor  bears  destruction  on  her  chariot-wheels ; 
But  stoops  to  polish,  succour,  and  radresa, 
And  builds  he^  grandeur  on  the  public  good. 

Jftr.  Thou  ait  turned  Christmn,  aare  I  some 
straggling  monk 
Has  tauglbt  itliee  these  tai^  lesson^-^ 
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il/^  IftbeChmtians 
Hold  principies  like  these,  which  re'aaon  dictates, 
Which  a/1  oar  notions  of  the  powers  divine 
Deciare  the  social  laws  they  meant  for  man, 
And  all  the  beauties  and  delights  of  nature 
Hear  witness  to,  the  Christians  ma^  be  right ; 
Thy  sect  cannot,    who,  nursed  m  blood  and 

slaoghfcer, 
Worship  a  cruel  and  revengeful  bein^ 
And  draw  bim  always  with  his  thunder  round  him, 
As  ripe  for  the  destruction  of  mankind. 

3fir.  If  clemency  delights  thee,  learn  it  here. 
7V)U|»h  banished,  by  thy  voice,  his  native  city, 
Though,  by  thy  hanil,  robbed  of  his  only  son, 
Mahomet  pardons  thee ;  nay,  farther,  begs 
The  hatred  burning  'twiit  you  be  extinguished, 
With  reoonciltatifin's  generous  tear. 
Aic,  I  know  thy  master's  arts;  his  generous 

...       '««"» 

Like  the  refreshing  drops,  that  previous  fall 

To  the  wild  outrage  of  overwhelming  eardiquakes, 

Only  AMtnu  destruction; 

(^"ouragc  lie  has,  not  bravery ; 

F(ir  blood  and  havock  are  the  sure  attendants 

On  (tts  victorioos  car. 

^Ao.  Leagues  he  will  moke  too' 

Ak,  like  other  grasping  tyrants,  till  he  eyes 

A  lucky  juncture  to  enlarge  his  bounds ; 

Ihen  beil  dende  them,  leap  o'er  every  tie 

'^W*  sacred  guarantee,  or  sworn  protection  3 

And  when  the  oppressed  ally  implores  assistance, 

Itcneath  that  mask  invade  the  wished-for  realms, 

And  from  pure  friendship  take  them  to  himself. 

^f**.  Mahomet  fights  Heaven's  battles,  bends 

the  bow, 

Tr>  spread  Ifenren's  laws,  and  to  subject  to  faidi 

Tlic  iron  neck  of  error. 

Afr.  Lost  and  ainbition,  Mirvan,  are  the  springs 

^all  his  actions;  whilst,  without  one  virtue, 

|>:»iinalation,  like  a  flattering  painter, 

'^decks  hint  with  the  colouring  of  them  ail : 

Tbis  is  thy  master's  portrait — But  no  more 

^J  coul'a  inezormbks  and  my  bate 

I'umortal  as  the  cause  from  whence  it  sprang. 


Afir.  Whatcaus*^*— 

Ate,  The  difference  between  good  and  evil. 

Mir,  Thou  talkest  to  rfie,  Alcanor,  with  an  air 
Of  a  stem  judge,  that,  from  his  dread  tribunal, 
Intimidates  the  criminal  beneath  him : 
Resume  thy  temper,  act  the  minister, 
And  treat  with  me  as  with  the  ambassador 
Of  Heaven's  apostle  and  Arabia's  king. 

AU.  Arabia s  king!  what  king?  who  crowned 
him? 

Jfcfir.  Conquest ^ 

Whilst,  to  the  style  of  conqueror,  and  of  nun 

narch. 
Patron  of  peace  he'd  add— Name  then  the  price 
Of  peace  and  of  Palmira — ^Boundlqss  treasures, 
The  spoils  of  vanquished  monarchs,  and  the  stores 
Of  rined  provinces,  are  thrown  before  thee. 
Our  troops,  with  matchless  ardour,  hasten  hither 
To  lay  in  ruin  this  rebellious  city; 
Stem  then  the  rushing  torrent :  Mahomet 
In  person  comes  to  claim  a  conference  with  tfaei^ 
For  this  good  purpose. 

Ale.  Who?  Mahomet? 

Mir.  Yes,  he  conjures  thoult  grant  it 

Ale.  Traitor  I  were  I  sole  ruler  here  in  Meoo^ 
Fd  answer  thee  with  chastisement*— 

Jlfi'r.  Hot  man ! 
I  pity  thy  false  virtue-^But  farewell--*^ 
And,  since  the  senate  share  thy  power  in  Mecca,' 
To  their  serener  wisdoms  FU  appeal. 

[Rrif  Mirvan, 

Ale.  Ill  meet  thee  there,  and  see  whose  voioff 
is  victor. 
Come,  Pharon,  aid  me  to  repulse  this  traitor ; 
To  bear  him  with  impunity  amongst  us 
Is  treason  'gainst  ourselves— *— Ye  sacred  powers, 
My  country's  gods,  that,  for  three  thousand  years. 
Have  reigned  protectors  of  Che  tribe  of  Ishraael, 
Oh !  support  my  spirit 
In  tlmt  firm  purpose  it  has  alwriys  held  ! 
To  combat  violence,  fraud,-  tnd  nsurpatioUt 
To  pluck  the  spoil  from  the  oppressors'  jaws. 
And  keep  my  country,  as  I  found  it,  free ! 

[Exeuntr 


ACT    III. 


SCEXB  I. — PAiiiraA*9  apttrtment. 


Enter  Palmira. 

Pd/.  Ce4Se,  cease,  ye  streaming  instruments 

of  woe, 
rr.wn  Tour  ignoble  toi! — Take  warmth,  ray  heart ! 
^  'filect  thy  scattered  powers,  and  brave  misfdr- 

tone. 
h>  rain  the  sCorni-tossed  mariner  reptnes ; 
^'  frv  he  within  to  raise  as  great  a  tempest 
^^  beatii  liim  from  without,  it  would  not  smooth 
^  hrnsterons  am^:  impatience  only  throws 
'|»KTedit  on  miaclumce^  and  adds  a  soame 
\\j  our  afflictioo. 


Enter  Zaphna. 

Ha !  all-gracloos  Heaven  ! 

Thoci,  Zaphna !  is  it  thou  ?  what  pitying  angel 

Guided  thy  steps  to  these  abodes  ot  bondage  ? 

Zaph.  Inon  sovereign  of  my  soul,  and  all  it# 
powers, 
Object  of  every  fear,  and  every  wish. 
Friend,  sister,  love,  companion,  all  that^s  dear  ! 
Do  I  once  more  behold  thee,  niy  Palmira  ? 
Oh,  I  will  set  it  down  the  whitest  hour, 
That  Zaphna  e^er  was  blessed  with  ! 

Pal.  Say,  ray  hero 
Are  my  ills  ended  then?  Hiey  are,  they  are : 
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Now  Zaphna's  here  1  am  no  mord  a  csftaifCf 
Eicept  to  him :  oh,  blest  captivity ! 

Zaph.  Those  smiles  are  dearer  to  my  raptured 
breast, 
Sweeter  those  accents  to  my  listening  heart, 
Than  all  Arabia's  spices  to  the  sense. 

Pal.  No  wonder,  that  my  soul  was  so  elate. 
No  wonder,  that  the  cload  of  grief  gave  wav, 
When  tliou,  my  sun  of  comfort,  wert  so  nigh, 

Zaphi  Since  tliat  dire  faour^  when  on  Sabaria's 
strand 
The  barbarous  foe  deprived  ine  of  Palmira, 
In  what  a  gulph  of  horror  and  despair 
Have  thy  imagined  perils  plnnged  my  soul ! 
Stretched  on  spiring  corses  for  a  while 
To  the  deaf  stream- 1  poured  out  my  complaint, 
And  begged  I  might  be  numbered  with  the  dead. 
That  strewed  its  banks then  starting  from 


With  rage  I  flew  to  Mahomet  for  vengeance ; 
He,  for  some  high  mysterious  purpose,  known 
To  heaven  and  him  alone,  at  lengtli  dispatched 
The  valiant  Mirvan  to  demand  a  truce : 
Instant  oh  wings  of  lightning  I  pursued  him, 
And  entered  as  his  hostage — ^fixed,  Palmira, 
Or  to  redeem,  or  die  a  captive  with  thee. 

PaL  Heroic  youth ! 

Zaph.  But  how  have  these  barbarians 
Treated  my  fair  ? 

PaL  With  high  humanity. 
I,  in  iny  victor,  found  a  friend — Alcanor 
lias  made  me  feel  captivity  in  nothing 
But  absence  from  my  Zapnna  and  my  friends.— 

Zaph,  I  grieve  a  soul  so  gerterousisourfoe: 
But  now,  presented  as  an  hostage  to  him. 
His  noble  bearing  and  bumaiiitv 
Made  captive  of  my  heart;  I  felt,  methought, 
A  new  affection  lighted  in  my  breast^ 
And  wondered,  whence  the  infant  ardour  sprang. 

PaL  Yet  generous  as  he  is,  not  all  my  prayers, 
Not  all  the  tears  I  lavish  at  his  feet, 
Can  move  him  to  restore  mo 

Zaoh,  But  he  shall 

Let  tne  barbarian  know  he  shall,  Palmira ; 
The  god  of  Mahomet,  our  divine  protector, 
Whose  still  triumphant  standard  I  have  borne 
O'er  piles  of  vanquished  infidels — that  power. 
Which  brought  unnumbered  battlements  to  eairth, 
Will  humble  Mecca  too. 

Enter  Mirvak. 

Well,  noble  Mirvan, 

Do  my  Palmira's  chains  sit  loose  upon  her? 

Say,  is  it  freedom  ?  This  presumptuous  senate — 

Mir.  Has  granted  all  we  asked,  all  we  could 
wisli — 
The  truce  obtained,  the  gates  to  Mahomet 
Rew  open 

Zaph,  Mahomet  in  Mecca  sa/st  thou  ? 
Once  more  in  Mecca! 

PaL  Transport !  bid  him  welcome. 


Zaph,  Thy  sufferings  tkenf  ate  o'er,  the  efabb 
past, 
And  a  full  tide  of  hope  flows  in  upon  us ! 
Jlfir.  The  spirit  or  our  prophet,  that  inspired 
me. 
Breathed  such  divine  persua^on  from  my  lipB» 
As  shook  the  reverend  fathers — *  Sirs,'  cried  t 
'  This  favourite  of  high  Heaven,  who  rules  ia 
battle, 

*  Before  whose  footstool  tributary  kings 

'  Bow  the  anointed  head,  born  here  in  Mcocif 
'  Asks  but  to  be  enrolled  a  senator, 

*  And  you  refuse  his  prayer.    Deluded  sages! 

*  Although  your  conqueror,  he  requests  no  woe 

*  Than  one  da^r's  truce,  pure  pi^  to  yoarsclTts ! 
'To  save  you  if  he  can;  and  you — Oh  shaiaer— 
At  this  a  general  murmur  spread  around. 
Which  seemed  propitious  to  us 

Zaph.  Greatly  carried ! 
Go  on— — 

Mir.  Then  straight  the  inflexible  Alcanor 
Flew  through  the  streets,  assembling  all  the  peo- 
ple 
To  bar  our  prophet    Thither  too  I  fled. 
Urged  the  same  arguments,  cihorted,  threalcD^ 
Till  thev  unhinged  the  gates,  and  gave  free  passive 
To  Mahomet  and  his  chief»— In  vain  Alcanor, 
And  his  disheartened  party,  aitro\e  to  oppose  hrei; 
Serene  and  (launtless,  through  the  ganag  cnm^ 
With  more  than  human  majesty  he  moved. 
Bearing  the  peaceful  olive,  whilst  the  truce 
Was  instantly  proclaimed—— 

PaL  But  where*s  the  prophet  ? 

Mir,  Reclined  in  yonder  grot,  that  joias  the 
temple. 
Attended  by  his  ehiefs. 

Zaph.  There  let  us  haste 
With  duteous  step,  and  bow  ouiselves  Must 
him.  [£mnU. 

SCENE  ll.'-^hanget  to  a  tpaciouM  groito. 

Mahomet  diica9eredfwitk  the  mlcormn  hefbrehm. 

Mah.  Glorious  hypocrisy !  Wliat  fooU  are  thej. 
Who,  fraught  with  lustful  or  ambitious  views. 
Wear  not  thy  spacious  mask — Thou,  Alcona  ! 
Hast  won  mure  battles,  ta'en  more  cities  far  me. 
Than  thrice  my  feeble  numbers  had  aicfaierad. 
Without  tlie  succour  of  thy  sacrM  impube. 

Enter  Hercidcs,  Ammon,  amd  Au« 

Invincible  supporters  of  our  grandeur  I 

My  faithful/chiefs,  Ucrddes,  Ammoo,  AH ! 

Go^  and  instruct  this  people  in  my 

That  faith  may  dawn,  and,  like  a' 

Be  herald  to  my  rising : 

Lead  them  to  know  and  to  adore  n^  kmI  ; 

But  above  all,  to  fear  him — ^Lo,  PannaiA ! 

[JSreaiU  Hew^ida.  4«. 
Her  an^sel-faoa,  with  unfeigned  blushes 
Proclaims  the  purity,  that  dwdU 
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Enitr  MiETAir,  Zatmv jl,  and  Palicira^ 

[To  Paimiru.]  Tbe  hand  of  war  wti6  ne'er  before 

'    so  txuwous, 
Never  bore  /rom-nie  half  »  ridi  a  spoil 
A>  tbee,  my  fair. 

PaL  Joj  to  my  beavenly  guardian ! 
Jot  to  the  worid,  that'Malioniet's  in  Mecca  1 
Mak.  My  chiid,  let  ine  embrace  tbee — Eottr's 
this,  Zaphna ! 
TlioQbere! 
Zapk  [kneeling,']  My  father,  chief^  and  holy 
pontiff! 
The  goo,  that  thou*rt  inspired  by,  marabed  before 

me. 
Ready  for  thee  to  wade  through  seas  of  danger, 
Or  cope  with  death  itself,  I  hitlier  hastened 
To  yield  piyvlf  an  hostage,  and  with  seal 
Prevent  thy  order. 

MaJL  Twas  not  well,  rash  boy : 
lie,  chat  does  more  than  I  command  liim,  errs 
As  noch  as  he,  who  falters  in  his  duty, 
And  is  not  for  my  purpose — I  obey 
My  god — ^implicitly  obey  thou  me. 
PiL  Pardon,  my  gractoos  lord,  his  well-vneant 
ardour. 
Brought  up  from  tender  infancy  beneath 
The  shelter  of  thv  sacred  patronage, 
Zaphoa  and  Tve  been  animated  still 
Bv  the  same  sentiment :  Alas,  grea(  prophet ! 
I  have  had  enough  of  wretdiedness — to  languish 
A  prisoner  here,  far  both  from  him  and  you ; 
GriMh^  me  not  then  the  ray  of  consolation  • 
His  preaence  beamed,  nor  cloud  my  dawning 

hope 
Of  ri«ing  t  reedom  and  felicity. 

Mak.  Palmira,  'tis  enough ;  I  read  thy  heart ; 
Be  not  alarmed ;  though  burdened  with  the  cares 
Of  thrones  and  altars,  still  my  guardian  eye 
^'ili  watch  o*cr  thee  as  o'er  the  universe. 
Follow  my  generals,  S^phna.    Fair  Palmira, 
Retire,  and  pay  your  powerful  vows  to  Heaven, 
And  dread  no  wrongs  but  from  Alcanor. 

[Zaphna  oJMf  Fuimira  go  out  t^oratefy, 
Mirran 

Attend  thoa  here — ^Tis  time,  my  trusty  soldier, 
Mt  long-tried  friend,  to  lay  unfolded  to  thee 
The  close  resolves  and  oooocils  of  my  heart 
I'he  tedious  length  of  a  precarious  siege 
May  damp  the  present  wrdour  of  my  troops^ 
And  chec^  nae  in  the  height  of  my  career. 
I^t  OS  not  ipve  deluded  mortals  leisure 
B^  reason  to  disperse  the  mystic  gloom 
H>  hare  cast  about  us — ^Prepossession,  friend, 
Rc-igns  monarch  of  the  million-^Meoca's  crowd 
Oase  at  w^f  rapid  nctories»  and  think 
^nme  awful  power  directs  ray  arm  to  conquest ; 
B<it  whilac  oar  frienda  oDoe  more  renew  tlMir  ef- 

loru 
To  win  tke  wpnveriog  people  to  our  interest, 
^Vhat  think*at  thou,  say,  of  Zaphna,  and  folmira  ? 
Vqu  L 


Mir,  As  of  lliy  most  tesigned  aad  Ihithful  vas 

sals. 

JlisA.  Oh  Minran  I  they  are  the  deadliest  cS 
my  fees. 

Mir.  How! 

JMtsA  Yes,  they  love  each  other 

Mir,  Well — what  crime  ? 

Mah,  What  crime !  dost  say  ?-— Learn  all  my 

frailty,  thea 

My  life's  a  (xmibat :  keen  austerity 
Subjects  m^  nature  to  abstemious  bearings : 
I  have  bamshed  from  my  lips  that  traitorous  U- 

ouor, 
That  eimer  works  to  practises  of  outrage. 
Or  melts  the  manly  breast  to  woman's  weakness; 
Or  on  the  burning  sands  or  desert  rocks 
With  thee  I  bear  the.  inclemency  of  ctimates. 
Freeze  at  the  pole,  or  scorch  beneath  the  line. 
For  all  these  toils  love  only  can  retaliate. 
The  onW  consolation  or  reward, 
Fruit  of  my  labours,  idol  of  my  incense, 
And  sole  divinity,  that  I  adore ; 
Know  then,  that  I  prefer  this  young  Palmira 
To  all  the  ripened  oeauties,  that  attend  me ;   ' 
Dwell  on  her  accents,  dote  upon  her  smiles, 
And  am  nOt  mine  but  her  s.  Now  judge,  my  friend, 
How  vast  the  jealous  transports  of  thy  master. 
When  at  his  feet  he  daily  hears  this  charmer 
Avow  a  foreign  love,  and,  insolent. 
Give  Mahomet  a  rival ! 

Mir,  How!  and  Mahomet 
Not  instantly  revenge 

Mah,  Ah  I  should  he  notf 
But  better  to  detest  him  know  him  better  s 
Learn,  then,  that  both  my  rival  and  my  bve 
Sprang  from  the  loins  of  this  audacious  traitor. 

Mir,  Alcanor! 

Mah,  Is  their  lather;  old  Hercides, 
To  whose  sa^  institution  I  commit 
My  captive  mfants,  late  revealed  it  to  mt 
Perdition !  I  myself  light  up  fheir  flame, 
And  fed  it,  till  I  set  myself  on  fire. 
Well,  means  must  be  employed ;  but  see,  tha 

father ; 
He  comes  this  way,  and  launches  from  his  eye 
Malignant  sparks  of  enmity  aad  rage. 
Mirvan,  see  all  ta'en  care  of;  let  Hercides, 
With  h^  escort,  beset  yon  gate ;  bid  Ali 
Make  proper  disposition  round  the  temple ; 
This  done,  return,  and  render  me  account 
Of  what  success  we  meet  with  'mmiget  the  people  t 
Then,  Mirvan,  we'll  determine  or  to  loose. 
Or  bridle  in  our  vengeance,  as  its  suits. 

[Esit  Mirvan. 

Enter  Alcanoa. 

Mak  Why  dost  thou  start,  Alcanor  f  Whence 
that  horror  ? 
Is  then  my  sight  so  baneful  ta  thee } 

Ale,  Heavens! 
Must  I  then  bear. this?  must  I  meet  in  Meooa, 
On  terms  of  peace,  this  spoiler  of  the  earth  f 
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Mah,  Approach,  old  man,  without  a  bliuh ; 
since  Heaven, 
For  some  high  end,  decrees  our  future  union. 
Ale,  I  blush  not  for  myself,  but  thee,  thou  tj' 
rant! 
For  thee,  bad  man !  who  oomest^  with  serpentr 

To  sow  dissention  in  the  realms  of  peace ; 
Thy  very  name  sets  families  at  vananoe, 
^Twixt  son  and  father  bursts  the  bonds  of  nature, 
And  scares  endearment  from  the  nuptial  pillow ! 
Even  truce  with  thee  is  a  new  stratagcnu 
And  is  it,  insolent  dissembler !  thus 
Thou  comest,  to  give  the  sons  of  Meoca  peace, 
And  me  an  unknown  god  ? 

Miih,  Were  I  to  answer  any  but  Alcanor, 
That  unknown  god  should  speak  in  thunder  for 

me; 
But  here,  with  thee,  I'd  parley  as  a  man. 

Ale.  What  canst  thou  say  r  what  urge  in  thy 
defence  ? 
What  right  hast  thou  received  to  plant  new  faiths, 
Or  lay  a  claim  to  royalty  and  priesthood  ? 
Mah,  The  right,  that  a  resolved  and  towering 
spirit 
Jlas  o'er  the  grovelling  instinct  of  the  vulgar. — 
Ale,  Patience,    good  Heavens!   have  I  not 
known  thee,  Mahomet, 
When  void  of  wealth,  iiriieritance,  or  fame. 
Ranked  with  the  lowest  of  the  low  at  Mecca  ? 
MaJi.  Dost  thou  not  know,  thou  haughty  fee- 
ble man, 
Tliat  the  low  insect,  lurking  in  the  grass. 
And  the  imperial  eagle,  which  aloft 
Ploughs  tlie  etherial  plain,  are  both  alike 
In  the  Eternal  eye  ! — Mortals  are  equal : 
It  is  not  birth,  magnificence,  or  power. 
But  virtue  only,  makes  the  diflference  'CWiit  them. 
Ale,  What  sacred  truth  from  what  polluted 
lips!  [Aside, 

Mah,  By  virtue's  ardent  pinions  borne  on  high, 
Heaven  met  my  zeal,  gave  me,  in  solemn  charge, 
Its  sacred  laws,  then  bade  me  on  and  publish. 
,   Ale,  And  did  Heaven  bid  thee  on,  and  plun- 
der too  ? 
Mak,  My  law  is  active,  and  inflames  the  soul 
With  thirst  of  glory.   What  can  thy  dumb  gods? 
What' laurels  spring  beneath  their  sooty  altars? 
Thy  slothful  sect  disgrace  the  human  kind, 
Enervate  lifeless  images  of  men  1 
Mine  beer  the  intrepid  soul ;  my  faith  makes  he- 
roes. 
Ale.  Go^  preach  these  doctrines  at  Medina, 
where. 
By  prostate  wretches,  thou  art  rmscd  to  homage. 
Mah,  Hear  me:  thy  Mecca  trembles  at  my 
name; 
If,  tlierefore,  thou  wouldst  save  thyself  or  city. 
Embrace  my  proffered  friend8hip.-~What  to-day 
I  thus  solicit,  ril  command  to-morrow. 
Ale.  Contract  with  thee  a  friendship !  ffont> 
less  man ! 


Knowest  thou  a  god  can  woii:  that  miradc? 

Mah,  I  do— Nccessi^r — thy  interest* 

Ale.  Interest  is  thy  god.  Equity  is  mine. 
Propose  the  tie  of  this  umiatural  unioo; 
Say,  is  it  the  loss  of  thy  ill-fated  son, 
Wiio,  in  the  field,  fell  victim  to  mjr  rage, 
Or  the  dear  blood  of  my  poor  capdve  children, 
Shed  by  thy  butchering  hands  ? 

Mah,  Ay,  'tis  thy  cfildinen. 
Marie  me,  then,  weU,  and  learn  the  important  se- 
cret. 
Which  I'm  sole  master  of ^Thy  duldren  lire. 

Ale,  Live! 

Mah,  Yes— both  live 

Ale,  What  sayest  thou  ?  Bodi ! 

Mah.  Ay,  bodk. 

Ale.  And  dost  thou  not  beguile  me  ? 

Mak  No^  old  man. 

Ale  Propitious  Heavens !  Say,  Mahomet,  far 
now, 
Methinks,  I  could  hold  endless  converse  with 

thee; 
Say  what's  their  portion !  liberty  or  bonda^? 

Mah,  Bred  in  my  camp,  and  tutored  id  toy 
law, 
I  hold  the  balance  of  their  destinies: 
And  now  'tis  on  the  turn — their  lives  or  deatfas— 
'Tis  thine  to  say  which  shall  preponderate. 

Ale,  Mine  !  can  I  save  them?  name  die  nigii* 

ty  ransom «• 

If  I  must  bear  their  chains,  double  the  wesf^t, 
And  I  will  kiss  the  hand,  that  puts  them  on; 
Or,  if  my  streaming  blood  must  be  the  p«^ 

chase. 
Drain  every  sluice  and  channel  of  my  body, 
My  swelling  veins  wijl  burst  to  give  it  passa^- 

Mah,  riTtell  thee,  then — ^renounce  thy  f»p» 
faith. 
Abolish  thy  .vain  gods,  and 

Ale.  Ha ! 

Mah.  Nay,  more. 
Surrender  Mecca  to  me,  q«it  tlus  temple^ 
Assist  me  to  impose  upon  the  world. 
Thunder  my  Koran  to  the  gazing^  crowd. 
Proclaim  me  for  thor  profmet  and  their  kii^ 
And  be  a  glorious  patron  of  credulity 
To  Korah's  stubborn  tribe.    These  tenns  pc^ 

formed. 
Thy  son  shall  be  restored,  and  Mahomet's  self 
Will  deign  to  wed  thy  daughter. 

Ale.  Hear  me,  Mahomet 

I  am  a  father,  and  this  bosom  boasts 
A  heart  as  tender  as  e'er  parent  bore. 
After  a  fifteen  years  of  ai^uish  for  tbcan, 
Once  more  to  view  my  i^dren,  d»sp  tfacm  to 

me, 
And  die  in  their  embraces — ^meldng  tboueht ! 
But  were  I  doomed  or  to  enslave  my  countrr. 
And  help  to  spread  black  error  o'er  tiie  cartb, 
Or  to  behold  these  blood-embnied  hamb 
Deprive  me  of  diem  both— Know  sie,  then^M^ 
hornet^ 
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Ti  not  sdmit  a  doabt  to  doad  my  choice- 


[Looking  earnestly  at  Mahometjfar  some 
timefOefore  he  speaks. 
Farewell.  [Exit  Alcanar. 

Mak  Why,  fare  thee  well  then — churlish  do- 
tardl 
iDexorable  fool !    Now,  by  my  arms, 
I  will  have  great  revenge ;  TU  meet  thy  scorn 
With  tnijk  retribution. 

Enter  Mirvan. 

^Vell,  my  Mirvan, 

\Muit  savest.thou  to  it  now? 

Mir,  why,  that  Alcanor 
Or  we  most  fall. 
Mah,  Fall,  then,  the  obdurate  rebel ! 
Mir.  The  truce  expires  to  morrow,  when  Al- 
canor 
Again  is  Mecca's  master,  and  has  vowed 
Destruction  on  thy  head :  the  senate,  too, 
lUve  nassed  thy  doom. 

Man,  Those  heart-chilled  paltry  babblers. 
Placed  on  the  bench  of  sloth,  witn  ease  can  nod, 
And  voce  a  man  to  death  !    Why  don't  the  cow- 
ards 
Stand  me  in  yonder  plain  ?  With  half  their  num- 
bers 
I  drove  them  headlong  to  their  walls  for  shelter. 
And  he  was  deemed  roc  wisest  senator. 
That  entered  first  the  gate ;  but  now  they  think 
They've  got  me  in  the  toil,  their  spirits  mount. 
Am  they  could  prove  most  valorous  assassins. — 
Well,  this  I  like — ^I  always  owed  my  greatness 
To  opposition ;  had  I  not  met  with  struggles, 
Yd  been  obscure. — Enough. — ^Perish  Alcanor ! 
He  marbled  up,  the  pliant  populace, 
Those  dupes  of  novelty,  win  bend  before  us, 
like  osiers  to  a  hurricane—^- 

Mir.  No  time 
Is  to  be  lost. 

Mak,  But  for  a  proper  arm ; 
For,  however  irksome,  we  must  save 
Appearaocesy  and  mask  it  with  the  vulgar. 
Jiir,  Troe^  my  sage  chief. — ^What  thim^'st  thou, 

then,  or  Za^na? 
Mah.  Of  Zaphna,  sayest  thou  ! 
^Cr.  Yes,  Alcanor's  hostage 


He  can,  in  privatje,  do  thee  vengeance  on  him : 
Thy  other  favouritos,  of  maturer  age. 
And  more  discreetly  zealous,  would  not  risk  it. 
Youth  is  the  stock,  whence  grafted  superstition 
Shoots  with  unbounded  vigour.    He*s  a  slave 
To  thy  despotic  faith ;  and,  urged  by  thee. 
However  mild  his  nature  may  appear, 
However  humane  and  noble  is  his  spirit, 
Or  strong  his  reason,  where  allowed  to  reason. 
He  would,  for  Heaven's  sake,  martyr  half  man- 
kind. 

Mah,  The  brother  of  Palmira ! 

Aftr.  Yes,  that  brother, 
The  only  son  of  thy  outrageous  foe. 
And  the  incestuous  rival  of  thy  love. 

Mah,  I  hate  the  stripling,  loatlie  his  very  name; 
The  manes  of  my  son,  too,  cry  for  vengeance 
On  the  cursed  sire ;  but  then  thou  know'st  my 

love, 
Know'st  from  whose  blood  she  sprang :  this  stag^- 

gers,  Mirvan ; 
And  yet  Tm  here  surrounded  with  a  gulf 
Ready  to  swallow  me ;  come,  too,  in  quest 
Of  altars  and  a  throne — What  must  hie  done  ?-^ 
My  warring  passions,  like  contending  clouds, 
When  frai^t  with  thunder's  fatal  fuel,  burst 
Upon  themselves,  and  rend  me  with  the  shock. 
And  shall  enervating  contagious  love 
Hag  my  aspiring  spirit,  sink  me  down 
To  woman  s  shackles,  make  a  lapthing  of  me  f 
Glory !  that  must  not  be !  ambition  stiU, 
And  great  revenue,  impetuous  urge  their  claims^ 
And  must  be  noticed.  Mirvan,  sound  this  youth; 
Touch  not  at  once  upon  the  startling  purpose, 
But  make  due  preparation. 

AfiV.  ni  attack  him  ^ 

With  all  the  forces  of  enthusiasm ; 
There  lies  our  strength. 

Mah.  First,  then,  a  solemn  vow 
To  act  whatever  Heaven  by  me  enjoins  him ; 
Next,  omens,  dreams,  and  visons,  may  be  pleads 

ed; 
Hints,  too,  of  black  designs,  by  this  Alcanor, 

Upon  Palmira's  virtue  and  his  life. 

But  to  the*proof. — Be  now  propitious.  Fortune ! 
Then  love,  ambition,  vengeance,  jointly  triumph. 

[£xe«a^ 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  I. — A  grand  apartment, 

Enter  Zaprita  and  Palmira. 

CapA,  Ajlcanor  claims  a  private  conference 
with  as  ! 
What  has  he'  to  nnfold  ? 

Pa/,  I  tremble,  Zaphna. 

Zapk.  Time  press'd  too,  did  he  say  ? 

PaL  He  did ;  then  cast 
A  look  90  pierciog  on  me,  it  o'crwhelmed 


My  face  with  deep  confusion ;  this  he  marked ; 
Then,  starting,  left  me. 

Zaph,  aside,]  Ha !  this  gives  me  fear. 
That  Mirvan's  jealousies  are  too  well  grounded  | 
But  I  must  not  distract  her  tender  bosom 
With  visionary  terrors.  [To  PaL]  Both  in  private  } 

PaL  In  pnvate  both. 

Zaph.  Her  virtue  and  my  life !  [Apart^ 

It  cannot  be ;  so  reverend  a  form 
Could  ne'er  be  pander  to  such  black  deyicei. 
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FaL  Bat  let  us  shan  it,  Zaphna ;  much  I  few 
Alcanor  has  deceii'ed  U9 :  drcAd  the  treachery 
Of  this  blood-thirsty  senate.    Trust  me,  Zaphna, 
They  have  sworn  the  extirpation  of  our  faith. 
Nor  care  by  what  vile  means — 

Zaph,  My  soul's  best  treasure, 
For  whose  security  my  every  thought 
Is  up  in  arms,  regardless  of  my  own ; 
Shun  thou  Akanor's  presence.    This  hour,  Pal- 
mira, 
Mirvan,  by  order  of  our  royal  pontiff. 
Prepares  to  solemnize  some  act  of  worship 
Of  a  more  hallowed  and  mysterious  kind 
Than  will  admit  of  vulgar  eye;  myself 
Alone  am  honoured  to  assist 

PaL  Alone! 

Zaph.  Yes,  to  devote  myself  by  solemn  vow 
For  some  great  act,  of  which  my  fkir^s  the  prize. 

FaL  What  act? 

Zaph.  No  matter,  since  my  loved  Palmira 
Shall  be  the  glorious  recompence — 

FaL  Oh,  Zaphna ! 
Methinks  I  do  hot  like  this  secret  vow. 
Why  must  not  I  be  present !  were  I  with  thee, 
I  should  not  be  so  anxious ; 
For  trust  me,  Zaphna,  my  affection  for  thee 
Is  of  that  pure  disinterested  nature. 
So  free  from  passion's  taint,  I  have  no  one  wbh 
To  have  thee  more  than  dius^  have  thee  my 

friend, 
Share  thy  loved  converse,  wait  upon  thy  welfare. 
And  view  thee  with  a  sister's  spotless  eye. 

Zaph.  Angelic  excellence ! 

FaL  And  let  me  tell  thee, 
This  Mir\'an,  this  fierce  Mirvan,  gives  me  ter- 
rors: 
So  far  from  tendering  consolation  to  me. 
His  theme  is  blood  and  slaughter.    As  I  met 

him. 
His  eyes  flamed  fury,  whilst  in  dubious  phrase 
*  He  thus  bespoke  me — *  The  destroying  angel 

*  Mu^t  be  let  loos^r-Palmira,  Heaven  ordains 

*  Some  glorious  deed  for  thee,  yet  hid  in  darkness; 

*  L«arn  an  implicit  reverence  for  its  will ; 

^  And,  above  all,  I  warn  thee,  fear  for  Zaphna. 

Zaph.  What  could  he  mean  f  can  I  believe, 
Alcanor, 
Tliy  fair  deportment  but  a  treacherous  mask  ? 
Yet  spite  ot  all  the  rage  that  ought  to  fire  me 
Against  tins  rebel  to  our  faith  and  prophet, 
I  have  held  me  happy  in  his  friendship. 
And  bondage  wore  the  livery  of  choice. 

FaL  How  has  Heaven  fraught  our  love-linked 
hearts,  my  Zaphna, 
With  the  same  thoughts,  aversions  and  desires  ! 
But  for  thy  safety  and  our  dread  religion, 
I1iat  thunders  hatred  to  all  infidels, 
With  great  remprsr.  I  should  accuse  Alcanor. 
'    Zaph.  Let  us  shake  off  this  vain  remorse,  Pal- 


Doubt  not  bat  the  Sapreme,  who  dniiis  tUs 


mira. 


Rc^gn  ourselves  to  Heaven,  andact  its  pleasure. 
The  hour  is  come,  that  I  must  pledge  my  vow : 


Will  prove  propitioas  to  oar  dnstc  eadearments. 
Farewell,  my  Inve ;  I  fly  to  min  the  summit 
Of  earth's  fehcity^—to  gain  Falmiim.  L^^' 

FaL  Where'er  I  turn  me*  here,  tis  au  8a»- 
picion. 
Wliat  means  this  vow  ?  Mirvan,  T  like  thee  not: 
Alcanor  too  distracts  my  timorous  breast : 
Even  Mahomet's  self  i  dread,  whilst  I  invoke 

him. 
Like  one  benighted  'midst  a  place  of  toaibi^ 
I  gaze  around  me,  start  at  every  motion. 
And  seem  hemmed  'in  by  visionaiy  ipectrea 
All  righteous  Power,  whom,  tremblii^  I  adore, 
And  blindly  follow,  oh  defivei  me 
From  these  heart-rending  terrora ! — ^Ha !  wko*» 
here? 

Enter  Mabovet. 
'TIS  he !  tis  Mahomet  himself!  kind  Hearea 
Has  sent  him  to  my  aid — My  gracious  lord  f 
Protect  the  dear,  dear  idol  of  my  soul ! 
Save  Zaphna ;  guard  him  from 

Mah,  From  what ! — ^why  Zaphna  ? 
Whence  this  vain  terror?  is  he  not  with  as? 

FaL  Oh,  sir,  you  double  now  my  apprriieo- 
sions! 
Those  broken  accents  and  diat  ea^  took 
Shew  you  have  anguish  smothering  at  the  hevt, 
And  prove  for  once,  that  Mahomet^s  a  mortal 

Mah.  apart.]   Ha !  I  shall  turn  a  tiaitor  10 
myself — 
Oh  woman  !  woman ! — ^Hear  me ;  ought  I  not 
To  be  enraged  at  thy  profam^  attachment! 
How  could  thy  breast,  without  the  keenest  stiiii^ 
Harbour  one  thought  not  dictated  by  me  ? 
Is  that  young  mind,  I  took  such  toil  to  formy 
Turned  an  ingrate  and  infidel  at  onoe  ? 
Away,  rebellious  maid 

FaL  What  dost  thou  say, 
My  royal  lord  ?  Thus  prostrate  at  yoar  fleet 
Let  me  implore  forgiveness,  if  in  aught 
I  have  offended  -.  tiuk  not  to  me  thas; 
A  frown  from  thee,  my  fiither  and  my  kin^ 
Is  death  to  poor  Palmira.    Say  then,  Mahome^ 
Didst  thou  <iot  in  this  very  place  pennit  him 
To  tender  me  his  vows  ? 

Mah.  apart.]  His  vows !  oerdition ! 
How  the  soft  traitress  racks  me ! — ^Rise,  M- 
mira — 

Apart.]  Down,  rebel  love !  I  most  be  cahn— 
Come  hither; 
Beware,  rash  maid|  of  sach  iflopiudeiil  steps; 
They  lead  to  guilt.    What  wila  pemicioQa  errors 
Mayn't  the  heart  yield  to,  if  not  greatly  watched*. 

PaL  In  loving  Zaphna  sure  it  cannot 
.  There's  nothing  wild,  nothing 

Mah.  How  r 


This  theme  delights  you 

Fal.  I  must  own  it  does. 
Yes,  my  great  master,  for  I  still  have  thougm 
That  Heaven  itself  approved  of  my    '^ 


MlLiBB.} 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


57i 


And  g«fe  t  nnctkni  to  oar  matual  ftrdoun. 
Caa  what  wu  ▼iitoe  once  be  now  a  crime  ? 
Can  I  be  piil^   ■ 

Mtk  Ye»->towards  me  ytm  arc 
Yoa,  noned  from  tnfancjr  t)eDeath  m^  eye. 
Child  of  my  care  and  pupil  of  m;r  faith, 
You,  whom  mj  partial  fondness  still  distinguished 
from  all  the  captive  joaths  that   graced   mj 

triomphs, 
And  yoa  who  now,  without  my  leave,  permit 
A  slare  to  bear  thee  from  my  sight  for  erer. 
PttL  N(^  we  both  five,  nay  more,  would  die 
for  thee: 
And  oh,  my  lord !  if  all  that  earth  can  offer 
Of  mndeur,  opulence,  or  pleasure,  e'er 
Shall  oMike  me  deaf  to  gratitude's  demands^ 
May  Zaphna's  self  be  evidence  against  me, 
Aodplead  for  double  vengeance  on  my  treachery ! 
iuA  ^porf .]  Zaphna  again  !   Funes !  I  shall 
relapse. 
And  make  her  witness  of  my  weakness. 

PU  Sir! 
What  sudden  start  of  passion  arms  that  eye } 
Mak.  Oh,  nothing:  pray  retire  a  while:  take 
couftte: 
rm  not  at  all  displeased :  ^twas  but  to  sound 
Hie  depth  of  thy  young  heart     I  praise  thy 

choice: 
Trust  then  thy  dearest  interests  to  my  bosom ; 
«it  know  your  fate  depends  on  your  obedience, 
in  have  been  a  fruardian  to  your  youth, 
Jj  »W  my  lavish  bounties  past  weigfi  aught, 
Reserve  the  future  blessings  which  await  you. 
Howc'er  the  voice  of  heaven  dispose  of  Zaphna, 
Coofirm  htm  in  the  path  where  outy  leads, 
That  he  may  keeo  his  vow  and  ment  thee. 
P^  Distrust  him  not,  my  sovereign  ;   noble 
Zaphna 
IH^ains  to  lag  in  love  or  glory's  coarse. 
MaA.  Eooush  of  words — 
P9I.  As  boldly  Tve  avowed 
The  iove  I  bear  that  hero  at  your  feet, 
ril  DOW  to  him,  and  fire  his  generous  breast 
To  prove  the  duty  he  has  sworn  to  thee. 

[Erit  Palmira. 
Mak   Confusion!   must  I,   spite  of  me,  be 
made 
The  oonfidaut  of  her  incestuous  pas«tion  ? 
"hat  could  I  sny  ?  such  sweet  simplicity 
l^wed  doft-n  my  rage,  and  innocently  winged 
The  arrr>«v  through  my  heart    AncI  shall  I  bear 

this? 
^  made  the  sport  of  curst  Alcanor^s  house  ? 
t  hcckcd  in  my  rapid  progress  by  the  sire, 
^pplanted  in' my  iova  by  this  rash  boy, 
Aod  made  a  gentle  pander  to  the  daughter  f 
Ptrdidoo  on  the  whole  detested  race ! 

Enter  Ml avAH. 

Mir.  Now,  Mahomet,  is  the  time  to  seize  on 
Mecca, 
Cnuh  this  Alcaoori  and  enjoy  Palmira, 


This  night  the  old  enthnsiast  offers  incense 

To  his  vain  gods  in  sacred  Caabo : 

l^aphna,  who  £anies  with  »al  for  Heaven  and 

thee. 
May  be  won  o'er  to  seise  that  lucky  moment 

AfaA.  He  shall ;  it  must  be  so;  he's  bora  io 
act 
The  glorious  crime  ;  and  let  him  be  at  once 
The  mstrument  and  victim  of  the  murder. 
My  law,  my  love,  my  vengeance,  my  own  safety, 
Have  doomed  it  so— But,  Mirvan,    dost  thoa 

think 
His  youthful  courage,  nursed  in  superstition. 
Can  e'er  be  worked — 

Mir.  I  tell  thee,  Mahomet, 
He's  tutored  to  accomplish  th)r  design. 
Palmira  too,  who  thinks  thy  will  is  HeavenV, 
Will  nerve  his  arm  to  execute  thy  pleasure. 
Love  and  enthusiasm  btind  her  youth : 
They're  still  most  lealous  who're  most  ignorant 

Mah,  Didst  thou  engage  him  by  a  solemn  vow  I 

Mir.  I  did,  with  all  the  enthusiastic  pomp 
Thy  law  enjoins ;  then  gave  him,  as  from  thee^ 
A  consecrated  sword  to  act  thy  will. 
Oh,  he  is  burning  with  religious  fury ! 

MaA.  But  hold,  he  comes — 

Emter  Zaphna. 

Child  of  that  awful  and  tremendous  power, 
Whose  laws  I  publish,  whose  behests  proclaim, 
Dsten,  whilst  I  unfold  his  sacred  will : 
Tis  thine  to  vindicate  his  ways  to  nwn, 
lis  thine  his  injured  worship  to  avenge. 
Zaph.  Thou  lord  of  nations,  delegate  of  Hea« 

ven. 
Sent  to  shed  day  o'er  the  benighted  world. 
Oh  say  in  what  can  Zaphna  prove  his  doty ! 
Instruct  me  how  a  frail  earth-prisoned  mortal 
Can,  or  avenge,  or  vindicate  a  god. 

AfaA.  By  thy  weak  arm  he  deigns  to  prove  his 

cause, 
And  launch  his  vengeance  on  blaspheming  rebels. 
Zaph.  What  glorious  action,  what  illustrious 

danger. 
Does  that  Supreme,  whose  image  thou,  demand? 
Place  me,  nh  place  me,  in  the  front  of  battle^ 
'Gainst  odds  innumerable !  try  me  there; 
Or,  if  a  single  combat  claim  my  might. 
The  stoutest  Arab  may  step  forth  and  see, 
If  Zaphna  fail  to  greet  him  as  he  ought 
Mah.  Oh,  greatly  said,  my  son ;  'tis  inspira« 

tion ! 
But  heed  me :  'tis  not  by  a  glaring  act 
Of  human  valour  Heaven  has  willed  to  prove 

thee; 
This  infidels  themselves  may  boast,  when  led 
By  ostentation,  rage,'  or  brute-like  rashness. 
To  do  whate'er  Heaven  gives  in  sac^  charge 
Nor  dare  to  sound  its  fathomless  decrees, 
This,  and  this  only's  meritorious  seal. 
Attend,  adore,  obey ;  thou  shalt  be  armed 
By  death's  remorseless  angel,  which  awaits 
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JSaj^A.  Speak  out,  proooonce ;  what  victim  must 
lofier? 
What  tynmt  sacrifice  ?  whose  blood  raquirest 
Ulou^ 

Mah.  The  blood  of  a  detested  infidel, 
A  murderer,  a  foe  to  Heaven  and  me^ 
A  wretchy  who  slew  my  childy  blasphemes  my 

.god, 
And,  like  a  huge  Colossus,  bears  a  world 
Of  impious  opposition  to  my  faith : 
The  blood  ot—curst  Alcanor ! 

Zaph.  I! — Alcanor! 

Mah.  What !  dost  thou  hesitate  ?  Rash  youth, 
beware; 
He  that  deliberates,  is  sacrilegious. 
Far,  far  from  me  be  those  audacious  mortals, 
Who  for  themselves  would  impiously  judge, 
Or  see  with  their  own  eyes ;  who  dares  to  think, 
Was  never  bom  a  proselyte  for  me.» 
Know  who  I  am ;  know  on  this  very  spot 
I  have  charged  thee  with  the  just  decree  of  Hear 

ven,     . 
And  when  that  Heaven  requires  of  thee  no  more 
Than  the  bare  offering  of  its  deadliest  foe. 
Nay,  thy  foe  top,  ana  mine,  why  dost  thpu  bar 

lance, 
As  thy  own  father  were  the  victim  claimed ! 
Go,  vile  idolater  1  fidse  Musselman  ! 
Go  seek  another  master,  a  new  faith ! 

Zaph,  Oh  Mahomet! 

Mah.  Just  when  the  prize  is  ready. 
When  fair  Palmira's  destined  to  thy  arms 
But  whatfs  Palmira  ?  or  what's  heaven  to  thee, 
Thou  poor  weak  rebel  to  thy  faith  and  love ! 
Go  serve  and  cringe  to  our  detested  fo^ 

Zaph,  Oh  pardon,  Mahomet !  methinks  I  hear 
The  oracle  or  Heaven — ^It  shall  be  done. 

Mah,  Obey  then,  strikp,  ax)d  for  his  impious 
blood, 
Balmira-s  charms  and  Paradise  be  thine. 
Apart  to  Mirvan,']  Mirvan,  attend  him^close,  and 

let  thy  eyes 
Be  fixed  on  every  movement  of  his  soul. 

[Exeunt, 

Zaph,  Soft,  let  me  think — ^This  duty  wears  the 
face 
Of  something  more  thaif  monstious — ^Pardon, 

Heaven ! 
To  sacrifice  an  innocent  old  man, 
Weighed  do«n  with  age,  unsuccoured  and  tin^ 
armed ! 

When  I  am  hostage  for  his  safety  too  1 

No  matter,  Heaven  has  chose  me  for  the  duty; 

My  vow  is  past  and  must  be  straight  fulfilled. 

Ye  stem  relentless  ministers  of  wrath, 

Spirits  of  vengeance  I  by  whose  ruthless  hands 

Tne  haughty  tyrants  of  the  earth  liave  bled, 

Come  to  my  succour,  to  my  flaming  zeal 

Join  your  determined  courage ; 

And  thou,  angel 

Of  Mahomet,  exterminating  angel ! 

That  mow'st  down  nations  to  prepare  his  passage, 


Support  my  faltering  will,  harden  my  heart, 
Lest  nature,  pity,  plead  Alcanor*s  caus^ 
And  wrest  the  dagger  from  me. 
Ha !  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Alcanor. 

Ale  Whence,  Zaphna,  that  deep  gtoom. 
That,  like  a  blasting  mildew  on  the  ear 
Of  promised  harvest,  blackens  o*er  thy  visage  ? 
Grieve  not,  that  here,  through  form,  thim  art 

confined ; 
I  hold  thee  not  as  hostage,  but  as  friend, 
And  make  thy  safety  partner  with  my  own. 

Zaph,  And  make  my  safety  partner  with  tbf 
own !  [AtiJe. 

Ale  The  bloody  carnage,  by  this  truce  sus- 
pended 
For  a  few  moments,  like  a  torrent  checked 
In  its  full  flow,  will,  with  redoubled  strengtl]^ 

Bear  all  before  it 

In  tliis  impending  scene  of  public  horror. 
Be  then,  clear  youth !  these  mansions  thy  asylum: 
ril  be  thy  hostage  now,  and  with  my  life 
Will  answer,  th^  no  mischief  shall  befall  thee. 
I  know  not  why,  but  thou  art  precious  to  me. 

Zaph,  Heaven,  duty,  giatitadey  hiimaaity ! 

What  didst  thou  say,  Alcanor  ?  Didst  tfaou  saj, 
That  thy  own  roof  should  shield  me  from  the 

tempest  ? 
That  diy  own  life  stood  hostage  for  my  safety? 
Ale,  Why  tlms  amazed  at  my  compassioo  for 
thee? 
I  am  a  man  myself,  and  that's  enongb 
To  make  me  feel  the  woes  of  other  men. 
And  labour  to  redress  theni. 
Zaph,  r^ft^e.]  What  melody  these  accepts 
make ! 
And  whilst  my  own  religion  spurs  to  murder^ 
His  precepts  of  humanity  prevmL 
[To  Alcanor,]  Can,  then,  a  foe  to  Mahnsnct's  sa- 
cred law 
Be  virtue's  friend  ? 

Ale,  Thou  know'st  but  little,  Zaphna, 
If  thou  dost  thjak  tme  virtue  is  confined 
To  dimes  or  systems ;  no^  it  flows  spoiitaoeocs« 
like  lifers  warm  stream,  throughout  the  whde 

creation, 
And  beats  the  pulse  of  every  healthful  heart. 
How  canst  thou,  Zaphna,  worship  for  thy  god 
A  beine,  claiming  cmelty'and  murders 
From  his  adorers  ?    Such  is  thy  master^s  god. 
Zaph,  [Aside,]  Oh,  my  relenting  sovil !  thoo'it 
almost  tliawed 
From  thy  resolve^I  pray  you,  sir,  no 
Peace,  reason,  peace ! 
Aic,  [AtldeA  The  more  I  view  hixn, 
him.  Observe 
Ilis  understanding  towerinf^  above  bis  age. 
His  candour,  which  even  bigotry  catfi*t  smodier. 
The  more  my  breast  takes  mtcrest    in  his  «t*^ 
farg. 
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[To  Zdpkna\  Zaplma,  eome  near—- I  oft  have 

tiwifl^t  to  ask  thee, 
To  whom  tHou  owest  th  v  birth ;  whose  generoas 

blood 
Swells  thj  yoang  veins,  and  mantles  at  thy  heart 
Zf^h,  That  dwelb  in  darkness ;  no  one  friend- 
ly beam 
£*er  give  me  glimpse,  from  whom  I  am  de- 
scended. 
The  camp  of  godlike  Mahomet  has  been 
My  cradle  and  my  oonntry;  whilst,  of  all 
Hb  captive  infants,  no  one  more  has  shared 
The  sunshine  of  his  clemency  and  care. 

Jk.  I  do  not  blame  thy  gratitude,  young  man : 
Bat  why  was  Mahomet  thv  benefactor? 
-Whj  was  not  H    I  envy  mm  that  glory, 
^y,  then,  this  impious  man  has  been  a  father 
Alike  to  thee  and  to  the  fair  Palmira  ? 
ZBpk  Oh ! 

Aie,  What  is  the  cause,  my  Zaphna,  of  that  si^, 
And  all  that  language  of  a  smothered  angnish  ? 
Why  didst  thou  snatch  away  thy  cordial  eye, 
That  shone  on  me  before  ? 

Zafk,  [Aside.']  Oh  my  torn  heart ! 
Paimire's  name  revives  the  racking  thought 
Of  my  near  blunted  purpose. 

AU,  Come,  iny  fneno ; 
The  floodgates  of'^destniction,  soon  thrown  open, 
Will  poor  in  nun  on  that  corse  of  nadons. 
if  1  can  save  but  thee  and  fair  IH&Imira 
Fro<n  this  o'erflowing  tide,  let  all  the  rest 
()f  his  abandoned  minions  be  the  victims 
^^or  your  deliverance — I  must  save  your  blood. 
ZapA.  [AiideJ]  Just  Heaven !  and  is  it  not  I 

must  shea  his  blood  ? 
Ale.  Nay,  tremble,  if  thou  dar*st  to  hesitate. 
FuUow  me  straight. 

Enter  Pharon. 

Pha.  Alcanor,  read  that  letter, 
P»t  in  my  bands  this  moment  by  an  Arab» 
With  utmost  stealth,  and  air  liespeaking.some- 

wlmt 
Of  high  ioiportaiice. 

Ak,  [Reads.]  Whence  is  this  ?— -Hercides ! 
Caotioiis,  mj  eyes !  be  sure  you're  not  mistaken 
In  what  yvm  here  insinuate.    Gracious  Heaven  ! 
Will  then  thy  Providence  at  length  o'errule 
Af  r  wajward  fate,  and  by  one  matchless  blessing 
^eeten  the  aufierings  or  a  threescore  years ! 

[After  looking  for  tome  time  earnestly 
at  Zaphna, 
Follow  me. 
ZaplL  Thee  ! — ^But  Mahomet— 
AU.  Thy  life 
And  ail  its  future  bliss  dwells  onthb  moment 
follow,  I  sajr.        [Exeunt  Alcanor  and  PHaron, 

tenter  Mm  van   and  hi$  attendant^  kaitil^f  on 
the  other  tide  of  the  Stage, 

^Dr,  [7b  Zaphna,]  Traitor,  turn  back !  what 


This  conference  with  the  foe  ?   To  Mahomet 
Away  this  instant ;  he  commands  thy  presence. 
Zaph,  [Atidk,]  Where  am  I  ?   Heavens !   how 
shall  I  now  resolve  ^ 
How  act }  A  precipice  on  every  side 
Awaits  me,  and  the  first  least  step's  perdition. 
Mir,  Young  man,  our  prophet  brooks  not  such 
delay ; 
Go,  stop  tlie  bolt,  thatfs  ready  to  be  launched 
On  thy  rebellious  head. 

Zanh,  Yes,  and  renounce 
This  norrid  vow,  that's  poison  to  my  soul. 

[Exit  with  JUirvaUy  SfC, 

Re-enter  Alcakor  and  Pharov. 

Ak,  Where  is  this  Zaphna? — ^But  he  flies  me 
still: 
In  vain  I  call  in  all  the  softening  arts 
Of  pity,  love,  and  friendship^  to  engpige  him : 
His  breast  is  seared  by  that  impostor^s  precepts 
'Gainst  all  who  bid  defiance  to  his  laws. 
But,  Pharon,  didst  thou  mark  the  baneful  gloom. 
The  somewhat  like  reluctance,  rage,  and  pity. 
That,  blended,  sat  upon  his  pensve  brow  r 

Fha,  I  did ;  there  is  something  at  his  hearts— 

Ak,  There  is 

Would  I  could  fathom,  it !    This  letter,  Pharoi^ 
His  aspect,  age,  the  transport  that  I  taste, 
When  he  is  near  me ;  the  anxiety 
His  absence  gives,  do  too  much  violence 
To  my  distracted  sense.    Hercides  here 
Desires  to  see  me ;  'twas  his  barbarous  hands. 
That  robbed  me  of  my  children ;  the^  are  living. 
He  tells  me,  under  Mahometfs  protection. 
And  he  has  something  to  unfold,  on  which 
Their  destiny  and  mine  depend.    This  Zaphna 
And  young  ralmira,  vassals  of  that  tyrant. 
Are  ignorant  from  whom  they  are  descended. 
Imagination's  pregnant  with  that  thought. 
My  wishes  mock  me.    Sinking  with  my  grief, 
I  blindly  catch  at  every  flatterine  error, 
And  supplicate  deception's  self  for  succour. 

Pha,  liope,  but  yet  fear,  Alcanor :  think,  my 
chief. 
How  many  infants  from  their  parents  torn, 
Ere  conscious  whose  they  are,  attend  that  tyrant^ 
Drink  in  his  dictates,  place  their  being  in  him, 
And  deem  him  an  infallible  dispenser 
Of  Heaven's  decisions 

Ak,  Well,  no  matter,  Pharon ; 
At  noon  of  night  conduct  Hercides  hither ; 
Thy  master  in  the  adjoining  fane  once  more 
Will  importune  the  gods- with  prayers  and  iik* 

cense. 
That  he  may  save  his  friends,  and  see  his  children. 

Pha,  Thou  shalt  not  find  thy  Pharon  slack  in 
aught. 
That  tends  to  thy  deliverance  from  this  anguislu 

[Exit  Phar. 

Ak,  Just  Heaven !  if,  by  erroneous  thought  or 
act, 
I  hava  drawn  down  your  fierce  displeasure  on  me,- 
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Point  me  to  right !  Fli  onward  to  its  goal 

With  double  energy,  will  expiate  all. 

That,  iu  the  days  of  ignorance,  might  offend ; 

Only  restore  my  children  to  my  care. 

Give  to  my  craving  arms  my  hapless  children. 

That  I  may  form  them,  turn  them  back  from  wrong, 


Weed  their  yooog  minds  from  tfaoie  penkims 

errors 
The  arch-impostor  has  implanted  in  tfaeoy 
Train  them  m  virtue's  school,  and  lead  them  on 
To  deeds  of  glorious  and  immortal  hoaonr. 

[Eiii, 


ACT    IV. 


SC£NE  I. — Mahomet's  apartment. 

Mahomet  alone. 

Mak.  Ambition  knows  not  conscience—— 
Well,  this  Zaphna 

Is  fixed  at  length — ^I  lessoned. him  so  home. 
Dealt  to  his  youns  enthusiastic  soul 
Such  promises  and  threats- 

Enter  Mirvait. 

Mirvan,  what  news  ? 

Mir.  Oh,  Mahomet,  I  fear  the  nice  woven  web 
Of  oar  design's  unravelled.    Ere  thy  spirit 
Had  re-inflamed  young  2Uiphna  with  the  thirst 
Of  old  Alcanor's  bloo^  he  had  revealed 
The  dreadful  purpose  to  Hercides — 

Mak.  Ha ! 

Mir,  .Herddes  loves  the  youtli,  and  Zaphna 
stiU 
Has  held  him  as  a  father. 

Mah.  That  I  Uke  not. 
What  does  Hercides  say  ?  thinks  he  witli  us  ? 

JIfir.  Oh  no;  he  trembles  at  the  very  thought 
Of  this  dread  scene,  compassionates  Alcanor, 
And 

Mah.  He's  but  a  half  friend  then,  and  a  half 
friend 
Is  not  a  span  from  triMtor.    Mirvan,  Mirvan, 
A  dangerous  witness  must  be  some  way  dealt 

with: 
Am  I  obeyed  ? 

Mir.  Tisdone. 

JlfoA.  Then  for  the  rest— — 
Or  e'er  the  harbinger  of  morrow's  dawn 
Gleam  in  the  east,  Alcanor,  thou  must  sot, 
Or  Mahomet  and  all  his  hopes  must  perish: 
That's  the  first  step;  then,  ^^aphna,  next  for  thee ! 
Soon  as  thy  hands  ha\'e  dealt  the  midnight  mis- 
chief. 
In  thy  own  blood  the  secret  must  be  droi^ned. 
Thus  quit  of  son  and  father  (those  curst  rivals, 
Who  elbow  me  at  once  in  love  and  ^andeur) 
Both  Mecca  and  Palmira  shall  be  mme. 
Oh  towering  prospect !  .how  it  fills  the  eye 
Of  my  aspiring  and  enamoured  soul ! 
Night !  put  on  double  sable,  that  no  star 
iMlay  be  a  spy  on  those  dark  deeds— Well, 

Mirvan, 
Shall  we  accomnlish  this  ? 

Mir.  We  shall,  wv  chief. 

MaL  What  though  I  seize  his  life,  from  whom 
she  sprung  ? 


He's  not  her  fikther,  as  she  knows  it  not 
Trust  me,  those  partial  ties  of  blood  and  Idi 
Are  but  the  illusive  taints  of  edocation  : 
What  we  call  nature  is  mere  habit,  Mimu ; 
Hiat  habit's  on  our  side ;  for  the  whole  study 
Of  this  youiK  creature's  life  has  been  obedienoi^ 
To  think,  believe,  and  act  as  pleamred  me. 
But  hold ;  tlie  hour,  on  which  our  fortune  luufs 
Is  now  at  hand.  While  Zaphna  seeks  the  toople, 
Let  us  look  round  ns,  see  that  mit  a  wheel 
Lag  in  the  vast  machine  we  have  at  woric : 
It  is  success,  that  consecrates  our  actions; 
The  vanquished  rebel  as  a  rebel  dies 
The  victor  rebel  plumes  him  on  a  throne. 

[ElfMMt. 

'    SCENE  Tl.^Tke  iempU. 

Enter  Zaphna,  with  a  drawn  smard  in  hU  hand* 

Zaph.  Well'  then,  it  must  bo  so ;  I  must  dis- 

charee 
This  cruel  duty — ^Mahomet  enjoins  it» 
And  Heaven,  through  him,  demands  it  of  my 

hands. 
Horrid,  though  sacred^  act! — mjr  sonl  sltfinls 

back. 
And  wont  admit  comnction — ^Ay,  but  Hearoi  \ 
Heaven's  call  I  must  obey — Oh  dire  obedience ! 
What  dost  thou  cost  me !  my  humanity ! 
Why,  duty,  art  thou  thus  at  war  with  nature  f 

Enter  pALMtaA. 

Thou  here,  Palmira !  oh  !  what  fatal  transpoit 
Leads  thee  to  this  sad  place,  these  dark  MMMleSt 
Sacred  to  death  ?  Thou  hast  no  bosineaa  faete. 

Fal.  Oh,  Zaphna,  foar  and  love  have  beesi  my 
guides. 
What  horrid  sacrifice  is  this  enjoined  thea  ? 
What  victim  does  the  god  of  Mabomec- 
Claim  from  thy  tender  hand  ? 

Zaph.  Oh,  my  guardian  angel. 
Speak,  resolve  me ; 
Flow  can  assassination  be  a  virtue  ? 
How  can  the  gracious  parent  of  mankind 
Delight  in  mankind's  sufferings?  Mmj  skot  dus 

prophet. 
This  great  apnounoer  of  his  heavenly  will. 
Mistake  it  once  ? 

PaL  Oh,  tremble  to  examine. 
He  sees  our  heart»-^To  doubt  is  to  bla^»heme. 

Zaph.  Be  steady,  lheii|  my  soal^  firai  to  ihy 
purpose^ 

1 


Mu&BBk] 


BRITISIl  DRAMA. 


577 


AM  lei  rdSpum  sleel  thee  acainst  pity. 
Come  forth,  thou  foe  to  Mahomet,  and  Heaven, 
And  meet  the  doom  thy  rebel  faith  desenres ! 
Come  forth,  Afesnor ! 
PmL  Vfho,  Aicanor ! 
Ztpk.  Yes. 

PaL  The  good  Aleanor? 
Zttpk  Why  do  you  call  him  good  ? 
Cane  od  his  pagan  virtues !  he  must  die ; 
So  Mahomet  commaods :  and  yet  metliinks 
Some  odier  deity  arrests  my  arm, 
And  whispers  to  my  heart — Zaphna,  forbear ! 
Pa/.  Distracting  state ! 
Zetpk  Alas !  my  dear  Paimira, 
Vm  weak,  and  shudder  at  this  bloody  business. 
Help  me,  oh  help,  Palmira !  I  am  torn, 
DisCniettd  with  this  conflict 
Zeal,  horror,  love,  and  pity,  seize  my  breast, 
And  drag  it  (fifierent  ways.    Alas!  Palmira, 
You  see  me  tossing  on  a  sea  of  passions ; 
^Hs  thine,  my  aneel,  to  appease  this  tempest, 
Ex  my  distracted  wilL  ana  teach  me — 

Pd  What ! 
What  can  I  teach  thee  in  this  strife  of  passions  ? 
ObZaphaa  I  I  revere  our  holy  prophet. 
Think  all  his  hiws  are  registered  in  heaven. 
And  every  mandate  minted  in  the  skies. 

Zdph.  But  then,  to  break  through  hospitality, 
And  murder  him,  by  whom  we  are  protected ! 
Pal  Oh,  pixMr  Aicanor !  generous,  good  Aica- 
nor! 
Mj  heart  bleeds  for  thee. 

Zapk,  Know  then,  unless  I  act  this  horrid  scene, 
l^oless  I  plunge  this  digger  in  the  breast 
Of  that  old  man,  I  must — ^I  must — 
Pal  What— 

Zaph.  Most,  Palming- 

(Oh  agonizing  thought !)  lose  thee  for  c^^er. 
PaL  Am  I  the  price  of  good  Alcanor^s  blood  ? 
2apk,  So  Mahomet  ordains. 
Pai.  Horrible  dowry! 

ZopA.  Thou   knowest  the  curse  our  prophet 
has  denounced, 
Of  endiess  tortures  on  the  duobedient; 
lltim  knowest  with  what  an  oath  I  have  boi^nd 

myself 
To  vindicate  his  laws^  extirpate  all. 
That  dare  oppose  his  progress;   say  then,  fair 

one, 
fhou  tutoress  divine,  instruct  me  how, 
How  to  obey  my  chief,  perform  my  oiUh| 
Vet  Hu  to  m^rcfs  call ! 
PaL  This  rencb  my  heart 
Z^pk.  How  to  avoid  being  banished  thee  for 


PaL  CHi,  9B\*e  me  from  that  thought!  must 

that  e*er  be  ? 
Zapk.  It  most  not:  thou  hast  now  pronounced 

hi^  doom. 
PaL  What  doom?— Have  I ! 
ynpk.  Yeis  tho«  liASt  sealed  his  death* 
Pil  I  teal  his  death !--Did  I?. 


Za/yA.  ^was  Heaven  spoke  by  thee ;  thouVt 
its  oracle. 
And  m  fulfil  its  laws.    This  is  the  hour, 
In  which  he  pays,  at  the  adjoining  altar, 
Black  rites  to  ras  imap;inary  gods. 
Follow  me  not,  palnura. 

PaL  I  must  follow ; 
I  will  not^  dare  not,  leave  thee. 

Zapk  Gentle  maid, 
I  beg  thee  fly  these  walls ;  thou  canst  not  bear 
This  horrid  scene-^h,  these  are  dreadful  mo» 

meats! 
Begone-— <|uick — this  way — 

FaL  No,  I  follow  thee, 
Retread  thy  every  footstep,  though  they  lead 
To  the  dark  gulph  of  deatn. 

ZopA.  Thou  matchless  maid ! — ^to  the  dire 
trial  then.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  drawif  and  discofoers  the  inner  part  of 
the  temploy  with  a  pagan  altar  and  tmaget ; 
Alcanob  addresnng  &mulf  to  the  idols. 

Ale,  Eternal  Powers !  that  deign  to  bless  these 

mansions, 
Protectors  of  the  sons  of  Ishmael, 
Crush,  crush  this  blasphemous  im'ader's  force, 
And  turn  him  back  with  shame  !    If  power  be 

your^s. 
Oh !  shield  your  injured  votaries,  and  lay 
Oppression,  bleeding  at  your  altar's  foot 

£a^er  Zapbn a  and  pALnraA. 

PaL  entering.}  Act  not  this  bloody  deed !  oh 

save  him,  save  him ! 
Zapk  Save  him,  and  lose  both  paradise  and 

thee ! 
PaL  Hah,  yon' he  stands — Oh!  Zaphna,  all 

my  blood  is  frozen  at  the  sight ! 
Ale.  Tis  in  your  own  behalf  that  I  implore 
The  terrors  of  your  mi^ht ;  swift,  swiftly 
Pour  vengeance  on  this  vile  apostate's  head, 
Who  dares  profanely  wrest  your  thunder  from 

you. 
And  lodge  it  with  au  unknown  fancied  god. 
Zaph.  Hear  how  the  wretch  blasphemes !  So, 

now — 
PaL  Hold,  Zaphna ! 
Zapk  Let  me  go- 
Pa/.  I  cannot— cannot 
Ale.  But  if,  for  reasons  which  dim^sighted  mor* 
tals 
Can't  look  into,  you'll  crown  this  daring  rebel 
With  royalty  and  priesthood,  take  my  life  ! 
And  if,  ye  gracious  Powers  I  you  have  aught  of 

bliss 
In  store  for  me,  at  my  last  hour  permit  me 
To  see  my  children,  pour  my  blessing  on  them, 
Expire  in  their  dear  arms,  and  let  them  close 
These  eyes,  which  then  would  wish  no  afuT- 
sight ! 
PdL  His  children,  did  he  say  ? 

Zapk  1  think  he  did 

9X 
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Ak.  For  tliis  I'll  at  your  altar  pay  my  vows, 
And  make  it  smoke  with  incense.  [Aetires  be- 
hind  the  altar, 

Zaph,  Now*s  the  time ;  [Drawing  his  sword. 
Insulting  Heaven,  he  flies  to  stones  for  refuge : 
Now  let  me  strike  ! 

Pal  Stay  but  one  moment,  Zaphna. 

2»aph,  It  must  not  be — unhand  me*  * 

Fal.  What  to  do  ? 
.    Zaph,  To  serve  my  God  and  king,  and  merit 

thee. 
[Breaking  from  Palmira,  and  going  towards  the 

altar^  he  starts,  and  stops  short. 
Ha !  what  are  ye,  ve  tehiiying  shades  ? 
What  means  tnis  lake  of  blowi,  that  lies  before 
me? 

Pal,  Oh  Zaphna !  let  us  fly  these  horrid  roofs. 

Zaph,  No,  no — Go  on,  ye  ministers  of  death ; 
Lead  me  the  way  :  I'll  follow  ye. 

PuL  Stay,  Zaphna ! 
Heap  no  more  horrors  on  me ;  Tm  enpiring 
Beneath  the  load. 

Zaph.  Be  hushed — the  altar  trembles ! 
What  means  that  omen !  does  it  spur  to  murder. 
Or  would  it  rein  me  back  ?  No,  'tis  the  voice 
Of  Heaven  itself,  tliat  chides  my  lingering  hand. 
Now  send  up  thither  all  thy  vows,  Palmira, 
Whilst  I  obey  its  will  and  give  the  stroke. 

[Goes  out  behind'  the  altar  after  Alcanor, 

Pal,  Whatvbws?  Will  Heaven  receive  a  mur- 
derer's vows ! 
For  sure  I'm  such,  whilst  I  prevent  not  murder. 
Why  beats  my  heart  thus  ?    what  soil  voice  is 

this, 
That's  waken'd  in  my  soul,  and  preaches  mercy  ? 
If  Heaven  demands  his  life,  dare  I  oppose  ? 
Is  it  m^  place  to  judge  ? — Ha !  diat  dire  groan 
Proclanns  the  bloody  business  is  about. 
Zaphna !  oh  Zaphna ! 

Re-enter  Zaprka. 

Zaph,  Hn !  where  am  I  ? 
Who  calls  me  ?  where's  Palmira  ?  she^s  not  here ; 
What  fiend  has  snatched  her  from  me  ? 

Pal,  Heavens  !  he  raves ! 
Dost  thou  not  know  me,  Zaphna !  her,  who  lives 
For  thee  alone ! — Why  dost  uiou  gaze  thus  on  me  ? 

Zaph,  Where  are  we? 

PaL  Hast  tliou  then  discharged 
The  horrid  duty  ? 

Zaph,  What  dost  thou  say  ? 

Pal,  Alcanor — — 

Zaph.  Alcanor!  what  Alcanor ^ 

Pal.  Gracious  Heaven, 
Look  down  upon  him ! 
Let*s  be  gone,  my  Zaphna! 
Let's  nv  this  place  ! 

taph.  Oh,  whither  fly !  to  whom  ? 
D'ye  see  these  hands  f  who  will  receive  these 
hands? 

Pal,  Oh,  come,  and  let  me  wash  them  with 
my  tears! 


Zaph,  Who  art  thou !  let  me  lean  oq  thee* 
I  find 
My  powers  returning.    Is  it  thoo,  Palmira.' 
Where  have  I  been  r  what  have  I  done  ? 

Pal,  I  know  not : 
Think  on't  no  more. 

Zaph,  But  I  must  think  and  talk  oii*t  too,  Pal- 
mira; 


I  seiz'd  the  victim  by  his  hoary 
(Thou,  Heaven,  didst  will  it) 
Then,  shudderins  with  horror,  buried  strait 
The  poignard  innis  breast    I  had  redoubted 
The  bloody  plunge-— (what  cannot  zeal  persoade !) 
But  that  tne  venerable  sire  poured  foKth 
So  piteous  a  groan !  looked  so,  Palmira— 
And  with  a  &ble  voice,  cried.  Is  it  Zaphna? 
I  could  no  mure.     Oh?  hadst  thou  seen,  my 

love. 
The  fell,  fell  dagger  in  his  bosom,  viewed 
His  dying  face,  where  sat  such  digmty. 
Clothed  with  compassion  towards  his  base  S9- 
sasdn ! 

[Throwing  hisnself  on  the  grtmad. 
The  dire  remembrance  weig^  me  to  the  earth— 
Here  let  me  die 

PaL  Rise,  my  loved  Zaphna !  rise, 
And  let  us  fly  to  Mahomet  for  protectioa : 
If  we  are  found  in  these  abodes  of  slaugfliser, 
Tortures  and  death  attend  us :  let  us  fly ! 
Zaph,  starting  up.]  I  did  fly  at  that  blasbiig 
sight,  Palmira, 
When  drawing  out  the  fatal  steel  he  cast 
Such  tender  looks !  I  fled — the  fatal  sted. 
The  voice,  the  tender  looks,  the  bleeding  vktim 
Blessing  his  murderer,  I  could  not  fly : 
No,  they  clung  to  me,  rived  my  thropbiog  heart, 
And  set  my  brain  on  fire.  .What  have  we  done  \ 
PaL  Hark !  what's  that  noise  I  I  tremUe  kr 
thy  Hfe. 
Oh !  in  the  name  of  love,  by  all  the  tics. 
Those  sacred  ties,  that  lund  thee  mine  for  ever, 
I  do  conjure  thee,  follow  me  ! 

[Alcanor  comes  from  behind  tke  mter^ 
leaning  asainst  t/,    with  the  Uoad^ 
sword  in  am  hand, 
laph.  Ha  I  l6ok,  Palmira,  see  what  olwect^s  that, 
Whidi  bears  upon  my  tortered  si^t !  Wt,  fae  ? 
Or  is't  his  bloodjr  manes  come  tomumt  us? 
PaL  ^s  he  ^mself,  poor  wretch !  smagg^iiig 
with  death. 
And  feebly  crawling  towards  us.    Let  me  fy. 
And  yield  what  help  I  can :  let  me  sappcHt  tfae^ 
Thou  much-lamented,  injured,  good  ota  mao ! 
Zaph,  Why  don't  I  move  ?  my  feet  art  rooied 
here. 
And  all  my  frame  is  struck  and  withered  iip 
As  with  a  lightnings  blast. 

Ak,  My  gentle  maid. 
Wilt  thou  support  me? 
Weep  not,  my  Palmira. 
PaL  I  could  weep  tears  of  Uood,  if  dat  vtmU 
serve  thee. 
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lie,  f Sitting  down.]  Zaphna,  come  hither ; 

tSoo  hast  ca'en  my  lite, 
for  wliat  offienoe,  or  what  one  thought  towards 

thee, 
That  ai^r  or  malevolence  ^ve  birth. 
Heaven  knows  I  am  unconscious.  Do  not  look  so : 
I  see  thou  dost  relent 

Enter  Pharon  ha$tUy, 

PAo.  {Starting  l^ack.]  Ha !  'tis  too  late,  then. 
Ak.  Would  1  could  see  Uerddes ! — Pharon, 
k)? 
Hijr  martyred  friend,  by  hb  distempered  hand, 
Is  now  ex|iinng ! 

Pha,  Dire  unnatural  crime  ! 
Ob,  wretched  parricide ! — behold  thy  father ! 

*  [Pointing  to  Alcanor, 

2apk.  My  father ! 
PoiL  Father!  ha! 
Ale  Mysterious  Heaven ! 
Pka.  Hercidea,  dying  by  the  hand  of  Mirvan, 
Who  slew  him,  lest  he  should  betray  die  secret. 
Saw  me  approach,  and,  in  the  paii<!s  of  dcatli. 
Cried,  *  Fly  and  save  Alcanor ;  wrest  the  sword 
'  From  Zaphna's  liandsy  if  'tis  not  yet  too  late, 
'That's  destined  for  his  death;    then  let  him 

know, 
'  That  ^sphna  and  Palmira  are  his  children.' 
PaL  Tnat  2Uiplma  and  Pulniira  are  hU  chil- 
dren! 
Dost  hear  that,  Zaphna  ? 

Zapk,  Tis  enough,  ray  fate ! 
Canst  thou  aught  more  i 

AU,  Oh,  nature !  oh,  my  children  ! 
By  what  vile  instisations  wert  thou  driven, 
L'nhappy  Zaphna?  to  this  blocnlv  ncriun  ? 

Zapk  [FmlUng  at  hiifather^sjcet]  Oh,  I  can- 
not speak! 
Bestore  me,  sir,  restore  that  damnod  we»pon, 
That  I,  for  once,  may  make  it,  as  I  ought, 
An  instrument  of  justice. 

PaL  [Kneeling'!]  Oh,  my  father ! 
Strike  here !  the  crime  was  mine ;  'twas  I  alone. 
That  worked  his  will  to  this  unnatural  deed  I 
l^pon  these  terms  alone  he  could  be  mine ; 
And  incest  was  the  price  of  parricide ! 
Zapk,  Strike  your  assassins—— 
Ak,  I  embrace  my  children, 
And  jor  to  see  them,  though  my  life's  the  forfeit ! 
Rise,  children,  rise,  and  live :  live  to  revenge 
Your  father's  death. — But,  in  the  name  of  nature, 
Brthe  remains  of  this  paternal  blood. 
That's  ooiing  from  my  wound,  raise  not  your 

hands 
'Gainst  your  own  being.    S^phna,  wouldst  thou 

dome 
A  seoood  deadlier  mischief? 
Self-slaughter  cannot  atone  for  parricide. 

Zmpk,  Then  I  will  live. 
Live  to  some  purpose :  This  is  glorious  suflfertn^. 
j|/c.  Thy  undetermined  arm  lias  not  quite  ful- 
filled 


them, 


Its  bigot  purnose;  I  hope  to  live  to  animate 
Our  friends  Against  this  impostor :   Lead  tk 

Zaphna, 

To  root  out  a  rapacious  baneful  crew, 
Whose  zeal  is  frenzy,  whose  religion  murder ! 
ZiipA.  Swift,  swift,  ye  hours !  and  light  me  to 
revenge ! 
Come,  thou  infernal  weapon, 

[Snatchet  the  bloody  ncord, 
ni  wash  off  thy  foul  stain  with  the  heart  s  blood 
Of  that  malij^nant  sanctified  assassin  ! 

[Ai  Zaphna  is  going  of,  Mirvan  and  his 
Jbllowers  enter,  and  stop  him, 
Mir,  Seize  Zaphna, 
And  load  the  traitorous  murderer  with  chains  ! 
Help  you  the  good  Alcanor — Hapless  man  ! 
Our  prophet,  in  a  vision,  learnt  to-night 
The  moumfi^l  talc  of  tl^y  untimely  end. 
And  sent  me  straight  to  seize  the  vile  assassin, 
Thiit  he  might  wreak  severest  justice  on  him: 
Mahomet  comes  to  vindicate  the  laws. 
Not  suffer,  with  impunity,  their  breach. 
Ak,  Heavens !  wliat  accumuluted  crimes  are 

here ! 
Zaph.  Where  is  the-  monster  ?  lx:ar  me  instant 
to  him, 
That  I  may  blast  him  with  my  e3*c,  may  curse 

him 
With  my  last  hesitating  voice ! 

PaL  Thou  traitor ! 
Did  not  thy  own  death-doing  tongtte  enjoin 
This  horri<)  deed  f 

Mir.  Not  mine,  by  Heaven  ! 
Zaph,  Not  thine ! 

Mir.  No  ;  by  our  prophet,  and  his  holv  faith, 
Of  all  the  thoughts  ere  fiarlx Hired  in  this  ))reast. 
It  ne'er  had  such  a  monster  tor  its  tmant ! 
Zaph.  Mo«>t  accomplished  villain  ! 

Mirvan,  look  at  me— darest  thou 

,  Mir,  Off  with  him,     '  [T\)  the  Soldiers. 

And  see  him  well  secui^,  till  ^lahomet 
Demands  him  of  you. 
PaL  Vilhiin,  hold  !     [Ijii/ing  hold  of  Zaphna. 
Mir,  Away ! 

Zaph,  Just,  just  reward  of  my  credulity ! 
Fal,  Let  me  go  with  liim ;  I  will  share  thy 
fate. 

Unhappy  Zaphna,  for  I  share  thv  guilt 

But  tnen-  [Looking  back  at  Alcanor. 

Mir,  No  more— you  must  to  Mahomet : 
Obey  without  relucUmce :  Our  great  prophet, 
In  pity  to  your  tender  frame  and  years, 
Will  take  you  under  his  divine  protection. 
PaL  [Aside.'j  Oh  death!  deUver  me  from  such 

protection ! 
Mir.  If  vou  would  aught  to  save  the  destined 
Zaphna, 
Follow  me  to  the  prophet;  you  may  move  him 
To  mitigate  his  doom. — Away ! 

[7b  the  soldiers  who  hold  Zaphva. 
You  this  way.  [To  Paimha 

Zaph,  Pardon  f 
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Pal.  Oh,  pardou ! 

[They  are  led  off  by  degrees,  baking  al- 
ternately at  their  father  and  each  other. 
Ale.  Oh,  insupportable ! 
Both  from  me  ton^  theogi  when  I  wanted  most 
Their  consolation.  [4  shtmt, 

Pha.  Hark ! 
The  citizens  are  roused^  and  all,  in  arnu^ 
Rush  on  to  your  defence. 

Ale.  Pharon,  support  me 
Some  moments  longer. — Uelp^  conduct  me  to- 
wards them; 


Bare  diis  wound  to  tiwrn;  let  that  speak  die 

cause, 
The  treacherous  cause^-/or  words  heptt  to  isil 

me; 
Then,  if  in  death  I  can  hut  serve  119  ooantry. 
Save  mj  poor  children  from  this  ticpei's^ripe, 
And  give  a  second  life  to  that  lovMpair, 

By  whose  misguided  seal  I  lose  my  own 

What  patriot,  or  parent,  but  would  wish. 
In  so  divine  a  cause,  to  fall  a  mai^r  I 

{Eunt. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Mahomet  and  Mirva^. 

Mah.  Wrong  will  be  ever  nursed  and  fed 

with  blood ! 

So  this  boy  bigot  held  his  pious  purpose  ? 

Mir.  Devoutly, 

Mah.  What  a  senseless  machine 
Can  superstition  make  the  reasoner  man ! 
Alcanor  lies  there  on  his  bed  of  earth  ? 

Mir.  This  moment  he  expired,  and  Mecca's 
youth 
In  vain  lament  their  chief.    To  the  mad  crowd 
That  gathered  round,  good  Ali  and  myself 
(Full  of  thy  dauntless  heavenlyrseeming  spirit) 
Disclaimed  the  deed,  and  pointed  out  the  arm 
Of  righteous  Heaven,  that  strikes  for  Mahomet. 
Think  ye,  we  cried  (with  eyes  and  hands  uprear- 

ed), 
Think  yc  our  holy  prophet  would  consent 
To  such  a  crime,  whose  foulness  casts  a  blot 
On  right  of  nations,  nature,  and  our  faith  ? 
Oh,  rather  tliink  he  will  revenge  his  death. 
And.  root  his  murder  from  the  burdened  earth ! 
Then  struck  oMr  breasts,  and  wept  the  good  old 

roan, 
And  only  wished  he*d  died  among  the  faithful, 
And  slept  with  Ibrahim. 

Mah,  Excellent  Mirvan ! 

Mir,  We,  then,  both  at  large 
Descanted  on  thy  clemency  and  bounty. 
On  that  the- silent  and  desponding  crowd 
BroVj  out  in  murmurs,  plamts,  and  last  in  shouts, 
And  eadi  mechanic  grew  a  mussulman. 

3faA,  Oh,  worthy  to  deceive  and   awe  the 
world. 

Second  to  Mahomet !  let  roe  embrace  thee 

But  say,  is  not  our  army  at  their  gates 
To  back  our  clemency  ? 

Mir.  Omar  commands 
Their  nightly  march  through  unsuspected  paths^ 
And  with  the  mom  appears. 

Mah.  At  sight  of  tnem. 
The  weak  remaining  billows  of  this  storm 
Will  lash  themselves  to  peace — But  where  is 
iJaphna  ? 


Mir.  Safe  in  a  dungeon,  where  He  dies  apace. 
Ere  at  the  altar's  foot  ne  slew  his  stie, 
In  his  own  veins  he  bore  his  guiltfs  reward^ 
A  deadly  draught  of  poison. 

Mah.  I  wocdd  be  kind,  and  let  hbn  die  deoeir- 
ed. 
Nor  know  that  parent-blood  defiles  hb  tooL 

Mir.  He  cannot  know  it:  if  the  gmve  be  alfltf^ 
I'm  sure  Hercides  is 

Mah.  Unhappy  Zaphna ! 
Something  like  pity  checks  me  for  thj  death. 
But  why— I  must  not  think   that  wny-^bitt 

Mahomet 
Give  a  new  paradise  to  all  mankind. 
And  let  remorse  of  consdenoe  be  the  hett 
Of  his  own  breast !  My  safety  dumed  his  life. 
And  all  the  heaven  of  fair  Palmira's 
Shall  be  my  great  reward. 

Aftr.  My  noble  lord, 
Palmira  is  at  hand,  and  waits  your  _ 

Mah.  At  hand !  How,  Minnsn,  oonldit  ihoa 
let  me  talk 
On  themes  of  guilt,  when  that  pure  angePs  near! 

Mir,  The  weeping  fair,  led  on  by  flatteriag 
hope 
Of  Zaphna's  life,  attends  your  sacred  wiU : 
A  silent  pale  dejection  smtmds  her  cheoks, 
And,  like  the  lily  in  a  morning  shower. 
She  droops  her  head  and  lod»  up  M  Iser  sweets. 

Mah.  Say  Mahomet  awaits,  and  then 
Assemble  all  our  chiefs,  and  on  this  i^tfonn 
Let  tliem  attend  me  straight.        [£ril  Mirwan. 

Enter  Palmira  with  attendanit^ 

Pal.  apart ^  Where  have  they  led  me? 
Methinks  each  step  I  take,  the  mangled  corse 
Of  m^  dear  father  (by  poor  Zaphna  maqgW) 
Lies  m  my  way,  and  all  I  see  is  nlood — {Siartiae- 
Tis  the  impostor's  self ! — ^Burst,  heart,  in  sileooe ■ 

Mah.  Maid,  lay  aside  this  dread.     Pahniias 
fate 
And  that  of  Mecca  by  my  will  is  fiiced. 
This  great  event,  tliat  fills  thy  soul  with  horror, 
Is  mystery  to  all  but  Heaven  and  M nhoniet. 

PaL  Oh,  ever  righteous  l(eaven  !  csuut  tixia 
suffer 
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This  ncrilepoas  hypocritei  thb  sfxuler, 

To  steal  thi  terrorsi  and  blaspheme  tby  nazne^ 

Kor  doom  nim  instant  dead  ?  [Aude, 

Mak.  Child  of  mj  care. 
At  kogdi  from  galling  chiuns  Vve  set  thee  free^ 
And  nude  thee  triumph  in  a  just  revenge ; 
Think  then  thou*rt  dear  to  me,  and  Mahomet 
fieguds  ihee  with  a  more  than  father's  eye ; 
Then  know  (if  thou'lt  deserve  the  mighty  boon) 
An  higlier  name,  a  nobler  fate,  awaits  thee. 
FaL  What  would  the  tyrant?—  [Aside. 

Mak,  Haise  thy  thoughts  to  glory, 
Aod  sweep  this  2!aphna  £rom  thy  mcmoiy. 
With  aii  toat's  past — Let  that  mean  flame  expire 
fiefore  the  blaze  of  empire's  radian^  sun. 
Thv  grateful  heart  must  answer  to  my  bounties, 
f  ofimr  mv  Jaws,  and  share  in  all  my  conquests. 
PeL  W  hat  law%  wb»t  bounties^  and  what  con- 
quests, tyrant? 
Fraud  18  thy  Uw,  the  tomb  thy  only  boun^, 
Thy  cooyiestt  fatal  as  infected  av, 
Dispeopbng  hjdf   thp   globe-^See  bere^    good 

iieaven! 
The  venerable  prophet  I  revered. 
The  king  I  senned,  the  god  that  I  adored ! 
JfoA.  approaching  her,]  Whence  this  unwont- 
ed language,  this  wild  fremy  ? 
PaL  Where   is  the  spirit  of  my  martyred 
father? 
^^^here  Zaphna's,  where  Palmira's  innocence  ? 
BU»tcd  by  thee,  by  thee,  infernal  monster — 
TUm  fouod'st  ua  anaeUand  hast  mado  us  fiends ; 
Chre^  give   ua  badL  our  lives,   our  fame,  our 

virtue: 
Thou  canst  aot,   tyrantr— yet  thou  seekest  my 

love, 
Seekest  with  Alcanor's  blood  his  daughter's  love! 
Meh,  mpartA  Horror  and  death  !   the  fistal 
secretes  known. 

Enter  Mirvav, 

Mir,  Oh,  Mabomet,  all's  loB^  thy  glory  tarnish- 

ed. 
And  the  intariatr  tomb  ripe  to  devour  us ! 
Hercides^  parting  breath  divulged  the  secret 
The  prifton'a  forced,  the  dtj  aB  in  arms : 
See  where  they  bear  aloft  their  murdered  chief. 
Fell  Zaidnia  in  dicir  front,  death  in  his  looks, 
Ai^e  ail  bis  strength.  Spite  of  the  deadly  draughty 
lie  holds  in  life  but  to  make  sure  of  vengeance. 
M^    What   dost  thou  here,  then?  mstant 

with  our  guards. 
Attempt  to  atem  their  progress^  till  the  arrival 
Of  Omar  with  the  troops. 
A/ir.  I  bmnte,  my  lord.  [ExU  Mirvan, 

PtU.  Now,  now,  my  bourns  at  hand ! 
liearest  thou  those  shouts,  that  rend  the  ambient 

air? 
^"tcA  thoQ  those  glancing  fires,  that  add  new 

horrors 
To  the  rant's  gloom?  fieth  from  thy  murdering 

Doamardtt 


Mv  father's  ^rit  leads  the  vengeful  shades 

Of  all  the  wretches  whom  thy  sword  has  bnt» 

chered : 
I  see  them  raise  their  unsubstantial  arms 
To  snatch  me  from  thy  rage,  ei  worse,.  U^  love. 
Shadows  shall  ooanuer  in  Palmira's  cause. 
Moh.  [4dde.]  What  terror's  this,  that  hangj 

upon  her  accents  ? 
I  feel  her  virtue,  though  I  know  her  weakness. 
PaL  Thou  askest  my  knre;  go  seek  it  .in«tiie 

grave 
Of  good  Alcanor.    Talk'st  of  mteful  mindi? 
Bid  Zaphna  plmd  for  thee,  and  I  may  hear.thee ; 
Till  then,  thou  art  my  soonw-Ma/st  thoa»  likt 


Behold  thv  dearest  blood  spilt  atlfav  feet ! 
Mecca,  Medba,  all  our  Aiinan  world. 
Join,  join  lo  drive -the  impostor  from  the  earth! 
Blush  at  his  chains^  and  shake  Ihemoff  in  ven* 
geance! 
Mah.  [Aiide,]  Be  still,  my  soul,  nor  let  a  wo- 
man's'Sage 
BuiBe  thy  wonted  calm*    Spite.of  thy  hate, 
Thou  art  lovely  still,  and  charming  even  in  mad- 
ness. 

[A  thout  and  noite  of  fighting. 
My  fair,  retire;  nor  let  thy  gentlesoul 
Shake  with  alarms;  thou  art  my  peonliar  care : 
r  go  to  ouell  dus  traitorous  iasorrection, 
And  will  attend  thee  ftsaight 

Fal  No,  tyrant,  no; 
111  ioin  my  brother,  help  to  head  onr  friends. 
And  uige  them  on.  [A  shout* 

Roll,  roll  your  thunders,  heavens,  ana  aid  the 

storm! 
Now  hurl  your  Ughtnins  on  the  |mlty  head. 
And  plead  the  cause  of  injured  mnocence ! 
*^  [ExUFaL 

Enter  All 

Mah,  Whence,  Ali,  that  surprise? 

AiL  My  royal  chief, 
The  foe  prevails.  Thy  trooos,  led  on  by  Mirvan, 
Are.  all  eut  ofS^  and  valiant  Mirvan's  self, 
£k  Zaphna  shun,  lies  weltering  in  his  bkxxl : 
Theguard,  that  to  our  arms  should  ope  the  gates, 
Strudc  wiUi  the  common  phremy,  vow  thy  ruin. 
And  death  and  vengeance  is  the  general  cry  I 

Mah.  Can  All  fear  ?  then,  Mahomet,  be  thy- 
self! 

^^See,  thy  few  friends,  whom  vrild  despair 
hath  armed, 
(But  armed  in  vain)  are  come  to  die  beside  thee. 

Mah,  Ye  heartless  traitors !    Mahomet  alone 
Shall  be  his  own  defender,  and  your  guard 
Against  the  crowds  of  Mecca— Follow  me. 
Ha! 

Enter  Zapbha,  Palmika,  and  Pbakow,  with 
citixen$9  and  the  body  i^Alcavor  on  a  bier. 

Zaph.  See,  my  friends,  where  the  Impoetor 
stands^ 
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With  head  erect,  as  if  he  knew  not  guilty 
As  if  no  toiKue  sptke  from  Alcanor's  wounds^ 
Nor  called  tor  yengeance  on  him. 

Mah,  Impious  man! 
Js  it  not  enough  to  have  spilt  thy  parent-bk>od, 
But,  with  atrocious  and  blaspheming  lips, 
Darest  thou  arraign  the  substitute  of  Heaven ! 
Zaph.  The  substitute  of  Heaven!  so  is  t^e 
sword, 
The  pestilence,  the  famine ;  such  art  thou; 
Such  are  the  blessings  Heaven  has  sent  to  man 
By  thee  its  dele^te ;  na^,  more,  to  me. 
Oh,  he  took  pains,  Palmira,  upon  us; 
Deluded  us  into  such  monstrous  crimes 
As  Nature  sickened  at  conception  of  \ 
How  couldst  thou  damn  us  (bos  f 
Mah.  Babbler,  avaunt! 
Zaph.  Well  thou  upbraid'st  me ;  for  to  par- 
ley with  thee 
Half   brands  me  coward      Oh,    revenge  me, 

friends ! 
Revenge  Alcanor's  massacre ;  revenge 
Palmira's  wrongs,  and  crush  the  rancorous  mon- 
ster ! 
Mah.  Hearme^  ye  slaves,  bom  to  obey  my 

will ! 
Pal.  Ah,  hear  him  not!   fraud  dwells  upon 

his  tongue. 
Zaph.  Have  at  thee,  fiend — ^Ha !  Heaven ! 
[Zaphna  advancing,  reels,  and  reclinet  on  hif 
sword. 
What  doud  is  this 
That  thwarts  upon  my  sight?  My  head  grows 

dizzy. 
My  joints  unloose ;  sure  'tis  the  stroke  of  Fate. 
Mah.  {Aside.}  The  poison  ^orks!   then  tri- 
umph, Mahomet ! 
Zaph.  Off,  ofl^  base  lethargy ! 
Pal.  Brother,  dismayed ! 
Hast  thou  not  power  but  in  a  guilty  cause, 
And  only  strength  to  be  a  parricide  ? 
Zaph,  Spare  that  reproach — Come  on — ^It  will 
not  be. 

[Hangs  down  his  sword,  and  reclines 
on  Pharon. 
Some  cruel  power  unnerves  my  willing  arm, 
Blasts  my  resolves,  and  weighs  me  down  to  earth. 
Mah.  Such  be  the  fate  of  all,  who  brave  our 
law. 
Nature  and  Death  have  heard  my  voice,  and  now 
liet  Heaven  be  judge  'twixt  Zapfina  and  myself, 
And  instant  blast  the  guilty  of  the  two. 
Pal  ttrother !  oh,  2^aphna ! 
Zoph.  Zaphna,  now  no  more. 
[Sinking  down  by  Alcanot^s  body,  and  leaning 
on  the  bier,  Pharon  kneehng  down  with 
him,  and  supporting  him, 
Down,  down,  good  PImron — ^Thou  poor  injured 

corse. 
May  I  embrace  thee  ?  Wont  thy  pallid  wound 
Furple  anew  at  the  unnatural  touch, 
Aoq  ooze  fresh  calls  for  vengeance? 


Pal  Oh,  my  brother ! 

Zaph.  In  vain's  the  guiltless  meami^  o(  wj 
heart; 
High  heayen  detests  the  involuntary  crime. 
And  dooms  for  parricide — Then  tremble,  ^rant  I 
If  the  Supren^e  can  punish  errors  thus, 
What  new-invented  tortures  must  await 
Thy  soul,  grown  leprous  with  such  fool  offences? 
Bin  soft — now  Fate  and  Nature  are  at  strife^ 
Sister,  farewell !  with  transport  should  I  quit 
This  toilsome,  perilous,  ddusve  stage, 
But  that  I  leave  thee  on  it :  leave  thee,  Pafanin, 
Exposed  to  what  is  worse  than  fear  can  image, 
That  tyrant's  mercy;  but  I  know  thee  brare; 
Know  that  thou'lt  act  a  part — ^Look  on  her  Hei' 

ven. 
Guide  her,  and--oh !  [Dies. 

PaL  Think  not,  ye  men  of  Meoc^ 
This  death  inflicted  by  the  hand  of  heaven ; 
Tls  he— 4hat  viper — • — 

Mah,  Know,  ye  fai^less  wretches ! 
Tis  mine  to  deed  the  bolts  of  angry  heaven ; 
Behold  them  there^  and  let  the  wretch,  who 

doubts, 
Tremble  at  Zaphna's  fate ;  and  know,  thai  Ma- 
homet 
Can  read  his  thoughts,  and  doom  him  with  a  looL 
Go  then,  and  thaiik  your  pontiff  and  your  prince 
For  each  day's  sun  he  grants  you  to  behold. 
Hence  to  your  temples,  and  appease  my  rage ! 

iTMe  pe^le  go  of 

PaL  Ah,  stay  !  my  brother's  mordencd  bj  tms 
tyrant: 
By  poison,  not  by  piety,  he  kills. 

mah.  Tls  done Thus  ever  be  our  law  re- 
ceived !  [Apani. 
Now,  fair  Palmira— 

PaL  Monster !  is  it  thus, 
Thou  makest  thyself  a  god,  by  added  ciimefl^ 
And  murders  justified  by  sacnjege  ? 

Mah.  Think, exqui»te  Palmira!  fortbyske — 

PaL  Thou'st  been  the  murderer  of  all  my 
race. 
See  where  Alcanor,  see  where  Zaphna,  ties; 
Do  they  not  call  for  me  too  at  thy  hands  ? 
Oh  that  they  did  ! — But  I  can  read  thy  thoughts; 
Palmira's  saved  for  something  worse  than  dnsh; 

This  to  prevent Zaphna,  I  follow  thee. 

[Stabs  herself  with  Zapkn^s 

Mah,  What  hast  thou  oone ! 

Pal.  A  deed  of  glory,  tyrant ! 
Thou  hast  left  no  object  worth  Palmira's 
And,  when  I  shut  out  light,  I  slrat  out 

[Dies. 

Mah.  Farewell,  dear  victim  of  my  bonmdless 
passion ! 
The  price  of  treachery,  the  reward  of  murder. 

Sink  with  thee  to  the  earth Ob,  jusboes,  jn^ 

tice! 
In  vain  are  glory,  worship,  and  doroinioii ! 
AH  conqueror  as  I  am,  I  am  a  slwe, 
And,  by  the  world  adored,  dwell  with 
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My  crimes  have  planted  scorpions  in  my  breast; 
Here,  here,  I  feei  tbem.    Tis  in  Tain  to  brave 
The  host  of  terrors^  that  invade  my  soul : 
I  midit  deceive  the  world,  myself  I  cannot 

aL  Be  calm  a  while,  my  lord;  Aink  what 
yoaare. 

JUiiA.  Ha !  what  am  I?  [Turning  to  the  bodies. 
Ye  breathless  family, 

Let  jour  load  crying  wounds  say  what  I  am. 
Oh!  snatch  me  from  that  sight;    quick,  quick 

transport  me 
To  nature's  loneliest  mansion,  where  the  son 
Ne*er  entered,  where  the  sound  of  human  tread 
Was  never  hnrd — But  wherefore  ?  still  I  there. 
There  ttUl,  shall  find  myself— Ay,  thatfs  the  hell ! 
ru  none  on't  {Drawing  his  sword. 

ML  Heavens !  help,  hold  nim  ! 

\AUy  ^c.  disarm  hinu 


MaL  Paltnr  dastards ! 
You  fled  the  foe,  but  can  disarm  your  master ! 
Angel  of  death,  whose  power  I've  longprodaimed. 
Now  aid  me,  if  thou  canst ;  now,  if  tnou  canst. 
Draw  the  kind  curtain  of  eternal  night, 
And  shroud  me  from  the  horrors,  that  beset  me ! 

[Eseunt  Mahomet,  ^c 

Pha.  Oh !  what  a  curse  b  life,  when  self-con* 
viction 
Flings  our  offences  hourly  in  our  face. 
And  turns  existence  torturer  to  itself ! 
Here  let  the  mad  enthusiast  turn  his  eyes, 
And  see  from  bigotry  what  horrors  rise ; 
Here  in  the  blackest  colours  let  him  read,  "^ 
That  zeal,  by  craft  misled,  may  act  a  deed,  > 
By  which  both  innocence  and  virtue  bleed.  3 

"[Exeunt  omnes. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


MEN. 


TAVCRSDy  count  of  Leece. 
Mattso  Sifp&edi,  lord  high  chancellor  of  Sicily, 
EaEL  Osmond,  lord  high  constable  qf^ily. 
^0DOI.PHO»  friend  to  Tancredy  and  captain  of 
the  guardt. 


WOMEN. 


SiGiSMDNDA,  daughter  ofSiffrtdi. 
Lauba,  sitter  of  Kodolpha,  andjriemd  toSigi^ 
ntvnda* 

BaronSf  Officers,  Gudrds^  4^c. 


Scene — The  dty  if  Palermo,  in  Italy. 


ACT    L 


SCENE  L^The  palace. 

Enter  StoiSMUNDA  and  Laura. 

Sig,  An,  fatal  day  to  Sicily !  the  king 
Toucnes  his  last  moments ! 

Laura.  So  'tis  feared. 

Sig,  The  death  of  those  distinguished  by  their 
station, 
Bat  by  their  virtue  more,  awakes  the  mind 
To  solemn  dread,  and  strikes  a  saddening  awe ; 
Not  that  we  grieve  for  them,  but  for  ourselves, 
Left  to  the  toil  of  hfe — And  yet  the  best 
Are,  by  the  playful  children  of  this  world, 
At  once  for^t,  as  they  had  never  been. 
Laura,  'tis  said,  the  heart  is  sometimes  charged 
With  a  prophetic  sadness :  such,  methinks, 
Now  hangs  on  mine.    The  king's  approaching 

death 
Suggests  a  thousand  fears.  What  troubles  thence 
May  throw  the  state  once  more  into  confusion, 
Wmit  sudden  changes  in  my  father's  house 
May  rise,  and  part  me  from  my  dearest  Tancred, 
Alarms  my  thoughts. 

Laura.  The  fears  of  love-sick  fancy ! 
Perversely  busy  to  torment  itself. 


But  be  assured,  your  father^s  steady  friendAi|s 

Joined  to  a  certain  genius,  that  cmnmands, 

Not  kneels  to  fortune,  will  support  and  cherish, 

Here,  in  the  public  eye  of  Sicuy, 

This,  I  may  call  him,  his  adopted  son. 

The  noble  Tancred,  formed  to  all  his  virtues. 

iSi^.  Ah,  formed  to  charm  his  daughter  ^' 
This  fair  mom 
Has  tempted  far  the  chase.    Is  he  not  jet 
Returned  ^ 

Laura,  No.    When  your  fatlier  to  the  kin^ 
Who  now  expiring  lies,  was  called  in  haste. 
He  sent  each  way  his  messengers  to  find  him; 
With  such  a  look  of  ardour  and  impaticiKe, 
As  if  diis  near  event  was  to  count  Tancred 
Of  more  importance  than  I  comprehend. 

Sig.  There  lies,  my  Laura,  oer  my  Taocred^s 
birth 
A  cloud  I  cannot  pierce.    Widi  pcinoely  accost. 
Nay,  with  respect,  vihicfa  oft  I  have  obsored. 
Stealing  at  times,  submissive  o'er  his  featuns, 
In  Belmont's  woods  my  father  reared  this  jooth— 
Ah,  woods!  where  first  my  artless  bosom  Icvoed 
Hie  sighs  of  love.— He  ^ves  him  oat  cfae  aoa 
Of  an  old  friend,  a  baron  of  Apulia, 
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Who,  in  the  late  cnuado,  bravely  fi&ll. 

But  then  'tis  strenee ;  is  all  his  family 

As  treil  93  father  d<^  ?  and  all  their  fHends, 

Except  my  are,  the  generous  eood  .STiifredi  ? 

Had  he  a  mother,  idster,  brother^  left, 

The  last  remain  of  kindred,  with  what  pride. 

What  rapture,  might  they  fly  o'er  earth  and  sea. 

To  claim  this  rising  honour  of  their  blood  ! 

This  bright  imknown,  tliis  all-acoomplished  youth. 

Who  charms  too  much  the  heart  or  Si^smunda ! 

laiini,  perhaps  your  brother  knows  him  better, 

The  friend  and  partner  of  his  freest  hours. 

Wliat  says  Rodolpho  ?  Does  be  truly  credit 

This  story  of  his  birth? 
Laura.  He  has  sometimes, 

like  yoQ,  his  doubts ;  yet,  when  maturely  weigh- 
ed. 

Believes  it  true.    As  for  lord  Tancred's  self, 

Uc  Qcver  entertained  the  slightest  thought 

That  verj^ed  to  doubt;  but  oft  laments  his  state, 

B\  cruel  fortune  so  ill  paired  to  yours. 
Sig.  Merit  like  his,  the  fortune  of  die  mind, 

Bewars  all  wealth — Then,  to  your  brother,  Laura, 

He  talks  of  me  ? 
loatro.  Of  nothing  else.    Howe'er 

The  talk  b^n,  it  ends  with  Sigismunda. 

Tbeir  morning  noontide,  and  their  evening  walks, 

Are  iiill  of  you,  and  all  the  woods  of  Belmont 

Enaoiofired  widi  your  name 
Sig.  Away,  my  friend ; 

ion  flatter -jret  the  dear  delusion  charms. 

louro.  No,  Sifiismunda,  'tis  the  strictest  truth, 
Xor  half  the  tmto,  I  tell  you.    Even  with  fond- 


My  brother  talks  for  ever  of  the  passion 

That  fires  younp  Tancred*s  breast    So  much  it 

strikes  him. 
He  onuses  love  as  if  he  were  a  lover. 
He  blames  the  false  pursuits  of  vligrant  youth, 
^^  them  gay  folly,  a  mistaken  struggle 
Asfiost  best  judging  nature.    Heaven,  he  says^ 
In  lavish  bounty  formed  the  heart  for  love ;  * 
In  love  included  all  the  finer  seeds 
^honour,  virtue,  friendship^  purest  blii 

•V*  Virtuous  Rodolpho  I 

LoMra.  Then  his  pleasing  tlieme 
He  varies  to  the  praises  of  your  lover- 


^.  And,  what,  my  Laura,  says  he  on  the  sub- 
ject? 

Itfttro.  He  sajs,  that,  though  he  was  not  nobly 
bom, 
Nature  has  formed  him  noble,  eenerous,  brave. 
Truly  magnanimous,  and  warmly  scorning 
Whatever  bears  the  smallest  taint  of  baseness ; 
l}at  every  easy  virtue  is  his  own ; 
^«'«>t  learned  by  painful  labour,  but  inspired, 
'^Ap'bnted  in  his  aouL    Chiefly  one  charm 
le  to  his  giBoeful  character  observes ; 
(^  thoof^  his  passions  bum  with  high  impa* 

beoce, 
^nd  fometimea,  from  a  noble  heat  of  nature, 
^re  ready  to  fly  off;  yet  the  least  check 

V0L.L 


Of  ruling  reason  brings  them  back  to  temper. 
And  gentle  softness. 

Sig.  True !  Oh,  true,  Rodolpho  f 
Blest  be  thy  kindifed  worth  for  loving  his ! 
He  is  all  warmth,  all  amiable  Are, 
All  quick  heroic  ardour !  tempered  soft 
With  gentleness  of  heart,  and  manly  reason ! 
If  i^rtue  were  to  wear  a  human  form, 
To  light  it  with  her  dignity  and  flame, 

Then  softening,  mix  her  snulesand  tenderenu 

Oh,  she  wouldchoose  the  person  of  my  Tancred ! 
Go  on,  my  friend,  go  on,  and  ever  prdise  him ; 
The  subject  knows  no  bounds,  nor  can  I  dre, 
While  my  breast  trembles  to  that  sweetest  mu- 

stc! 
The  heart  of  woman  tastes  no  truer  joy, 
Is  never  flattered  with  such  dear  enchantment— 
Tis  more  than  selfish  vanity— as  when 
She  hears  the  praises  of  the  man  she  lov^ ! 

Laura,  Manam,  your  father  comes. 

Enter  Siffbedi. 

Sif,  [To  an  attendant  at  he  enteri,]  Lord  Tan- 
cred 
Is  found  ? 

At  ten.  My  lord,  he  quickly  will  be  here. 
I  scarce  could  keep  before  him,  though  he  bid  m^ 
Speed  on,  to  say  he  would  attend  your  orders. 

Sif.  Tiswell — retire — ^Yoa«too,  my  daughter, 
leave  me. 

Sig.  I  go^  my  father— But  how  fares  the  king? 

Sif.  He  is  no  more.    Gone  to  that  av^ul  states 
Where  kings  the  crown  wear  only  of  their  vir^^ 
tues. 

Sig.  How  bri^t  must  then  be  his ! — ^T%is  stroka 
is  sudden ; 
He  was  this  morning  well,  when  to  the  chase 
Lord  Tancred  went 

Sif.  T'ls  true.    But  at  his  years 
Death  gives  short  notice — Drooping  nature  then^ 
Without  a  gust  of  pain  to  shake  it,  falls. 
His  death,  my  daughter,  was  that  happy  period 
Which  few  attain.    The  duties  of  his  day 
Were  all  dischar^,  and  gratefully  enjo^red 
Its  noblest  blessings ;  calm  as  evening  skies 
Was  his  pure  mind,  and  lighted  up  with  hopes 
That  open  heaven ;  when,  for  his  last  long  sleep 
Timely  prepared,  a  lassitude  of  life, 
A  pleasing  weariness  of  mortal  joy, 
Feb  on  his  soul,  and  down  he  sunk  to  rest. 
Oh,  may  my  death  be  such ! — He  but  one  wish 
Left  unfulfilled,  which  was  to  see  count  Tancred— 

Sig.  To  see  count  Tancred ! — ^Pardon  roe,  my 
lord — 

Sif.  For  what,  my  daughter? — But,  with  such 
emotion. 
Why  did  you  start  at  mention  of  count  Tancred? 

Sg.  Nothing — I  only  hoped  the  dying  kin^ 
Might  mean  to  make  some  generous  just  provision 
For  this  your  worthy  charge,  this  noble  orphan.  * 

iSi/^  And  he  has  done  it  largely — Leave  me 
now— 
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I  want  some  private  conference  with  lord  Tan- 
cred.       [Exeunt  Sigismunda  and  Laura. 
My  doubts  are  but  too  true — If  these  old  c^es 
Can  trace  the  marks  of  love,  a  mutual  pasbion 
Has  seized,  I  fear,  my  daughter  and  this  prince, 
My  sovereign  now — Should  it  be  so  ?  Ah,  there, 
There  lurks  a  brooding  tempest,  tliat  may  shake 
My  long  concerted  scheme,  to  settle  firm 
The  public  peace  an4  welfare,  which  the  king 
Has  made  tne  prudent  basis  of  his  will 
Away,  unworthy  views  !  you  shall  not  tempt  me ! 
Nor  mterest,  nor  ambition  shall  seduce 
.  My  fixed  resolve — Perish  the  selfish  thought, 
"Which  our  own  good  prefers  to  that  of  millions! 
He  comes,  my  king,  unconscious  of  his  fortune. 

Enter  Tancred. 

Tan.  My  lord  Siffredi,  in  your  looks  I  read. 
Confirmed,  the  mournful  news  that  fly  abroad 
From  tongue  to  tongue — We  then,  at  last,  have 

lost 
The  good  old.  king? 

Sijf'.  Yes,  we  have  lost  a  father ! 
The  greatest  blessing  heaven  bestows  on  mortals, 
And  seldom  found  amidst  these  wilds  of  time, 
A  good,  a  worthy  king ! — Hpar  roc,  my  Tancred, 
And  I  will  tell  thee,  in  a  few  plain  words, 
How  he  deser\ed  that  best,  that  glorious  title, 
^is  nought  complex,  *tis  clear  as  truth  and  virtue. 
He  loved  his  peopfe,  deemed  tliem  all  his  chiU 

dren; 
The  good  exalted,  and  depressed  tlie  b^d. 
He  spurred  the  flattering  crew,  with  scorn  re- 
jected 
Their  smooth  advice  that  only  kneans  tliemselves. 
Their  schemes  to  aggrandize  him  into  baseness ; 
Nor  did  he  less  disdain  the  secret  breath. 
The  whispered  tale,  that  blights  a  virtuous  name. 
He  sought  alone  the  good  of  those  for  whom 
Jle  was  entrusted  wi3i  the  sovereign  power : 
Well  knowing,  that  a  people,  in  their  rights 
And  industry  protects  ;  living  safe 
Beneath  the  sacred  shelter  of  the  laws ; 
Encouraged  in  their  genius,  arts  a^id  labours. 
And  happy  each,  as  he  himself  dcscr>  es. 
Are  ne'er  ungrateful.     W  ith  unsparing  hand, 
They  will  for  him  provide :  their  filial  love 
And  confidence  are  his  unfailing  treasure. 
And  every  honest  man  his  faithful  guard. 

Tan,  A  general  face  of  grief  o'erspread$  the 
pity. 
I  marked  the  people,  as  I  hither  came. 
In  crowds  assembled,  struck  with  silent  sorrow, 
And  pouring  forth  the  noblest  praise — of  tears. 
Those,  whom  remembrance  ot  their  former  woes. 
And  long  experience  of  tlie  vain  illusions 
Of  youthful  nope,  had  into  wise  copsent 
Ani  fear  of  change  corrected,  wrung  their  hands. 
And,  often  casting  up  their  eyes  to  heaven. 
Gave  sign  of  sad  conjecture.     Others  shewed, 
Atliwart  .their  grief,  or  real  or  aflfected, 
A  gleam  of  expectation,  from  wliat  chance 


And  change  might  bring.    A  mingled  murmur 


ran 


Along  the  streets ;  and  from  the  lonely  court 
Of  him,  who  can  no  more  assist  their  h)rtanes, 
I  saw  the  courtier-fry,  with  eager  haste. 
All  hurrying  to  Constantia. 

Sif.  Noble  youth! 
I  joy  to  hear  from  thee  these  just  reflections, 
Worthy  of  riper  years — But  it*  they  seek 
Constantia,  trust  me,  they  mistake  their  coarse. 

Tan.  How  !  Is  she  not,  my  lord,  the  late  kings 
sister. 
Heir  to  the  crown  of  Sicily  ?  tRe  last 
Of  our  famed  Norman  line,  and  now  oar  queen? 

Sif.  Tancred,  'tis  true ;  she  is  tlie  late  kii^\ 
sister. 
The  sole  surviving  oflspring  of  that  tyrant 
William  the  Bad — so  lor  his  vices  stlled ; 
Who  spilt  much  noble  blood,  and  sore  oppresvd 
The  exhausted  land :  whence  grievous  war^  aroK| 
And  many  a  dire  convulsion  shook  the  state ; 
When  he,  whose  death  Sidlia  mourns  to-daj, 
William,  who  has,  and  well  deserved  the  name 
Of  Good,  succeeding  to  his  father's  throne, 
Relieved  his  country's  woes — But  to  return ; 
She  is  the  late  kin/s  sister,  born  some  months 
After  the  tyrant's  death,  but  not  next  heir. 

Tan.  You  much   surprise  me — May  I  thea 
presume 
To  ask  who  is  ? 

Sif.  Come  nearer,  noble  Tancred, 
Son  of  my  care.     I  must,  on  this  occasion. 
Consult  thy  generous  heart ;  wlnch^  when  coo- 
ducted 
By  rectitude  of  mind  and  honest  virtues. 
Gives  better  counsel  than  the  hoary  head — 
I1ien  know,  there  lives  a  prince,  here  in  Palermo, 
The  lineal  offspring  of  our  famous  bcrv>, 
Roger  tlie  First- 
Tan.  Great  Heaven !  How  far  removed 
From  that  our  mighty  founder? 

Sif.  His  great  grandson : 
Sprung  from  his  eldest  son,  who  died  untimely. 
Before  his  father. 

Tan.-  Ha !  the  prince  you  mean. 
Is  he  not  Manfrea's  son  r  The  generons,  brave. 
Unhappy  Manfred  ?  whom  the  tyraDC  Williatu, 
You  just  now  mendoned,  not  content  to  spoil 
Of  his  paternal  crown,  tluvw  into  fetters^ 
And  infamously  murdered  ? 
'  Sif.  Yes,  the  same. 

Tan.  By  heavens,  I  joy  to  find   our  Nomaui 
reign. 
The  world's  sole  light  amidst  these  bwbarrius 

ages. 
Yet  rears  its  head ;  and  shall  not,  froni  the  lanc^, 
Pass  Co  the  feeble  distafil — But  this  prince. 
Where  has  he  lain  concealed? 

Sif  The  late  good  king, 
By  noble  pity  moved,  contrived  to  sare  him 
From  his  dire  father's  unrelenting  ragie. 
And  had  him  reared  in  private,  as  becaxttt* 
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His  birth  and  hopes,  with  high  and  princely  nur- 
ture. 
Till  oowy  too  young  to  rule  a  troubled  state, 
By  civil  broils  most  miserably  torn, 
rif,  in  his  safe  retreat,  hab  lain  concealed. 
His  birth  and  fortune  to  himself  unknown ; 
Bat  when  the  dying  king  to  me  intrusted, 
A»  to  die  chancf'llor  of  the  realm,  his  will, 
His  successor  he  named  him. ' 

Tan,  Happy  youth ! 
He  then  win  triumph  o'er  his  father's  foes, 
0*er  haughty  Osmond,  and  the  tyrant's  daughter. 
Si/.  Ay,  that  is  what  I  dread — the  heat  of 
youth ; 
There  lurks,  I  fear,  perdition  to  the  state ; 
I  dread  the  horrors  of  rekindled  war : 
Tho^^h  dead,  the  tyrant  still  is  to  be  feared; 
His  dau^hter^s  party  still  is  strong  and  numerous  : 
Her  friend,  ean  Osmond,  constable  of  Sicily, 
Experienced,  brave,  hij»h-b<)rn,  of  mighty  interest 
Bcitf  r  the  prince  and  priiTccss  should  by  marriage 
Vmte  their   friends,    their  interest,  and   their 

claims; 
Then  will  the  peace  and  welfare  of  the  land 
On  a  firm  basis  rise. 

Tan,  My  lord  Siffredi, 
If  by  rovself  I  of  this  prince  may  judge. 
That  scheme  will  scarce  succeed. — Your  prudent 

.age 
10  vain  will  counsel,  if  the  heart  forbid  it — 
But  wherefore  fear  ?  The  right  is  dearly  his ; 
And,  under  your  direction,  with  each  man 
Of  irorth,  and  stcdfast  loyalty,  to  back 
At  once  the  king's  appointment  and  his  birth- 

There  is   no  ground  for  fear.    They  have  great 

oddsy 
Affainst  the  astonished  sons  of  riolence. 
Who  fi^ht  with  awful  justice  on  their  side. 
All  Sicily  will  rouse,  all  faithful  hearts 
^^  ill  range  themselves  around  prince  Manfred's 


»in. 


Fi>r  me,  I  here  devote  me  to  the  service 
Ot'  this  young  prince ;  I  every  drop  of  blood 
^Vill  lose  with  joy,  with  transport,  in  his  cause — 
VarxUiD  my  warmth — but    that,    my  lord,  will 

never 
To  tJiis  decision  come — ^Then  find  the  prince ; 
i^*^  not  a  monocnt  to  awaken  in  him 
1  tM*  niyal  soul.     Perhaps  he  now,  desponding, 
l*intr<»  ill  a  comer,  and  laments  his  fortune, 
Hiat  in  the  narrower  bounds  of  private  life 
He  must  confine  his  aims,  those  swelling  virtues 
^  hich  from  his  noble  father  he  inherits. 

Sif.  Perfaapsi,  regardless  in  the  common  bane 
Of  f outh  he  melts,  in  vanity  and  love. 
But  if  the  seeds  of  virtue  {rlow  within  him, 
I  will  awake  a  higher  sense,  a  love, 
Tliat  in^<p9  the  loves  and  happiness  of  millions. 

Tan.  Why  that  surmise  ?  Or  should  he  love, 
5^ffinedi, 
I  doubt  not,  it  is  nobly,  which  will  raise 


And  animate  his  virtues — Oh,  permit  me 

To  plead  the  cause  of  youth — Their  virtue  oft, 

In  pleasure's  soft  enchantment  lulled  awhile. 

Forgets  itself;  it  sleeps  and  gayly  dreams. 

Till  great  occasion  rouse  it ;  then,  all  flame, 

It  walks  abroad,  with  heightened  soul  and  vigour. 

And  by  the  change  astonishes  the  world ! 

Even  widi  a  kind  of  sympathy,  J  feel 

'the  joy  that  waits  this  prince;   when  all  the 

powers. 
The  expanding  heart  can  wish,  of  doing  good ; 
Whatever  swells  ambition,  or  exalts 
The  human  soul  into  divine  emotions. 
All  crowd  at  once  upon  him. 

Sif.  Ah,  my  Tancred, 
Nothing  so  easy  as  in  speculation, 
And  at  a  distance  seen,  the  course  of  honour ; 
A  fair  delightful  champaign  strewed  with  flowers. 
But  when  the  practice  comes;  when  our  fond 

pas*sions, 
Pleasure  and  pride,  and  self-indulgence,  throw 
Their  magic  dust  around,  the  prospect  roughens; 
ITien  dreadful  passes,  craggy  mpuittains  rise, 
Cliffs  to  be  scaled,  and  torrents  to  be  stemmed ; 
Then  toil  ensues,  and  perseverance  stem ; 
And  endless  combats  with  our  grosser  sense. 
Oft  lost,  and  oft  renewed ;  and  generous  pain 
For  others  felt ;  and,  harder  lesson  still ! 
Our  honest  bliss  for  others  sacrificed ; 
And  all  the  rugged  task  of  virtue  quells 
The  stoutest  heart  of  common  resolution. 
Few  get  above  this  turbid  scene  of  strife. 
Few  gain  the  summit,  breathe  that  purest  air, 
lliat  heavenly  ether,  which  untroubled  sees 
The  storm  of^  vice  and  passion  rage  below. 

Tan,  Most  true,  my  lord.    But  why  thus  au* 
gur  ill  ? 
You  seem  to  doubt  this  prince.  I  know  him  not : 
Yet,  oh,  mcthinks,  my  heart  could  answer  for  him : 
The  juncture  is  so  high,  so  strong  the  gale 
That  blows  from  Heaven,  as  through  the  deadest 

soul 
Might  breathe  the  godlike  energy  of  .virtue. 

Sif.  Hear  him,  immortal  shades  of  his  grea( 
fathers ! — 
Forgive  me,  sir,  this  trial  of  your  heart. 
Thou  !  thou,  art  he ! 

Tan.  Siffredi ! 

Sif.  Tancred,  thou ! 
Thou  art  the  man  of  all  the  many  thousands 
That  toil  upon  the  bosom  of  this  isle. 
By  Heaven  elected  to  command  the  rest, 
To  nile,  protect  them,  and  to  make  them  happy  ! 

Tan.  Manfred  my  father !  I  the  last  support 
Of  the  famed  Norman  line,  that  awes  the  world  ! 
I,  who  this  morning  wandered  forth  an  orphan, 
C)utcast  of  all  but  thee,  my  second  father  ! 
Thus  called  to  glory  !  to  the  first  great  lot 
Of  human  kind  ! — t)h,  wonder-working  hand. 
That  in  maiestic  silence,  sways  at  will 
The  mighty  movements  of  unbounded  nature ! 
Oh,  grant  me,  Heaven,  the  virtues  to  sustaia 
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TtuB  awful  burden  of  so  many  heroes ! 

Let  me  not  be  exalted  into  shame. 

Set  up  the  worthless  pageant  of  Tain  grttideur  ! 

Meantime  I  thank  the  justice  of  the  lung. 

Who  has  my  right  bequeathed  me.    Thee,  &f- 

fredi) 
I  thank  thee — Oh,  I  ne'er  enough  can  thank  thee ! 
Yes,   thou  hast   been — thou  art — shalt  be  my 

father ! 
Thou  shalt  direct  mv  inexperienced  years> 
Shalt  be  the  ruling  bead,  aijid  I  the  hand. 

Sif.  It  is  enougjb — for  me — ^to  see  my  sovereign 
Assert  his  virtues,  and  maintain  his  honour. 
Tan.  I  think,  my  lord,  you  said  the  king  com- 
mitted 
To  you  his  will.    I  hope  it  is  not  clogged 
With  any  ba^  conditions,  any  clause. 
To  tyrannize  my  heart,  and  to  Constantia 
Enslave  my  hand,  devoted  to  another. 
The  hint  you  just  now  gave  of  that  alliance, 
You  mi^t  imagine,  wakes  my  fear,    fiut  know. 
In  this  alone  I  will  not  bear  dispute. 
Not  even  from  thee,  SifTredi ! — ^Let  the  council 
Be  strait  assembhed,  and  the  will  there  opened: 
Thence  issue  speedy  orders  to  convene. 
This  day  ere  noon,  the  senate  :    where  those 

Imrons, 
Who  now  are  in  Palermo,  will  attend. 
To  pay  their  ready  homage  to  their  kin^ 
Their   rightful    km^    who  claims    his    native 

crown. 
And  will  not  be  a  king  by  deeds  and  parchments. 
iS^  I  go,  my  liege.   But  once  B^in  permit  me 

To  tell  you ^Now,  is  the  trying  crisis. 

That  must  determine  of  your  future  reign. 
Oh,  with  heroic  rigour  watch  your  heart ! 
And  to  the  sovereign  duties  of  the  king, 
Jhe  uneaualled  pleasures  of  a  god  on  earth. 
Submit  toe  common  joys,  the  common  passions, 
Nay,  even  the  virtues,  of  theprivate  man. 
Tan.  Of  that  no  more.    They  not  oppose,  but 

aid. 
Invigorate,  cherish,  and  reward  each  other. 
The  kind  all-ruling  wisdom  is  no  tyrant 

[Exit  SiffredL 
Tan,  Now,  generous  Si^smunaa,  comes  my 

turn 
To  shew  my  love  was  not  of  thine  unworthy, 
When  fortune  bade  me  blush  to  look  on  thee. 
But  what  is  fortune  to  the  wish  of  love  ? 
A  niiserable  bankrupt !  Oh,  'tis  poor, 
Tis  scanty  all,  whate*er  we  can  bestow ! 
The  wealth  of  kings  is  wretchedness  and  want ! 
Quick,  let  me  find  hei; !  taste  that  highest  joy. 
The  exalted  heart  can  know,  the  mixed  emision 
Of  gratitude  and  love !  Behold,  she  comes ! 

Enter  Sigjsmunda. 

Tan.  My  fluttering  soul  was  all  on  wing  to  find 
thee, 
My  love,  my  Sigismunda ! 
Six.  Ohy  my  Tancred ! 


Tell  me,  what  means  this  mystery  and  gkwai 
That  lowers  around  ?    Just  now,    involved  is 

thoudit, 
My  father  snot  athwart  me — ^Yoo,  my  lord. 
Seem  strangely  moved — I  fear  some  daik  eveot, 
From  the  king's  death,  to  trouble  our  repose. 
That  tender  <^m  we  in  the  woods  of  Belsooot 

So  happily  enjoved Explain  this  hurry ; 

What  means  it  ?.  Say. 

Tan.  It  means  that  we  are  happy ! 
Beyond  our  most  romantic  wishes bsppy  ! 

Sig.  You  but  per|)]ex  mc  more. 

Tan.  It  means,  my  fairest. 
That  thou  art  queen  of  Sicily ;  and  I 
The  happiest  of  mankind  !  than  monaidi  more! 
Because  with  tliee  I  can  adorn  my  throne. 
Manfred,  who  fell  by  tyrant  William's  rage. 
Famed  Roger^s  lineal  issue,  was  my  fauher. 

[Feviag, 
You  droop,  ray  love ;  dejected  on  a  sndden» 
You  seem  to  mourn  my  fortune — The  soft  tear 
Springs  in  thy  eye — On,  let  me  kiss  it  off— 
Wh;^  this,  my  Si^smilnda  ? 

Sig.  RoyaJ  Tancred, 
None  at  your  glorious  fortune  can  like  me 
Rejoice ;  yet  me  alone,  of  all  Sicilians^ 
It  makes  unhappy. 

Tan.  I  should  hate  it,  then ! 
Should  throwy  witli  scorn,  the  splendid  ruin  from 

mc! 
No,  Si^smunda,  'tis  my  hope  with  thee 
To  share  it,  whence  it  draws  its  licfaest  value. 

Sig.  You  are  my  sovereign — ^I  at  humble  dis* 
tance — 

Tan.  Thou  art  my  queen!   the  sovereipi  of 
my  soul! 
You  never  reigned  with  such  triumphant  Instrr, 
Such  winning  charms,  as  now ;  yet,  thou  art  stJ 
The  dear,  the  tender,  generous  Sigismundu  \ 
Who,  with  a  heart  exalted  far  above 
Those  scUisb  views  that  charm  the  common  brt-asr. 
Stooped  from  the  height  of  life  and  courted  btau- 

Then,  then,  to  love  me,  when  I  seemed  of  fortune 
The  hopeless  outcast,  when  I  had  no  friend. 
None  to  protect  and  own  roe,  but  thy  father. 
And  wouldst  thou  claim  all  <HK)dness  to  thA<<4f  ? 
Canst  thou  tliy  Tancred  deem  so  dully  formed. 
Of  such  gross  clay,  just  as  I  reached  the  pciici — 
A  point  my  wildest  hopes  could  ue  er  iimsudac — 
In  that  great  moment,  full  of  every  virtue. 
That  I  should  tlien  so  mean  a  traitor  pro^e 
To  the  best  bliss  and  honour  of  maokuHL. 
So  much  disgrace  the  human  heart,  as  tbeo. 
For  the  dead  form  of  flattery  and  pomp. 
The  faithless  joys  of  courts,  to  quit  kiiid  truth. 
The  cordial  sweets  of  friendsliip  aad  of  lo«*e. 
The  life  of  life  !  my  al),  my  SigismuxMla  ! 
I  could  upbi-aid  tliy  fears,  call  them  uakisH!, 
Cruel,  unjust,  an  outrage  to  my  heart. 
Did  they  not  sprii^  from  love. 
Sig.  Think  not,  my  lord, 
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lliat  to  soch  vulgar  doubts  I  can  descend. 
Your  heart,  I  koowy  disdains  the  little  thoug)bt 
OfduDpaz  with  the  vain,  external  change 
or  drcttoistance  and  fortune.    Rather  thence 
It  would,  with  rising  ardour,  greatly  feel 
A  ooble  pride,  to  shew  itself  the  same. 
Bat,  ah !  the  hearts  of  kings  are  not  their  own. 
There  is  a  haughty  duty,  that  subjecu  them 
To  citains  of  state,  to  wed  the  public  welfare^ 
Aod  not  indulge  the  tender,  private  virtues. 
Some  hisMescended  princess,  who  will  bring  * 
New  power  and  interest  to  your  throne,  demands 
Your  royal  hand — perhaps  Constantia^^- 

Tau,  She ! 
Oh,  name  her  not !  were  I  this  moment  free 
An4  disengaged  as  he,  who  never  felt 
Tlic  powerfiil  eye  of  beauty,  never  sighed 
For  matchless  worth  like  thine,  I  should  abhor 
Ail  thoughts  of  that  alliance.    Her  fell  fatlicr 
Host  hasciy  murdered  mine ;  and  she^  his  daugh- 
ter, 
•Siippoited  by  his  barbarous  party  still, 
I  lis  pride  inherits,  his  imperious  spirit, 
AdiI  insolent  pretensions  to  my  throne, 
it  lid  caiist  thou  deem  me,  then,  so  poorly  tame, 
So  cool  a  tnutor  to  my  father's  blood, 
A)  from  the  prudent  cowardice  of  state 
Ecr  to  submit  to  such  a  base  proposal  P 
Detested  thought !  Oh,  doubly,  doubly  hateful ! 
Fmui  the  two  strongest  passions ;   from  aversion 
To  tJiis  Constanda— aod  from  love  to  thee. 
Cu<<tom,  *tis  true,  a  venerable  tyrant, 
Oer  servile  man  extends  a  bUnd  dominion : 
The  pride  of  kings  enslaves  them ;  their  ambition, 
Or  interest,  lords  it  o'er  the  better  passions. 
Hut  rain  their  talk,  masked  under  specious  words 
Of  station,  duty,  and  of  public  gooa. 
Tliey,  whom  just  Heaven  has  to  a  throne  exalted, 
T » uuard  the  rights  and  liberties  of  others, 
^Vhat  duty  binds  them  to  betray  their  own  ? 
For  oie,  my  tree-bom  heart  shall  bear  no  dic- 
tates. 
But  those  of  trutli  and  honour ;  wear  no  chains, 
But  the  dear  diains  of  love;,  and  Sigismunda  I 
Or  if  indeed,  my  dioioe  must  be  directed 


By  views  of  public  good,  whom  shall  I  choose 

So  ^t  to  grace,  to  dignify  a  crown, 

And  beam  sweet  mercy  on  a  happy  people^ 

As  thee,  my  love  ?  Whom  place  upon  my  throna 

But  thee,  descended  from  the  good  Siffivdi  ? 

Tis  fit  that  heart  be  thine^  which  drew  from  him 

Whatever  can  make  it  worthy  thy  acceptance. 

Sig.  Cease,  cease  to  raise  my  hopes  above  my 
duty ! 
Charm  me  no  more,  my  Taocred !  Oh,  that  we 
In  those  blest  woods,  where  first  you  won  my  soul, 
Had  passed  our  gentle  days,  far  from  the  toil 
And  pomp  of  courts !  Such  is  the  wish  of  love ; 
Of  love  that,  with  delightful  weakness,  knows 
No  bliss,  and  no  ambition  but  itself. 
But  in  the  world's  full  light,  those  dunning 

dreams. 
Those  fond  illusions  vanish.    Awful  dutiei^ 
The  tyranny  of  men,  even  your  own  hearty 
Where  luru  a  sense  your  passion  stifles  now. 
And  proud  imperious  honour,  call  you  from  me. 
*Tis  all  in  vain — ^you  cannot  hush  a  voice 
That  murmurs  here — I  must  not  be  persuaded ! 

Tan.  [kneeling.]  Hear  me,  thou  soul  of  all  ray 
hopes  and  wishes ! 
And  witness  Heaven,  prime  source  of  love  and 

Not  a  whole  warrii^  world  combined  against  me, 
Its  pride,  its  splendour,  its  imposing  form% 
Nor  interest,  nor  ambition,  nor  the  face 
Of  solemn  state,  nor  even  thy  father's  wisdom^ 
Shall  ever  shake  my  faith  to  Sigismunda! 

[Trumpets  and  aeelamatUms  heard. 
But,  hark  !  the  public  voice  to  duties  <»lls  me, 
vVhich,  with  unwearied  zeal,  I  will  discharge ; 
And  thou,  yes,  thou,  shalt  be  my  bright  reward ; 
Yet — ere  i  go— -to  hush  thy  lovely  fears. 
Thy  delicate  objections — [WrUei  hU  fWJiie.]— - 

Take  this  blank, 
Signed  with  my  name,  and  ^ve  it  Co  thy  father : 
Tell  him,  'tis  m^  command,  it  be  filled  up 
Witli  a  most  strict  and  solemn  marriage-contract. 
How  dear  each  tie,  how  charming  to  my  soul. 
That  more  unites  me  to  my  Sigismunda! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT.  n. 


SCENE  I.— A  grand  Saloon. 

Enter  Sipfreoi. 

&f.  So  far  'tb  well ^The  late  king*s  will 

proceeds 
Upon  tfic  plan  I  counselled;   that  prince  Tan- 

crca 
^hall  make  Convtantia  partner  of  his  throne. 
Oh,  gruat,  oh,  wished  event !   whence  the  dire 

seeds 
Of  dark  interne  broils,  of  civil  war. 
And  all  its  dreadful  miseries  and  crimes, 
^hall  be  for  ever  rooted  from  tlie  land. 


May  these  dim  eyes,  long  blasted  by  the  rage 
Of  cruel  faction,  and  my  country's  woes. 
Tired  with  the  toils  and  vanities  of  life, 
Behold  diis  period,  then  be  closed  in  peace ! 
But  how  this  mighty  obstacle  surmount, 
Wliich  bve  has  thrown  betwixt?  Love,  that  dis- 
turbs 
The  schemes  of  wisdom  still ;  that,  winged  with 

passion, 
Blind  and  impetuous  in  its  fond  pursuits. 
Leaves  the  )!>rey-headed  reason  far  behind. 
Alas,  how  frail  tlie  state  of  human  bliss  I 
When  even  our  honest  passions  oft  deshroy  it 
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I  was  to  blame,  in  solitude  and  shades. 
Infectious  scenes !  to  trust  their  youthful  hearts. 
Would  I  had  marked  the  rising  flame,  that  now 
Bums  out  with  dangerous  force !   My  daughter 

owns 
Her  passion  for  the  king ;  she,  trembling,  owned 

With  prayers,  and  tears,  and  tender  supplica- 
tions, 
That  almost  shook  my  firmness — and  this  blank, 
Which  his  rash  fondness  gave  her,  shews  how 
much, 

To  what  a  wild  extravagance  he  loves 

I  see  no  means — it  foils  my  deepest  tliought — 
How  to  controul  this  madness  of  the  king, 
That  wears  the  face  of  virtue,  and  will  thence 
Disdain  restraint,  will,  from  his  generous  hearty 
Borrow  new  rage,  even  speciously  oppose 

To  reason,  reason ^But  it  must  be  done. 

My  own  advice,  of  which  I  more  and  more 
Approve,  the  strict  conditions  of  the  will. 
Highly  demand  his  marriage  with  Constantia ; 
Or  else  her  party  has  a  fair  pretence— 
And  all  at  once  is  horror  and  confusion^—— 
How  issue  from  this  maze  ? ^The  crowding  ba- 
rons 
Here  summoned  to  the  palace,  meet  already, 
To  pay  their  homage,  and  confirm  the  nill. 
On  a  few  moments  hangs  the  public  fate, 

On  a  few  hasty  moments Ha !  there  shone 

A  gleam  of  hope ^Yes,  with  this  very  paper 

I  yet  will  save  him Necessary  means, 

For  good  and  noble  ends,  can  ne'er  be  wrong. 
In  that  resistless,  that  peculiar  case. 

Deceit  is  truth  and  virtue But  how  hold 

This  lion  in  the  toil  ? Oh,  I  will  form  it 

Of  such  a  fatal  thread,  twist  it  so  strong 
With  all  the  ties  of  honour  and  of  duty, 
That  his  most  desperate  fury  shall  not  break 

The  honest  snare.    Here  is  tiie  royal  hand 

I  will  beneath  it  write  a  perfect,  full. 
And  absolute  agreement  to  the  will ; 
Which  read  betore  die  nobles  of  the  realm 
Assembled,  in  the  sacred  face  of  Sicily, 
Constantia  present,  every  heart  and  eye 
Fixed  on  their  monarch,  every  tongue  applaud- 
ing, 
He  must  submit,  his  dream  of  love  must  va- 
nish. 

It  shall  be  done ^To  me,  I  know,  'tis  ruin ; 

But  safety  to  the  public,  to  the  kin^;. 
I  will  not  reason  more,  I  will  not  listen 

Even  to  the  voice  of  honour.    No 'tis  fixed  ! 

I  here  devote  me  for  my  prince  and  country ; 
.  Let  them  be  safe,  and  let  me  nobly  perish  ! 
Behold,  £arl  Osmond  comes,  without  whose  aid 
My  schemes  are  all  in  vain. 

Enter  Osmond. 

Otm,  My  lord  Siffiredi, 
I  from  the  council  hastened  to  Constantia, 
And  have  accomplished  what  we  lliere  proposed. 


The  princess  to  tlic  will  submits  her  claims. 
She  with  her  presence  means  to  grace  the  se- 
nate, 
And  of  your  royal  charge,  young  TancrEd*3  liainl, 
Accept    At  first,  indeed,  it  shocked  her  Itopc^ 
Of  reigning  sole,  this  new,  surprising  scene 
Of  Manfred's  son,  appointed  by  the  king, 

With  her  joint  heir But  I  so  fully  shcwwl 

The  justice  of  the  case,  the  public  good. 

And  sure  established  peace  which  thence  vroaM 

rise, 
Joined  to  the  strong  necessity  tliat  urged  her, 
If  on  Sicilians  throne  she  meant  to  sit, 
As  to  die  wise  disposal  of  the  will 
Her  high  ambition  tamed.     Methought,  besides, 
I  could  discern,  that  not  from  prudence  merdj 
She  to  this  choice  submitted. 

Sif.  Noble  Osmond, 
You  have  in  this  done  to  the  public  great 
And  signal  ser\'ice.    Yes,  I  must  avow  it ; 
This  frank  and  ready  instance  of  your  zeal, 
In  such  a  trying  crisis  of  the  state. 
When  interest  and  ambition  might  have  irarpcd 
Your  views,  I  own  this  truly  generous  virtue 
Upbraids  the  rashness  of  my  former  jud;menL 

Oim,  Siflfredi,  no.    To  you  beloi^  the  prai-^^ ; 
The  glorious  work  is  yours.    Had  I  not  sclzcO, 
Improved  the  wished  occasion  to  root  out 
Division  from  the  llmd,  and  save  my  countrr, 
I  had  been  base  and  infamous  for  ever. 
*Tis  you,  my  lord,  to  whom  the  many  thous3iH?> 
That  by  the  barbarous  sword  of  civil' war 
Had  fallen  inglorious,  owe  their  lives  ;  to  yr»u 
The  sons  of  this  fair  isle,  from  her  first  pttr-^ 
Down  to  the  swain  who  tills  her  golden  pkins. 
Owe  their  safe  homes,  their  soft  domestic  hottr^ 
And  through  late  dme  posterity  sh^U  bless  too, 
You  who  adriscd  this  will.     I  blush  to  think 
I  hn\  e  so  lon«;  opposed  the  best  good  num 

In  Sicily With  what  impartial  care 

Oueht  we  to  watch  o'er  prejudice  and  pa5<«3in. 
Nor  trust  too  much  the  jaandiced  eye  of  parn- ! 
Henceforth  its  vain  delusions  I  renounce. 
Its  hot  determinadons,  that  confine 
AH  merit  and  all  virtue  to  itself. 
To  yours  I  join  my  hand ;  with  you  will  own 
No  interest^  and  no  party  but  my  countrr. 
Nor  is  your  friendship  only  ray  arabidon*: 
There  is  a  dearer  name,  the  name  of  father. 
By  which  I  should  rejoice  to  call  Siffredi. 
Your  daughter's  hand  would  to  the  public  weal 
Unite  mv  private  happiness. 

Sif.  My  lord, 
You  have  my  glad  consent    To  be  allied 
To  your  distinguished  family  and  merits 
I  shall  esteem  an  honour.     From  my  soul 
I  here  embrace  earl  Osmond  as  my  friend 
And  son. 

Osm.  You  make  him  happy.    This  assent. 
So  frank  and  wann,  to  what  I  long  faa«e  wiabe^ 
Engages  all  my  gradtnde  ;  at  once, 
.In  the 'first  blossom,  it  matures  onr  friendship. 
I  from  this  moment  vow  myself  the  fhcsid 
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And  zealous  servant  of  SH&edi's  house. 

Enter  an  Officer  belonging  to  the  Court. 

Offi.  [ToSiffredL]  The  king,  ray  lord,  demands 

vour  speedy  presence. 
Sif.  1  will  attend  lum  strait — Farewell,  my 
lord; 
The  senate  meets :  there,  a  few  moments  hence^ 
I  \riiJ  rejoin  you. 

Otm,  There,  my  noble  lord, 
We  will  complete  this  salutary  work ; 
Will  there  bc^  a  new  auspicious  era. ' 

[Exeunt  Siffredi  and  Officer. 
Siffredi  gires  his  daughter  to  my  wishes— 
But  does  she  give  herself?  Gay,  young,  and  flat- 
tered, 
Perhnpa  engaged,  will  she  her  youthful  heart 
Vicld  to  my  harsher,  uncomplying  years  ? 
I  am  not  formed,  by  flattery  and  praise. 
By  sishs  and  tears,  and  all  the  whining  trade 
Of  love,  to  feed  a  fair  one^s  vanity ; 
To  charm  at  once  and  spoil  her.    These  soft  arts 
^uit  not  my  years  nor  temper ;  these  be  left 
To  boys  and  doting  age.    A  prudent  father. 
By  nature  charged  to  guide  and  rule  her  choice, 
m^«nis  his  daughter  to  a  husband's  power, 
Who  with  superior  dignitv,  with  reason, 
And  maniy  tenderness,  will  ever  love  her ; 
Not  first  a  kneeling  slave,  and  then  a  tyrant. 

Enter  Barons. 

My  lords,  I  greet  you  well.    This  wondrous  day 
I'liites  us  all  in  amity  and  friendship. 
We  meet  to-day  witn  open  hearts  and  looks. 
Not  eloomed  by  party,  scowling  on  each  other, 
But  aii  the  children  of  one  happy  isle, 
The  social  sons  of  Uberty.    No  pride. 
No  passion  now,  no  thwarting  views  divide  us : 
Prince  Manfred's  line,  at  last  to  William's  joined, 
Ci>mbine  us  in  one  family  of  brothers. 
Th29  to  the  late  ^;ood  kmg's  well-ordered  will. 
And  wise  Siflfredi's  generous  care,  we  owe. 
I  truly  give  you  joy.     First  of  you  all, 
I  here  renounce  those  errors  and  divisions. 
That  have  so  long  disturbed  our  peace,  and  seem- 
ed. 
Fermenting  still,  to  threaten  new  cr)mmotions— 
Hv  tiioe  instructed,  let  us  not  disdain 
To  quit  mistakes.    We  all,  mv  lords,  have  erred. 
Men  may,  I  find,  be  honest,  though  they  differ. 

Is/  Baron,  Who  follows  not,  my  lord,  the  fair 
example 
You  set  tts  all,  whatever  be  his  pretence, 
bnrcs  not,  with  single  and  unbiassed  heart, 
Ha  cnuDtry  as  he  ought. 

2d  Baron.  Oh,  beauteous  peace ! 
'^cet  tmioo  of  is  state  1  what  else  but  thou 
^•i^es  safety,  strength,  and  glory  to  a  people  ? 
I  hr>w,  lurd  constable,  beneath  the  snow 
Of  many  years ;  yet  in  my  breast  revives 
\  youthful  flaine.    Methinks,  1  see  again 
yUfse  gentle  d^jfs  renewed,  that  blessed  our  ble^ 


Ere  by  this  wasteful  fury  of  division. 
Worse  than  our  Etna's  roost  destructive  fires. 
It  desolated  sunk.    I  see  our  plains 
Unbounded  waving  witli  the  gifts  of  harvest ; 
Our  seas  with  commerce  thronged ;  our  busy 

ports 
With  cheerful  toil.    Our  Enna  blooms  afresh ; 
Afresh  the  sweets  of  thymy  Uybla  flow. 
Our  nymphs  and  shepherds,  sporting  in  each  vale. 
Inspire  new  song,  and  wake  the  pastoral  reed — 
The  tongue  of  age  is  fond — Come,  come,  my 

sons; 
I  long  to  see  this  prince,  of  whom  the  world 
Speaks  lai^ely  well — His  father  was  my  iricnd, 
Ttie  brave  unhappy  Manfred — Come,  my  lords; 
We  tarry  here  too  long. 

Enter  two  Officers  keeping  off  the  Crowd. 

One  of  the  Crowd.  Shew  us  our  king. 
The  valiant  Manfred's  son,  who  loved  tlie  people—    • 
We  must,  we  will  behold  him — Give  us  way. 

1st  Offi.  Pray,  gentlemen,  give  back — it  must  ^ 
not  be — 
Give  back,  I  pray— on  such  a  glad  occasion, 
I  would  not  ill  entreat  the  lowest  of  you. 

Hd  Man  of  the  Crowd.  Nny,  give  us  bat  a 
glimpse  of  our  young  king ! 
We,  more  than  any  baron  of  them  ally 
Will  pay  him  due  allegiance. 

2d  Offi.  Friends— indeed 
You  cannot  pass  tliis  way ^Wc  have  strict  or- 
ders. 
To  keep  for  him  himself,  and  for  the  barons. 

All  these  apartments  clear Go  to  the  gate 

That  fronts  the  sea;  you  there  will  find  admission. 

Omnes.  Long  live  king  Tancred!   Manfred's 
son — ^huzza ! 

[Crowd  goes  off.    Shouts  mithin. 

ist  Offi.  I  do  not  marvel  at  their  rage  of  joy : 
He  is  a  orave  and  amiable  prince. 
When  in  my  lord  Sifiredi's  nouse  I  lived, 
Ere,  by  his  favour,  I  obtained  this  ofiice, 
I  there  remember  well  the  young  count  Tancred. 
To  see  him  and  to  love  him  were  the  same ; 
He  was  so  noble  in  his  ways,  yet  still 

So  afiable  and  mild Well,  well,  old  Sicily, 

Yet  happy  days  await  thee  ! 

2d  Offi  Grant  it.  Heaven  ! 
We  have  seen  sad  and  troublesome  times  enough. 
He  is,  they  say,  to  wed  the  late  king's  sister^ 
Constantia. 

ist  Offi.  Friend,  of  that  I  greatly  doubt. 
Or  I  mistake,  or  lord  Siflfivdi  s  daughter. 
The  gentle  Sigismunda,  has  his  heart. 
If  one  may  judge  by  kindly  cordial  looks. 
And  fond  assiduous  care  to  please  each  other. 
Most  certainly  they  love-        Oh,  be  they  blest. 
As  they  deser\'e  !  it  were  great  pity  aught 
Should  part  a  matchless  pair ;  tlie  glory  he. 
And  .she  the  blooming  grace  of  Sicily  1 

2d  Offi  My  lord  Rodolplio  comes. 
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Enter  RoDOipHO/rom  the  senate, 

Ro(L  My  honest  fricndsy 
You  may  retire.  {Officers  go  out,']  A  storm  is  in 

the  wind. 
This  will  perplexes  all.    No !  Tancred  never 
Can  stoop  to  these  conditions,-  which  at  once 
Attack  his  rights,  his  honoor^  and  his  love. 
Those  wise  old  men,  those  plodding,  grave  state 

pedants, 
Forget  the  course  of  yoodi;  their  crooked  pru- 
dence, 
To  baseness  verging  still,  forgets  to  take 
Into  their  fine-spun  schemes  the  generous  heart. 
That,  throu^  the  oobwett  system  bursting,  lays 
Their  labours  waste— So  wiu  this  buaness  prove, 
Or  I  mistake  the  king.    Back  from  the  pomp 
He  seemed  at  first  to  shrink,  and  round  his  brow 
I  marked  a  gathering  cloud,  when,  by  his  side, 
As  if  designra  to  share  the  public  homase. 
He  saw  the  tyrant^s  daughter.    But  confessed. 
At  least  to  me,  the  doubling  tempest  frowned. 
And  shook  his  swelling  bosom,  when  he  heard 
The  unjust,  the  base  conditions  of  the  wilL 
Uncertain,  tost  in  crael  agitation. 
He  oft,  methou^ht,  addressed  himself  to  speak, 
And  interrapt  Siffiedi ;  who  appeared, 
With  conscious  haste,  to  dread  that  interruption, 
And  hurried  on        But  hark  !  I  hear  a  noise, 
As  if  the  assembly  rose— Ha !  Sigismunda, 
Oppressed  with  grief,  and  wrapped  in  pensive 

sorrow. 
Passes  alon^. 

[Sigtstnunda  and  attendants  pass  through 
the  back  sccne.^ 

Enter  Laura. 

Zaura,  Your  high-praised  friend,  the  king, 
Is  false,  most  vilely  false.    The  meanest  slave 
Had  shewn  a  nobler  heart;  nor  grossly  thus, 
By  the  first  bait  ambition  s])read,  been  gulled. 
tie  Manfred's  son !  away !  it  cannot  be ! 
The  son  of  that  brave  prince  could  ne'er  betray 
Those  rights  so  long  usurped  from  hu  greftt  fa- 
ther, 
Which  he,  tliis  day,  by  such  amazing  fortune, 
Had  just  regained ;  he  ne'er  could  sacrifice 
All  faith,  all  honour,  gratitude,  and  love^ 
Even  just  resentment  of  his  father^s  fate. 
And  pride  itself;  whate'er  exalts  a  man 
Above  the  grovelling  sons  of  peasant  mud. 
All  in  a  moment — And  for  wnat?  why,  truly, 
For  kind  permission,  pracions  leave,  to  sit 
On  his  own  throne  with  tyrant  William's  daugh- 
ter! 
Rod.  J  stand  amazed— You  surely  wrong  him, 
Laura. 
There  must  be  some  mistake. 
^  Laura.  There  can  be  none ! 
Siflfredi  read  his  full  and  free  consent 
Before  the  applauding  senate.    True,  indeed, 
A  small  remain  of  shamei  a  timorous  weakness, 


Even  dastardly  in  falsehood,  made  him  Uosh 
To  act  tlus  scene  in  Sigismunda's  eye. 
Who  sunk  beneath  his  perfidy  and  bosenesi 
Hence,  till  to-morrow  be  adjourned  the  senate ! 
To-morrow,  fixed  with  infamy  to  crown  him ! 
Then,  leading  oiFhis  gay,  trinmphant  princess, 
He  left  tlie  poor  unhappy  Sigismunda 
To  bend  her  trembling  steps  to  that  sad  home 
His  faitiiicss  vows  will  render  hateful  to  her — 
He  comes — Farewell— I  cannot  bear  his  pre- 
sence !  l^Exit  Lum. 

Enter  Tancbed  and  Siffbedi,  meeting. 

Tan,  Avoid  me,  hoary  traitor!  Go,  RodolphO| 
Give  orders  that  all  passages  this  ivay 
Be  shut — Defend  mc  from  a  hateful  worid, 
The  bane  of  peace  and  honour — ^tben  retaxa— 

[ExURodol^ 
What !  dost  thou  haunt  me  still  r  Oh,  moustrcNS 

insult ! 
Unparalleled  indignity !  Just  Heaven ! 
Was  ever  king,  was  ever  man,  so  treated ; 
So  trampled  into  baseness ! 

Sif.  Here,  my  liege, 
Here  strike !  I  nor  deserve,  nor  ask  for  merry. 
Tan,  Distraction ! — Oh,  ray  soul ! — ^Uokl,  rea- 
son, hold 
Thy  giddy  seat. — Oh,  this  inhuman  outngie 
Unhinges  thought ! 
Sif,  Exterminate  thy  servant. 
i'an.  All,  all  but  tiu&  I  could  have  home— ki 
this! 
This  daring  insolence  beyond  example ! 
This  murderous  stroke,  that  stabs  my  peace  far 

ever! 
That  wounds  me  there — there !  where  the  hu- 
man heart 

Most  exauisitely  feels 

Sif,  Oh,  bear  it  not. 
My  royal  lord ;  appease  on  me  your  vei^^aooc ! 

Tan.  Did  ever  tyrant  image  aught  so  cruel  ? 
The  lowest  slave  that  crawls  upon  tbe  earth. 
Robbed  of  each  comfort  Heaven  bestows  oo  mor- 
tals, 
On  the  bare  ground  has  still  hisTirtae  left. 
The  sacred  treasure  of  an  honest  heart ! 
Which  thou  hast  dared,  widi  rash,  aodadoos 

hand, 
And  impious  fraud,  in  me  to  violate 

Sif,  Behold,  my  lord,  that  rash,  audacioos  hand, 
Which  not  repents  its  crime— Oh,  ^01100%  hap 

py! 
If,  by  my  ruin,  I  can  save  your  honoar. 

Tan,  such  honour  I  renounce;  wid^  aofceiga 
scorn 
Greatly  detest  it,  and  its  mean  adviser ! 
Hast  Aou  not  dared  beneath  my  name  to  diehcr-^ 
My  name,  for  other  purposes  designed. 
Given,  from  the  fonaness  of  a  faiSiful  heart, 
With  the  best  love  o*erflowing — ^Hast  thou  not. 
Beneath  thy  sovereign's  name,  basely  presumed 
To  shield  a  lie--a  lie,  in  public  nttereo^ 
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ToaUdeMadSicily?    Bolkaow, 

Thit  poopoontriymnce  is  as  weak  as  base. 

la  such  a  wretched  toil  none  can  be  held 

But  fools  and  cowards.— ^^iooii  thy  flain^  arts. 

Touched  by  my  just,  my  boroing  indignation, 

Sbaii  hoiUf  like  threads^  in  flame. — ^Thy  doating 

prudence 
Bst  more  secures  the  purpose  it  would  shake* 
lUd  my  resolves  been  wavering  and  doubtful, 
This  would  ooniirm  them,  make  them  fixed  as 

fitte; 
Hus  adds  the  only  motive  that  was  wanting^ 
To  urce  them  on  through  war  and  desolation. 
What:  marry  her!  Constantia!  her  i  the  daugb* 

ler 
Of  the  fell  tyrant  who  destroyed  my  father ! 
Tbe  very  thought  is  madness !    Ere  thou  seest 
The  torch  of  Hymen  light  these  hated  nuptials, 
Thou  shalt  behold  Sicilia  wsapt  in  flames, 
Her  cities  rased,  her  vallies  drenched  with  slaughr 

ter 

I/we  set  aside,  my  pride  assumes  the  quarrel ; 
My  honour  now  is  up;  in  sfwte  of  thee, 
A  world  combined  against  me,  I  will  give 
This  scattered  will  in  fragments  to  the  winds, 
Assert  my  rights,  the  fre^m  of  my  heart. 
Crush  all  wlw  dare  oppose  me  to  the  dust. 
And  heap  perdition  on  thee ! 

Sif,  Sir,  tis  just. 
Exhsust  on  me  thy  rage ;  I  claim  it  all. 
fiot  for  these  public  threats  thy  passion  utters, 
^  what  thou  canst  not  do. 

Toa.  I  cannot !  ha ! 
Driven  Id  the  dreadful  brink  of  such  dishonour, 
Enough  to  make  the  tamest  coward  brave, 
And  into  fierceness  rouse  the  mildest  nature, 
What  shall  arrest  my  vengeance  ?    Who } 
Sif,  Thyself. 

Tan,  Away  I  Dare  not  to  justify  thy  crime ! 
That,  that  alone  can  aggravat^e  its  horror ; 
Add  insolence  to  insolence— perhaps 

Mav  make  my  rage  forget 

&f.  Oh,  let  it  burst 
On  this  grey  head,  devoted  to  thy  service  I 
But  when  the  storm  has  vented  all  its  fury, 
Thou  chcQ  must  hear — nay,  more,  I  know,  thou 

ivilt 

Wit  hear  the  calm,  yet  stronger  voice  of  reason. 
Thou  must  reflect,  that  a  whole  people's  safety, 
TTie  weal  of  trusted  millions,  should  bear  down, 
Thyself  the  judg^  the  fondest  partial  pleasure. 
Thou  must  reflect,  that  there  are  other  duties, 
A  nobler  pride,  a  more  exalted  honour, 
Superior  pleasures  far,  that  will  oblige. 
Compel  toee,  to  abide  by  this  my  dc^, 
t'awarranted,  perhaps,  in  common  justice^ 
Rot  which  necessity,  even  virtue's  tyrant, 
^  ith  awful  voice  commanded. — Yes,  thou  must, 
In  caliner  houra,  divest  thee  of  thy  love. 
These  cooinMMi  passions  of  4he  vulgar  breast, 
Thi»  boiling  beat  of  youth,  and  be  a  king, 
The  lo^-er  of  thy  people  I 
Vol.  L 


Ikn.  Truths,  ill  employed, 
Abused  to  colour  guilt !— >A  king !  a  king ! 
Yes,  I  will  be  a  king,  but  not  a  slave ; 
In  thia  will  be  a  king;  in  this  my  people 
Shall  learn  to  iudee  now  I  will  guard  tneir  rights, 
When  they  behold  me  vindicate  my  own. 

But  have  I,  say,  been  treated  like  a  king? 

Heavens!  could  I  stoop  to  such  outrageous  usage, 
I  were  a  mean,  a  shameless  wretch,  unworthy 
To  wield  a  sceptre  in  a  land  of  slaves, 
A  soil  abhorred  of  virtue ;  should  belie 
My  father's  blood,  belie  those  very  maxims. 
At  other  times  you  taught  my  youth-^ffiredi ! 

[In  a  softened  tone  ofvoictt 
Sif,  Behold,  my  pruice,  thy  poor  old  ser\'ant. 
Whose  darling  care,  these  twenty  years,  has  been 
To  nurse  thee  up  to  virtue ;  who,  for  thee, 
Thv  glory  and  thy  weal,  renounces  all, 
AJl  interest  or  ambition  can  pour  forth ; 
What  many  a  selfish  father  would  pursue 
Through  treachery  and  crimes.  Behold  him  here^ 
Bent  on  his  feeble  knees,  to  beg,  conjure  thee, 
With  tears  to  beg  thee  to  controul  thy  passion. 
And  save  thyself,  thy  honour,  and  thy  people  ! 
Kneeling  with  me,  behold  the  many  thousands 
To  thy  protection  trusted ;  fathers,  mothers. 
The  sacred  front  of  venerable  age. 
The  tender  virgin,  and  the  helpless  infant ; 
The  ministers  of  Heaven,  those  who  maintain. 
Around  thy  throne,  the  majesty  of  rule ;    * 
And  those  whose  labour,  scorched  by  wind  and 

sun. 
Feeds  the  rejoicing  public : — see  them  all 
Here,  at  thy  feet,  conjuring  thee  to  save  them 
From  misery  and  war,  from  crimes  and  rapine ! 
Can  there  be  aught,  kind  Heaven,  in  self4ndul' 

gcnce, 
To  weigh  down  these,  this  aggrepite  of  love. 
With  which  compareid,  the  dearest  private  pas- 
sion 
Is  but  the  wafted  dust  upon  the  balance  ? 

Turn  not  away Oh !  is  thire  not  some  part 

In  thy  great  heart,  so  sensible  to  kindness. 
And  generous  warmth,  some  nobler  part,  to  feel 
The  prayers  and  tears  of  these,  the  mingled  voice 
Of  Heaven  and  earth  ? 

Tan.  There  is,  and  thou  hast  touched  it. 

Rise,  rise,  Siffredi Oh,  thou  hast  undone  me  ! 

Udiind  old  man  ! Oh,  ill-entreated  Tancred ! 

Which  way  soe'cr  I  turn,  didhoaour  rears 
Her  hideous  front — and  misery  and  ruin  ! 
Was  it  for  this  vou  took  such  care  to  form  me  ! 
For  this  imbued  roe  with  the  quidcest  sense 
Of  shame ;  these  finer  feelings,  that  ne'er  vex 
The  common  mass  of  mortals,  dully  happy 
In  blessed  insensibility  ?  Oh,  rather 
Yon  should  have  seared  my  heart,  taught  mc« 

that  power. 
And  splendio  interest,  lord  it  still  o'er  virtue ; 
That,  gilded  by  prosperity  and  pride, 
There  is  no  shame,  no  meanness ;  tempered  thus, 
I  had  been  fit  to  rule  a  venal  world. 

3Z 
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Alas !  what  meaat  thy  wantonness,  of  prndence  ? 
Why  have  you  raised  this  miserable  conflict. 
Betwixt  the  duties  of  the  king  and  man  ? 
Set  virtue  against  virtue  ?~^— Ah^  Siffiredi ! 
^is  thy  superfluous,  th^  unfeeling  wisdom. 
That  has  involved  me  m  a  maze  of  error 

Almost  beyond  retreat. ^But  hold,  my  soul. 

Thy  steady  purpose Tost  by  various  jmssioni^ 

To  this  eternal  anchor  keep.-- — There  is, 
Can  be,  no  public  without  private  virtue 
Then,  mark  me  well,  observe  what  I  command ; 
It  is  the  sole  expedient  now  remaining. 
To-morrow,  when  the  senate  meets  agni% 
Unfold  the  whole,  unravel  the  deceit : 
Nor  that  alone;  try  to  repair  its  mischief; 
There  all  thy  power,  thy  eloquence,  and  interest. 
Exert,  to  remstate  me  in  my  rights, 
And  from  thy  own  dark  snares  to  disembroil  me. 
Start  not,  my  lord — this  mus^  and  shall  be  done ! 
Or  here  our  friendship  ends — ^Howe'er  disguised, 
Whatever  thy  pretence,  thou  art  a  traitor. 

Sif,  I  should,  indeed,  deserve  the  name  of  trair 
tor, 
And  even  a  traitor's  fate,  had  I  so  slightly, 
From  principles  so  weak,  done  what  I  did, 
As  e'er  to  disavow  it* 

Tav.  Ha ! 

Sif.  My  lie^ 
Expect  not  this. — ^Though  practised  long  in  courts, 
I  have  not  so  far  learned  their  subtle  trade. 
To  veer  obedient  with  each  gust  of  passion. 
I  honour  tliee,  I  venerate  thy  orders ; 
But  honour  more  my  duty.    Nought  on  earth 
Shall  ever  shake  me  from  that  solid  rockf 
Nor  smiles,  nor  frowns^ 

Tan.  You  will  not,  then  ? 

Sif.  I  cannot 

Tan.   Away!    begone! — Oh,  my  Roddphoy 
come. 
And  save  me  from  this  traitor !  Hence,  I  say ! 
Avoid  my  presence  strait !  and  know,  old  tnan, 
Thou,  mv  worst  fee,  beneath  the  mask  of  fiiend- 

ship, 
Who,  not  content  to  trample  in  the  dost 
My  dearest  rights,  dost,  with  cool  insolence, 
Pernst,  and  call  it  duty ;  hadst  thou  not 
A  daughter,  that  protects  thee,  thou  shouldst  fed 
The  vengeance  thou  deservest.— — No  reply ! 
Away !  [Exii  SiffredL 

Enter  Rodolpho. 

Rod.  What  can  incense  my  prince  so  higfily 
Against  his  friend  Siflredi  f 

Tan.  Friend !     Rodolpho? 
When  I  have  told  thee  what  this  friend  has  done. 
How  played  me  like  a  boy,  a  base  bom  wretch, 
Who  nad  not  heart  nor  spirit^  thou  wilt  stand 
Amazed,  and  wonder  at  my  stupid  patience. 

Rod.  I  heard,  with  mixed  astonishment  and 
grief. 
The  kinfjfs  unjust,  dishonourable  will. 
Void  in  itseU^I  saw  you  stung  with  rage. 


And  writhing  in  the  snare;  just  as  I  tpenC, 
At  your  command  to  wait  yoo  here-1«t  tl»t 
Was  the  king's  deed,  not  his. 

Tan.  Oh,  be  advised  it! 
These  many  years  he  has  in  secret  faatciied 
This  black  contrivance,  gllocies  in  the  tcKnne, 
And  proudly  plumes  him  with  his  traitcroiis  virtue. 
But  that  was  nought,  Rodolpho^  nothing  nothoK! 
Oh,  that  was  gentle,  blameleis  to  what  foUovcd! 
I  had,  my  friend,  tu  Sisismunda  oven, 
To  hush  her  fears,  in  me  full  guu  of  £aadaea% 
A  blank  signed  with  my  hand^-«nd  he,  ofcs  Hi» 

▼ens! 
Was  ever  such  a  wild  attempt ! — he  wrote^ 
Beneath  my  name,  an  absolute  compliaDoe 
To  this  detested  will — nay,  dared  to  read  it 
Before  myself,  on  my  insulted  throne 
His  idle  pageant  pkoed Oh  I  woidaare  wesk 


To  paint  the  pangs,  the  lage^  tbe  indigBatinB, 
That  whirled,  from  dwagbt  to  tfaooglil,  ny  wd 

in  tempest. 
Now  on  the  point  to  bors^  and  now  hj  Aaae 
Repressed  ■*■    But,  in  the  face  of  Skuj^ 
All  mad  with  aodamatkm,  what,  Rodolpho^ 
What  could  I  do?  the  sole  relief  that  rose 
To  my  distracted  mind,  was  to  adjourn 
The  assembly  till  to-morrow— But  to-morrow 
What  can  be  done  ? — Oh,  it  avails  noc  what ! 
I  care  not  what  b  done — ^My  oa\j  care 
Is  how  to  dear  my  faith  wim  Sigismmda. 
She  thinks  me  false !  She  cast  alook  tfaatkiM 

me! 
Oh !  I  am  base  m  Sigismunda's  ejfe ! 
The  lowest  of  mankind,  the  most  perfiAons! 
Rod.  This  vras  a  strain  of  insomoe  indeed, 
A  daring  outra^  of  ao  strange  a  nature 
As  stuns  me  qmte— 

21iii.  Cursed  be  my  timid  pmdenoc^ 
That  dashed  not  back,  that  moment,  in  hb  hfot, 
The  bold,  presomptooos  lie  !-*-and  cursed  ttal 

That,  from  a  start  of  poor  dissimulatioi^  \ 

Led  off  m?  Sidsmunda*s  hated  rivaL 

Ah,  fhea  l  wnat,  poisoned  by  the  hSae 
ance, 

What,  Sigismunda,  were  thy  thoo^hta  of 

How,  in  the  silent  bitterness  of  soul. 

How  didst  thou  scorn  me!  hate  mankind,  thy- 
self, 

For  trusting  to  the  vows  of  faithless  Tancred? 

For  such  I  seemed — ^I  was — the  tfaou^itibsKiacts 
me! 

I  should  have  cast  a  flattering  world  aiide. 

Rushed  from  my  throne^  before  them  all  avowed 
her. 

The  cbdoe,  the  ^orr  of  my  free- bom  beait. 

And  spumed  t&  snameful  fetters  tliiowa  apoa 
it— 

Instead  of  that-*confosion  !*-what  I  did 

Has  clinched  the   chain,   oonfimed    Sifiwh't 
crime, 

And  fixed  me  down  to  idamy ! 
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IM  Uy  lord. 
Blame  not  the  oondact  which  yoar  silaadoa 
Tore  from  mar  tortared  heart — ^What  could  too 

do? 
Hid  ytm,  so  drcumstanoed,  in  open  senate, 
Before  the  astonished  puUic,  with  no  friends 
Prepared,  no  party  formed,  affronted  thus 
The  baqghty  prinoeas  and  her  powerful  faction, 
Soppon^  by  this  will,  the  sudden  stroke, 
Abrapt  and  premature,  might  have  recoiled 
Upon  joorsdfy  even  your  own  friends  revolted. 
And  turned  at  once  the  public  scale  against  you. 
Besides,  consider,  had  you  then  detected 
In  its  fresh  guilt  this  action  of  Siflfredi, 
You  must,  with  signal  vengeance,  have  chastised 
The  treasonable  deed — Nothing  so  roeau 
At  weak,  insulted  power  that  dares  not  punish. 
And  how  would  that  have  suited  with  your  love  ? 
His  daughter  present  too  ?  Trust  me,  your  con- 

daot, 
HoweVr  abhorrent  to  a  heart  like  yours 
Was  fortunate  and  wise — Not  that  1  mean 
E*cr  to  advise  submission 


Tan.  Heavens!  submission- 


Could  I  descend  to  bear  it,  even  in  thought, 
Despise  me,  yoa,  the  world,  and  SiG;ismunda  ! 
Submission ! — ^Xo ! — ^To-morruw's  glorious  light 
Shall  flaih  discovery  on  the  scene  of  baseness. 
Whatever  be  the  risk,  by  heavens !  to-morrow, 
)  will  o'ertum  the  dirty  Ite-boilt  schemes 
Of  these  oh)  men,  and  show  my  faithful  senate, 
That  Manfred^s  son  knows  to  assert  and  wear, 
With  undiminished  dignity,  that  crown 


This  unexpected  day  has  placed  upon  him. 
But  this,  my  friend,  these  stormy  gusts  of  pride 

Are  foreign  to  my  love ^Tiil  Sigismunda 

Be  disabused,  my  breast  b  tumult  all, 
And  can  obey  no  settled  course  of  reason. 
I  see  her  still,  I  feel  her  powerful  image, 
That  look,  where  with  reproach  complaint  was 

miied, 
Big  with  soft  woe,  and  gentle  indignation. 
Which  seemed  at  once  to  pity  and  to  scorn 

Oh,  let  me  find  her !  I  too  long  have  left 
My  Sigismunda  to  converse  with  tears, 
A  prey  to  thoughts  that  picture  me  a  villain.  ' 
But  ah !  how,  clogged  with  this  accursed  state, 
A  tedious  world,  shall  I  now  find  access  f 
Her  father  too— Ten  thousand  horrors  crowd 
Into  the  wild,  fantastic  eye  of  love— — 
Who  knows  what  he  may  do  ?  Come,  then,  my 

friend. 
And  by  thy  sister's  hand,  oh,  let  me  steal 
A  letter  to  her  bosom — I  no  longer 
Can  bear  her  absence,  by  the  just  contempt 
She  now  must  .brand  me  with,  inflamed  to  mad- 
ness. 
Fly,  my  Rodolpho,  fly !  engage  tliy  sister 
To  aid  my  letter. 
And  this  very  evening 
Secure  an  interview — I  would  not  bear 
This  rack  another  day,  not  for  my  kingdom. 
Till  then,  deep  plung^  in  solitude  and  shades, 
I  will  not  see  the  hated  face  of  man. 

\  Exeunt. 


ACT    IIL 


SCENE  l^A  Charf^r. 


SicisxiTVDA  ahne,  iitting  in  a  discontolate 

p^ture, 

Aa,  tpwot  prince !  ah  more  than  faithless  Tao- 

rngencrous  and  inhumaii  in  thy  falsehood ! 
Hadst  thoa  this  morning,  when  my   hopeless 

heart, 
Sohmianve  to  toj  fortune  and  my  duty. 
Had  so  much  spirit  left,  as  to  be  willing 
To  give  diee  back  thy  vows,  ah !  hadst  thou  then 
Confessed  the  sad  necessity  thy  state 
Imposed  npoti  thee,  and  with  gentle  friendship, 
Siace  we  must  part  at  last,  our  parting  softened ; 
I  should  indexed — ^I  should  have  been  unhappy, 
%t  not  to  this  eitreme— Amidst  my  grief, 
I  had,  with  pensive  pleasure,  cherished  still 
The  sweet  reroembranoo  of  thy  former  love. 
Thy  image  still  had  dwelt  upon  my  soul, 
And  made  our  guiltless  woes  not  undelightful. 
But  ooolfy  tfaii»— How  couldst  thou  be  so  cruel  ? 
Thus  to  revive  mv  hopes,  to  soothe  my  love. 
And  oall  Ibrth  ail  its  tenderness,  then  sink  me 
lo  black  de^Nur— What  unrelenting  pride 


Possessed  thy  breast,  that  diou  couldst  bear,  un- 
moved. 
To  see  me  bent  beneath  a  weight  of  shame  ? 
Pangy  thou  canst  never  feel !    How  couldst  thou 

drag  me. 
In  barbarous  triumph  at  a  rival's  car  ? 
How  make  me  witness  to  a  sight  of  horror? 
That  hand,  which,  but  a  few  bhort  hours  ago, 
So  wantonly  abused  my  simple  faith. 
Before  the  attesting  worid  given  to  another, 
Irrevocably  given ! — Itiere  was  a  time. 
When  the  least  cloud  that  hung  upon  my  bnnVi 
Perhaps  imagined  only,  touch^  tny  pity. 
Then,  brightened  often  by  the  ready  tear. 
Thy  looks  were  softness  all;    then  tlie  quick 

heart, 
In  eveiy  nerve  alive,  forgot  itself^ 
And  for  each  other  then  we  felt  alone. 
But  now,  alas !  those  tender  days  are  fled ; 
Now  thou  canst  see  me  wretched,  pierced  with 

anguish. 
With  studied  anguish  of  thy  own  creating, 
Nor  wet  thy  hardened  eye — Hold,  let  me  think—* 
I  wrong  thee  sure ;  thou  canst  not  be  so  base, 
As  meanly  io  my  misery  to  triumph— r 
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What  is  ity  then ! — 'Tis  fickleness  of  nature, 
Tis  sickly  love  extinguisbed  by  ambition 


Is  there,  kind  Heaven,  no  constancy  in  man  ? 

No  stedfast  truth,  no  generous  fixed  aflRectioiiy 

That  can  bear  np  against  a  selfish  world  ? 

No,  there  is  none^-even  l^incred  is  inconstant ! 

[Ruing, 

Hence !  let  me  fly  this  scene ! — ^Whate'cr  I  see, 

These  roofs.  theiwaU.,e«h  object  tl«t«,. 
rounds  me, 

Are  tainted  with  his  vows — But  whither  fly  ? 

The  groves  are  worse ;  the  soft  retreat  of  Bel- 
mont, 

Its  deepening  glooms,  gay  lawns,  and  aixy  tam* 
mits. 

Will  wound  my  busy  memory  to  torture, 

And  all  its  shades  will  whisper — faithless  Tan* 
cred ! — 

My  father  comes — Hovf,  sunk  in  this  disorder, 

Shall  I  sustain  his  presence  ? 

Enter  Siffredi, 

Sif.  Sigismunda, 
My  dearest  diild !  I  grieve  to  find  thee  thus 
A  prey  to  tears.    I  know  the  powerful  cause 
From  which  they  flow,  and  therefore  can  ex- 
cuse them, 
But  not  their  wilful  obstinate  oontinuanoe. 
Come,  rouse  thee,  then,  call  up  thy  drooping 

spirit, 
Awake  to  reason  from  this  dream  of  love. 
And  shew  the  world  thou  art  Siffredi's  daughter. 
Sig.  Alas !  I  am  unworthv  of  that  name. 
Sif'.  Thou  art  indeed  to  blame ;  thou  hast  too 
rashly 
Engaged  thy  heart,  without  a  father's  sancti()n, 
But  this  I  can  forgive.    The  king  has  virtues, 
'That  plead  thy  full  excuse ;  nor  was  I  void 
Of  blame,  to  trust  thee  to  those  dangerous  vir- 
tues. 
Then  dread  not  my  reproaches.     Though  he 

blames, 
Thy  tender  father  pities,  more  than  blames  thee. 
Thou  art  my  daughter  still;  and,  if  thy  heart 
Will  now  resume  its  pride,  assert  itself. 
And  greatly  rise  superior  to  tliis  trial, 
I  to  my  warmest  confidence  again 
Will  take  thee,   and  esteem    thee   more,  my 
daughter. 
Sig,  Oh,  you  are  gentler  far  than  I  deserve ! 
It  is,  it  ever  was,  my  darling  pride. 
To  bend  my  soul  to  your  supreme  commands, 
Your  wisest  will ;  and  though,  by  love  betrayed — 
Alas !  and  punished  too-^I  Imve  transgressed 
The  nicest  oounds  of  duty,  yet  I  feel 
A  sentiment  of  tenderness,  a  source 
Of  filial  nature  springing  in  my  breast. 
That,  should  it  kill  me,  shall  controul  this  passion, 
And  make  me  all  submission  and  obedience 
To  you,  my  honoured  lord,  the  best  of  fathers. 
67/!  Come  to  my  arms,  thou  comfort  of  my 
age! 


Thou  only  joy  and  hope  of  these  grey' hun! 
Come,  let  me  take  thee  to  a  parent's  heart; 
There,  with  the  kindly  aid  of  my  advice, 
£ven  with  the  dew  of  these  paternal  teaifs, 
Revive  and  nourish  this  becominz  sptiit- 
Then  thou  dust  promise  me,  my  SigtsoMii 
Thy  father  stoops  to  mdte  it  his  request^ 
Thou  wilt  resign  thy  fond  presumptoous  hopei) 
And  henceforth  never  more  indulge  onetkoiqlrt, 
That  in  the  light  of  love  regards  the  king  ? 
Sig.  Hopes  I  have  none !-— Tho$e  by  this  fa^ 

talday 
Are  blasted  all-^But  from  my  soul  to  baudi, 
While  weeping  memory  there  retains  her  test, 
Thoughts  which  the  purest  bosom  mi^t  hire 

cherished, 
Once  my  delight,  now  even  in  angpish  cbaiD- 

ing, 
Is  more,  my  lord,  than  I  can  proncuse. 
Sif.  Absence,  and  time,  the  softener  of  oor 
.  passions, 
Will  conquer  this.     Meantime,  I  hope  horn 

tliee 
A  generous  great  eflbrt;  that  thou  wilt  now 
Exert  thy  utmost  force,  nor  langiush  tfaas 
fieneadi  the  vain  extravagance  of  love. 
Let  not  thy  father  blush  to  hear  it  said. 
His  daughter  was  so  weak,  e'er  to  admit 
A  thought  so  void  of  reason,  tiiat  a  king 
Should,  to  his  rank,  his  honour,  aod  hb  ghnyy 
The  high  important  duties  of  a  throne, 
Even  to  his  throne  itself,  madly  prefer 
A  wild  romantic  passion,  the  food  child 
Of  youthful  dreaming  thought  and  vacant  hoiin; 
That  he  should  quit  his  heaven-appfMOtied  st>- 

tion, 
Desert  his  awful  charge  the  care  of  all 
The  toiling  millions  which  this  isle  oontains ; 
Nay,  more,  should  plunge  them  into  war  vA 

ruin. 
And  all  to  soothe  a  sick  imagination, 
A  miserable  weakness.    What !   most  fer  ihee, 
To  make  thee  blest,  Sicilia  be  unhappy  ? 
The  king  himself,  lost  to  the  nobler  sense 
Of  manly  praise,  become  the  pitcsous  Hero 
Of  some  soft  tale,  and  rush  on  sure  destniction  ? 
Canst  thou,  my  daughter,  let   the   moiistfoes 

thought 
Possess  one  moment  thy  perverted  fimcy  f 
Rouse  thee,  for  shame  f  and  if  a  apaik  of  vimre 
Lies  slumbering  in  thy  soul,  bid  it  lilaie  forth ; 
Nor  siuk  unequal  to  the  glorious  IcaaoOf 
This  day  thy  lover  gave  thee  from  his  ittroae, 
Sig.  Ah,  that  was  not  from  virtue  ! — ^Had,  bj 

father, 
That  been  his  aim,'  I  yield  to  what  you  ny ; 
Tis  powerful  truth,  unanswerable  reaaoii. 
llien,  then,  with  sad  but  duteous  re«ig:peitiQii, 
I  had  submitted  as  became  your  dangliter ; 
But  in  that  moment,  when  my  humhled  hopes 
Were  to  my  duty  reoonciled,  to  raise  them 
To  yet  a  fonder  height  than  e'er  they  kiiev» 


Thomson.] 
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Then  raddj  d«h  them   down— ^Tbere  is  tbe 

sting! 
The biltjcing  view  is  ever  preieiit  to  me     ■■■ 
Wfaj  did  yoa  drag  me  to  a  sight  so  eniel ! 
^.  It  was  a  aoeae  to  fire  thy  emuhttion. 
&g.  It  was  a  soane  of  perfidy  !^-Bttt  koxm, 
I  win  do  more  than  imitate  the  king — 
For  he  is  fislse  S-^I,  though  sinoei  ely  pierced 
With  die  best,  truest  passion,  ever  touched 
A  virgin's  bfeaat,  here  vow  to  Heaven  and  vou, 
Tboi^  horn  my  heart  I  cannot,  from  my  hopes 
To  cast  this  prince    What  would  you  more,  my 
father? 
Sif,  Yesf  one  thing  more— thy  fiitfaer  then  is 
hai^y— 
Though  by  the  voice  of  innocence  and  virtue 
Absolved,  we  live  not  to  ooiaelves  abne : 
A  rigorous  world,  with  peremptory  sway. 
Subjects  us  all,  and  even  the  noblest  most. 
This  world  from  thee,  my  honour  and  thy  cmn. 
Demands  one  step ;  •  step,  by  which,  ooovinoed, 
The  kii^  may  see  thy  heart  disdains  to  wear 
A  chain  which  fai»  has  greatly  thrown  aside. 
lis  fitting  too^  thy  sex's  pride  commands  thee. 
To  shew  the  approving  world  tfaou  canst  resign, 
As  well  as  he,  nor  with  inferior  spirit, 
A  passion  fiiftal  to  the  public  weal. 
But  above  all,  thou  must  root  out  for  ever 
From  the  kin^s  breast  the  least  remain  of  hope. 
And  henoefinth  make  fats  mentioned  love  dishon- 
our. 
These  things,  my  daughter,  that  must  needs  be 


Can  but  this  way  be  done— by  the  safe  refuge, 
The  sacred  shelter^  of  a  husband's  arms. 
And  there  is  one 

Sig.  Good  heavens !  wrhat  means  my  lord  ? 

5i/C  One  of  illustrioiiB  family,  hip;h  rank, 
Vet  still  of  higher  digni^  and  ment, 
^lio  can  and  will  protect  diee ;  one  to  awe 
The  king  himself — Nay,  hear  me,  Sigismanda—- 
The  noUe  OsoMod  courts  thee  for  his  bride, 
And  has  my  plmbted  word — ^This  day— 

Sig,  [Kmeeiing.]  My  father ! 
Ln  me  with  trembling  arms  embrace  thy  knees ! 
Oh,  if  you  ever  wish  to  see  me  hi^ppy ; 
if  e'er  in  infant  years  I  gave  you  joy. 
When,  as  I  pratuing  twined  around  your  neck. 
You  snatdied  me  to  your  bosom,  kissed  my  eyes, 
And  melting  said  you  saw  my  mother  there ; 
Oh,  save  me  from  that  worst  severity 
(H  fait !  Oh,  outrage  not  my  breaking  heart 
To  that  degree  ! — ^I  cannot  j—'tis  impossible ! — 
«^>  soQo  withdraw  it,  give  it  to  another— 
Hear  me,  my  dearest  father ;  hear  the  voice 
Of  nature  and  hnmanity,  that  plead 
A  9  well  an  justice  for  me !  ■     Not  to  choose 
H  ithout  yoor  wise  direction  may  be  dntr ; 
Rut  still  my  choice  is  free    that  is  a  righ^ 
Hliich  eren  the  lowest  slave  can  never  lose ; 
Aod  wnald  you  thus  degrade  me  !-^make  me 


For  snch  it  were  to  give  rajfworthless  petton 
Without  my  heart,  an  injury  to  Osmond, 
The  highest  can  be  done — ^Lat  me,  my  lord-*- 
Or  I  sludl  die,  shall,  by  the  sudden  change, 
Be  to  distraction  shocked-»Lst  me  wear  out 
My  hapless  days  in  splimde  and  silence. 
Far  from  the  malice  of  a  prying  worid ; 
At  least — ^yon  cannot  sure  refuse  me  this 
Give  me  a  little  time — ^I  will  do  all. 
All  I  can  do^  to  please  you  I — Oh,  your  eye 
Sheds  a  kind  beam*-^ 

Sif.  My  daughter!  you  abuse 
The  softiiesrof  mv  mitun^- 

Sig,  Here,  my  rather. 
Till  yott  relent,  here  will  I  grow  for  ever ! 

Sif.  Rise,  Sigjsmwnda.— ^TTiough  you  touch  my 
heart, 
Nothing  can  shake  the  iaeioiable  dictates 
Of  honour,  duty,  tod  determined. reason. 
Then  by  the  holy  ties  of  filial  love. 
Resolve,  I  charge  thee,  to  reoave  earl  Osmond, 
As  suits  the  man  who  is  thy  father's  choice. 
And  worthy  of  thy  hand--^I  go  to  bring  him«- 

Sig.  Spere  me,  my  dearest  fitther ! 

iS^  [Aside.]  I  must  rush 
From  her  soft  gmsp,  or  nature  will  betmy  me ! 
Oh,  gmat  us.  Heaven !  that  t  fortitude  of  mind. 
Which  listens  to  our  duty,  not  our  pawions  I 
Quit  me,  my  child  I 

Sig.  You  cannot,  oh,  my  fisther ! 
You  cannot  leave  me  thus ! 

Sif.  Come  hither,  Ijanm, 
Come  to  thy  friend.    Now  shew  thyself  a  friend. 
Combat  her  weakness;  dissipate  her  tears: 
Cherish,  and  reconcile  her  to  her  daty. 

[Bsit  8iffTtt&, 

EnterXutXVik. 

Sig.  Oh,  woe  on  woe !  distressed^  hy  love  and 
duty! 
Oh,  every  way  unhappy  Sigpsmunda ! 
Xearo.  Forgive  me,  madam,  if>I  blame  your 
grief. 
How  can  you  waste  your  tears  on  one  so  false  ? 
Unworthy  of  your  tenderness;  to  whom 
Nought  but  contempt  b  due,  and  indignation  ? 

Sig.  Youknownethalf  the  horrors  of  my  fate! 
I  might  perhaps  have  learned  to  soom  his  false- 
hood; 
Na^r,  when  the  first  sad  burst  of  tears  was  past, 
I  might  have  roused  my  pride  and  scorned  him* 

self— 
But  'tis  too  much,  this  greatest  last  misfortune — 
Oh,  whither  shall  I  fly  i  Where  hide  me,  Laura, 
From  the  dire  scene  asv  father  now  prepares  ? 
Laura.  What  thus  alarms  you,  madam  ? 
5tf.  Canithe? 

Can! ab,  no !■       at  once  give  to  another 

My  violated  heart?  in  one  wild  moment  ? 
He  brings  earl  Osmond  to  receive  my  vows. 
Oh,  dreadful  diange !  for  Tancnd,  haughty  Ot< 
mood  I 
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Laura.  Now,  on  my  booI,  'tis  what  in  outraged 
heart 
like  yours  shoold  wiah !    t  shouldy  hj  Hsavena, 

esteem  it 
Most  exquisite  revenge ! 

Sig.  Revenge !  on  whom? 
On  my  own  heart,  already  but  too  wretdied ! 
Laura.  On  him !  this  Tancred !  who  has  base- 
ly sold, 
For  the  dull  form  of  despicable  grandeur, 
His  faith,  his  love !  At  once  a  slave  and  ^rant ! 

Sig,  Oh,  rail  at  me  !  at  my  believing  folly ! 
My  vain  ill-founded  hopes  !    but  spare   him, 
Laura! 
Laura,  Who  raised  these  hopes?  Who  tri- 
umphs o'er  that  weakness  r 
Pardon  the  word — you  greatly  merit  him ; 
Better  than  him,  with  all  his  giddy  pomp ; 
You  raised  him  by  your  smiles,  when  he  was  no- 
thing. 
Where  is  your  woman's  pride,  that  guardian  spi- 

Given  us  to  dash  the  perfidy  of  roan  ? 
Ye  powers !   I  cannot  bear  the  thought  with  pa- 
tience  

yet  recent  from  the  most  unsparing  vows 

The  tongue  of  love  e'er  lavished ;   from  your 

hopes 
So  vainly,  idly,  cruelly  deluded; 
Before  ttie  public  thus,  before  your  father, 
By  an  irrevocable  solemn  deed. 
With  such  inhuman  scorn,  to  throw  you  firom 

him: 
To  eive  his  faithless  hand,  yet  warm  from  thine, 
With  complicated  meanness,  to  Constantia ! 
And,  to  complete  his  crime,  when  thy  weak  limbs 
Could  scarce  support  thee,  then,  of  thee  regard- 
less. 
To  lead  her  off! 

Sig,  That  was  indeed  a  sight 
To  poison  love ;  to  turn  it  into  rage, 
And  keen  contempt    What  means  this  stupid 

weakness 
That  hangs  upon  me  !  Hence,  unworthy  tears, 
Disgrace  my  cheek  no  more !    No  more,  my 
heart, 

For  one  so  coolly  false,  or  meanly  fickle 

Oh,  it  imports  not  which dare  to  susgest 

The  least  excuse  ! Yes,  traitor,  I  will  wrine 

Thy  pride,  will  turn  thy  triumph  to  oonfu«on  f 

I  will  not  pine  away  my  days  for  thee. 

Sighing  to  brooks  and  groves;   while,  with  vain 

You  in  a  rival's  arms  lament  my  fate  ■ 
No,  let  me  perish,  ere  I  tamely  be 
That  soft,  that  patient,  gentle  Sigismanda, 
Who  can  console  her  with  the  wretched  boast. 
She  was  for  thee  unhappy ! — ^If  I  am, 
I  will  be  nobly  so  !-<^Sialia's  daughters 
Shall,  wondering,  see  in  me  a  great  example 
Of  ope  who  punished  an  illrjudging  heart, 
Who  made  it  bow  to  what  it  most  abhorred ! 


Crashed  it  to  misery !  for  having  thns 
So  lightly  listened  to  a  wortfaleas  lover ! 

Xoars.  At  kst  it  mounts,  the  kindling  pride  <if 
virtue; 
Trust  me^  thy  marriage  will  embitter  his- 
S^.   Oh,    may  tl^   furies  light  hb  nnpdai 
tordi! 
Be  it  accursed  as  mine !  fimr  die  fair  peace, 
The  tender  joys  of  hymeneal  love. 
May  jealousy  awaked,  and  fell  remorse. 
Pour  all  their  fiercest  venom  through  Iim  bresst! 
Where  the  fates  lead,  and  blind  revenge,  I  fol- 
low.  

Let  me  not  think By  injured  love  I  I  vow, 

Thou  shalty  base  prince !   perfidious  apd  inbo- 

man! 
Thou  shalt  behold  me  m  anotfaei^s  areis ; 
In  his  thon  hatest !  Osmond's ! 

Laura.  That  will  grind 
His  heart  with  secret  rage :  Ay,  that  will  sbng 
His  soul  to  madness ;  set  him  pp  a  terror, 
A  spectacle  of  woe  to  faithless  lovers ! 
Your  cooler  thought,  besides^  wtU  of  the  change 
Approve,  and  think  it  happy.    Noble  OaDood 
From  the  same  stock  witn  him  derives  btshbtk. 
First  of  Sicilian  barons,  prudent,  brave, 
Of  strictest  honour,  and  oy  all  icvcred 
iS^.  Talk  not  of  Osmond,  but  perfidxNisTso- 
cred! 
Rail  at  him,  rail !  invent  new  names  of  aoorn ! 
Assist  me,  Laura ;  lend  my  rage  fresh  fuel ; 
Support  my  staggering  purpose,  which  already 
Begins  to  fail  me— ^Ah,  my  vaunts  how  vain ! 
How  have  I  lied  to  my  own  heavt !  Alas ! 
My  tears  return,  the  mighty  flood  oVrwhefai» 

me! 
Ten  thousand  crowding  images  district 
My  tortured  thought— Ami  is  it  oome  to  this  ? 
Our  hopes,  our  vows,  our  oft  repeated  wishes 
Breathed  from  the  fervent  soul,  and  fall  of  hea- 
ven, 
To  make  each  other  happy— -oome  to  this ! 
Laura.  If  thy  own  peace  and  honoor  camot 
keep 
Thy  resolution  fixed,  yet,  Si^smunda, 
Oh,  think,  how  deeply,  how  beyond  retreat, 
Thy  father  is  engaged  ! 

Sig.  Ah,  wretched  weakness  I 
That  thus  enthrals  my  soul,  that  chases  tfaeace 
Each  nobler  thought,  the  sense  of  erery  duty ! 
And  have  I  then  no  tears  for  thee,  my  father  f 
Can  I  forget  thy  cares,  from  helpless  years. 
Thy  tenderness  for  me  ?  an  eye  still  beamed 
With  love ;  a  brow  that  never  knew  *a.  frown ; 
Nor  a  harsh  word  thy  tongue ;  Shall  1  for  tbcN 
Repay  thy  stooping  venenu>le  age 
With  shame,  disquiet,  anguish,  and  dJAopoor  f 
It  must  not  be  !  Thou  first  of  angels  ! 
Sweet  filial  piety,  and  firm  my  breast ! 
Yes,  let  one  daughter  to  her  fate  suF 
Be  nobly  wretched — but  her  father  Happy 
Laura ! — ^they  come !  Oh,  heavens^  I  cumot  seud 


TfiOMfON.] 

The  honid  trial  !-4)peii,  open  earth ! 
Aod  hide  me  from  mieur  view. 


EnttT  SiFFmESi  and  Osicovik 

Sif.  My  daughter. 
Behold  my  nofaJe  friend,  who  ooarts  thy  hand^ 
And  whom  to  call  mv  son  I  shall  he  proud; 
Nor  shall  I  le«  be  pwaaed  in  this  allianoey 
To  see  thee  happy. 

Onk  Think  not,  I  presume, 
Madam,  on  this  your  father's  kind  consent, 
To  make  n|e  UesL    I  love  ^oo  from  a  hearty 
That  seeks  your  good  superior  to  ray  own ; 
And  will,  by  every  art  of  tender  friendship 
CoosuJc  your  dearest  welfare.    May  I  hope. 
Yours  does  not  disavow  your  fathera  choice  f 

5^.  I  am  a  daughter,  ur — ^and  have  no  power 
O'er  n^  own  heart — ^I  die — Support  me,  liiura. 

[Foififi. 
Stf.  Help— Bear  her  off— She  breathes — ^my 
daughter  i 

Totpve  my  weakness — aoft-^nny  Laura,  lead  me — 
To  my  apartment 

f  £re«a/  SigWHunda  and  Ltura. 

Sif.  Pardon  me,  my  lord, 
lU  ^  this  sudden  accident  alarmed, 
I  leave  you  for  a  moment.  [Exit  Siffredi. 

Otm.  Let  me  think 

What  can  this  mean  ?— ^Is  it  to  me  aversion  ? 
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Or  is  it,  as  I  feared, 'the  loves  another  ? 
Ha! — ^yes — perhaps  the  kin^  the  young  coont 
Tanoed; 

They  were  bred  up  together Surely  that. 

That  cannot  be — Has  he  not  given  his  hand, 
In  the  most  solemn  manner,  to  Constantia } 
Does  not  his  crown  depend  upon  the  deed  ? 
No — ^if  they  loved,  ana  this  old  statesman  knew 

it. 
He  ooold  not  to  a  king  prefer  a  subjecL 
His  virtues  I  esteem — nay  more,  I  trust  them— 
So  far  as  virtue  goes — but  could  he  place 

His  daughter  on  the  throne  of  Sicily- 

Oh,  'tis  a  glorious  bribe,  too  mudi  for  man ! 

What  is  it  then  ?  I  care  not  what  it  beb 

My  honour  now,  my  dignity  demands, 

That  my  proposed  alliance,  by  her  father. 

And  even  herself  accepted,  be  not  scorned. 

I  love  her  too— I  never  knew  till  now 

To  what  a  pitch  I  loved  her.    Oh,  she  shot 

Ten  thousand  charms  into  my  inmost  soul ! 

She  looked  so  mild,  so  amiably  gentle, 

She  bowed  her  head,  she  glowed  with  such  cot^* 

fusion, 
Such  loveliness  of  modesty !  She  is. 
In  gracious  mind,  in  nuMiners»  and  in  person, 
The  perfect  model  of  all  female  beauty  ! 
She  must  be  mine^-^e  is  1 — If  yet  h^r  heart 
Consents  not  to  my  happiness,  her  du^, 
Joined  to  my  tender  cares,  will  gain  so  much 
Upon  her  generous  nature— That  will  foUow. 

[Erit. 


ACT    IV. 


SC£X£  L — ne  garden  helonging  to  Sif- 

FREDI'S  hoU$e, 

Enter  Sigismunda  and  Laura. 

Sig.  r  With  a  Utter  in  her  hand,]  Tis  done  !— 
I  am  a  slave ! — ^The  fatal  vow 
Has  passed  mj  lips  ! — Methought,  in  those  sad 

moments. 
The  tambs  aroiuid,  the  saints,  the  darkened  altar, 
And  all  the  trembling  shrines^  with  horror  shook, 
ftit  here  is  sdll  new  matter  of  distress. 
Oh,  Tancred,  cease  to  persecute  me  more  I 
Oh,  grudge  me  not  some  caUner  state  of  woe ; 
Some  quiet  gloom  to  shade  my  hopeless  davs^ 
^'here  I  may  never  hear  of  love  and  thee  f 
Ha<(  Laura,  too,  conspired  against  my  peace  ? 

^^liy  did  you  take  thn  letter?— Bear  it  back 

I  i»ill  not  court  new  pain.  [Givifig  her  the  ktter. 

Laura,  Madam,  Bodolpbo 
Ur^cd  me  so  nuich,  nay,  even  with  tears  conjured 


fiut  this  oooe  more  to  serve  the  unhappy  kinjt — 
For  such  he  said  he  was — that  thoQgh  enragec^ 
£<ptal  with  thee,  at  his  inhuman  falsehood, 
I  could  not  to  my  brother's  fervent  prayers 
Kefose  this  office       Read  it       Hjs  excuaes 


Will  only  raoit  expose  his  falsehood. 

5%.  No : 
It  suits  not  Osmond's  wife  to  read  one  line 
From  that  contajpous  hand-'-ehe  knows  too  well ! 

Laura,  He  paints  him  out  distressed  beyond 
expression ; 
Even  on  tne  point  of  madness.    Wild  as  winds. 
And  fighting  seas,  he  raves.    His  passions  mix. 
With  ceaseless  rage,  all  in  each  giddv  moment 
He  dies  to  see  you,  and  to  clear  nis  taith. 

Sig,  Save  me  from  that  S^That  would  be  worse 
than  all ! 

Laura,  I  but  i«port  my  brother's  words ;  who 
then 
Began  to  talk  of  some  dark  imposition. 
That  had  deceived  us  all ;  when,  interrupted. 
We  heard  your  fiather  and  earl  Osmond  near. 
As  sunmioned  to  Constantia's  court  they  went 

Sig^  Ha !  imposition  ? ^Well,  if  I  am  doomed 

To  M,  oVr  all  my  sex,  the  wretdi  of  love, 
In  vain  I  would  resist-— Give  me  the  letter 

To  know  the  worst  is  some  relief ^Alas, 

It  was  not  thus,  with  such  dire  palpitations^ 
That,  Tancred,  once  I  used  to  read  thy  letters. 
[Attempting  to  read  the  letter^  hut  gives 
it  to  Laura, 
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Ahy  food  remembnuioe  blimift  me!    Read  it, 
Lftun. 
Laura.  [Readi,'\  *  Deliver  me,  Sigismunda, 

*  from  timt  most  esmiisiteiiuBery  which  a  fkitiiful 
'  heart  can .  safier — ^To  be  dimight  base  by  her, 
'  from  whose  esteem  even  yirtoe  borrows  new 
'  charms.    When  I  subroioed  to  my  cmel  sitoa- 

*  tkm^  it  was  not  falsehood  you  beheld,  but  an 

*  excess  of  Iotc.    Rather  than  endanger  that,  I, 

*  for  a  while,  gave  up  my  honour^  Every  moment 

*  till  I  see  you  stabs  me  with  severer  pangs  than 
'  real  guilt  itself  can  feeL    Let  me  then  conjure 

*  you  to  meet  me  in  the  |;arden,  towards  the  close 
'  of  the  day,  when  I  wiU  explain  this  mvstery. 
'  We  have  heen  most  inhumanly  abused ;  and 
'  that  by  means  of  the  very  paper  which  I  gave 

*  you,  from  the  warmest  sincerity  of  love^  to  as^ 
'  sure  to  you  the  heart  and  hand  of 

Tahcrsd.' 
Sig.  There,  Laura,  there^  the  dreadful  secret 

sprung! 
That  paper !  ah,  that  paper !  it  suggests 
A  thousand  hornd  thon^ts — I  to  my  father 
Gave  it !  and  he  perhs4>s — I  dare  not  cast 
A  look  that  way — If  yet  indeed  you  love  me. 
Oil,  blast  me  not,  kind  Tancred,  with  the  truth ! 
Oh,  pitying,  keep  me  ignorant  for  ever ! 
What  strange  peculiar  misenr  is  mine  ? 
Reduced  to  wish  the  man  I  love  were  false  I 
Why  was  I  hurried  to  a  step  so  rash  f 
Repairless  woe  ! — I  might  have  waited,  sure, 
A  few  short  hours — No  duty  that  forbade — 
I  owed  thy  love  that  Justice ;  till  tliis  day 
Thy  love  an  image  of  all  perfect  goodness  ! 
A  beam  from  heaven  that  glowed  with  every 

virtue ! 
And  have  1  thrown  this  prise  of  life  away  ? 
The  piteous  wreck  of  one  distracted  moment? 
Ah,  the  cold  prudence  of  remorseless  nge  ! 
Ah,  parents,  traitors  to  your  children's  bliss ! 
Ah,  cursed  !  ah,  blind  revenge ! — On  every  hand 
I  was  betrayed — ^You,  Laura,  too,  betrayed  me  ! 
Laura.  Who,  who  but  he,  whate'er  he  writes, 

betrayed  you  ? 
Or  false  or  pusailanimotts.    For  once, 
I  will  with  you  suppose,  that  his  agreement 
To  the  kin^  will  was  forged— Though  forged  by 

whom  ? 
Your  fatlier  scorns  the  crime — ^Yet  what  avails  it? 
This,  if  it  clears  his  truth,  condemns  his  R>irit. 
A  youthful  king,  by  love  and  honour  fired, 
Patient  to  sit  on  his  insulted  throne, 
And  let  an  outn^e,  of  so-  high  a  nature, 
Unpottished  pass,  unchecked,  uncontradicted— 
Oh,  ^s  a  meanness  equal  even  to  falsehood. 

Sig.  Laura,  no  more— We  have  already  judged 
Too  tak^7  without  knowledge.  Oft,  what  seems 
A  trifle^  a  mere  nothing,  by  itself. 
In  some  nice  situation  turns  the  scale 
Of  fhte,  and  rules  the  most  important  actions. 
Yei^  I  begin  to  feel  a  sad  presage ! 
I  am  undone,  from  that  eternal  soiirce 


Of  human  woe»«-the  judgneat  of  tbe 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  these  exoafei  ? 
Oh,  cease,  my  treacherous  heart,  to  p«  dm 

room! 
.  It  suits  not  thee  to  plead  a  lover's  canse : 
Even  to  lament  my  fate  is  now  dishonour. 
Nought  now  remains,  but  with  releaciesi  pupOKf 
To  ihun  all  interviews^  all  clearing  up 
Of  this  dark  scene ;  to  wrap  myself  m  glooD, 
In  solitude  and  shades;  thm  to  devour 
The  silent  sorrows  ever  swelling  here ; 
And  since  I  must  be  wretched — for  I  must— 
To  dahn  the  mighty  misery  myself, 
EngrcMs  it  aU,  and  spare  a  hapless  father. 
Hence,  let  me  fly ! — ^The  boor  approaches 

Laicra.  Madam, 
Behold  he  comes — the  kin^-^ 

Sig.  Heavens !  how  escape  ? 
No— I  will  stay — ^This  one  last  iiiceting>-Lesve 
me.  [£nl  Lasrs. 

Enter  Tavcrsd. 

Tan.  And  are  these  long,  long  hoars  of  to^ 

turo  past  ? 
My  life  I  my  Sigismunda ! 

[Throtcing  hmue^mt  herfaL 
iS^,  Rise,  my  lord. 
To  see  my  sovereign  thus  no  more  becomes  me. 
2<iit.  Oh,  let  me  kiss  the  ground  oo  which  700 

tread! 
Let  me  exhale  my  soul  in  softest  transport. 
Since  I  again  behold  my  Sigismunda !     [Kismi:. 
Unkind  I  how  couldst  dnou  ever  deem  mc  fske  ? 
How  thus  dishonour  love  ? — Oh,  I  coold  much 
Embitter  my  complaint ! — how  low  t%-€Te  then 
Thy  thoughts  of  me  !    How  didst  thou  then  st- 

front 
The  human  heart  itself?  After  the  vows. 
The  fervent  truth,  the  tender  protestations, 
Which  mine  has  often  poured,  to  let  thy  breast, 
Whate'er  the  appearance  was,  admit  sospicioe  ^ 
Sig.  How  !  when  I  heard  myself  your  full  coe- 

sent 
To  the  late  king's  so  just  and  prudent  will  ? 
Heard  it  before  you  read,  in  solemn  senate  ? 
When  I  beheld  you  give  your  royal  hand 
To  her,  whose  birth  and  dignity  of  ri^t 
Demand  that  high  alliance !   i  es,  my  lord. 
You  have  done  well.    The  man,  whom  Hcarea 

appoints 
To  govern  others,  should  himself  first  learn 
To  bend  his  passions  to  the  sway  of  reaaoo. 
In  all,  you  have  done  well ;  but  when  you  bod 
My  humbled  hopes  look  up  to  you  agam. 
And  soothed  witli  wanton  cruelty  my  woi' 
That  too  was  well — My  vanity  deserved 
The  sharp  rebuke,  whose  fond  extrwaipuioe 
Could  ever  dream  to  balance  your  repose. 
Your  glory,  and  the  vrcUkre  of  a  people. 

Tan.  Chide  on,  chide  on.  Thy  sofk  reproaches, 

now. 
Instead  of  wounding^  only  soodie  my 
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Noy  no^  thoa  cbamung  consort  of  my  soul ! 
I  never  lored  thee  with  such  faithful  ardour, 
As  in  that  cruel,  miserable  moment 
You  thoogbt  roe  false ;  when  even  my  honour 

stooped 
To  wear  for  thee  a  lutffled  face  of  baseness. 
It  was  thy  barbarous  father,  Si^ismunda, 
Who  caught  me  in  the  toil.    He  turned  that 

Meant  for  the  assuring  bond  of  nuptial  love, 

To  ruin  it  for  ever ;  he,  he  wrote 

That  foff^  consent,  you  heard,'  beneath  my 

name, 
\aTf  dared,  before  my  outraged  throne,  to  read  it ! 
Had  he  not  been  thy  father— ^Ha !  my  love ! 
You  tremble,  you  grow  pale  ! 
Sig.  Oh,  leave  me,  Tancred ! 
Tan.  No ! — Leave  thee  ! — Never !   never  till 
you  set 
My  heart  at  peace  !  till  these  dear  lips  again 
Pronounce  thee  mine !  Without  thee,  I  renounce 
Myself,  ray  friends,   the  world — Here  on  this 
hand — 
Sig.  My  lord,  forget  that  hand,  which  never 
now 
Can  be  to  thine  united 

Tan,  Sigismanda! 
^^  hat  dost  thou  mean  ? — ^Thy  words,   thy  look, 

thy  roamier. 
Seem   to   conceal    some    horrid  secret — Hea- 
vens ! 

Xo— that   was    wild Distraction    fires    the 

tboufi^t ! — 

S'>.  Inouire  no  more ^I  never  can  be  thine. 

Tarn,  What,  who  shall  interpose  ?  Who  dares 
attempt 
To  brave  the  fury  of  an  injured  king, 
Who,  ere  be  sees  thee  ravished  from  his  hopes, 

Will  wrap  all  blazing  Sidly  in  flames  ? 

Sig.  Id  vain  your  power,  my  lord — ^*Tis  fatal 
error, 
J«>tned  to  my  fkther^s  unrelenting  will, 
lias  placed  an  e%'erlasting  bar  betwixt  us 

1  VII  EaH  Osmond's wife. 

Tan,  Earl  Osmond*s  wife  ! 

[After  a  long  paute,  during  which  they 
look  at  one  another  with  the  highest 
agitation^  and  nuut  tender  distress.] 
larpfls  !    did  I  hear  thee  right  ?   What !  mar- 
ried !  marrird ! 
/»*t  to  thv  faithful  'ancrcd ?  lost  for  ever  ? 
'«xtld<kt  thou  then  doom  me  to  such  matchless 

woe, 
l^hoot  VI   much  as  hearing  me? — Distrac- 
tion ! 

iUs\  what  hast  thou  done?  Ah,  Sigtsmunda! 

)h  ravh  credulity  has  done  a  deed, 

rfc'r  h,  of  two  happiest  lovem  that  e'er  felt 

be    bli^ful    power,    has  made    two    finished 

•vrrtchcs ! 
vt — madness ! — Sure,  thou  knowest  itcannot  be ! 
bi«  lisuxl  IS  uuiie  !  a  tliousand  thousand  vows — 

\0L.I 


Enter  Osmond. 

Osm.   fSnatching  her  hand  fronk  the   king^ 
^  Madam,  this  hand,  by  the  most  solemn  ritcsy 
A  little  hour  ago,  was  given  to  me  ; 
And  did  not  sovereign  honour  now  command 

me. 
Never  but  with  mjr  life  to  quit  my  claim, 
I  would  renounce  it — -thus  ! 
Tan,  Ha  !  who  art  tliou, 
Presuniptuous  man ! 

Sig,  \Aiide!\  Where  is  my  father ?  Heaven ! 

[Goes  out. 
Osm,  One  thou  shouldst  better  know-^Yes— 
view  me,  one 
Who  can  and  will  maintain  his  rights  and  ho- 
nour, 
Agaiiist  a  faithli;ss  prince,  an  upstart  king, 
VVhose  first  base  deed  is  what  a  hardened  tyrant 
Would  blush  to  act. 

Tan,  Insolent  Osmond  !  know, 
This  upstart  king  will  hurl  confusion  on  thee, 
And  all  who  shall  invade  his  sacred  rights. 
Prior  to  thine — thine,  founded  on  compulsion. 
On  infamous  deceit,  while  his  proceed 
From  mutual  love,  and  free  long  plighted  faith. 
She  is,  and  shall  be  mine ! — I  will  annul, 
By  the  high  power  with  which  the  laws  invest 

roc, 
Those  guilty  forms  in  which  you  have  entrapped. 
Basely  entrapped,  to  thy  detested  nuptials, 
My  queen  betrothed,  who  has  my  heart,  my  hand. 
And  shall  partake  my  throne — If,  haughty  lord. 
If  this  thou  didst  not  know,  then  know  it  now ; 
And  know,  besides,  as  I  have  told  thee  this, 
Shouldst  thou  but  think  to  urge  thy  treason  fur« 

ther — 
Than  treason  more  !  treason  against  my  love !" 
Thy  life  shall  answer  for  it. 

Osm,  Ha !  my  life  !— 
It  moves  my  scorn  to  hear  thy  empty  threats. 
When  was  it  that  a  Norman  baron's  life 
Became  so  vile,  as  on  the  frown  of  kings 
To  hang  ? — Of  that,  my  lord,  the  law  must  judge: 

Or,  if  the  law  be  weak,  my  guardian  sword-- 

Tan,  Dare  not  to  touch  it,  traitor,  lest  my  rage 
Break  loose,  and  do  a  deed  that  misbecomes  me. 

Enter  Siffredi. 

Sif,  My  gracious  lord,  what  is  it  I  behold ! 
My  sovereign  in  contention  with  his  subjects  ? 
Surely  this  house  deserves  from  royal  Tancred 
A  little  more  regard,  than  to  be  made 
A  scene  of  trouble,  and  unseemly  jars. 
U  grieves  my  soul,  it  bafiHes  every  hope^ 
It  makes  me  sick  of  life,  to  see  thy  glory 
Thus  blasted  in  the  bud. — Heavens!  can  yonr- 

highness, 
From  your  exalted  character  descend. 
The  dignity  of  virtue ;  and,  instead 
(Jf  being  the  protector  of  our  rights. 
The  holy  guardian  of  domestic  bliss, 
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Unkindly  thus  disturb  the  sweet  repose, 
The  secret  peace  of  families,  for  wtiich 
Alone  the  tree-born  race  of  man  to  laws 
And  government  submitted  f 

Tan.  My  lord  SifTredi, 
Spare  thy  rebuke.    The  duties  of  my  station 
Are  not  to  me  unknown.    But  thou,  old  man, 
Dost  tliou  not  blush  to  talk  of  rights  invaded. 
And  of  our  best,  our  dearest  bliss  disturbed ; 
Thou,  who,  with  more  than  barbarous  perfidy. 
Hast  trampled  all  allegiance,  justice,  truth, 
Humanity  itself,  beneath  thy  feet  ? 
Thou  knowest  thou  hast — I  could,  to  thy  confu- 
sion, 
Return  thy  hard  reproaches ;  but  I  spare  thee 
Before  this  lord,  for  whose  ill-sorted  friendship 
Thou  hast  most  basely  sacrificed  thy  daughter ! 
Farewell,  my  lord- — For  thee,  lord  constable, 
Who  dost  presume  to  lift  thy  surly  eye 
To  my  soft  love,  my  gentle  Sigismunda,  , 

I  once  again  command  thee,  on  thy  life 

Yes — chew  thy  rage — ^but  mark  me — on  thy  life. 
No  furthur  urge  tliy  arrogant  pretensions ! 

iExit  Tan, 
leaven  and 
earth ! 
What !  arrogant  pretensions  to  my  wife  ? 
HAy  wedded  wife !  Where  are  we  r  in  a  land 
Of  civil  rule,  of  liberty,  and  laws  ?— 
Not,  on  my  life,  pursue  them  ? — Giddy  prince ! 
My  life  disdains  thy  nod.    It  is  the  gift 
Ot  parent  Heaven,  who  ^ave  me,  too,  an  arm, 
A  spirit  to  defend  it  against  tyrants. 
The  Norman  race,  the  sons  of  mighty  RoUo, 
Who,  rushing  in  a  tempest  fi^om  die  north. 
Great  nurse  of  generous  freemen,  bravely  won. 
With  their  own  swords,  their  seats,  and  still  pos- 
sess them 
By  the  same  noble  tenure,  are  not  used 
To  hear  such  language.— ^  If  I  now  desist, 
Then  brand  me  for  a  coward  !  deem  me  villain ! 
A  traitor  to  the  public !  By  this  conduct 
Deceived,  betrayed,  insulted,  tyrannized  ! 
Mine  is  a  common  cause.    My  arm  shall  guard, 
Milled  with  my  own,  the  rights  of  each  Sicilian, 
Of  social  life,  and  of  mankind  in  general. 
Ere  to  thy  tyrant  rage  they  fall  a  prey, 
I  shall  find  means  to  shake  th^  tottering  throne, 
Which  this  illegal,  this  perfidious  usage. 
Forfeits  at  once,  and  crush  thee  in  the  ruins ! — 
Constantia  is  my  queen ! 

Sif.  Lord  constable. 
Let  us  be  stedfast  in  the  right ;  but  let  us 
Act  with  cool  prudence,  and  with  manly  temper, 
As  well  as  manly  firmness.    True,  I  own. 
The  indignities  you  suflSer  are  so  high. 
As  might  even  justify  what  now  you  threaten. 
But  if,  my  lord,  we  can  prevent  the  woes, 
The  cruel  horrors  of  intestine  war. 
Yet  hold,  untouched,  our  lil>erties  and  laws ; 
Oh,  let  us,  raised  above  the  turbid  sphere 
Of  little  selfibh  passions,  nobly  do  it ! 


Nor  to  our  hot,  intemperate  pride,  pour  oat 

A  dire  libation  of  Sidhan  blood. 

Tis  godlike  magnanimity  to  keep, 

When  most  provoked,  our  reason  cahn  sod  clear, 

And  execute  her  will,  from  a  strong  sense 

Of  what  is  right,  without  the  vulgar  aid 

Of  heat  and  passion,  which,  though  honest,  bean 

us 
Often  too  far.    Remember  that  my  house 
Protects  my  daughter  still ;  and  ere  I  saw  her 
Thus  ^vishcd  from  us,  by  the  arm  of  powers 
This  arm  should  act  the  Roman  fathers  part. 
Fear  not ;  be  temperate ;  all  will  yet  be  welL 
I  know  the  king.    At  first  his  passions  bo^ 
Quick  as  the  lightning's  flash ;  but  in  hb  breast 
Honour  and  justice  dwell — ^Trust  me,  to  reason 
He  will  return. 

Osm,  He  will ! — ^By  Heavens,  he  shall !— — 
You  know  the  king — ^I  wish,  my  lord  Siffiredl 
That  you  had  deigned  to  tell  me  all  jou  kne«-> 
And  wonld  you  have  me  wait,  with  dateous  pa- 
tience, 
Till  he  return  to  reason  ?  Ye  just  powers ! 
When  he  has  planted  on  our  nedcs  his  foot. 
And  trod  us  into  slaves ;  when  his  vain  pride 
Is  cloyed  with  our  submission ;  if,  at  latt, 
He  finds  his  arm  too  weak  to  shake  the  firanie 
Of  wide-established  order  out  of  joint, 
And  overtuni  all  justice  ;  then,  percfaante, 
He,  in  a  fit  of  sickly  kind  repentance, 
May  make  a  merit  to  return  to  reason. 
No,  no,  my  lord  !  there  is  a  nobler  way. 
To  teach  uie  blind  oppressive  fury  reaana; 
Oft  has  the  lustre  of  avenging  steel 
Unsealed  her  stupid  eyes — ^I'he  sword  is  reason. 

Enter  Rodolpho  wiih  GMords. 

Rod,  My  lord  high  constable  of  ^Acily, 
In  the  king's  name,  and  by  his  special  order, 
I  here  arrest  you  prisoner  of  state. 

Osm,  What  king  f  I  know  no  king  of  SicUt, 
Unless  he  be  the  husband  of  Constantia. 

Rod,  Then  know  him  now — ^behold  his  ropi 
orders, 
To  bear  you  to  the  castle  of  Palenno. 

Sif,  liet  the  big  torrent  foam  its  madocfs  o^! 
Submit,  my  lord. — ^No  castle  lon^  can  fatdd 
Our  wrongs — ^This,  more  than  friendship  or  al- 
liance, 
Confirms  me  tliine;  this  binds  rac  to  tby  fortunes 
By  the  strong  tie  of  conunon  injury. 
Which  nothing  can  dissolve. — 1  grieve,  BodDlpb.\ 
To  see  the  reign  in  such  unhappy  sort 
Begin. 

Osm,  The  reign !  the  usurpatioa  caU  it ! 
This  meteor  kin^  may  bUae  awhile,  but  sooa 
Must  spend  his  idle  terrors — Sir,  lead  oo— 
Farewell,  my  lord — ^more  than  my  life  and  iV" 

tune, 
Remember  well,  is  in  your  hands— my  hocniUT 

Sif,  Our  honour  is  the  same.     My  soik,  iv^  * 
well J — 
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We  iImJ]  not  long  be  parted.    On  these  eyes 
Sleep  shall  not  shed  his  bahn^  till  I  beholcf  thee 


Restored  to  freedonii  or  partake  thy  bonds ! 

[Exeunt, 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  l^^A  Chamber. 

Enter  Siffredi. 

Sif,  The  prospect  lowers  around.  I  found  th^ 
^        king, 

Thoo^h  calmed  a  little,  with  subsiding  tempest, 
As  suits  his  generous  nature,  yet  in  love 
Abated  nought,  most  ardent  in  his  purpose ; 
loeiorably  fiied,  whatever  the  risk, 
To  claim  my  daughter,  and  dissolve  this  mar- 
riage-^— 
I  have  embarked,  upon  a  perilous  sea, 
A  mighty  treasure.    Here  tlie  rapid  youth, 
The  impetuous  passions  of  a  lover  king, 
Check  my  bold  purpose ;  and  there,  the  jealous 

The  impatient  honour,  of  a  haughty  lord, 

Of  the  first  rank,  in  interest  and  dependance 

Ketur  equal  to  the  king,  forbid  retreat 

Mv  honour,  too^  the  same  unchanged  conviction, 

That  these  my  measures  were,  and  still  remain, 

Of  absolute  neceaaity,  to  save 

The  land  from  dvil  fury,  urge  roe  on. 

But  bow  proceed  ? 1  only  faster  rush 

Vpon  the  desperate  evils  I  would  shun. 
Whatever  the  modve  be,  deceit,  I  fear. 
And  harsh  unnatural  force,  are  not  the  means 

Of  public  welfare,  or  of  private  bliss. 

Bear  witness^  Heaven !  thou  mind  inspecting  eye ! 
My  breast  is  pure.    I  have  preferred  my  duty. 
The  li^ood  ami  safety  of  my  teUow-aubjects, 
To  all  those  views  that  fire  the  selfish  race 
Of  mortal  men,  and  mix  them  in  eternal  broils. 

Enter  an  Officer  belonging  to  Siffredi. 

Ofi.  My  lord,  a  man  of  noble  port,  his  face 
Wrapped  m  diaeuise,  b  earnest  for  admission. 

Sif,  Go,  bid  him  enter  [Officer  goet  out. 

Ha !  wrapped  in  disguise  ! 
And  at  thia  late  unseasonable  hour ! 
Whm  o*er  the  world  tremendous  midnight  reiims. 
By  the  dire  g^oom  of  raging  tempest  doubled! 

Enter  Osmond,  diuovering  himself. 

&/.  What !  ha !  earl  OMnond,  you  f ^Wel- 
come, once  more, 
To  this  glad  roof  t        But  why  in  this  disj^uise  ? 
Would  1  could  hope  the  king  exceeds  his  pro- 


I  hive  faia  faith,  soon  as  to-morrow^s  sun 
>haJI  |^[d  Sicilians  difis,  yon  shall  be  free. 
!!»« some  good  angel  turned  his  heart  to  justice? 
Otm.  It  ia  not  by  the  favour  of  count  1  ancrcd 
That  f  am  here.    As  much  I  scorn  his  favour. 
As  I  defy  hsa  tyranny  and  threats.- 


Uir  friend  Goflfredo;  who  commands  the  castle, 


On  my  parole,  ere  dawn  to  render  back 
My  person,  has  permitted  me  this  freedom. 
Know  dien,  the  faithless  outrage  of  to-day. 
By  him  committed  whom  you  call  die  king, 
Has  roused  Constantia's  court    Our  friends,  the 

friends 

Of  virtue,  justice,  and  of  public  faith. 
Ripe  for  revolt,  are  in  high  ferment  all. 
This,  this,  they  say,  exceeds  whatever  deformed 
The  miserable  days  we  saw  beneath 
William  the  Bad.    This  sapa  the  solid  base. 
At  once,  of  government  and  private  life :  • 
This  shameless  imposition  on  the  faith. 
The  majesty  of  senates^  this  lewd  insult. 
This  violation  of  the  rights  of  men ; 
Added  to  tticse,  his  ignominious  treatment 
Of  her,  the  illustrious  offspring  of  our  kings, 
Sicilia's  hope,  and  now  our  royal  miHtress. 
You  know,  my  lord,  how  grossly  these  infringe 
The  late  king's  will;  which  orders^  if  count  Tan- 

cred 
Make  not  Constantia  partner  of  his  throne, 
That  he  be  quite  excluded  the  succession. 
And  she  to  Henry  given,  king  of  the  Romans, 
The  potent  emperor  BarbarMsa's  son. 
Who  seeks,  witti  eaniest  instance,  her  alliance. 
I  tlience  of  you,  as  guardian  of  the  laws. 
As  guardian  of  this  will,  to  you  intrusted. 
Desire,  nay,  more,  demand  your  instaat  aid, 
To  see  it  put  in  vigorous  executioo. 
Sif.  You  cannot  doubt,  my  lord,  of  my  coi>- 
currence. 
Who,  more  than  1,  have  laboured  this  great 

point  ? 
Tis  my  own  plan ;  and  if  I  drop  it  now, 
I  should  be  justly  branded  with  the  shame 
Of  rash  advice,  or  despicable  weakness. 
Bat  let  us  not  precipitate  the  matter. 
Constanda's  friends  are  numerous  and  strong ; 
Yet  Tancred*s,  trust  me,  are  of  equal  force : 
F/er  since  the  secret  of  his  birth  was  known. 
The  people  all  are  in  a  tumult  hurled. 
Of  boundless  joy,  to  hear  there  Uves  a  prince 
Of  mighty  Ouiscard's  line.    Numbers,  besides. 
Of  powerful  barons,  who  at  heart  had  pined. 
To  see  the  reign  of  their  renowned  forefathers, 
Won  by  immortal  deeds  of  matchless  valour. 
Pass  from  the  gallant  Normans  to  the  Suevi, 
Will,  with  a  kind  of  rage,  espouse  his  cause. 
Tis  so,  my  lord — be  not  by  passion  blinded— 

Tis  surely  so. Oh,  if  our  prating  virtue 

Dwells  not  in  words  alone — Oh,  let  us  join. 
My  geneious  Osmond,  to  avert  these  woes, 
And  yet  sustain  our  tottering  Norman  kingdom  ! 
Oim.  But  how,  SiflBredi,  how? — If,  by  sofl 
means, 
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We  can  maifitBui  our  rights^  and  save  our  coun- 

May  his  unnatural  blood  first  stain  the  sword, 
Who,  v^ith  unpitying  fury,  first  shall  draw  it ! 

Sif.  I  have  a  thought — ^The  glorious  work  be 
thine! 
But  it  requires  an  awful  flight  of  virtue, 
Above  the  passions  of  the  vulvar  breast, 
And  thence  from  thee  I  hope  ir,  noble  Osmond. 
— Suppose  my  daughter,  to  her  god  devoted, 
Were  placed  within  some  convent^s  sacred  verge, 
Beneath  the  dread  protection  of  the  altar. 

Osm.  Ere  then,  by  Heavens !  I  would  devout- 
ly shave 
My  holy  scalp,  turn  whining  monk  myself, 
And  pray  incessant  for  the  tyrant's  safety. 
What !  how  !  because  an  insolent  invader, 
A  sacrilegious  tyrant,  in  contempt 
Of  all  those  noblest  rights,  which  to  maintain 
Is  man'b  peculiar  pride,  demands  my  wife ; 
lliat  I  shall  thus  betray  the  common  cause 

Of  human  kind  ! 

Tamely  yield  her  up, 

Even  in  the  manner  you  propose  ! *Oh,  then 

I  were  supremely  vile  !  degraded  !  shamed  ! 
The  scorn  of  manhood  !  and  abhorred  of  honour  ! 

Sit.  There  is,  my  lord,  an  honour,  the  calm 
child 
Of  reason,  of  humanity,  and  mercy, 
Superior  far  to  this  punctilious  dxmon, 
That  singly  minds  itself,  and  oft  embroils, 
With  proud  barbarian  niceties,  the  world. 

Otm.  My  lord,  my  lord,  I  cannot  brook  your 
prudence ; 

It  holds  a  pulse  unequal  to  my  blood 

Unblemished  honour  is  the  flower  of  virtue  I 
The  vivifying  soul !  and  he,  who  slights  it. 
Will  leave  the  other  dull  and  lifeless  dross. 

Sif.  No  more — ^you  are  too  warm. 

dsm.  You  are  too  cool. 

Sif,  Too  cool,  my  lord  ?  I  were  indeed  too  cool, 
Not  to  resent  this  language,  and  to  tell  thee — 
I  wish  earl  Osmond  were  as  cool  as  I 
To  his  own  selfish  bliss — av,  and  as  warm 
To  that  of  others — But  of  this  no  more — 
My  daughter  is  thy  wife — I  gave  her  to  thee. 
And  will,  against  all  force,  maintain  her  thine. 
But  think  not  I  will  catch  thy  headlong  passions, 
Whirled  in  a  blaze  of  madnrss  o*cr  the  land; 
Or,  till  the  last  extremity  compel  me, 
Kisk  the  dire  means  of  war — ^The  king,  to  mor- 
row. 
Will  set  you  free ;  and,  if  by  gentle  means. 
He  does  not  yield  my  daughter  to  your  armsy 
And  wed  Constantia,  &s  the  will  requires, 
Why  then  expect  me  on  tlic  side  of  justice— 
liCt  that  suffice. 

Otm.  It  does — Forgive  my  heat. 
My  rankled  mind,  by  injuries  inflamed. 
May  be  too  prompt  to  take,  and  t^ive  oflfence. 

fijf,  'Tis  past — ^i oi^r  wrongs,  I  own,  may  veil 
transport 


The  wisest  mind — But  henceforth,  noble  Osmoodi 
Do  me  more  justice,  honour  more  my  tmth. 
Nor  mark  me  with  an  eye  of  squint  suspkauo. 
These  jars  apart,  you  may  repose  your  wul 
On  my  firm  faith,  and  unremitting  friendahip. 
Of  that  I  sure  have  given  exalted  proof. 
And  the  next  sun  we  see  shall  prove  it  farther. 
Return,  my  son,  and  from  your  friend  Goffinedo 
llelease  your  word.    There  try,  by  soft  repose. 
To  calm  your  breast. 

Otm.  Bid  the  vext  ocean  sleep, 
Swept  by  the  pinions  of  the  raging  northi     ■ 
But  your  frail  age,  by  care  and  toil  exhausted. 
Demands  the  balm  of  all  repairing  rest. 

Sif.  Soon  as  to-morrow's  dawn  shall  streak  the 

skies 
I,  with  my  friends,  in  solemn  state  assembled. 
Will  to  the  palace,  and  demand  your  freedom ; 
Then  by  calm  reason,  or  by  higher  means. 
The  king  shall  quit  his  claim,  and  in  the  ^M^e 
Of  Sicilv,  my  daughter  shall  be  yours. 
Farewefl. 

Osm.  My  lord,  good  night.  [Ezii  SifrtiL 

After  a  long  pau$e^  I  like  him  not 


t 


I  have  ijnighty  matter  of  suspicion. 
Tis  plain.     I  see  it  lurking  in  his  breast; 
He  has  a  foolish  fondness  for  this  king — 
My  honour  is  not  safe,  while  here  my  wife 
Remains — Who  knows  but  he  tliis  very  ni^t 
May  bear  her  to  some  convent,  as  he  mentioft- 

ed — 
The  king  too— though  I  smothered  up  mj  rase^ 
I  marked  it  well — will  set  me  free  to-mcMTow. 
Whv  not  to-night  ?  He  has  some  dark  desa^n — 
By  heavens,  he  has ! — I  am  abused  most  erus^; 
Made  the  vile  tool  of  this  old  statesman's  schemes; 
Married  to  one — ay,  and  he  knew  it— one 
Who  loves  young Tancrcd  !  Hence  herswoonii^ 

tears. 
And  all  her  soft  distress,  when  she  disgraced  nar. 
By  basely  giving  her  perfidious  hand 
Witliout  her  heart — Hell  and  perdition !  tlus» 
This  is  the  perfidy  ! — this  is  the  fell. 
The  keen,  envenomed,  exquisite  disgrace. 
Which,  to  a  man  of  honour,  even  exceeds 
The  falsehood  of  the  persoif— But  I  now 
Will  rouse  me  from  the  poor  tame  letfaaigr. 
By  my  believing  fondness  cast  upon  me. 
[  will  not  wait  his  crawling  timid  modoos. 
Perhaps  to  blind  me  meant,  which  he  to-morrow 
Has  promised  to  pursue.    No  !  ere  his  eyes 
Shall  open  on  to-morrow*s  orient  beam, 
I  will  convince  him  thai  earl  Osmund  ocrer 
Was  formed  to  be  his-dupe — 1  know  full  well 
The  imfjortant  weight  and  danger  of  the  deed  t 
But  to  a  man,  whom  greater  dangers  press. 
Driven  to  the  brink  of  infamy  anid  homMV 
Rashness  itself,  and  utter  desperation, 
Are  the  best  prudence. — 1  will  hear  her  off 
This  night,  and  lodge  her  in  a  place  of  ssifetY  : 
I  have  a  trusty  band  tliat  waits  not  far. 
Hence  !  let  me  lose  no  time— One  rapid 
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Should  anient  fomiy  at  once,  and  execute 
A  bold  desigii — ^Tis  fixed — *T\b  done ! — ^yes,  then, 
Wbeo  I  have  aened  the  prize  of  love  and  honour, 
And  with  a  friend  aecurra  her;  to  the  castle 
I  will  repair,  and  claim  Goflfredo's  promise 
To  rise  with  all  his  garrison — ^My  friends 
With  brave  impatience  wait,    llie  mine  is  laid, 
Aud  only  wants  my  kindling  touch  to  spring. 

[Exit  Oifit. 

SCENE  U.— ^igismuvda's  Apartment. — Thuft- 

der. 

Enter  Sioismunda  and  Laura. 

• 

Jjkura,  Heavens !  'tis  a  fearfdl  night ! 

Sif[.  Ah !  the  black  rage 
Of  midnight  tempest,  or  the  assuring  smiles 
Of  nuliant  mom,  are  equal  all  to  roe. 
Xought  now  has  charms  or  terrors  to  my  breast, 
The  seat  of  stupid  woe ! — Leave  me,  my  Laura. 
Kiod  rest,  perhaps,  may  hush  my  woes  a  little. 
Oh,  for  that  quiet  sleep  that  knows  no  morning ! 

Ltura.  Madam,  indeed  I  know  not  how  to  go. 
Indulge  my  fondness — Let  me  watch  a  while 
By  year  sad  bed,  'till  these  dread  hours  shall 

Sig,  Alas !  what  is  the  toil  of  elements, 

[Thunder. 
This  idle  perturbation  of  the  sky, 
To  what  I  feel  within  .'—Oh,  that  the  fires 
Of  pitying  heaven  would  point  their  fury  here  ! 
Good  ni^t,  my  dearest  Laura. 

Laura.  Oh,  I  know  not 
What  this  oppression  means — ^But  'tis  with  pain, 
With  tears,  I  can  persuade  myself  to  leave  you — 
Well  then — Good  night,  my  dearest  Sigismunda. 

[Exit, 
Sig,  And  am  I  then  alone ! — The  most  un- 
done. 
Most  wretdied  being  now  beneath  the  cope 
Of  this  affiightina  ^loom  that  wraps  the  world — 
I  said  I  did  not  fear^Ah,  me  !  I  feel 
A  shivering  horror  run  through  all  my  powers ! 
Oh,  I  am  nought  but  tumult,  fears,  and  weakness  I 
And  yet  how  idle  fear  when  hope  is  gone, 
Gone,  gone  for  ever ! — Oh,  thou  gende  scene 

[Ijooking  towards  her  bed. 
Of  sweet  repose,  where,  by  the  oblivious  draught 
Of  each  sad  toilsome  day,  to  peace  restored, 
I'lihappy  mortals  lose  their  woes  awhile, 
Tliou  hiat  no  peace  for  me ! — ^What  shall  I  do  ? 
iiow  pass  this  dreadful  night,  so  big  with  ter- 
ror?—" 
llerty  with  the  midnight  shades,  here  will  I  sit, 

[Sitting  down, 
A  prey  to  dire  despair,  and  ceaseless  weep 
The  boors  away — Bless  me — I  heard  a  noise — 

[Starting  up. 
Xo — ^I  mistook^nothing  hut  silence  reigns, 
sind  awful  midoight  round— Again ! — ()h,  hea- 
vens! 
My  lord  the  kij^ ! 


Enter  Takcreo. 

Tan.  Be  not  alarmed,  my  love ! 
Sig.  My  royal  lord,  why  at  thb  midnight  hour. 
How  came  you  hither? 

Tan.  By  that  secret  way 
My  love  contrived,  when  we,  in  happier  days, 
Used  to  devote  these  hours,  so  much  in  vain. 
To  vows  of  love,  and  everlasting  friendship. 
Sig,  Why  will  you  thus  persist  to  add  new 

stings 
To  her  distress,  who  never  can  be  thine  ? 
Oh,  fly  me !  fly !  you  know 

Tan.  I  know  too  much. 
Oh,  how  I  could  reproach  thee,  Sigismunda ! 
Pour  out  my  injured  soul  in  just  complaints ! 
But  now  the  time  permits  not;  these  swift  mo* 

ments — 
I  told  thee  how  thy  father's  artifice 
Forced  me  to  seem  perfidious  in  thy  eyes. 
Ah,  fatal  blindness !  not  to  have  observed 
The  mingled  pai^  of  rage  and  love  that  shook 

me! 
When  by  the  cruel  public  situation 
Compelled,  I  onlv  feigned  consent,  to  gain 
A  little  time,  and  more  secure  thee  mine. 
E'er  since — a  dreadful  interval  of  care  ! 
My  thoughts  have  been  employed,  not  without 

hope, 
How  to  defeat  Siflredi's  barbarous  purpose. 
But  thy  credulity  has  ruined  all ; 
Thy  rash,  thy  wild — I  know  not  what  to  name 

it 

Oh,  it  has  proved  the  giddy  hopes  of  man 
To  be  delusion  all,  and  sickening  folly  1 

Sig.  Ah,  generous  Tancred !  ah,  thy  truth  de- 

struys  me ! 
Yes,  yes,  'tis  I,  'tis  I  alone  am  false  I 
My  hasty  rage,  joined  to  my  tame  submission^ 
More  than  the  most  exalted  filial  duty 
Could  e*er  demand,  has  dashed  our  cup  of  fate 
With  bitterness  unequalled— But,  alas  I 
What  are  thy  woes  to  mine? — to  mine!  just 

Heaven ! 
Now  is  thy  turn  of  vengeance — ^Hate,  renounce 

me ! 
Oh,  leave  me  to  the  fate  I  well  deserve. 
To  sink  in  hopeless  misery ! — at  least. 
Try  to  forget  the  worthless  Sigismundia ! 

Tan.  Forget  thee !    No !    Thou  art  my  soul 

itself! 
I  have  no  thought,  no  hope,  no  wish  but  thee ! 
Even  this  repented  injury,  the  fears, 
That  rouse  me  all  to  madness,  at  the  thought 
Of  losing  thee,  the  whole  collected  pains 
Of  my  full  heart,  serve  but  to  make  thee  dearer. 
Ah,  now  forget  thee  ! — Much  must  be  forgot. 
Ere  Tancred  can  forget  his  Sigismunda ! 
Sig.  But  you,  my  lord,  must  make  that  great 

eflfort 
Tan.  ('an  Sigismunda  make  it? 
Sig,  Ah !  I  know  not 


I 


606 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[Thomso5. 


With  what  socc«»8 — ^But  all  that  feeble  womany 
And  love-entangled  reason,  can  perform, 
ly  to  the  utmost,  will  exert  to  do  it 

Tan,  Fear  not — ^^lu  done! — 1£  thou   canst 
form  the  thought. 
Success  is  sure>— I  am  forgot  already. 
Sig,  All,  Tancred! — ^t,    my  lord,    respect 
me  more. 
Think  who  I  am — What  can  you  now  propose  ? 
Tan.  To  claim  the  plighted  tows  wliich  Hea- 
ven has  heard, 
To  vindicate  the  rights  of  holy  love, 
By  faith  and  honour  bound,  to  which  compared. 
These  empty  forms,  which  have  ensnared  thy 

hand. 
Are  impiotts  guile,  abuse,  and  profanation^-^ 
Nay,  as  a  Id^  whose  high  prerogative 
By  this  unlicensed  marriage  is  affronted. 
To  bid  the  laws  themselves  pronounce  it  vmd. 
Sig.  Honour,  my  lord,  is  much  too  proud  to 
catch 
At  every  slender  twk  of  nice  distinctions. 
These,  tor  the  unfeeling  vulgar,  may  do  well : 
But  those,  whose  souls  are  by  the  nicer  rule 
Of  virtuous  delicacy  nobly  swayed, 
Stand  at  another  bar  than  that  of  laws. 
Then  cease  to  urge  me — Since  I  am  not  bom 
To  that  exalted  fate  to  be  your  queen 


Or,  yet  a  dearer  name to  be  your  wife  ! 

I  am  the  wife  of  an  illustrious  lord. 
Of  your  own  princely  blood ;  and  what  I  am, 
1  wiU  with  proper  dienityremain. 
Retire^  my  royal  lord.    There  is  no  means 
To  cure  the  wounds  thb  fatal  day  has  given.. 
We  meet  no  more ! 

Tan.  Oh,  barbarous  Sigismunda ! 
And  canst  thou  talk  thus  steadily  ?  thus  treat  roe 
With  such  unpitying,  unrvienting  rigour? 
Poor  is  the  love,  that,  rather  than  give  up 
A  little  pride,  a  little  formal  pride, 
The  breath  of  vanity,  can  bear  to  see 
The  man,  whose  heart  was  once  so  dear  to 

thine, 
By  many  a  tender  vow  so  mixed  together, 
A  prey  to  angubh,  fury,  and  distraction ! 
Thou  canst  not  surely  make  me  such  a  wretch; 
Thou  canst  not,  Sigismunda ! — ^Yet  relent ! 
Oh,  save  us  yet ! — Rodolpho,  with  my  guards. 
Waits  in  the  garden — Let  us  seize  the  moments^ 
We  ne'er  may  have    again — With  more  than 

power 
I  will  assert  thee  mine,  with  fairest  honour. 
The  world  shall    even  approve  ;   csch   honest 

bosom 
Swell  with  a  kindred  joy  to  see  us  happy. 
Sig.  The  world  approve !  what  is  the  world  to 

me! 
The  conscious  mind  is  its  own  awful  world. 
And  yet,  perhaps,  if  thoa  wert  not  a  king, 
I  know  not,  Tancred,  what  I  mie^ht  have  done. 
Ilien,  then,  my  conduct,  sanctified  by  love, 
(Jould  not  be  deemed,  l^  the  severest  judge^ 


The  mean  effect  of  interest  or  ambition. 
But  now,  not  all  my  partial  heart  can  plead, 
Shall  ever  shake  the  unalterable  dictates 
Tliat  tyrannize  my  breast. 

Tan,  Tls  well-— No  more— 
I  yield  me  to  my  fate — Yes,  yes,  inhoman! 
Since  thy  barbarian  heart  b  steeled  by  pride^ 
Shut  up  to  love  and  pity,  here  behold  me 
Cast  on  the  ground,  a  vile  and  abject  wretch ! 
Lost  to  all  cares,  all  dignities,  all  duties  ! 
Here  will  I  grow,  breadie  out  my  faithful  soul, 
Here  at  thy  feet — ^Death,  death  alone  shall  put 

lie  I 


us  ! 


hcait 


Sig.  Have  you  then  vowed  to  drive  me  to  pci^ 
dition! 
What  can  I  more  r — ^Yes,  Tancred  !  once  agua 
I  will  forget  the  d^nity  my  station 
Commands  me  to  sustain — ^for  the  last  time 
WiU  tell  thee,  that,  I  fear,  no  ties,  no  doty. 
Can  e^er  root  thee  from  my  haplesa  bosom. 
Oh,  leave  me  !  fly  me !  were  it  bat  in  pity  !— 
To  see  what  once  we  tenderly  have  loved^ 
Cut  oflF  from  every  hope — cut  off  for  ever. 
Is  pain  thy  generosity  should  spare  me. 
Then  rise,  my  lord ;  and  if  you  truly  love  me. 
If  you  respect  my  honour,  nay,  my  peace, 
Retire !  for  though  the  emotions  or  my  hi 
Can  ne'er  alarm  my  virtue ;  yet,  alas ! 
They  tear  it  so,  they  pierce  it  with  socfa 
Oh,\is  too  mucli ! — ^I  cannot  bear  the  ooniict ! 

Enter  OsMOMD. 

Otm.  Turn,  tyrant,  turn !  and  answer  to  m% 
honour, 
For  this  thy  base  insufferable  ootnge ! 

Tan.  Insolent  traitor !  think  not  to  cacape 
Thyself  my  vengeance ! 

[nev  JigM,  0$mfmd  faib- 
Sig.  Help,  here  !  Help! — (>h,  heavens! 

[Tkroanng  Acrse^Aam  hy  him, 
Alas,  my  lord,  what  meant  your  headlong  rage  ? 
That  faith,  which  I  this  day,  upon  the  altar. 
To  you  devoted,  is  unblemished,  pure 
As  vestal  truth :  was  resolutely  yoorS) 
Beyond  the  power  of  aught  on  earth  to  shake  rt. 
Utm.  Perndious  woman !    die  [—[Skarirming 
his  twordy  he  plunges  it  into  her  breast^ 
And  to  the  grave  attend  a  husband,  yec  bat  halJ 
avenged ! 
Tan.  Oh,  horror !  horror !  execrable  -villain ! 
Osni.  And,  tyrant!  thou ! — thou  sfaalt  not  oVr 
my  tomb 
Exult — "f  is  well — Tis  great  I — I  die  contrnt ! — 

llkfs. 

Enter  Rodolpho  and  Lauxa. 

Dsn.jThrmring  himself  dtmn  hy  Sigjwmmmda] 
Quick  I  here !  bnng  aid ! — ^AU  in  Pakr- 
mo  bring. 

Whose  skill  can  save  her ! — Ah,  that  gentle  b»> 
som 

Pour9  fast  the  streams  of  life. 
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Sig.  All  aid  is  Tain; 
I  feS  the  powerful  haad  of  death  upon 
Bat,  otk  I  it  sheds  a  sweetness  through  my  fate. 
That  I  am  thine  agun ;  and,  without  blame, 
May  in  my  Tancrra's  arms  resign  my  soul ! 
Toa,  Oh,  death  is  in  that  voice!  so  gently 
mild, 
So  sadly  sweet,  as  mixes  even  with  mine 
The  tears  of  hovering  aneels ! — Mine  again  ! — 
And  is  it  thus  the  cruel  fates  have  joined  us? 
Aie  these  the  horrid  nuptials  they  prepare 
For  love  like  ours  ? — ^Is  virtue  thus  rewarded } 
Let  not  my  impious  rage  accuse  just  Heaven  ! 
Thou,  Tancred,  thou,  hast  murdered  Sigismunda ! 
That  furious  man  was  but  the  tool  of  fate, 
I,  I  the  cause  ! — But  I  will  do  thee  iustice 
Od  this  deaf  heart !  diat  to  thy  tender  wisdom 
Refused  an  ear — Yes,  death  snail  soon  unite  us. 
Sig.  Uve^  live,  my  Tancred ! — Let  my  death 
suffice 
To  expiate  all  that  may  have  been  amiss. 
May  It  appease  the  fates,  avert  their  fury 
From  thy  propitious  reign !  Meantime,  of  me 
And  of  my  glory  mindful,  live,  I  charge  thee, 
To  guard 'our  friends,  and  make  thy  people  hap- 

py— 

Enter  SiFTRLhiy^ed  in  attonithment  and  grief. 

My  father ! Oh,  how  shall  I  lift  my  eyes 

To  thee,  my  sinking  fatlier ! 

Sif.  Awful  Heaven ! 
I  am  chastised My  dearest  child !— - 

Sig.  Where  am  I  ? 
A  fearful  darkness  closes  all  around — 
My  friends !  We  needs  must  part — I  must  obey 
The  impetuous  call — Farewell,  my  Laura !  che- 
rish 
My  poor  afBicted  father's  age — Rodolpho, 
Nnw  is  the  time  to  watch  the  unhappy  king, 
With  all  the  care  and  tenderness  of  friendship. 
Oh,  my  dear  father,  bowed  beneath  the  weight 
Of  a^  and  grief — the  victim  even  of  virtue, 
Ueoetve  my  last  adieu  ! — Where  art  thou,  Tan- 
cred? 
Oire  me  thy  hand — But,  ah, — it  cannot  save  me 
From  the  dire  king  of  terrors,  whose  cold  power 
Crttps  o'er  my  heart Oh  ! 

ToJi.  How  thc^se  pangs  distract  me  ! 

Oh,  lift  thy  gracious  eyes  ! Thou  Icavs't  me, 

then! 
lliou  leav'st  me,  Sigismunda ! 

&j^.  Yet  a  moment 

I  had,  my  Tancred,  something  more  to  say 

Ycs^- — but  thy  love  and  tenderness  for  me, 
Sure  makes  it  needless — Harbour  no  resentment 
Acunst  mv  father;  venerate  his  7eal, 
1 1>  It  acted  from  a  principle  of  goodness, 
Fro.n  faithful  love  to  tliec — Live,  and  maintain 
My  innocence  embalmed,  with  holiest  cure 

IVf  V Tve  my  hpifiless  metntiry !  Oh 1  die— 

F'omal  mercy  take  my  trembling  soul ! 
^>i^  'tis  the  only  sting  of  dcatJi  to  part 


From  those  we  lofye— from  thee — farewell,  my 
Tancred !  [Dieu 

Tan,  Thus  then ! 

[Ffying  to  hit  ntwdy  is  held  by  Rodolpho, 
Rod,  riold,  hold,  my  lord !— -Have  you  foi^got 
Your  Sigiimunda's  last  request  already  ? 

Tan.  Off!  set  me  free !  Think  not  to  bind  me 
down. 
With  barbarous  friendship,  to  the  rack  of  life ! 
What  hand  can  shut  the  thousand  thousand  ntes, 
Which  death  still  opens  to  the  woes  of  mortus  ? — 
I  shall  find  means — No  power  in  earth  or  heavea 
Can  force  me  to  endure  the  hateful  light. 
Thus  robbed  of  all  that  lent  it  joy  and  sweet- 
ness ! 
Off,  traitors,  off!  or  my  distracted  soul 
Will  burst  indignant  from  this  jail  of  nature. 
To  where  she  beckons  yonder — No,  mild  seraph^ 

Point  not  to  life 1  cannot  linger  here, 

Cut  off  from  thee,  the  miserable  pity. 

The  scorn  of  humankind ! A  trampled  king ! 

Who  let  his  mean  poor-hearted  love  one  mo- 
ment 
To  coward  prudence  stoop !  who  made  it  not 
The  first  undoubting  action  of  his  reign. 
To  snatch  thee  to  his  throne,  and  there  to  shield 

thee. 
Thy  helpless  bosom,  from  a  ruffian's  fui^ ! 
Oh,  shame  !  Oh,  agony  !  Oh,  the  fell  stings 

Of  late,  of  vain  repentance ! ^Ha,  my  brain 

Is  all  on  fire  !  a  wild  abyss  of  thought ! 
The  infernal  world  discloses!  See!  Behold  himf 
Lo !  with  fierce  smiles  he  shakes  the  bloody  steel. 
And  mocks  my  feeble  tears. — Hence,  quickly, 

hence ! 
Spurn  his  vile  carcase  !  give  it  to  the  dogs ! 
Expose  it  to  the  winds  and  screaming  ravens ! 
Or  hurl  it  down  that  fiery  steep  to  hell. 
There,  with  his  soul,  to  toss  in  flames  for  ever. 
Ah,  impotence  of  rage  ! 
What  am  I  ?  Where  ? 

Sad,  silent  all }  The  forms  of  dumb  despair. 
Around  some  mournful  tomb. — What  do  I  see? 
This  soft  abode  of  innocence  and  love 
Turned  to  the  house  of  death !  a  place  of  hor- 
ror! 

Ah,  that  poor  corse !  pale  !  pale  !  deformed  with 

murder ! 
Is  that  my  Sigismunda  ? 

[Throw's  himself  down  by  her. 
Sif.  After  a  pathetic  pauu,  looking  on  the 
scene  bfj'ore  him. 
Have  I  lived 
To  these  enfeebled  years,  by  heaven  reserved 

To  be  a  dreadful  monument  of  justice? 

Rodolpho,  raise  tlie  king,  and  bear  him  hence 
From  this  distracting  sc*cne  of  blood  and  death. 
Alas,  I  dare  not  give  him  my  assistance ; 
My  care  would  only  more  iiUlauie  his  rage. 
Behold  the  fatal  work  of  my  dark  hand. 
That  by  nide  force  tlic  pusaious  would  com- 
mand, 
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That  nitfaless  tlKKig^t  to  root  them  from  the 

breast; 
They  may  be  ruled,  but  wiU  not  be  oppresL 
Taogbt  hence,  ye  parents,  who  from  nature  stray, 
And  the  great  ties  of  social  life  betray ; 
Ne'er  wiSi  your  children  act  a  tyrants  part : 


Ijs  yours  to  guide,  not  nolate  the  heart 
Ye  vainly  wise,  who  o'er  mankind  preside^ 
Behold  my  righteous  woes,  and  drop  yoar  pride; 
Keep  virtue's  simple  path  before  your  €70, 
Nor  think  from  evil  good  can  ever  rise. 


IRENE. 


BT 


JOHNSON. 


DftAMAUS  PERSONS 


MEN. 

Mahoiibt,  mperor  of  tht  Turki. 
Cali  Ba9Sa,  feni  vizier, 
MvsTAPHAy  a  TurkUh  ago, 
Abdalla,  on  offiter, 

Caiuu)  \  ^«''**«*  captains. 


I 


?^::r.T]Oreekno6Unun. 
MuRZA,  an  eunuch. 

WOMEN. 

Attendants  on  Irene. 


Scene-^T^rkey, 


ACT.  I. 


SCENE  r. 

DcviTEitJa  and  LsoHTivstii  Turkiih  habits. 

Lam.  Akd  is  it  thus  Demetriat  meets  his 
Aiemly 
Hid  ID  the  nwaa  difgni—  of  Turkish  robe% 
With  Krvile  secrecj  to  lark  in  ibades, 
And  Tent  our  sufierings  in  clandestine  groans  ^ 

Dem,  TiU  brgathtess  fury  rested  from  destruo 
tioo« 
Tbett  graaos  were  fatal,  thtw  dimises  vain : 
^t  now  our  Turidsh  coiM|tteror9  Ea»'e  quenched 
'^^''  I'^^S^  snd  palled  their  appetite  of  murder ; 
No  mora  fSat  gkrtlad  Mbre  tkrsts  for  blood, 
And  wcarr  cruelty  remits  her  tortures. 

Ltm.  I  et  Greece  eajoys  no  gleam  of  transieat 

No  aoQtfaiiK  interval  of  peaceful  sorrow ; 

The  hot  oTgold  suceeeas  tktt  rage  of  conqnesti 

fhe  Jbm  of  gokl^  onfeeliog  and  remorseless ! 

The  la«  oorrapUoft  of  dennerate  man ! 

^tpA,  by  dM  imperious  smdier^s  fierce  command, 

Ihe  poauing  Gs«eks  Weak  up  their  golden  cu- 


Voi.L 


Pregnant  with  stores,  that  India's  mines  might  envy, 
The  accumuhited  wealth  of  toiling  ages. 

Dem,  That  wealth,  too  sacred  for  their  coun- 
try s  use! 
That  wealth,  too  pleasing  to  be  lost  for  freedom  f 
That  wealth,  which,  granted  to  their  weeping 

prince, 
Had  ranged  embattled  nations  at  our  gates — 
But  thus  reserved  to  lure  the  wolves  of  Turkey, 
Adds  shame  to  j^ief,  and  infamy  to  ruin. 
Lamenting  avance  now  too  late  discovers 
Her  own  neglected^  in  the  public  safety. 

Leon.  RcproQch  not  misery. The  sons  of 

Greece, 
ni-fiiCed  race  4.  so  oft  besie^^  in  vain, 
With  false  security  beheld  invasion. 
Why  should  they  fear !— That  Power  that  kindly 

spreads 
The  clouds,  a  ugnal  of  impending  showery 
To  warn  the  wandering  linnet  to  the  shade. 
Beheld,  without  concern,  expiring  Greece, 
And  not  one  prodigy  foretold  our  fate. 

Don.  A  thousaira  horrid  prodigies  foretold  if. 
A  feeble  government,  eluded  laws^ 

4B 
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A  facdoas  populace,  luxurious  nobles. 
And  ail  tlie  maladies  of  sinkiog  states. 
Whcu  public  villany,  too  stroi^  for  justice. 
Shows  nis  bold  front,  the  harbinger  of  ruli^ 
Can  brave  Lcontius  call  for  airy  wonders, 
Which  cheats  interpret,    and  which    foob  re- 
gard? 

When  some  neglected  fabric  nods  beneath 
The  weight  of  years,  and  totters  to  the  tem- 
pest, 
ISIust  Heaven  dispatch  the  messengers  of  li^^ 
Or  wake  the  deaa  to  warn  us  of  its  fall  ? 

Leon.  Well  might  the  weakness  of  our  empire 
sink 
Before  such  foes  of  more  than  human  force ; 
Some  power  invisible,  from  Heaven  or  hell. 
Conducts  their  armies,  and  asserts  their  cause. 
Dcm,  And  yet,  my  friend,  what  miracles  were 
wrought 
Beyond  the  power  of  constancy  and  courage  ? 
Did  unresisted  lightning  aid  their  cannon  ? 
Did  roaring  whirlwinds  sweep  us  from  the  nunr 

parts? 
'Titas  vice  that  shooik  our  nerves;  'twas  vice, 

Leoutius, 
That  froze  our  veins,    add    withered  all  oor 
powers. 
Leon.  Wliate'er  our  crimes^  ouf  woes  demand 
o)mpassion. 
Earli  night,  protected  by  the  friendly  datkness. 
Quitting  my  close  retreat,  I  range  the  city, 
And,  weeping,  kiss  the  venerable  ruins: 
With  silent  pangs  I  view  the  towering  domes, 
Sacred  to    prayer,    and    wander    trough  the 

streets; 
Where  commerce  lavished  unexhausted  plenty, 
And  jolliw  maintained  eternal  revels. 

Dem*  How  changed  alas! ^Now,  gjbastly 

desiolation 
In  triumph  sits  upon  our  shattered  spires ; 
Now  superstition,  ignorance,  and  error. 
Usurp  our  temples,  and  profmie  our  altars. 
Leon.    From  every  palace  butst  a  mii^led 
clamour. 
The  dreadful  dissonance  of  barbarous  triumph, 
Shrieks  of  aiTright,  and  wailings  of  distress. 
Oft  when  the  cries  of  violated  Veauty 
Arose  to  Heaven,    and    pierced   my  bleeding 

breast, 
I  felt  thy  pains,  and  trembled  for  Aspana. 
Dem,  Aspasia !  spare  that  loved,  ttiat  mourn- 
ful name ! 
Dear  hapless  maid  !  tenipestaous  grief  overbears 
My  reasoning  powers — Dear,  hapless,  lost  As- 
paaa! 
Tjeon.  Suspend  the  thought. 
Dem.  All  thouglit  on  her  is  madness: 
Yet  let  me  think — I  see  the  helpless  maid ! 
Behold  the  monsters  gaze  with  savage  rapture. 
Behold  how  lust  and  rapine  struggle  round  her ! 
Lean.  Awake,  Demetrius,  from  this  dismal 
dream; 


Sink  not  beneath  imaginwTy  sorrows : 
Call  to  your  aid  vour  courage  and  your  wisdom ; 
Think  on  tlie  sudden  chaine  of  hnnmo  sceoes ; 
Think  on  the  varioos  accmnts  of  war; 
Thin!  on  the  mighty  power  of  awfol  Futae ; 
Think  on  that  providence  chat  cuards  the  good. 
Dem.  O  Providence !  extend  thy  care  to  mf. 
For  courage  droops  unequal  to  the  combat. 
And  weak  philosophy  denies  her  succoorsw 
Sure  some  kind  salwe,  in  the  beat  of  batde. 
Ere  yet  the  foe  found  leisure  to  be  cniel. 
Dismissed  her  to  the  sky. 

Leon.  Some  virgin  martyr. 
Perhaps,  enamoured  of  rescmUing  virtue. 
With  gentle  hand  restrained  the  streams  of  life. 
And  snatched  her  timely  from  her  comttxj'i 
fate. 
Dem.  From  those  bright  reg^ns  of  cteraal 
day. 
Where  now  thou  shin'st  among  thy  fcUow  saiats, 
Arraved  in  purer  light,  Vxk  c&wn  oo  me ! 
In  pleasing  visions,  and  assuaaive  dreamsi 
O !  soodie  my  soul,  and  teach  me  bow  to  kse 
thee! 
Leon.  Enough  of  unavailing  tears,  Demetrius : 
I  came  obedient  to  thy  friendly  simu«ni» 
And  hoped  to  share  thy  counsels,  hoc  tby  sor- 
rows: 
While  thus  we  mourn  the  fortnne  of  A^wna, 
To  what  are  we  reserved  ? 

Dem.  To  what  I  know  not: 
But  hope,  yet  hope,  to  happness  and  faooov — 
If  happiness  can  be  without  Asfiasiii. 
Leon.  But  whence  this.new-»spining  hope? 
Dem.  From  Cali  Bassa : 
The  chief,  whose  wisdom  guides  the  Taikiali 

counsels. 
He,  tired  of  slaveiy,  thou^  the  hig|iest  s)av«. 
Projects  at  once  our  freedom  and  bis  own ; 
And  bids  u^  thus  disguised,  await  him  hcfc 
Leon.  Can  he  restore  the  state  be  coold  nol 
save! 
In  vain,  when  Turkey's  troops  assailed  oar  walls. 
His  kind  intelligence  betrayed  their 
Their  arms  prevailed,   dwagh    Cali 
friend. 
Dem.  When  the  tenth  sun  had  set 


sorrows. 
At  midnigiht*s  private  boor,  a  moioe 
Sounds  in  my  slee|nng  ear,  *  Awake, 

trios! 

*  Awake,  and  follow  me  to  better  foctoBca.  * 
Surprized,  I  start,  and  bleas  the  happy  drwn ; 
Then,  rousing,  know  the  fiery  chief  AiMlalhdi. 
Whose  quick  impadenoe    seized  my   doabcfol 

hand. 
And  led  me  to  the  shore  where  Cafi  stD<idl« 
Pensive,  and  listening  to  the  beating  amM. 
There,  in  soft  hints,  and  in  ambipaoiis  ^kumatf 
With  all  the  diffidence  of  long  enerienoe. 
That  oft  had  practised  fraud,  and  oft  4^Tm<, 
The  veteran  courtier  half  revealed  bia  pn^ecc 
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Bj  his  oommaiid^  equipped  for  speedy  flight. 
Deep  in  a  trindiiie  creeK  a  galley  lies> 
Maiified  with  the  bravest  of  our  fellow  captives. 
Selected  by  my  care,  a  hardy  biod, 
Thst  long  to  hail  thee  chief. 

LeofL  Bat  what  avails 
So  souill  a  force  ?  Or  why  should  Call  fly  ? 
Or  bow  can  Cali*s  flight  restore  our  country  ? 

Dem.  Reserve  these  questions  for  a  safer  hour> 
Or  bear  himself;  for  see,  the  Bassa  comes. 

Enter  Cali  Bassa. 

CtlL  Now  sammoii  all  thy  soul,  illustrious 
Chistiaii! 
Awake  each  faculty  that  sleeps  Mritliin  thee, 
Tlie  coqi^ier's  policy,  the  sageV  flrmness, 
The  wamof's  ardour,  and  tlu: jMitriot's  zeal; 
If  chasing  past  events  with  vain  pursuit. 
Or  wandenngin  the  wilds  of  future  bcin^ 
A  single  thought  now  rQve,  recall  it  home. 
Bat  oso  thy  friend  sustaiu  the  glorious  cause. 
The  cause  of  liberty,  the  cause  of  nations  ? 

Dem,  Obaerve  hio|  closely  with  a  statesman's 

ThpQ,  that  hast  long  perused  the  draughts  of  na- 
ture, 

Aod  kpow'st  the  characters  of  vice  and  virtue^ 

Left  by  the  baud  of  heaven  on  human  clay. 
Cs/r.  liis  mien  ia  lofty,  his  demeanour  great; 

Nor  nrightly  folly  wantons  in  his  air, 

Nor  dull  sereni^  becalms  his  eye. 

Soch  had  I  trusted  once  as  soon  as  seen ; 

Bat  cautiotts  a^  suspects  the  flattcrii^  form, 

Aod  only  credits  what  experience  tells. 

)iss  silenoe  pressed  her  seal  upon  his  lips? 

Does  adamantine  faith  invest  his  heart  r 

^ilJ  he  not  bend  beneath  a  t^ranCs  frown? 
^  ill  he  not  melt  before  ambition's  fire  ? 
Will  he  not  soften  in  a  friend's  embrace  ? 
Or  flow  dissolving;  in  a  woman's  tears  ? 
Dem,  Sooner  tbese  trembliog  leaves  shall  find 
a  voicse. 
And  tell  the  secrets  of  their  oondoos  walks ; 
^iouoier  the  breeso  shall  catdi  the  flying  sounds, 
Aod  sbock  the  tvraqt  with  ^  tale  of  treason. 
Vour  slaa^tered  multitudes,  that  swell  the  shore 
NVith  monnmentii  of  death,  proclaim  his  eoucage; 
Virtue  and  Uber^  engross  his  soul, 
Ind  leave  no  place  for  perfidy  or  fear. 

Leon,  I  scorn  a  trust  unwiUii^y  reposed ; 
Demctrios  will  not  lead  me  to  dishonour; 
.'«Kisak  in  private ;  call  me  when  your  scheme 
s  ripe  for  nctioii*  nod  demands  tbe  sword. 

[Going. 

Dem,  Leontiiis,  stay. 

OUL  Fomwe  an  old  man's  weakness, 
^nd  shve  the  deepest  secrets  of  my  soul, 
^Iv  wrongs*  nay  fears,  my  rootiv^  my  designs — 
^Im  onsoccesafiil  wars,  and  dvil  factions, 

file  Turkish  state       our  sultan's  fa- 


Great  Amurath,  at  my  request,  forsook 

The  cloister's  ease,  resumed  the  tottering  throne, 

And  snatched  the  reins  of  abdicated  power 

From  giddy  Mahomet's  unskilful  hana. 

This  fired  the  youthful  king^s  ambitious  breast; 

He  murmurs  vengeance  at  the  name  of  Call, 

And  dooms  my  rash  fidelity  to  rujn. 

Dpn,  Unhappy  lot  of  m  that  shiqe  in  courts ! 
For  forced  oompuance,  or  for  zealous  virtue, 
Still  odious  to  tne  monarch  or  the  people. 

CaiL  Such  arc  the  woes,  wlipp  arbitrary  po^er. 
And  lawless  passion,  hold  the  sword  of  justice. 
If  there  be  any  land,  as  fame  reports, 
Where  coamu)n  laws  restrain  the  prince  and  sub- 
ject, 
A  happy  land,  where  circulating  power 
Flows  through  each  member  of  the  embodied 

state; 
Sure,  not  unoonsrtous  of  the  mighty  blessiug, 
Her  gratefid  sops  bliiue  bright  with  every  vir- 
tue; 
Untainted  with  the  lust  of  innovation, 
Sur^  all  unite  to  hold  her  league  of  rule 
Unbroken  as  the  sacred  chain  of  nature. 
That  hnks  the  jarnng  elements  in  peace. 

Leon.  But  say,  great  Bassa,  why  the  Sultan's 
anger. 
Burning  iu  vain,  delays  the  stroke  of  death  ? 
CalL  Young,  and  unsettled  in  his  father*^  king* 
doms. 
Fierce  as  he  was,  be  dreaded  to  destroy 
Ibe  empire's  darling,  and  the  soldier's  boast ; 
But  now  confirmed,  and  swelling  with  liis  con- 
quests. 
Secure  be  tmmples  my  declining  fame. 
Frowns  unrestrained,  and  dooms  me  with  his 
eyes. 
Dem.  What  can  reverse  thy  doom  ? 
Call,  The  tyrant's  death. 
Dem,  But  Greece  is  still  forgot. 
Coli.  On  Asia's  coast. 
Which  lately  blessed  my  gentle  government. 
Soon  as  the  sultan's  unexpected  fate 
Fills  all  the  astonished  empire  with  confusion, 
My  policy  shall  raise  an  easy  throne ; 
The  Turkish  powers  from  ^rope  shall  retreat. 
And  harrass  Greece  no  more  with  wasteful  war; 
A  galley  manned  with  Greeks,  thy  charge,  hs- 

ontius, 
Attends  to  waft  us  to  repose  and  safety. 
Dem.  That  vessel,  it  observeil,  alarms  the 
court, 
And  gives  a  thousand  fatal  questions  birth; 
Why  stored  for  flight?  And  why  prepared  by 
Cali? 
CalL  This  hour  Fll  beg,  with  unsuspecting 
face. 
Leave  to  perform  my  pilgrimage  to  Mecca; 
Which,  granted,  hides  my  purpose  from  the 

world, 
And,  though  refused,  oonceids  it  from  the  sul<* 
tan. 
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Leon.  How  ran  a  stinglc  hand  attemfit  a  life, 
Which  armies  guard,  and  citadels  inclose  f 

Cali   Forgetful  of  cominand,    with  captive 
beauties, 
Far  from  his  troops,  he  toys  his  hours  away. 
A  roving  soldier  sci/ed  in  Sophia's  temple 
A  virgin,  shining  with  distinguished  chamiSi 
And  brought  his  beauteous  plunder  to  the  saltan. 

Dem.   In  Sophia's  temple! — What  alarm! — 
Proceed. 

Cali  The  sultan  gaied,  he  wondered  and  he 
loved ; 
In  passion  lost,  he  bade  die  conquering  fair 
Renounce  her  faith,  and  be  the  oueen  of  Turkey; 
The  pious  maid,  with  modest  inaignatjon, 
llirew  back  the  glittering  bribe. 

Dem.  Celestial  goodness ! 
It  must,  it  must  be  she !  her  name  ? 

Cali.  Aspasia. 

Dcm,  What  hopes,  what  terrors  mih  upon  my 
soul! 
O  lead  me  quickly  to  the  scene  of  fate ; 
Break  through  the  politician's  tedious  forms ! 
Aspasia  calls  me,  let  me  fly  to  save  her. 

X^on,  Did  Mahomet  reproach  or  praise  her 
virtue  ? 

Cali.  His  oflfcrs  oft  repeated,  still  refused. 
At  length  rekindled  his  accustomed  fury, 
And  changed  the  endearing  smile  and  amorous 

whisper 
To  threats  of  torture,  death  and  violation. 

D«w.  These  tedious  narratives  of  frofen  age 
Distract  my  soul !  dispatch  thy  lingering  talc ; 
Say,  did  a  voice  from  lieaven  restrain  the  tyrant? 
Did  interposing  angels  guard  her  from  him  ? 

Cali.  Just  in  the  moment  of  impending  fate, 
Another  plunderer  brought  the  bright  Irene , 
Of  equal  beauty,  but  of  softer  mien. 
Fear  in  her  eve,  submission  on  her  tongue. 
Her  mournful  charms  attracted  his  regards, 
Disarmed  his  rage,  and  in  repeated  visits 
Gained  all  his  heart ;  at  length  his  eager  love 
To  her  triui.sferred  the  offer  of  a  crown. 

Ijcon.  Nor  found  again  the  bright  temptation 
fail? 

Cali.  Trembling  to  grant,  nor  daring  tx>  refuse, 
While  Heaven  and  Mahomet  divide  her  fears, 
With  coy  caresses  and  with  pleasing  wiles 
She  feeds  his  hopes,  and  soothes  him  to  delay. 
For  her,  repose  is  banished  from  the  night, 
And  business  from  the  day.    In  her  apartments 
He  lives 

Xjton.  And  there  must  fall 

Cali.  But  yet  the  attempt 
Is  hazardous. 

lje(m.  Forbear  to  speak  of  hazards ! 
What  has  the  wretch  that  has  survived  his  coun- 

His  friends,  his  liberty,  to  hazard  ? 

^ali.  Life. 

I>em.  The  inestimable  privilege  of  breathing  ! 
Important  hazard !  What^  that  airy  bubble^ 


When  weighed  with  Greece,  with  virtoe,  «2th 


A  floating  atom,  dust  that  falls  unheeded 
Into  the  adverse  scale,  nor  shakes  the  balance. 
Cali,  At  least  this  day  be  calm^— ~If  we  sic* 
ceed, 
Aspasia's  thine,  and  all  thy  life  is  r^>tore 
See  !  Mustapha,  the  tyrant's  mtnioo  eomes ; 
Invest  Leontius  with  his  new  comoiaiid  ; 
And  wait  Abdalla's  unsuq>ected  visits : 
Remember  freedom,  glory,  Greece,  and  love. 

[£7fim/  vim€tritu  and  Leontth.^ 

Enter  Mustapba. 

Mat.  By  what  enchantment  does  dus  ]cm.  % 
Greek 
Hold  in  her  chains  the  captimted  sulttM  f 
He  tires  his  favourites  with  Irene^s  pnuse. 
And  seek  the  shades  to  muse  upon  Irene ; 
Irene  steals  unheeded  from  his  tongue. 
And  mingles  onperoeived  with  every  thonght. 
Cali.  VVhy  should  the  sultan  shun  the  3<\^  <^ 
beauty. 
Or  arm  his  breast  against  the  force  of  lore  ? 
Love,  that  with  sweet  vicissitude  relieves 
The  warrior's  labours,  and  the  monnrch's  carof. 
But  will  she  yet  receive  the  faith  of  Mecca  ? 
Mm.  Those  powerful  tyrants  of  the  female 
breast. 
Fear  and  ambition,  nrge  her  to  oomplianoe ; 
Dressed  in  each  charm  of  gay  magmficence, 
Allnring  grandeur  courts  her  to  his  arms; 
Religion  calls  her  from  the  wished  embrace, 
Painu  future  joys,  and  points  to  distant  eU>nr«. 
Cali.  Soon  will  the  unequal  contest  be  dto 
ded; 
Prospect*,  obscured  by  distance  faintly  strike. 
Each  pleasure  brightens  at  its  near  approach. 
And  every  danger  shocks  with  double  horror. 
Must.  How  shall  I  soom  the  beautiful  ap-r* 
tate! 
How  will  the  bright  Aspasia  shine  ahove  her  ! 
Cali.  Should  she,  for  proselytes  arc  alwav?  zea- 
lous. 
With  pious  warmth  receive  our  prophet's  law — 
Mttst.  Heaven  will  contemn  the  merceoar> 
fervour, 
Whirh  Icive  of  greatness,  not  of  truth,  in6ame«. 
Cali.  Cease,  cease  thy  censures;  for  the  suiuj: 
coincs 
Alone,  witli  amorous  haste,  to  seek  his  love. 

Emigr  Mabomet. 

Call.  Hail,  terrorof  themonarehsof  die  worii 
Unshaken  be  thy  throne,  as  earth's  firm  ba>f. 
Live  till  the  sun  forgets  to  dart  his  beama. 
And  weary  planets  loiter  in  their  ooarses  ! 

Utah.  But,  Cali,  let  Irene  share  thy  pmycr^; 
For  what  is  length  of  days  without  Irene?*' 
I  come  from  empty  noise,  and  ta»teleaa  pomp. 
From  crowds,  that  hide  a  monairh  from  hjin^-li', 
To  prove  the  sweets  of  privacy  and  friend^ip, 
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And  dwdl  upon  the  bcmries  of  Irene. 
Ck£  0  mftj  her  beeoUes  htt^  oodianged  by 
ututf 

Mak  Each  realm,  where  beaa^  turns  the 
graceful  shap^ 
Swtib  £e  fair  hreait,  or  enimeten  the  gjbuioe^ 
AdofiM  my  peleoe  with  its  bngbteet  viijiini ; 
Yet,  meofMinted  with  these  soft  emotionsi 
I  wtlkcd  supeiior,  through  the  Ueze  of  charmsi 
Pnised  without  nptore,  left  without  regret. 
Why  rove  I  now,  when  absent  from  my  fairy 
From  solitude  to  crowds^  from  crowds  to 

tade, 

Stiil  restlesi,  till  I  cUup  the  lovely  maid, 
And  ene  my  loaded  soul  upon  her  bosom  ? 

AfML  Forgive,  great  eultan,  that  intrusive  duty 
Inquins  die  final  doom  of  Menodorus^ 
The  Grecian  counsellor. 

Mak  Gof  see  him  die ; 
His  martial  rhetoric  taught  the  Greeks  resistance ; 
lisd  they  prevailed,  I  i^er  had  known  Irene. 

[Ejrit  Musiapha, 
Remote  from  tumult,  in  the  ac^ioiog  palace, 
Thf  care  shall  guard  this  treasure  of  my  soul ; 
There  let  Aspama,  since  my  fair  entvcals  it, 
With  converse  dmae  the  melancholy  moments. 
^re,  chilled  with  »%  wintry  camps,  thy  blood. 
At  9^;ht  of  female  charms,  will  glow  no  more. 
CdL  These  years^  unoonquered  Mahomet,  de- 
mand 
Desires  more  pure,  and  other  cares  than  love. 
hmg  have  I  wished,  before  our  prophet's  tomb, 
To  pour  my  prayers  for  thy  suooesstul  reig% 
To  quit  the  tumults  of  the  noisy  camp^ 
And  sink  into  the  silent  grave  m  peace. 
Mak  What !  Think  of  peace  while  haug^^ 


Elate  with  oooquest,  in  his  native  momtains^ 
Prowls  o'er  the  wealthy  spoils  of  bleeding  Tur- 
key ? 
While  fair  Uuagaria's  unexhausted  vallies 
Pour  forth  their  legions,  and  the  roariiig  Danube 
BoUs  half  his  floooi^  unheard,  through  shouting 

camps? 
Nor  couldst  thou  more  support  a  life  of  sloth. 
Than  Amuratl^-"^" 

Caii,  StiU  fttU  of  Amurath !  [Aiide. 

Mali.  Than  Amurath,  accustomed  to  oommand» 
Could  bear  his  son  upon  the  Turkish  throne. 

CalL  This  pilgrimage  our  lawgiver  ordained— 

Mah.  For  those  who  ooukl  not  please  by  no- 
bler service. 
Our  warlike  prophet  loves  an  active  faith. 
The  holr  flame  of  enterprising  virtue. 
Mocks  me  dull  vows  of  solitude  and  penance^ 
And  scorns  the  lazy  hermit's  cheap  devotion  ; 
Shine  thou,  distinguished  bv  supenor  merit, 
With  wonted  seal  pursue  the  task  of  war. 
Till  every  nation  reverence  the  Koran,    < 
And  evenr  suppliant  lift  his  eyes  to  Mecca. 

CaiL  This  r^^  confidence,  this  pious  ardour. 
Let  prudence  moderate,  though  not  suppress. 
Is  not  each  realai,  that  smiles  with  kinder  suns, 
Or  boasts  a  happier  soil,  already  thine  ? 
Eatended  empire,  like  expanded  gold,    . 
Exchanges  solid  strength  for  feeble  splendour. 

Mah.  Preach  thy  dull  politics  to  vulgpur  kings ! 
Thou  koowest  not  yet  thy  master's  future  greatr 


His  vast  designs,  his  plans  of  boundless  power. 
When  every  storm  in  my  domain  shall  roar. 
When  every  wave  shall  beat  a  Turkish  shore ; 
Then,  Cali,  shall  the  toils  of  battle  cease. 
Then  dream  of  peayer,  and  pilgrimage^  and  peace ! 

[£r€«n^ 


ACT.    IL 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Aspasia  and  Irene. 

Ireae.  Aspasia,  yet  pursue  the  sacred  iheme; 
Exhaust  the  stores  of  pious  eloquence, 
And  teach  use  tu  refieU  the  sultan's  passion. 
*ScJll,  at  Aspasia's  voice,  a  sudden  rapture 
FAslts  my  soul,  and  fortifies  my  heart 
The  glittertng  vanities  of  empty  greatness, 
The  hopes  and  fears,  the  ioys  and  pains,  of  life, 
Diamlvc  in  air,  and  vanish  mto  nothin|, 

Aip,  Let  nobler  hopes,  and  juster  fears,  suc- 


Aad  bar  the  passes  of  Irene's  mind 
Acainit  returning  guilt. 

Irene,  When  thou  art  absent, 
l^eath  rises  to  my  view,  with  all  his  terrois ; 
Then  visions,  horrid  as  a  murderer's  dream, 
<  'hill  my  resolves,  and  blast  my  blooming  virtae ; 
^Mem  torture  shakes  his  bloody  scourge  before 
me. 


And  anguish  gnashei  on  the  fatal  wheel ! 

A^.  Since  fear  predominates  in  every  thou^h^ 
And  sways  thy  breast  with  absolute  doBsinion, 
Think  on  the  insulting  scorn,  .the  consdoot 

pengs, 
The  future  miseries  that  wait  the  apostate; 
So  shall  timidity  assist  thy  reason, 
And  wisdom  into  virtue  turn  thy  frailty. 

Irene.  Will  not  that  power,  that  formed  the 
heart  of  woman. 
And  wove  the  feeble  teiture  of  her  nerves, 
Fosgive  those  fears  that  shake  the  tender  frame  f 

Atp.  The  weakness  we  bunent,  ourselves  cr&- 
ate.' 
Instructed  from  our  infant  Tears  to  court, 
With  counterfeited  fears,  the  aid  of  man ; 
We  learn  to  shudder  at  the  rustling  breeze. 
Start  at  the  fi|^  and  tremble  in  tLe  dark; 
Till,  afiectetion  ripening  to  belief. 
And  Folly  frighted  at  her  own  chunerast 
Habitual  cowardice  usurps  the  souL 
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Irene.  Not  fdl  like  thee  can  brave  tbe  shocks 
of  fate; 
Thy  soal,  by  natore  |reat,  eii]ai]ged  by  knowledge, 
Soars  unencumbered  with  our  idie  cares, 
And  all  Aspasia,  but  her  beauty,  is  man. 
'  Asp.  Each  geaeroas  sentiment  is  thineiy  Deme- 
trius, 
Whose  soul,  perhaps^  yet  mindful  of  Aspasia, 
Now  hovers  o'er  this  melancholy  shade, 
Well  pleased  to  find  thy  precepts  not  forgotten. 
O !  could  the  grave  restore  the  pious  hero, 
Soon  would  his  art  or  valour  set  us  free, 
And  bear  us  far  from  servitude  and  crimes ! 

Irene,  HeyetroayHve. 

A^.  Alas  f  delusive  dream  ! 
Too  well  I  know  him ;  his  immoderate  coutage, 
The  impetuous  sallies  of  excessive  virtue. 
Too  stroog  for  love,  have  hurried  him  on  death. 

Enter  Cali  and  Abdalla. 

Call.  [7b  AhdaUa,  at,  they  advance.]  Behold 
our  future  sultaoess,  Abdalla ; 
Let  artful  flattery  now,  to  lull  suspicion, 
Glide  through  Irene  to  the  sultans  ear. 
Wouldst  thou  subdue  the  obdurate  cannibal 
To  tender  friendsliip,  praise  him  to  his  mistress. 

[To  Irene. 
Well  may  those  eyes,  that  view  these  heavenly 

charms, 
Reject  the  daughters  of  contending  kings ; 
For  what  are  pompous  titles,  proud  alliance, 
Empire  or  wealth,  to  excellence  like  thine  ? 

Abd.  Receive  the  impatient  sultan  to  thy  arms: 
And  may  a  long  posterity  of  monarchs, 
The  pride  and  terror  of  succeeding  days. 
Rise  from  the  happy  bed ;  and  future  aueens 
Diffhse  Irene's  beauty  through  th<e  world. 

Irene.  Can  Mahomet's  imperial  hand  descend 
To  clasp  a  slave  f  or,  can  a  soul  like  mine. 
Unused  to  power,  and  formed  for  humbler  scenes. 
Support  the  splendid  miseries  of  greatness  ? 

CaU.  No  regal  pageant,  decked  with  casual  ho- 
nours, 
Scpmed  by  his  subjects,  trampled  by  his  foes ; 
No  feeble  tyrant  of  a  petty  state 
Courts  thee  to  shake  on  a  dependent  throne ; 
Born  to  command,  as  thou  to  charm  mankind, 
The  sultan  from  himself  derives  his  greatness. 
Observe,  bright  maid^  as  his  resistless  voice 
Drives  on  me  tempest  of  destructive  war, 
How  nation  after  nation  falls  before  him. 

Abd.  At  his  dread  name  the  distant  mountains 
shake 
Their  cloudy  summits,  and  the  sons  of  fierceness, 
That  range  uncivilized  from  rode  to  rock. 
Distrust  the  eternal  fortresses  of  nature. 
And  wish  their  gloomy  caverns  more  obscure. 

Asp.  Forbear  this  lavish  pomp  of  dreadful 
praise; 
The  horrid  images  of  war  and  slaugjiter 
Renew  our  sorrows,  and  awake  our  fears. 

Abd.  Cali,  metliinks  yon  waving  trees  aflford 


A  doubtful  glimnse  of  our  approtiung  fnends; 
Jast  as  I  mukea  them,  they  forsook  ifaesbare, 
And  turned  their  hasty  steps  towards  the  garden 
CaU.  Conduct  these  queens,  Abdalla,  to  the 

palace: 
Such  heavenly  beautv,  formed  for  adoratjon, 
The  pride  of  roooarcfcs,  the  reward  of 
Such  beauty  must  not  shine  to  vulgar  cjes. 

[Exeunt  AhdalU 
How  Heaven,  in  scorn  of  human  arrogano^ 
Commits  to  trivial  chance  the  fmte  of  nacioas ! 
While,  with  incessant  thought,  laborioos  man 
Extends  his  mighty  schemes  of  wealth  and  power. 
And  towers  and  triumphs  in  ideal  greataess; 
Some  accidental  gust  of  omiositian 
Blasts  all  the  beauties  of  his  new  creation, 
Cyerturas  the  fU^nc  of  presomptaons  reaaoo. 
And  whelms  the  swelling  architect  beneath  it ! 
Had  not  the  hreae  untwined  the  meeting  boo^ 
And  dirough  the  parted  shade  disrioscd  the 

Greeks, 
The  important  hoar  had  passed  unheeded  bf. 
In  all  the  sweet  oUivion  of  delight, 
In  all  the  fopperies  of  meeting  lowers; 
In  sighs  and  tws,  in  transports  and  cmbraoes^ 
In  sofl  complaint^  and  idle 


Enter  D^M£TRi|7s  and  Leontics. 

Could  omens  fright  the  resolute  and  wise, 
Well  might  we  fear  impending  disafipomtmeaCL 

Leon.  Your  artful  suit,  your  mooarcfa's  fierce 
denial. 
The  cruel  doom  of  hapless  Menodoro^— ^ 

Dem.  And  your  new  charge,  that  dear,  tkat 
heavenly  maid. 

1>0R.  All  this  we  know  already  from  Abdslb. 

Demi  Such  sliglit  defeats  but  animate  die  hmt 
To  stronger  efforts,  ajod  niaturer  counsels. 

CaiL  My  doom  confirmed  estaUishes  aiy  pm^ 
pose; 
Calmly  he  heard,  till  Amurath's  resompticm 
Rose  to  his  thought,  and  set  his  soul  on  fire : 
When  from  his  lips  the  fatal  name  bunt  ont, 
A  sudden  pause  U\e  imperfect  sense  suspended, 
like  the  dread  stillness  of  condensing  storms. 

Dem.  The  loudest  cries  of  nature  uiige  ns  for* 
ward; 
Despotic  n^e  pursues  the  life  of  Cnii ; 
His  groaning  oountry  claims  Leontins'  aid  ; 
And  yet  another  voice — for^e  me,  Gi 
The  powerful  voice  of  love,  inflames 
Each  lingering  hour  alarms  me  for 

CalL  What  passions  reign  among  thy  crew, 
Leontiusc 
Does  cheerless  diffidence  oppress  dieir 
Or  sprightly  Hope  exalt  their  kindling 
Do  they  witli  pain  repress  the  strogg|U  _ 
And  listen  eager  to  the  rising  wind  ?     ^ 

Leon.  All  ihere  is  hope,  and  gaiety,  nad 
»ge, 
No  cloudy  doubts,  or  languisfaiog  delavs ; 
Ere  I  could  range  them  on  the  crowded  deck. 
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Ac  onee  a  hundred  voices  thundered  round  me, 
And  efer?  voice  was  liberty  and  Greece. 

DeML  Smfiy  let  us  rush  upon  the  careless  tj* 
rant, 
Nor  give  him  leisure  for  another  crime. 

Leon*  Then  let  us  now  resolve,  nor  idly  waste 
Anodicr  hour  in  dull  deliberation. 

Ca/i.  But  see,  where,  destined  to  protract  our 
counsels. 
Comes  Mttstapha.    Your  Turkish  robes  conceal 


Retire  with  speed,  while  I  prepare  to  meet  him 
With  artifidiu  smiles,  and  seeming  friendship. — 
[Estunt  Demtirua  mnd  Leomtiui, 

Enter  Mustapba. 

J  fee  the  glooro,  that  lowers  upon  thy  brow ; 
These  days  of  love  and  pleasure  cbann  nut  thee ; 
Too  slow  these  gentle  constellations  roll ; 
Thou  loo^st  for  stars,  that  frown  on  human  kind. 
And  scatter  discord  from  their  baleful  beams. 
Mms,  How  blest  art  thou,  still  jocund  and  se* 


Beneath  the  load  of  business,  and  of  years ! 

Cali.  Sure  by  some  wondrous  sympathy  of 
souls 
My  heart  still  beats  responsive  to  the  sultan's; 
I  share,  by  secret  instinct,  all  his  joys, 
And  feel  no  sorrow,  while  my  sovereign  smiles. 

Mum,  llie  saltan  oomes,  impatient  U>r  his  love; 
Conduct  her  hither ;  let  no  rude  intrusion 
Molest  these  private  walks,  or  care  invade 
These  hours  assigned  to  pleasure  and  Irene. 

[EjU  CalL 

Enter  Mabomet. 

ilsA.  Now,  Mostapha,  pursue  thy  tale  of  hor- 
ror. 
Has  treason's  dire  infection  reached  m^  palace  f 
Can  Cali  dare  the  stmke  of  heavebly  justice. 
In  the  dark  precincts  of  the  gaping  grave. 
And  load  with  peijuries  his  parting  soul  ? 
Was  it  for  this,  that,  sickening  in  £pirus, 
M^  father  called  me  to  his  couch  of  death, 
Jmiied  Call's  hand  to  mine,  and,  faltering,  cried, 
Itestraia  the  fervour  of  impetuous  youth 
^Vidi  venerable  Cob's  faithful  counsels ! 
Are  these  the  counsels!  This  the  faitli  of  Cah? 
Were  all  cor  favours  lavished  on  a  villain  f 
Confest  ? 

Mum,  Coofest  by  dying  Menodorui. 
In  his  last  agponies  the  gasping  coward. 
Amidst  the  tortures  of  the  burning  steel, 
•^1  f«iod  of  life,  groaned  out  tlie  dreadful  secret, 
llefcf  forth  this  fatal  scroll,  then  sunk  to  nothing. 

Mnk,  [Ermminiag  the  paper,]  His  oorrespond- 
eoce  with  our  foes  cm  Greece  ! 
Hi»  hand !  Ilia  aeal !  The  secrets  of  my  soul 
(  oQccaled  from  all  but  him  !  All !  ail  conspire 
To  banish  douht,  and  brand  him  for  a  villam. 
Our  schesnea  for  ever  crosicd,  our  mines,  disco- 
veredy 


Betrayed  some  traitor  lurking  near  my  bosom. 
Oft  fanve  I  raged,  when  their  wide-wasting  can* 

non 
Lay  pointed  at  our  batteries  yet  unformed. 
And  broke  the  meditated  lines  of  war. 
Detested  Cali  too,  with  artful  wonder. 
Would  shake  his  wily  head,  and  closely  whisper. 
Beware  of  Mustauha,  beware  of  treason. 

Mum,  The  faitn  of  Mnstapha  disdains  suspi* 
cion; 
But  yet,  great  emperor,  beware  of  treason ; 
The  msidious  Basse,  fined  by  disappointment— 

Mak.  Shall  feel  the  vengeance  of  an  injured 

Go,  seise  him,  load  him  with  reproachful  chains; 
Before  the  assembled  troops  proclaim  his  crimes; 
Then  leave  him  stretched  upon  the  lingering 

rack. 
Amidst  the  camp  to  howl  his  life  away. 

Mum,  Should  we  before  the  troops  proclaim 
liis  crimes, 
I  dread  his  arts  of  seeming  innocence. 
His  bland  address,  and  sorcery  of  tongue ; 
And  should  he  fall  unheard,  by  sudden  justice. 
The  adoring  soldiers  would  revenge  their  idol. 

Mah,  Call,  this  day,  with  hypocritic  zeal. 
Implored  my  leave  to  visit  Mecca's  temple ; 
Struck  widi  the  wonder  of  a  statesman's  goodnessi 
I  raised  his  thoughts  to  more  sublime  devotion. 
Now  let  him  go,  pursued  by  silent  wrath. 
Meet  unexpected  daggers  in  his  way. 
And,  in  some  distantland,  obscurely  die. 
Mum.  There  will  his  boundless  wcwlth,  the  spoil 
of  Asia, 
Heaped  by  your  father's  ill-placed  bounties  on 

liim. 
Disperse  rebellion  through  the  eastern  world ; 
Bribe  to  his  cause  and  lift  beneath  bis  bwiners 
Arabia's  roving  troops,  the  sons  of  swiftness^ 
And  arm  the  Persian  heretic  against  thee ; 
There  shall  he  waste  thy  frontiers,  chedi  thy  coin 

quests, 
And  though  at  length  subdued,  elude  thy  ven- 
geance. 
Mak,  Elude  my  vengeance  I  no — ^my  troops 
shall  range 
Tlie  eternal  snows  that  freeze  beyond  Mentis^ 
And  Afric's  torrid  sands,  in  search  of  Cali. 
Should  the  fierce  North  upon  his  frozen  wings 
Bear  him  aloft  above  the  wondering  cloudy 
And  set  him  in  the  Pleiad's  golden  chariots. 
Thence  should  my  fury  drag  him  down  to  tor* 

tares; 
WherjBver  guilt  can  fly,  revenge  can  follow. 
Mum,  Wilt  ihon  dismiss  the  savage  from  the 
toils. 
Only  to  hunt  him  round  the  ravaged  world? 
Mak.  Suspend  his  sentence— Empire  and 
Irene 
Claim  my  divided  soul.    This  wretch,  unwordiy 
To  mix  with  nobler  cares,  TH  throw  aside 
For  idle  hoursy  and  crush  him  at  my  leisure. 
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M^  Let  not  th*  unbounded  graMne«  of  his 
«  mmd 

Betray  my  king  to  negligence  of  danger. 
Perhaps  aie  clouds  of  dark  conspiracy 
Now  roily  fuH  fratq;ht  with  thunder;  o'er  your 

head. 
Twice  nnoe  the  morning  rose  I  saw  the  Bassa, 
Like  a  fell  adder,  swellmg  ia  a  brake. 
Beneath  the  covert  of  this  Terdant  aidi, 
In  private  conference ;  beside  him  stood 
Two  men  unknown,  the  paitners  of  his  bosom ; 
I  marked  them  well,  and  traced  in  either  face 
The  gloomy  resolution,  horrid  greatness, 
And  stem  composure,  of  despairing  heroes ; 
And,  to  confirm  my  thought,  at  si^t  of  me, 
As  blasted  by  my  presence,  they  withdrew, 
With  all  the  spdea  of  terror  and  of  guilt 

Mah,  The  strong  emotions  of  my  troubled  soul 
Allow  no  pause  for  art  or  for  contrivance ; 
And  dark  perpleiitr  distracts  my  counsels. 
Do  thou  resolve :  For  see,  Irene  comes  ! 
At  her  approach,  each  ruder  gust  of  thought 
Sinks,  like  the  sighing  of  a  tempest  spent, 
And  gaies  of  softer  passion  fan  my  bosom. 

Cali  enters  with  Ibene,  and  departs  with  Mus- 

TAPHA. 

Mah.  Wilt  thoo  descend,  fair  daughter  of  per- 
fection, 
To  hear  my  vows^  and  give  mankind  a  queen  ? 
Ah !  cease,  Irene,  cease  those  flowing  sorrows^ 
That  melt  a  heart,  impregnable  till  now. 
And  turn  thy  thoughts  Iwnceforth  to  love  and 

empire. 
How  will  the  matdiless  beaades  of  Irene, 
Thus  bright  in  tears,  thus  amiable  in  ruin. 
With  all  the  graceful  pride  of  greatness  heightr 

ened. 
Amidst  the  blaze  of  jewels  and  of  ^old. 
Adorn  a  throne,  and  dignify  dominion ! 

Irene.  Why  all  this  ^lare  of  splencfid  eloquence 
To  paint  the  pageantries  of  guucy  state  f 
Must  I  for  these  renounce  the  hope  of  Heaven, 
Immortal  crowns,  and  fulness  of  enjoyment  ? 
Mah.  Vain  raptures  all-^For  your  inferior  na- 
tures, 
Formed  to  delight,  and  happy  by  delightini^ 
Heaven  has  reserved  no  future  paradise, 
But  bids  voo  rove  the  paths  of  oliss,  secure 
Of  total  death,  and  careless  of  hereafter ; 
While  Heaven's  high  minister,  whose  awfiil  vo- 
lume 
Records  each  act,  each  thought  of  sovereign  man, 
Surveys  your  plays  with  inattentive  glance^ 
And  leaves  the  lovely  triller  unregarded. 

Irene.  Why,  then,  has  Nature's  vain  munifioence 
Profusely  poured  her  bounties  upon  woman  ? 
Whence,  tnen,  those  charms  thy  tongue  has  deign- 
ed to  flatter, 
Tliet  air  resistless,  and  enchanting  blush. 
Unless  the  beauteous  fdbric  was  designed 
A  habitation  for  a  fairer  soiil  f 


Mah.  Too  high,  bright  mikid,  thou 
rior  grace; 
Not  always  do  the  fairest  flowers  difibse 
The  richest  odours^  nor  the  speckled  shells 
Conceal  the  gem ;  let  female  arrogance 
Observe  the  reatfaered  wanderers  of  the  sky. 
With  purple  varied,  and  bedrop'd  with  golJ  ; 
They  prune  the  wing^    and  spread  tbe  gios^ 

plumesy 
Ordained,  like  you,  to  flutter  and  to  shine. 
And  cheer  the  vreary  passenger  with  music 

Irene.  Mean  as  we  are,  this  tyrant  of  the  world 
Implores  our  smiles^  and  trembles  at  our  feet: 
Whence  flow  the  hopes  and  fears,  despair  and 

rapture, 
Whence  all  the  bliss  and  agonies  of  Jove  ? 

JfeA.  Why,  when  the  bidm  of  sleep  dmrraih 
on  man. 
Do  eay  delasionsy  vranderin^  o'er  the  brain, 
Soonie  the  delighted  soul  with  empty  bKsa^ 
To  want  ci^  affluence,  and  to  slavery  freedom? 
Such  are  love's  joys,  the  lenitives  of  life, 
A  fancied  treasure,  and  a  waking  dream. 

Irene.  Then  let  me  onoe,  in  honour  of  oar  set, 
Aisume  the  boastful  arroguioe  of  man. 
The  attractive  softness,  and  the  endearing  smile. 
And  powerful  ^anoe,  'tis  granted,  are  our  own ; 
Nor  has  impartial  Nature's  frugal  hand 
Exhausted  all  her  nobler  gifb  on  you ; 
Do  not  we  share  the  comprehensive  though^ 
The  enlivemng  wit,  the  penetrating  reaaon? 
Beats  not  the  femate  breast  with  generous  pss- 

sions. 
The  thirst  of  empire,  and  the  love  of  glory  ? 

Mah»  Illustrious  maid !  new  wonders  &l 
thine ; 
Thy  sonl  compleata  the  triumphs  of  thy  face. 
I  thought,  forgive,  my  fair !  the  noblest  aim. 
The  strongest  eflolt  of  a  female  soul. 
Was  but  to  chase  the  graces  of  the  day; 
To  tune  the  tongue,  to  teach  the  eyes  to  roll. 
Dispose  the  colours  of  the  flowing  robe^ 
Ana  add  new  roses  to  the  faded  cheek. 
Will  it  not  charm  a  mind,  like  thine  eialted. 
To  shine  the  goddess  of  apphioding  nations, 
To  scatter  happiness  and  plenty  round  ihec^ 
To  bid  the  prostrate  captive  rise  and  ii%-c^ 
To  see  new  cities  tower  at  thy  command. 
And  blasted  kingdoms  flourish  at  thy  smile? 

Irene.  Charmed  with  the  thought  of 
human  kind. 
Too  calm  I  listen  to  the  flattering  sonadsC 

Mah.  O  seize  the  power  to  bless    Irene^s  aod 
Shall  break  the  fetters  of  the  groaning  Cliristisa; 
Greece,  in  her  lovely  patroness  secure, 
Shall  mourn  no  more  her  plundered  pahMief 

Irene.  Forbear-^  do  not  urge  me  teasy  raiii- 

Mak.  To  state  and  power  I  court  thee^  not  to 
ruin: 
Smile  on  my  wishes,  and  command  the  dobe. 
Security  shall  spread  her  shield  before  mee^ 
And  love  infold  thee  with  his  downy 
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irgratOKUpleaie  thee^  niooiit  the  imperial  seat; 
If  pleasure  charm  thee,  view  this  soft  retreat ; 
Here  evay  warbler  of  the  sky  shall  sing ; 
Here  every  fragranoe  breathe  of  every  spring : 


lb  deck  these  bowers  eadi  region  shall  combine, 
And  ev'n  our  prophet's  gardens  envy  thine :     . 
Empire  and  love  shall  share  the  blissfal  day. 
And  varied  life  steal  onperceiTed  away»  [£i)etMi4 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  L 


Cali  tntirt  with  a  diicontented  air  ;  to  him  enr 
ten  Abdalla. 

C^  Is  this  the  fierce  oonspiiatory  Abdalla  ? 
If  diis  the  restless  diligence  ot  treason? 
Where  hast  thoa  lingmd,  while  the  encumbered 

hoars 
Flj  iahottring  with  the  fate  of  future  nations. 
And  hongry  slaughter  scents  imperial  blood  ?  . 
Abd.  £nportaat  cares  detained  me  from  your 

counsels. 
CaZt.  Some  petty  passion,  some  domestic  trifle, 
Some  vain  amusement  of  a  vacant  soul ; 
A  weeping  wife,  nerhaps,  or  dying  friend, 
Hon^  on  your  necx,  and  hindered  your  departure. 
Is  this  a  time  for  softness  or  for  sorrow  } 
Unprofitable,  peacefbl,  female  virtues  ? 
When  eager  vengeance  shows  a  naked  foe, 
And  kind  ambition  points  the  way  to  greatness? 

Abd,  Must  then  ambition's  votaries  infringe 
The  laws  of  kindness,  break  the  bonds  of  nature? 
And  quit  the  names  of  brother,  friend,  and  fa- 
Ujer? 
CalL  This  sovereign  passion,  scornful  of  re- 
straint, 
Ev'n  from  the  birth  aflects  supreme  command, 
SreJfs  ia  the  bra»t,  and,  with  resistless  force, 
O'erbears  each  genUer  motion  of  the  mind ; 
As,  when  a  deiu^  overspreads  the  plains. 
The  wandering  nvulet,  and  silver  lalce. 
Mix  undistingaished  with  the  general  roar. 

AM,  Yet  can  ambition  in  Abdalla's  breast 
Claim  but  the  second  place :  there  mighty  love 
Has  fixed  his  hopes,  innuietudes,  and  tears. 
His  giowiog  wishes,  ana  his  jealous  pangs. 
^  Co/i.  Love  is  indeed  the  privilege  of  youth ; 
Yet,  on  a  daj  like  this,  when  eipectation 
Pants  for  the  dread  event — But  let  us  reason — 
Abd,  Hast  thou  grown  old  amidst  the  crowd  of 
courts^ 
And  turned  the  instructive  page  of  human  life, 
To  cant,  at  last,  of  reason  to  a  lover  ? 
•Sjch  UMtned  gravity,  such  serious  folly, 
Mif^ht  well  befit  the  solitary  student, 
1^  unpractised  dervise,  or  sequestered  faquir. 
Koow'st  thoa  not  yet,  when  love  invades  the  qdoI, 
That  all  her  faculties  receive  his  chains  ? 
That  reason  gives  her  scepter  to  his  hand, 
(ir  only  struggles  to  be  more  enslaved  ? 
Aspasia !  who  can  look  upon  thy  beauties, 
Who  hear  thee  speak,  and  not  abandon  reason  ? 
Keaaoa !  die  hoiuy  dotard's  dull  dnectress. 
That  loses  all  because  she  haiards  nodiiog : 
Vou  L 


Reason !  the  timorous  pilot,  that  to  shun 
The  rocks  of  life,  for  ever  flies  the  port* 
CalL  But  why  this  sudden  warmth  ? 
Abd,  Because  I  love : 
Because  my  sliriited  passion  bums  in  vain ! 
Why  roan  the  lioness  distressed  I7  hunger? 
Why  foam  the  swelUng  waves  when  tempcsta 

rise? 
Why  shakes  the  ground,  when  sobterraneoua 

fires 
Fierce  throo^  the  burrting  caverns  rend  thetv 
way? 
CaH  Not  till  this  day  thou  saw^st  this  fiatal 
fair; 
Did  ever  passion  make  so  swift  a  progress? 
Once  more  reflect,  suppress  this  infant  folly. 

Abd,  Gross  fires,  enkindled  by  a  mortal  hand. 
Spread  by  degrees,  and  dread  the  oppressing 

stream; 
The  subtler  flames,  emitted  from  the  aky, 
Flash  out  at  oiice,  with  strength  above  resistance, 
CaiL  How  did  Aspasia  welcome  your  address  ? 
Did  you  proclaim  this  unexpected  conquest  ? 
Or  pay  with  speaking  eyes  a  lover^s  homage? 
Abd,  Confounded,  awed,  and  lost  in  lulmira* 
tion, 
I  gaxed,  I  trembled ;  but  I  could  not  speak :   ' 
When,  even  as  love  was  breakingoff  from  wonder^ 
And  tender  accents  quivered  on  my  lips, 
She  marked  my  sparkling  eyes^  and  heaving 

breast. 
And  smiling,  oonsdous  of  her  charms,  withdrew, 
CaH,  Now  be  some  moments  master  of  thy«* 
self, 
Nor  let  Demetrius  know  thee  for  a  rival. 
Hence !  or  be  calm— To  disagree  is  ruin. 

Enter  Demstaius,  Leontiu8» 

Dem,  When  will  occasion  smile  upon  ourwi8he% 
And  give  the  tortures  of  suspense  a  period  ? 
Still  must  we  linger  in  uncertain  hope  ? 
Still  lansuish  in  our  chains^  and  dream  of  free* 

dom, 
like  thirsty  sailors  gazing  on  the  clouds. 
Till  burning  death  shoots  through  their  withered 
limbs? 
Cali.  Deli  veranceisat  hand;  fopTurke/styiaa^ 
Sunk  in  his  pleasure,  confident  and  gay, 
With  all  the  hero's  dull  security. 
Trusts  to  my  care  his  mistress  and  his  life, 
And  laughs  and  wantons  in  the  jaws  of  death. 
Lum,  So  weak  is  man,  when  destined  to  de^ 
struction, 
The  watchful  slumber,  and  the  crafW  tfiis^ 
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Cali.  At  my  command  yon  iron  gates  nnfold; 
At  my  command  the  sentinels  retire; 
With  all  the  licence  of  authority, 
Through  bowing  slaves,    I  ran^  the  private 

rooms, 
And  of  to-morrow's  action  fix  the  scene. 

Dem,  To-morrow's  action  ?   Can  that  hoary 
wisdom. 
Borne  down  with  years,  still  doat  upon  to-mor- 
row ? 
That  fatal  mistress  of  the  young,  the  lazy, 
The  coward,  and  the  fool  condemned  to  lose 
An  useless  life  in  waiung  for  to-morrow. 
To  ^Bze  with  longing  eyes  upon  to-morrow. 
Till  interposing  deadi  destroys  the  prospect ! 
Strange  !  that  this  general  fraud  from  day  to  day 
Should  fill  the  world  with  wretches  undetected. 
The  soldier,  labouring  through  a  winter's  march, 
8t)ll  sees  to-morrow  drest  in  robes  of  triumph ; 
Still  to  the  lover's  long-expecting  arms^ 
To-morrow  brings  the  visionarv  bride ; 
But  thou,  too  old  to  bear  another  cheat. 
Learn,  that  the  present  hour  alone  is  man's* 

Leon,  The  present  hour  with  open  arms  in- 
vites; 
Seize  the  kind  faiiv  and  press  her  to  thy  bosom. 

Don.  Who  knows,  ere  this  important  mor- 
row rise. 
But  fear,  or  mutiny  may  taint  the  Greeks  ? 
Who  knows  if  Mahomet's  awaking  anger 
May  spare  the  fatal  bow-string  till  to-morrow  ? 

Abd,  Had  our  first  Asian  foes  but  known  this 
ardour, 
Wc  still  had  wandered  on  Tartarian  hills. 
Rouse,  Cali !  shall  the  sons  of  conquered  Greece 
liead  us  to  danger,  and  abash  their  victors  ? 
This  night  with  all  her  conscious  stars  be  witness 
Who  merits  most,  Demetrius  or  Abdalla. 

Dem.  Who  merits  most ! — ^I  knew  not  we  were 
rivals. 

CaiL  Young  man,  forbear — ^The  heat  of  youth, 
no  more — 
Well — 'tis  decreed — ^This  night  shall  fix  our  fate. 
Soon  as  the  veil  of  evening  clouds  the  sky. 
With  cautious  secrecy,  Leontius,  steer 
The  appointed  vessel  to  yon  shaded  bav» 
Fomed  by  this  garden  on  the  shaded  deep; 
There,  with  your  soldiers  armed,  and  sails  ex- 
panded. 
Await  our  coming,  equally  prepared 
For  speedy  flight,  or  obstinate  defence. 

[Exit  Leontiut, 

Dem,    Now  pause,    great  Bassa,    from  the 
thoughts  of  blood. 
And  kindly  grant  an  ear  to  gentler  sounds  ! 
If  e'er  thy  youth  has  known  the  pangs  of  absence. 
Or  felt  the  importance  of  obstructed  love. 
Give  me,  before  the  approaching  hour  of  fate. 
Once  to  behold  the  charms  of  bright  Aspasia^ 
And  draw  new  virtue  from  her  heavenly  tongue. 

Cali.  Let  prudence,  ere  tlie  suit  be  furUicr 


Impartial  weigh  the  pleasmne  with  die  danger. 
A  little  longer,  and  we's  thine  for  ever. 

Dem,  Prudence  and  love  conspire  in  this  re- 
quest, 
Lest,  unacquainted  with  our  bold  attempt, 
Surprize  o'erwhelm  her,  and  retard  our  ffig^L 
Cali'  W  hat  I  can  ^;rant,  you  cannot  ask  in  vain— 
Dem,  I  go  to  wait  thy  call;  this  kind  consent 
Completes  the  gift  of  freedom  and  of  Ufe. 

[Exit  Dfwtetntt, 
Ahd,  And  this  is  my  reward--to  bom,  to  ha- 
guish. 
To  rave  unheeded,  while  the  happy  Greek, 
The  refuse  of  our  8w<Nrds,  the  in^  of  oaBi|Bes^ 
Throws  his  fond  arms  about  Aspasia's  neck. 
Dwells  on  her  lips,  and  sighs  upon  her  breast; 
Is't  not  enough,  oe  lives  by  our  indal|i;cnoe. 
But  he  must  live  to  make  his  masters  wretched ! 
CalL  What  claim  hast  thou  to  plead  } 
Abd.  The  claim  of  power. 
The  unquestioned  claim  of  oonqoeron  and  \kB^\ 
Cali,  Yet,  in  the  use  of  power,  remeniber  jss- 

tice. 
Ahd,  Can  then  the  assassin  lifk  his  ticachenMs 
hand 
Against  his  king,  and  ciy,  Remember  nistioe? 
Justice  demancjb  the  foneit  life  of  Cafi ; 
Justice  demands— But  see  the  approadung  sal- 
tan. 
Oppose  my  wishes,  and — Remember  jusbce 
Cali,  Pisorder  sits  upon  tfay  face — retirr. 

[EniAIMk, 

Enter  Mabomet. 

Long  be  the  sultan  blessed  with  hafipT  lore  ? 
My  zeal  marks  gladness  dawning  on  day  cbeek, 
With  raptures  such  as  ^se  the  pagan  crowds, 
When  pale,  and  anxious  for  their  years  to  omMb 
They  see  the  sun  surmount  the  dark  edipset 
And  hail  unanimous  their  conquering  goo. 

Mah,  My  vows>  'tis  true^  she  hears  with  fesi 
aversion ; 
She  sighs,  she  blushes,  but  she  still  deniea. 

CalL  With  wanner  courtship  press  the  yield- 
ing fair. 
Call  to  your  aid,  with  boundless  prooiiscay 
Each  rebel  wish,  each  traitor  incbnatioiv 
That  raises  tumults  in  the  feniale  breut^ 
The  love  of  power,  of  pleasure,  and  of  slww. 

Mah,  These  arts  I  tried,  and,  to  i«<i««»*»  her 
more. 
By  hateful  business  hurried  from  her  sia»lifc» 
I  bade  a  hundred  virgins  wait  around  her. 
Soothe  her  with  all  the  pleasures  of 
Applaud  her  charms^  and  court  her  to  be 

[EsU 

CalL  He's  gone — ^Ilere  rest,  my  sool,  tby  fanfi- 
ingwing. 
Here  recollect  thy  dissipated  powers. 
Our  distant  interests,  and  our  different 
Now  haste  to  mingle  in  one  ooaunon 
And  fate  lies  crowded  in  a  narrow 
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Yet  in  that  narrow  space  what  daneers  rise  ? — 
Far  more  I  dread  Abdallm's  fiery  folly, 
Than  all  the  wisdom  of  the  grave  divan. 
Reason  with  reason  fights  on  equal  terms ; 
The  raging  madman's  unconnected  schemes 
We  cannot  obviate,  for  we  cannot  ^uess. 
Deep  in  my  breast  be  treasured  this  resoK'e, 
When  Call  moonu  the  throne  AbdaJla  dies  I 
Too  fierce,  too  faithless  for  neglect  or  trust — 

fnferlREKE,  andAsPASiA,  with  attendants. 

Amidst  the  splendour  of  encircling  beauty, 
Superior  majesty  proclaims  the  quceta. 
Am  nature  justifies  our  monarch's  choice. 

Irene,  Reserve  this  homage  for  some  other  fair; 
Ur};c  me  not  on  to  glittering  guilt,  nor  pour 
In  my  weak  ear  the  intoxicating  sounds. 
Cali,  Make  haste,  bright  maid,  to  rule  the  wil-* 
ling  world ; 
Awed  by  the  rigour  of  the  sultan's  justice, 
We  court  thy  gentleness. 
Asp.  Can  Cali*s  voice 
Concur  to  press  a  hapless  captive's  ruin  ? 
CalLl^  would  my  leaf  for  Mahomet  and 
thee 
Detain  me  here.    But  nations  call  upon  me, 
And  duty  bids  mc  choose  a  distant  walk, 
Nor  taint  with  care  the  privacies  of  love. 

[Exit  CaU, 
Asp,  If  yet  this  shining  pomp,  these  sudden 
honours, 
Sifell  not  thy  soul  beyond  advice  or  friendship, 
Not  yet  inspire  the  follies  of  a  oueen^ 
Or  tune  thine  ear  to  soothing. aaulation, 
Sispend  awhile  the  privilege  of  f)ower, 
To  hear  the  voice  ot  truth ;  dismiss  thy  train, 
Miake  off  the  incumbrances  of  state  a  moment, 
And  lay  the  towering  sultaness  aside, 

1  Irene  signt  to  her  attendants  to  retire, 
bretell  th  v  fate ;  that  office  done — 
No  more  I  boast  the  ambitious  name  of  friend. 
Bat  sink  among  thv  slaves  without  a  murmur. 
Irene,  Did  regal  diadems  invest  my  brow. 
Yet  should  my  soul,  still  faithful  to  her  choice, 
Kiteem  Aspasia's  breast  the  noblest  kingdom. 
A^,  The  soul^  once  tainted  with  so  foul  a 
crime. 
No  more  shall  glow  with  friendship's  hallowed 

ardour: 
Those  holy  beings,  whose  superior  care 
Guides  erring  mortals  to  the  paths  of  virtue, 
Affitgbted  at  impiety  like  thine, 
Resign  their  chairge  to  baseness  and  to  ruin. 
Irene  Upbraid  me  not  with  fancied  wicked- 


I  am  not  yet  a  queen,  or  an  apostate. 
But  dMmld  I  sin  beyond  the  hope  of  mercy, 
It*,  when  religion  prompts  me  to  refuse, 
Tlie  dread  of  instant  death  restrains  my  tongue ! 
Asp,  Reflect,  that  life  and  death,  affiscdng 
sounds! 
Ar^  only  vtrted  modes  of  endless  being: 

1 


Reflect  that  life,  like  every  other  blessing, 
Derives  its  value  from  its  use  alone ; 
Not  for  itself,  but  for  a  nobler  end. 
The  Eternal  ^ve  it — and  that  end  is  virtue. 
When  inconsistent  with  a  greater  good. 
Reason  commands  to  cast  the  less  away: 
Thus  life,  with  loss  of  wealth,  is  well  preserved. 
And  virtue  cheaply  saved  with  loss  of  life. 
Irene,  If,  built  on  settled  thought,  this  coi»- 
stancy 
Not  idly  flutters  on  a  boastful  tongue. 
Why,  when  destruction  raged  around  our  walls, 
Why  fled  this  haughty  heroine  from  the  battle  ? 
Why,  then,  did  not  tliis  warlike  amazon 
Mix  in  the  war,  and  shine  among  the  heroes  ? 
Asp.  Heaven,  when  its  hand  poured  softness 
on  our  limbs 
Unfit  for  toil,  and  polished  into  weakness, 
Mad«  passive  fortitude  the  praise  of  women : 
Our  only  amu  are  innocence  and  meekness. 
Not  then  with  raving  cries  I  filled  the  city. 
But,  while  Demetrius,  dear  lamented  name  I 
Poured  storms  of  fire  upon  our  fierce  invaders^ 
Implored  the  eternal  Power  to  shield  my  country. 
With  silent  sorrows,  and  with  calm  devotion. 
Irene,  Oh!  did  Irene  shine  the  queen  of  Tur^ 
key. 
No  more  should  Greece  lament  those  prayers  re* 

jected ! 
Again  should  golden  splendour  grace  her  cities^ 
Again  her  prostrate  palaces  should  rise, 
Again  her  temples  sound  with  holy  music : 
No  more  should  danger  fright,  or  want  distress^ 
The  smiling  widows,  and  protected  orphans. 
Asp,  Be  virtuous  ends  pursued  by  virtuous 
means; 
Nor  think  the  intention  sanctifies  the  deed : 
That  maxim,  published  in  an  impious  age. 
Would  loose  the  wild  enthusiast  to  deatrovi 
And  fix  the  fierce  usurper's  bloody  title. 
Then  bigotry  might  send  her  slaves  to  war, 
And  bid  success  become  the  test  of  truth. 
Unpitying  massacre  might  waste  the  world, 
And  persecution  boast  the  call  of  Heaven. 

Irene.  Shall  I  not  wish  to  cheer  afflicted  klngs^ 
And  plan  the  happiness  of  mourning  nullions  ? 
A^,  Dream  not  of  power  thou  canst  not  at* 
tain: 
When  social  laws  first  harmonized  the  world, 
Superior  man  possessed  the  chaige  of  rule, 
The  scale  of  justice,  and  the  sword  of  power. 
Nor  lefl  us  aught  but  flattery  and  state. 

Irene,  To  me,  mv  lover's  fondness  will  restore 
Whate'er  man's  pride  has  ravished  from  our  sex. 
Asp.  When  soft  security  shall  prompt  the  saU 
tan. 
Freed  iruia  the  tumults  of  unsettled  conquest^ 
To  fix  his  court,  and  regulate  his  pleasares. 
Soon  shall  the  dire  seraglio's  homd  gates 
Close,  like  the  eternal  bars  of  deadi,  upon  thee : 
Immured,  and  buried  in  perpetual  sloth. 
That  gloomy  slumber  of  the  stagnant  soul. 
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There  tiMt  diou  view,  from  far,  the  quiet  cot- 
tage, 
And  sigh  for  cheerful  poverty  in  rain ; 
There  wear  the  tedious  hours  of  life  away, 
Beneath  each  curse  of  unrelenting  Heaveni 
Despair,  and  slavery,  solitude,  and  guilt ! 
'  lfvn«.  There  shall  we  find  the  yet  untaaled 
bliss, 
Of fRuideur  and  tranquillity  combined. 

Atp.  Tranquillity  and  guilt,  disjoined  by  Hea- 
ven, 
Still  stretoh,  in  vain,  their  longing  arms  afar, 
Nor  dare  to  pass  the  insuper^le  bound ; 
Ah !  let  me  rather  seek  the  convent^s  cell ; 
There,  when  my  thoughts,  at  interval  of  prayer, 
descend  to  range  these  mansions  of  misfortune, 
Oft  shall  I  dwell  on  our  disastrous  friendship. 
And  shed  the  pitying  tear  for  lost  Irene. 

Irene.  Go,  languish  on  in  dull  obscurity ! 
ThjT  -dazzled  soul,  with  all  its  boasted  greatness. 
Shrinks  at  the  o*erpowering  gleams  of  regpd  state, 
Stoops  from  the  blaze,  lik^  a  degenerate  eagle, 
Ajid  flies  for  shelter  to  the  shades  of  life. 

Aip.  On  me  should  Providence,  without  a 
cnroe, 
The  weighty  charge  of  royalty  confer; 
Call  me  to  civilize  the  Russian  wilds. 
Or  bid  soft  science  polish  Briton's  heroes : 
Soon  shouldst  thou  see,  how  false  thy  weak  re- 
proach. 
My  bosom  feels,  enkindled  from  the  sky. 
The  lambent  flames  of  mild  benevolence, 
Ihitpuched  by  fierce  ambition's  raging  fires. 
Ipene.  Ambidoji  is  the  stamp,  impressed  by 
Heaven, 
To  mark  the  noblest  minds;  with  active  heat 
Informed,  they,  mount  the  precipice  of  power, 
Grasp  at  command,  and  tower  in  quest  of  em- 
pire; 
While  vulgar  souls  compassionate  their  cares. 
Gaze  At  their  height,  and  tremble  at  their  dan- 

Thus  meaner  spirits,  with  amazement,  mark 
The  varying  seasons,  and  revolving  skies. 
And  ask,  what  guilty  power's  rebellious  hand 
Rolls,  with  eternal  ton,  the  ponderous  orlM ; 
'While  some  archangel,  nearer  to  perfection. 
In  easy  state,  presides  o'er  all  their  motions^ 
Directs  the  planets  with  a  careless  nod. 
Conducts  the  sun,  and  regulates  tiie  spheres. 
Atp»  Well  mayest  thou  hide,  in  labyrinths  of 

SOBOd, 

9rhe  cause  that  shriaks  from  reason's  powerful 

voice. 
^fiOQ|i  from  thy  fii^t,  trace  back  the  entangled 

thought, 
A|id  set  the  glittering  fallacy  to  view. 
Not  power  I  blame,  bit  power  obtained  by  crime. 
Angelic  creatness  is  an^ehc  virtue. 
JkoRlst  the  glare  of  courts,  the  shout  of  armies^ 
Will  not  the  apostate  feel  the  pangs  of  guilt. 
And  why  too  lale^  for  ionocenoe  and  peace? 


Curst  as  the  tyrant  of  the  infernal  realwa, 
With  gloomy  state,  and  agpnizing  pomp ! 

Enter  a  Maid. 

MaUL  A  Turkish  stnu^r,  of  miyestic  mieiiy 
Adcs,  at  the  gate,  admission  to  Aspasia, 
Commissioned,  as  he  says,  ^y  Cali  Bassa. 
Irene,  Whoe'er  thou  art,  or  whatsoe'er  dif 
messa^, 
Thanks  for  this  kind  relief— {.isiif.] — ^with  speed 
admit  him. 
Aip,  He  comes,  perhaps,  to  separate  ns  forever: 
When  I  am  gone,  remember,  Oh !  remember 
That  none  are  great,  or  happy,  but  the  virtootts ! 

[Ejeiibax. 

Enter  Demetbius. 


Dem,  Tis  she — my  hojie,  m] 
Aspasia !  Do  I  once  again  behold  tbee? 
Still,  still  the  same — ^unclouded  by  misfoitnne  i 
Let  my  blest  eyes  for  ever  gaze 

Asp.  Demeii^sl 

Dem,  Why  does  the  blood  forsake  tiiy  kntly 
cheek? 
Why  shoots  this  dullness  throng  thy  sinking 

nerves? 
Why  does  thy  soul  retire  into  herself? 
Recline  upon  my  breast  thy  sinking  beauties: 
Revive — revive  to  freedom  and  to  love ! 

Asp,  What  well  known  voice  pronoonoed  the 
grateful  sounds, 
Freedom  and  love  ?  Alas !  Fm  all  oohIuob; 
A  sudden  mist  o'ercasts  ray  darkened  soul ; 
The  present,  past,  and  future,  swim  before  me^ 
Lost  in  a  wila  perplexity  of  joy. 

Dem,  Such  ecstacy  oi*  love,  such  pure  afiectian, 
What  worth  can  merit,  or  what  faith  reward? 

Asp,  A  thousand  thoug^ts^  imperiect  and 
tracted. 
Demand  a  voice,  and  struggle  into  birth ; 
A  thousand  questbns  press  upon  my  toogoe. 
But  all  give  way  to  rapture  and  DeoMCiias ! 

DeiR.  O  say,  bright  being !  in  this  age  oif 
sence, 
What  fears,  what  griefs,  what  dai^gers  hut  thoa 

known? 
Say,  how  the  tyrant  threatened,  flattered,  aglbed. 
Say,  how  he  threatened,  flattered,  sighed  in  vain ! 
Say,  how  the  hand  of  violence  was  raised. 
Say,  how  thou  calledst  in  tears  upon  Demeciias ! 

Asp,  Inform  me,  rather,  how  thy  hap|igroosn|*e 
Stemmed  in  the  breach  the  deloee  of  oestmctiDiV 
And  passed  uninjured  through  the  w^ks  of  death? 
Did  savage  anger  and  licentious  oooqacst 
Behold  the  hero  with  Aspasia's  eyes? 
And,  thus  protected  in  the  general  mtn^ 

0  say,  what  guardian  power  conveyed  thcchidxr! 
Detn,  Such  strange  'events^  snch  miescpectfli 

chances. 
Beyond  mv  warmest  hope,  or  wildest  widies^ 
Concurred  to  give  me  to  Aspasia's  arm% 

1  stmid  amazed,  and  ask,  if  y«tl  daq»  ihcc. 
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A^  Sure  Heaven  (for  wonders  are  not  wrought 
iofain)p 
HuU  joins  us  thiu^  will  never  part  us  more. 

Enter  Abdalla. 

Ahd.  It  parts  von  now— the  has^r  sultan  wgned 
The  laws  unread,  and  flies  to  his  trene. 

Dem,  Fixed  and  intent  on  his  Irene's  charms^ 
He  envies  none  the  converse  of  Aspasia. 

if  ML  Aspasia's  absence  will  inflame  suspidon; 
She  caiuiot,  must  not,  shall  not  linger  here, 
Prodence  and  friendship  bid  me  force  her  from  you . 

Bern.  Force  her!   profane  her  with  a  touch, 
and  die ! 

Jhd.  Tis  Greece^  'tis  freedom  calls  Aspasia 
hence; 


Your  careless  love  betrays  your  country's  cause* 

Dan.  If  we  must  part 

Atp.  No !  let  us  die  togedier. 

J}em,  If  we  must  part 

AbiL  Dispatch !  the  encreasing  danger 
Will  not  admit  a  level's  long  farewell. 
The  long  drawn  intercourse  of  sighs  and  kisses. 

Dem.  Then O  my  fair,  I  cannot  bid  thee 

go; 
Receive  her,  and  protect  her,  gracious  Heaven ! 
Yet  let  me  watch  her  dear  departing  steps, 
If  fate  pursues  me^  let  it  find  me  here. 
Reproach  not  Greece,  a  lover's  fond  dekys. 
Nor  think  thy  cause  neglected  while  I  gaze ; 
New  force,  new  courage,  from  each  gbmcc  I  gain. 
And  find  our  pasuons  not  infused  in  vain.  [Ereimf  • 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  L 
JEn/er  Demetrius  and  Aspasia« 


Ax^  Ekouoh- 
soul 


reason  calms  my 


Approving  ioatice  smiles  upon  your  cause, 
AM  natures  n|i^ts  entreat  the  asserting  sword. 
Yet  when  your  hand  is  Ufted  to  destroy. 
Think — butexcnae  a  woman's  needless  caution — 
PUf]ge  well  thy  mind  from  every  private  passion. 
Drive  interest,  love,  and  vengeance  from  thy 

thoughts, 
Fill  all  thv  udent  breast  with  Greece  and  virtue ! 
Then  strike  aecaire,  and  heaven  assist  the  blow ! 

Dcat*  Thon  kind  assistant  of  my  better  angel, 
Pro|ntious  guide  of  my  bewildered  soul, 
Calm  of  my  cares^  and  guardian  of  my  virtue  ! 

At^  My  soal,  first  kindled  by  thy  bright  ex- 
ample. 
To  noble  tnoogbt  and  generous  emulation, 
Xow  but  reflects  those  beams  that  flowed  from 


Dtwu    With  native  lustre,  and  unborrowed 


Thou  s&n'st,  bright  maid,  superior  to  distress ; 
TaJike  the  trifling  race  of  vulgar  beauties, 
Those  glictering  dew-drops  of  a  vernal  morn. 
That  spread  their  colours  to  the  genial  beam, 
And,  sparkling,  quiver  to  the  breath  of  May ; 
But  wMD  the  tempest,  with  sonorous  wing, 
Sweeps  o^er  the  grove,  forsake  the  labouring 

bough. 
Dispersed  in  air,  or  mingled  with  the  dust 
Aip.  Forbear  this  trinmph>v-still  new  conflicts 

wait  OS, 
Foes  unforeseen,  and  dangers  unsuspected. 
^Htf  when  the  fierce  besieger's  eager  host 
Beholds  the  fainting  garrison  retire, 
And  nubea  joyful  to  the  naked  wall, 
Destroctioo  flashes  from  the  insidious  mine. 
And  iweepa  the  exulting  conqueror  away : 
i  Vffaepa  ia  v»in  the  sultan's  anger  spared  me^ 


To  find  a  meaner  fate  from  treacherous  friend- 

ship-- 
Abdalla — 

Dem.  Can  Abdalla  then  dissemble  ? 
That  fiery  chief,  renowned  for  eenerous  freedooiy 
For  seal  unguarded,  undissembled  hate. 
For  darini;  truth,  and  turbulence  of  honour? 

Atp.  Tnis  open  friend,  this  undesigning  hero. 
With  noi^  fialsehoods  forced  me  from  your  arnu^ 
To  shock  my  virtue  with  a  tale  of  love. 

Dem,  Did  not  the  cause  of  Greece  restrain  my 
sword, 
Aspasia  should  not  fear  a  second  insult. 

A$p>  His  pride  and  love  by  turns  inspired  his 
tongue, 
And  intermixed  my  praises  with  his  own ; 
His  wealth,  his  rank,  hb  honours  he  reoountedy 
Till,  in  the  midst  of  arrogance  and  fondness^ 
The  approaching  sultan  forced  me  from  the  pa- 
lace; 
Then  while  he  gaaed  upon  his  yieUing  mistress^ 
I  stole,  unheeded,  from  their  ravished  eyes, 
And  sought  this  happv  grove  in  quest  of  thee. 

DeiR.  Soon  may  tne  final  stroke  decide  our 
fate. 
Lest  baneful  discord  crosh  our  infant  scheme^ 
And  strangled  freedom  perish  in  the  birth. 

Atp.  My  bosom  harassed  with  alternate  pas- 
sions. 
Now  hopes,  now  fears 

Dem.  The  anxieties  of  love ! 

Atp,  Think  how  the  sovereign  arbiter  of  king* 
doms 
Detests  thy  false  associates'  black  designs. 
And  frowns  on  perjury,  revenge,  and  murder. 
Embarked  with  treason  on  the  seas  of  fate. 
When  Heaven  shall  bid  the  swelling  billows 

And  point  vindictive  lightnings  at  rebeUioo, 
Will  not  die  patriot  share  the  traifeor^s  danger  ? 
Oh,  ccwld  thy  hand,  unaided,  free  thy  country, 
Nor  mingled  guilt  pollute  the  sacred  cause ! 


622 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[Johnson. 


Dem,  Pernutted  oft,  though  not  inspired  by 
Heaven, 
Soocessful  treasons  punish  impious  kings. 
Asp.   Nor  end  my  terroi^  with  the  sultan's 
death; 
Far  as  futuri^s  untravcllcd  waste 
Lies  open  to  conjecture's  dubious  ken. 
On  every  side  confusion,  rage,  and  death. 
Perhaps  the  phantoms  of  a  woman's  fear, 
Beset  the  treacherous  way  with  fatal  ambush ; 
Each  Turkish  bosom  bums  for  thy  destruction ; 
Ambitious  Cali  dreads  the  statesman's  arts, 
And  hot  Abdalla  hates  the  happy  lover. 

Dem.  Capricious  mau !  to  good  and  ill  incon- 
stant; 
Too  much  to  fear  or  trust,  is  equal  weakness. 
Sometimes  the  wretch,  unawed  by  heaven  or 

hell. 
With  mad  devotion  idolizes  honour. 
The  Bassa,  reeking  with  his  master's  murder, 
Perhaps  may  start  at  violated  friendship. 

Atp.  How  soon,  alas.!  will  interest,  fear,  or 
envy. 
Overthrow  such  weak,  such  accidental  virtue, 
Nor  built  on  faith,  nor  fortified  by  conscience  ? 
Dem.  When  desperate  ills  demand  a  speedy 
cure. 
Distrust  is  cowardice,  and  prudence  folly. 
Asp.  Yet  think  a  moment,  ere  you  court  de- 
struction, 
What  hand,  when  death  has  snatched  away  De> 

metrius, 
Shall  guard  Aspasia  from  triumphant  lust ! 
Dem.  Dismiss  these  needless  fears — a  troop 
of  Greeks, 
Well  known,  long  tried,  expect  us  on  the  shore. 
Borne  on  the  surface  of  the  smiling  deep, 
Soon  shalt  thou  scorn,  in  safety's  arms  reposed, 
Abdalla's  rage  and  Caii's  stratagems. 

Aip.  Still,  still  distrust  sits  heavy  on  mv  heart. 
Will  e'er  an  happier  hour  revisit  Greece  ! 
Dem.  Should  Heaven,  yet  unappeased,  refuse 
its  aid, 
Disperse  our  hopes,  and  frustrate  our  designs. 
Yet  shall  the  conscience  of  the  great  attempt 
Difilise  a  brightness  on  our  future  days ; 
Nor  will  his  country's  groans  reproach  Deme- 
trius. 
But  how  canst  thou  support  the  woes  of  exile  ? 
Canst  thou  forget  hereditary  splendours. 
To  live  obscure  upon  a  foreign  coast, 
Content  with  science,  innocence,  and  love } 
Atp,  Nor  wealth,  nor  titles,  make  Asposia's 
bliss. 
O'crwhehned  and  lost  amidst  the  public  ruins, 
Unmoved  I  saw  the  glittering  trifles  perish, 
And  thought  the  petty  dross  beneath  a  sigh. 
Chearful  I  follow  to  the  rural  cell ; 
Love  be  my  wealtli,  and  my  distinction  virtue ! 

Dem,  Submissive  and  prepared  for  each  event, 
Now  let  us  wait  the  last  award  of  Heaven, 
Secure  of  happiness  from  flight  ox  conquest 


Nor  fear  the  fabr  and  learned  can  want  proCe& 

tion.  * 

The  ndghty  Tuscan  courts  the  banished  arts 
To  kind  Italia's  hospitable  shades; 
There  shall  soft  leisure  wii^  the  excoisve  9afA, 
And  peace  propitious  smile  on  fond  desire; 
There  shall  despotic  eloquence  resume 
Her  ancient  empire  o'er  the  yielding  heart; 
There  poetry  shall  tune  her  sacred  voice. 
And  wake  from  ignorance  the  western  world. 

Enter  Calx. 

CalL  At  length  the  unwilling  son  resgns  tbe 
*  world 

To  silence  and  to  rest.    The  hours  of  daikoes^ 
Propitious  hours  to  stratagem  and  death ! 
Pursue  the  last  remains  ot  lingering  light 

Dem»  Count  not  these  hours  as  parts  of  vd- 
gar  time; 
Think  mem  a  sacred  treasure  lent  by  Heaven, 
Which,  squandered  by  neglect,  or  fear,  or  foU>, 
No  prayer  recalls,  no  diligence  redeems ; 
To-morrow's  dawn  shall  see  tbe  Turkish  kin^ 
Stretched  in  the  dust,  or  towering  on  his  thrope; 
To-morrow's  dawn  shall  see  the  mighty  Cali, 
The  sport  of  tyranny,  or  lord  of  nations. 

Can.  Then  waste  no  longer  these  importtnt 
moments 
In  soft  endearments,  and  in  gentle  munnars; 
Nor  lose  in  love  the  patriot  and  tbe  hero. 

Dem.  Tis  love  combined  with  guilt  alooe^dBt 
melts 
The  softened  soul  to  cowardice  and  slodi ; 
But  virtuous  passion  prompts  the  great  resolve, 
And  fans  the  slumbering  spark  of  heavenly  firr 
Retire,  my  fair;  that  power,  that  imiles  oo  $00^ 

ness 
Guide  all  thy  steps,  calm  every  stormy  thoeebt» 
And  still  thy  bosom  with  the  voice  of  peace ! 

Asp.  Soon  nmy  we  meet  anin,  secure  and  (rte^ 
To  feel  no  more  the  pangs  of  separatioa !  [Ent- 

Dem.  This  night  alone  is  ours---Our  mighty  foe, 
No  longer  lost  m  amorous  solitude. 
Will  now  remount  the  slighted  seat  of  empire. 
And  show  Irene  to  the  shooting  people : 
Aspasia  left  her  sighing  in  his  arms. 
And  listening  to  the  plea»ng  tale  of  power; 
With  softened  voice  she  dropped  the  taint  refa- 

sal, 
Smiling  consent  she  sat,  and  blushing  love. 

Cali.  Now,  tyrant,  with  satiety  of  beaotr* 
Now  feast  tliine  eyes,  thine  eyes  that 

after 
Shall  dart  their  amorous  glances  at  the  iair^ 
Or  glare  on  Cali  with  ma^gnant 


Enter  hzxnsrtvs,  ABnjLLUi. 

Leon.  Our  bark,  unseen,  has  reached  the  a^ 
pointed  bay. 
And  where  yon  trees  wave  o'er  the  foaming  aw^e 
Reclines  against  the  shore :  Our  Grectaa  troop 
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Eilewb  its  lines  along  the  sandy  beach. 
Elate  with  hope,  and  panting  for  a  foe. 
Abd,  Ihe  mToaiing  winda  assist  the  great  de- 

Sport  in  our  sails,  and  mumittr  o'er  the  deep. 
CalL  In  welt-— A  single  blow  completes  our 
wishes: 
Retam  with  speed,  Leontius,  to  your  charge ; 
The  Greeks,  disordered  by  their  leader's  absence, 
Ksy  droop  dismayed,  or  kindle  into  madness. 
Leon,  dospected  still? — What  villain's  pois- 
oous  tongue 
Dares  join  Leontius*  name  with  fear  or  falsehood? 
Have  1,  for  this,  preserred  my  guiltless  bosom. 
Pore  as  the  thoughts  of  infant  mnocenoe  ? 
Have  I,  for  this,  defied  the  chiefs  of  Turkey, 
Intrepid  in  the  flaming  front  of  war? 
CmL  Hast  thou  not  searched  my  soul's  pro- 
foondest  thoughts  ? 
Is  not  the  fiue  of  Greece  and  Cali  thine  ? 
LsM.  Why  has  thy  choice  then  pointed  out 
Leontius, 
Uafit  to  share  this  night's  illustrious  toils? 
To  wait  remote  from  action,  and  from  honour, 
An  idle  list'ner  to  the  distant  cries 
Of  shiughtered  infidels,  and  clash  of  swords ! 
Tell  me  the  caus^  that  while  thy  name,  Dem^ 

rriasL 
ohall  soar  triumphant  on  the  wings  of  glory, 
Oespised  and  cursed,  Leontius  must  descend 
Through  hissing  ages,  a  prorerbial  coward. 
The  tale  of  women,  and  the  scorn  of  fools? 
Ikm,    Can  bia.ve  Leontius  be  the  slave  of 

Gk)ry,  the  casual  «ft  of  thoughtless  crouds ! 
(flory,  the  bribe  of  avaricious  virtue ! 
fie  but  my  oountnr  free,  be  thine  the  praise ; 
I  ask  no  witness,  but  attesting  conscience^ 
A'o  records,  but  the  records  of  the  sky. 

I^«.  Wilt  thou,  then,  head  the  troop  upon 
the  shore, 
^'hile  I  destroy  the  oppressor  of  mankind  ? 

Dtm,  What  canst  thou  boast  superior  to  De* 
netrius? 
Aik  to  whose  sword  the  Greeks  will  trust  their 


My  tuuae  shall  echo  throurii  the  shouting  field ; 
Demand  whose  force  yon  Turkish  heroes  dread, 
The  shuddering  camp  shall  murmur  out  Deme- 
trinSb 

CulL  Must  Greece,  still  wretched  by  her  chil- 
dren's folly, 
^  ever  nKram  their  avarice  or  factions  ? 
Demetrius  justly  pleads  a  double  title ; 
The  k>ver*s  interest  aids  the  patriot's  claim. 

Letm,  My  pride  shall  ne'er  protract  my  coun- 
try's woes ; 
Soooeed,  my  frietid,  unenvied  by  Leontius. 

Dem.  I  teeX  new  spirit  shoot  along  mv  nerves. 
My  soul  eipands  to  meet  approaching  freedom. 
^]<>w  hover  o'er  us  with  propitious  wings, 
Ye  sacred  shades  of  patriots  and  of  martyrs ; 


All  ye,  whose  blood  tyrannic  rage  efiused. 
Or  persecution  drank,  attend  our  call ; 
Ana  from  the  mansions  of  perpetual  peace 
Descend,  to  sweeten  labours  once  your  own ! 
Cali,  Go,  then,  and  with  united  eloquence 
Confirm  your  troops ;  and  when  the  moon's  fair 

boim 
Plays  on  the  quivering  waves,  to  guide  our  flight, 
Return,  Demetrius,  and  be  free  for  ever. 

[Exeunt  Dem,  and  Lton» 
Abd,  How  the  new  monarch,  swelled  with  airy 
rule. 
Looks  down,  contemptuous,  from  his  fimcied 

height 
And  utters  fate,  unmindful  of  Abdalla  ! 

Cali,  Far  be  such  black  ingratitude  ftodi  Cali ! 
When  Asia's  nations  own  me  for  their  lord. 
Wealth,  and  command,  and  grandeur  shall  be 
thine. 
Abd.    Is  this  the  recompenoe  reserved  for 
me? 
Dar'st  thou  thus  dally  with  Abdalla's  passion  ? 
Henceforwrard,  hope  no  more  my  slighted  friend* 

ship. 
Wake  from  thy  dream  of  power  to  death  and 

tortures, 
And  bid  thy  visionary  throne  farewell ! 
Cali,  Name  and  enjoy  thy  wish 
Abd.  I  need  not  name  it ; 
Aspasia's  lovers  know  but  one  desire, 
Nor  hope,  nor  wish,  nor  live  but  for  Aspaaa. 
CalL  That  fatal  beauty,  plighted  to  Deme- 
trius, 
Heaven  makes  not  mine  to  give. 
Abd.  Nor  to  deny. 
CalL  Obtain  her  and  possess ;  thou  knoVst  thy 

rival. 
Abd.  Too  well  I  know  him,  since  on  Thracia's 
plains 
I  felt  the  force  of  his  tempestuous  arm. 
And  saw  my  scattered  squadrons  fly  before  him. 
Nor  will  I  trust  the  uncertain  chance  of  combat; 
The  rights  of  princes  let  the  sword  decide, 
The  petty  claims  of  empire  and  of  honour: 
Revenge  and  subtle  jealousy  shall  teach  . 
A  surer  passage  to  his  hated  heart. 

Cali.  O  spare  the  gallant  Greek !  in  him  we 
lose 
The  politician's  arts,  and  hero's  flame. 

Abd.  When  next  we  meet  before  we  storm 
the  palace. 
The  bowl  snail  circle  to  confirm  our  league ; 
Then  shall  these  juices  taint  DemetriusT  draught, 

f  Shewing  a  phiaL 
And  stream  destructive  through  nis  freezmg  veins. 
Thus  shall  he  live  to  strike  the  important  blow. 
And  perish  ere  he  tastes  the  joys  of  conquest 

Enter  Mahomet  and  Mustapha. 

Mah.  Henceforth  for  ever  happy  be  this  day^ 
Sacred  to  love,  to  pleasure,  and  Irene : 
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The  mateliless  fur  has  blessed  me  with  com- 
pliance ; 
Let  every  tongue  resound  Irene's  praise^ 
And  n.|^^U.e  general  t»n.po«UuW.n«n- 

Cali*  Blest  prince,  for  whom  indulgent  Heaven 
ordains 
Jtt  once  the  joys  of  paradise  and  empire^ 
Now  join  thy  peoples,  and  thy  Califs  prayers ! 
&«pend  thy  pass.^  to  die  M»ts  of  bfiss, 
If  or  wish  for  hounes  m  Irene  s  arms. 

Mah.  Forbear— I  know  the  long  tried  faith  of 
Call. 

Call,  O  could  the  eyes  of  kings,  like  those  of 
Heaven, 
Search  to  the  chirk  recesses  of  the  soul, 
Oft  would  they  find  ingratitude  and  treason. 
By  smiles,  ana  oath%  and  praises  ill  disguised. 
How  rarely  would  they  meet,  in  crowded  courts, 
Fidelity  so  firm,  so  pure,  as  mine ! 

Mut,  Yet  ere  we  ^ve  our  loosened  thoughts 
to  raptor^ 
Let  prudence  obviate  an  impending  danger. 
Tainted  by  sloth,  the  parent  of  sedition, 
The  hungiy  janizary  bums  for  plunder. 
And  growls  ra  private  o'er  his  idle  sabre. 

JIfaA.  To  still  their  murmurs,  ere  the  twentieth 
sun 
Shall  shed  his  beams  upon  the  bridal  bed, 
I  rouse  to  war,  and  conquer  for  Irene. 
Then  shall  the  Rhodian  mourn  his  sinkinc  towers, 
And  Bttda  fall,  and  proud  Vienna  tremble ; 
Then  shall  Venetia  teel  the  Turkish  power. 
And  subject  seas  roar  round  their  oueen  in  vain. 

Ahd.  Then  seize  fair  Italy's  deligotful  coast, 
1V>  fix  your  standard  in  imperial  nome. 

Mah.  Her  sons  malicious  clemency  shall  spare, 
T!k>  fbrm  new  legions^  sanctify  new  crimes, 
To  canonize4he  slaves  of  superstition. 
And  fill  the  world  with  fbllies  and  impostures. 
Till  angry  Heaven  shall  mark  them  out  for  ruin, 
And  war  overwhelm  them  in  their  dream  of  vice. 
O  could  her  fabled  saints,  and  boasted  prayen^ 
Call  forth  her  ancient  heroes  to  the  field, 
How  should  I  joy,  midst  the  fierce  diock  of  na- 
tions, 
%>  cross  the  towerings  of  an  equal  soul. 
And  bid  the  master  genius  rule  the  world  ! 
Abdalla,  Cali,  go— proclaim  my  purpose. 

[Bxeunt  Cali  and  Abdalla, 
Still  Cali  lives ;  and  n)ust  he  live  to-morrow  ? 
That  fawning  villain's  forced  congratulations 
Will  doud.  my  triumphs,  and  pollute  the  day. 

JMtif.  With'  cautious  vigilance,    at  my  com- 
mand^. 
Two  foithfiij'oaptainst  Hassan  and  Cnrata, 
Pursue  him  through  lus  labyrinths  of  treason. 
And  wait  your  summons  to  report  his  conduct. 

Mah.  Call  them,  but  let  them  not  prolong  their 
tale, 
Nor  press-  tDo  much  Upon  a  lover's  patience. 

[Exit  Mtiitapha. 


Whome*^  the  hope^  still  blasted,  stiO  rencwv^ 
Of  happiness,  lures  on  from  toil  to  toil. 
Remember  Midiomet,  and  cease  thy  jabmnr. 
Behold  him  here,  in  love,  in  war,  suoocssfiil. 
Behold  him  wretched  in  his  double  tiianph ; 
His  favourite  faithless^  and  his  nustreas  base. 
Ambition  only  gave  her  to  my  arms. 
By  reason  not  convinced,  nor  won  by  love. 
Ambition  was  her  crime,  but  meaner  folly 
Dooms  me  to  loath  at  oooe,  and  dook  on  false- 
hood. 
And  idolize  the  apostate  I  contemn. 
If  thou  art  more  than  the  gay  dream  of  fancy. 
More  than  a  pleasins  sound  witfaoat  a  ™*— j^^g^ 
O  happiness !  sure  thou  art  all  Aspaaia'sL 

Enter  Mvstapha,  H&ssait,  mnd  CamAH. 


Caraza  speak — ^have  ye  remarked  the  Baam? 
Car.  Close  as  we  mighty  unseen,  we  watcM 
his  steps; 
His  air  disordered,  and  his  gait  unequal^ 
Betrayed  the  wild  emotions  of  his  niad. 
Sudden  he  stops,  and  inward  turns  his  eyca» 
Absorbed  in  thought;  then  startup  hum  Ik 

trance. 
Constrains  a  sullen  smile,  and  shoots  away. 
With  him  AbdalJa  we  beheld — 
Afttf.  Abdalla ! 

Mah.  He  wears,  of  late,  resentment  on  his 
brow. 
Denied  the  government  of  Servian  pnwiatoe. 
Car.  We  marked  him  storming  in  excess  of 
furv. 
And  heard  within  the  thicket  that  nwM^mmiUA  qs, 
An  undistinguished  sound  of  threatening  rafje. 
Mui.  How  guilt,  once  harboured  in  the  cob> 
sdous  breast. 
Intimidates  the  brave,  degrades  the  great ! 
See  Cali,  dread  of  kiiig%  and  pride  of  armies^ 
By  treason  levelled  with  the  arega  of  men. 
Ere  guilty  fear  depressed  the  hoary  chief. 
An  angry  murmur,  a  rebellions  frown, 
Had  stretched  die  fiery  boaster  in  the  giwe. 
Mah.  Shall  monardis  fear  to  draw  the  sword 
of  justice. 
Awed  by  the  crowd,  and  by  their  slaves 

ed? 
Seize  him  this  night,  and  throng  the 

Convey  him  to  the  prison's  inmost  deptha^ 
Reserved  to  all  the  pangs  of  tedious  aetth. 

[Examt  Mahomet  and  Mmtiaphc 
Has.  Shall  .then  the  Greeks^  unponialied  and 
concealed. 
Contrive,  perhaps,  the  ruin  of  our  empire^ 
League  with  our  chiefs,  and  propagate  aeditiofl ' 
Car.  Whatever  their  scheme  tne  Baaaa'is  deatd 
defeats  it^ 
And  gratitude's  stroi^  ties  restrain  my  ton^oe. 
Has.  What  ties  to  slaves?  vrhat  gratitodc  t.» 
foes? 
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Car,  In  dmtbbck  day,  when  slaughtered  thou- 
audi  Yell 
Around  tiieK  fatal  walla^  the  tide  of  war 
Bore  me  Ticiorioiit  onward,  where  Demetrius 
Tore^  uBKtistod,  from  the  giai^t  hand 
Of  stem  Sebalias,  the  triumphant  crescent, 
And  dttbed  the  mig|bt  of  Asem  from  the  ram- 

parti. 
That  theotmef  nor  blush  to  make  it  known, 
The  paptive  of  his  sword.    The  cqward  Qrceks, 


Enraged  by  wrongs,  exulting  with  success, 
Doomed  me  to  die,  with  all  the  Turkish  captains* 
But  brave  Demetrius  scorned  the  mean  revenge, 
And  gave  me  life — 

Has,  Do  thou  repay  the  gift. 
Lest  unrewarded  mercy  lose  its  charms. 
Profuse  of  wealth,  or  bounteous  of  success. 
When  Heaven  bestows  the  privilege  to  bles9^ 
Let  no  weak  doubt  the  generous  hand  restrain. 
For  whep  was  power  beneficent  in  vain  ? 

[Exeunt, 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  J, 


Asp  ASIA  solut, 

Atp,  In  these  dark  moments  of  suspended  fate. 
While  yet  the  Aiture  fortune  of  my  country 
L'es  ia  (he  woosb  of  Providence  concealed, 
Aod  aauoQS  angels  wait  the  mighty  birth ; 
0  gnuit  thy  sacred  influence,  powerful  Virtue  ! 
Atteotioa  rise,  survey  the  fair  creation, 
TiU,  ocNisdotts  of  the  encircling  deity, 
Bejnond  the  mists  of  care  thy  pinion  towers. 
Tms  calm,  these  joys,  dear  innocence !  arc  thine ; 
Joys  ill  wchanged  lur  gold,  and  pride,  and  emr 
pire« 

Enter  Ibese,  and  attendants, 

Ltmt,.  See  how  the  moon,  through  all  the  un- 
clouded sky, 
Spreads  her  mild  radiance,  and  descending  dews 
Kevive  the  laognkl  flowers !  thus  nature  shone 
New  from  the  Maker's  hand»  and  fuir  arrayed 
In  the  bri^t  colours  of  primeval  spring ; 
When  puntv,  while  fraud  was  yet  unknown, 
Played  feanesa  in  the  inviolated  shades. 
I^iielenental  ioy,  this  general  pilm. 
Is  sure  the  amife  of  unoffended  Heaven. 
Yet,  wily 

JfoadL  Behold,  within  the  embowering  grove, 
Aspaaia  staoda 

irent.  With  melancholy  mien. 
Pensive^  and  enviooi  of  Irene^  greatness, 
^t<al,  unperoeived,  upon  her  m^itation»— 
fiot see!  the  lofty  maid,  at  our  approach, 
HfisuBWf  the  imperious  air  of  haughty  virtue. 
•Are  these  the   uuoeaaing  joys,  the  unmingled 


For  which  Aapasia  scorned  the  Turkish  crown  ? 

[To  Aspoiia, 
I*  this  the  WMhaken  confidence  in  Heaven? 
I*  this  the  bflnarad  Uiss  of  conscious  virtue  ? 
When  did  oontent  sigh  out  her  cares  in  secret  ? 
When  did  felici^  repine  in  deserts  i 

Atf.  lU  aoils  with  guilt  the  gaieties  of  triumph ; 
Whea  dariog  vice  insults  eternal  justice. 
The  mintatera  of  wrath  forget  compassion, 
'\»A  snatch  tbo.  flaming  bolt  with  hasty  hand. 

ineae.  Forbear  thy  threats,  proud  prophetess 
of  ill. 


Versed  in  the  secret  counsels  of  the  sky ! 

Asp,  Forbear — but  thou  art  sunk  faieneath  re- 
proach; 
In  vain  aflt'cted  raptures  flush  the  cheek, 
And  songs  of  pleasure  warble  from  the  tongue. 
When  fear  and  anguish  labour  in  the  breast. 
And  all  within  is  darkness  and  confusion. 
Thus,  on  deceitful  ^Etna's  flowery  side. 
Unfading  verdure  glads  the  roving  eye ; 
While  secret  flames,  with  unextinguished  rage, 
Insatiate  on  her  wasted  entrails  prey, 
And  melt  her  treacherous  beauQcs  mto  ruin ! 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Dem.  Fly,  fly,  my  love !  destruction  rushes  on 
us! 
The  rack  expects  us,  and  the  sword  pursues ! 
Asp,  Is  Greece  delivered?  Is  the  tyrant  fallen ? 
Dem,  Greece  is  no  more;  the  prosperous  ty- 
rant lives. 
Reserved,  for  other  lands,  the  scourge  of  Heaven. 
Asp,  Say,  by  what  fraud|  what  force,  were  you 
defeated  ? 
Betrayed  by  falsehood,  or  by  crowds  overborne  ? 
Dem,  The  pressing  exigence  forbids  relation. 

Abdalla ^ 

Asp,  Hated  name  !  his  jealous  rage 
Broke  out  in  periidy — Oh,  cursed  Aspasia ! 
Born  to  complete  the  ruin  of  her  country ! 
Hide  me !  ob^  liide  me  from  upbraiding  Greece ! 
Oh,  hide  me  from  myself  | 
bem.  Be  fruitless  grief. 
The  doom  of  guilt  alone,  nor  dare  to  seire 
The  breast  where  virtue  guards  the  throne  of 

peace! 
Devolve^  dear  maid,  thy  sorrows  on  the  wretch. 
Whose  fear,  or  rage,  or  treachery,  betrayed  us ! 
Jrent.  [Aside^  A  private  station  may  discover 
.  more ! 
Then  let  me  rid  them  of  Irene's  presence : 
Proceed,  and  give  a  loose  to  love  and  treason ! 

[Withdraws. 
Asp,  Yet  tell. 

Dem,  To  tell,  or  hear,  were  waste  of  life. 
Asp,  The  life,  which  only  tliis  design  support* 
cd. 
Were  now  well  lost,  in  hearing  how  you  failed. 
Dem,  Or  meanly  fraudulent,  or  madly  gay, 

4D 
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Ahdalla,  while  vre  waited  niear  the  palace. 
With  ill-timecl  inlith,  proposed  the  bowl  of  lofe. 
Just  as  it  reached  my  lips,  a  sudden  cry 
Ur^d  me  to  dasli  it  to  the  ground  antbudied, 
And  seize  my  sword  with  disencumbered  hand. 
A$p.  What  cry  ?  The  stratagem  ?  Did  then  Ab- 

dalla 

Derti.  At  once  a  thonsand  pas^ons  fired  his 
check : 
Then  ^i  is  past,  he  cried — and  darted  from  us : 
Kor  at  the  call  of  Cali  deigned  to  turn. 

Asp.   Why  did  you  stay,   deserted  and  be- 
trayed ? 
What  more  could  force  attempt,  or  art  cpntrive  ? 
Hem.  AmaTcmeut  seized  us,  and  the  hoary 
Bassa. 
Stood  torpid  in  suspence ;  but  soon  Abdalla 
Returned  with  force,  that  made  resistance  vain. 
And  bade  his  new  confederates  seize  the  traitors. 
Cali,  disarmed,  was  home  away  to  death; 
Myself  escaped,  or  favopred  or  neglected. 
Atp.  O  Greece !  renowned*  for  science  and  for 
wealth, 
Behold  thy  boasted  honours  snatched  away ! 
Van,  Though  disappointment  blast  our  g<nie- 
ral  scheme. 
Yet  much  remains  to  hope.    I  shall  not  call 
The  diiy  disastrous  tliat  secures  our  flight ; 
Nor  diink  that  efibrt  lost  which  rescues  thee. 

Enter  Abdalla. 

Ahd.  At  length  the  prize  is  mine. — ^The  haugh- 
ty maid. 
That  b^ars  die  fate  of  enipires  in  her  air, 
Henceforth  shall  live  for  me ;  for  me  alone 
Shall  plume  her  charms,  and,  with  attentive 

watch, 
Steal  from  Abdalla*s  eye  the  sign  to  smile  ! 
Dem.  Cease  this  wild  roar  of  savage  exulta- 
tion; 
Advance,  and  perish  in  the  frantic  boast ! 

Asp.  Forbear,  Demetrius,  'tis  Aspasia  caUs 
thee ; 
Thy  loye,  Aspasia,  calls ;  restrain  thy  sword ; 
Nor  rush  on  useless  wounds  with  idfe  courage. 
Dem.  What  nqw  remains? 
Asp.  It  now  remains  to  fly. 
Dan.  Shall,  then,  the  savage  live,  to  boast  his 
insult. 
Tell  how  Demetrius  shunned  his  «ngle  hand. 
And  stole  his  life  and  mistress  from  his  sabre  ? 

Jbd.  Infatuate  loiterer !  has  fate,  in  vain, 
l^iclasped  his irqn  ejipo  to  set  thpe  free? 
Siiil  «lost  thou  flutter  m  the  jaws  of  death. 
Snared  with  thy  fears,  and  mfkzcd  in  stupefftction? 
Dem.  Foi^ive,  my  fair;  'tis  life,  'tis  nature  calls. 
Now,  traitor,  feel  the  fear  that  chills  my  habd  ! 
Asp.  ^Tis  madness  to  provoke  supeHJuous  dan- 
ger. 
And  cowardice  to  dread  the  boast  of  folly. 
Abd.  Fly,  wretch,'  while  yet  my  pity  grants 
thee  flight; 


The  power  of  Turkey  waits  upon  »y  call 
Leave  but  this  maid,  resign  a  hopeless  dsm, 
And  drag  away  thy  life  in  soom  and  safety; 
Thy  life,  too  mean  a  prey  to  lure  Abdalla! 
Dem.  Once  more  I  dare  thy  swoid;  behoUtfae 
prize! 
Behold  f  quit  her  to  the  cfaanoe  of  battle! 

[Qmittimg  AspaM. 
Abd,  Well  mayst  thou  call  thy  noattr  totk 
combat. 
And  try  the  hazard,  that  hast  nought  to  stuke; 
Alike  my  death  or  thine  is  gain  to  thee ; 
But  soon  thou  shalt  repent :  another  moowot 
Shall  throw  the  attendmg  Janizaries  round  A»! 

[BrU,  kaUthfAMs. 
Irfne.  Abdalla  fails;  i|0w  fortone  slU  bnine. 

Haste,  Murza,  to  the  palace ;  let  the  saltan 

[To  one  of  ker  ti^oit. 

Dispatch  his  guards  to  stop  the  flying  tnitoR, 
Whde  I  protract  their  stay.    Be  swift  and  ftiib* 
ful  [EiUMMnt. 

Tliis  lucky  stratagem  shall  chann  the  sultaa, 
Secure  his  confidence,  and  fix  his  lore.     [Aaie. 

Dem.  Behold  a  boestei's  worth !  Kov  artd^ 
my  fair. 
The  happy  moment;  hasten  to  the  shore, 
Erc  he  return  with  thousands  at  his  side. 

Asp.  In  vain  I  listen  to  the  inviting  call 
Of  fre<sdom  and  of  love :  My  trembling  joints, 
lielaxed  with  fear,  refuse  to  hear  me  formid . 
Depart,  Demetrius,  lest  my  fate  involve  thee; 
Forsake  a  wretch  abandoned  to  despair. 
To  share  the  miseries  herself  has  caused. 

Dem.  let  us  not  struggle  with  the  Etensi 
Will, 
Nor  languish  o*er  irreparable  mina; 
Come,  haste,  and  Uve — Thy  innocence  and  troA 
Shall  bless  our  wanderingii^  and  propibite  tio^ 
ven. 

Irene.  Press  not  her  fli^t,  while  yet  her  fa* 
hie  ncr^'es 
Refiise  their  office,  and  uncertaiQ  life 
Still  labours  with  imaginary  woe. 
Here,  let  me  tend  her  with  dflioons  care, 
Watch  each  unquiet  flutter  of  the  breast, 
And  joy  to  feel  the  vital  wannlh  retorn. 
To  see  the  cloud  forsake  her  kindling  cfaec^ 
And  hail  the  rosv  d%wn  of  riaag  hewth. 

Asp.  Oh  I  ratner  scornful  of  flagOttoos  p^' 
ncss, 
Resolve  to  share  our  dangers  and  our  toils^ 
Companion  of  our  flight,  ilhutrious  eiile, 
Leave  slavery,  guilt,  and  infamy  behiod. 

Irene.  My  aoul  attends  thy  voice,  and  baai^ 
ed  virtue 
Strives  to  regain  her  empire  of  tbe  mind : 
Assist  her  e£>rts  with  thy  strong  prumiina ! 
Sure  'tis  the  happy  hour  ordaiiied  above^ 
When  vanquished  vice  shall  tyraiinae  no  moie. 

Dem*  Remeiqber,  peace  aod  anguish  are  be* 
fore  thee. 
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And  honour  aad  reproach,  and  heaven  and  helL 
Aip,  Cooteot  with  freedom,  and  precarious 


i^esii.  Now  make  thy  choice,  wlule  yet  the 
power  of  choke 
find  hairen  afibnis  thee,  and  inviting  mercy 
Holdi  oat  her  hand  to  lead  thee  back  to  truth. 

Itcim;  Stay — ^in  this  dubions  twilight  of  con- 
viction, 
The  fleams  of  reason,  and  the  clouds  of  pasaon, 
Inadnie  and  obscure  my  breast  by  turns : 
Stsv  but  a  moment,  and  prevailing  truth 
Will  fpread  resistless  light  upon  my  soul. 

Dem.  But  since  none  knows  the  danger  of  a 

And  Heaven  forbids  to  lavish  life  away, 
Let  kind  compulsion  terminate  the  contest 

[Seizing  her  hand. 
Ye  christian  captives,  follow  me  to  freedom ! 
A  oUey  waits  us,  and  the  winds  invite* 

Irene*  Whence  b  this  violence  } 

Dem.  Yoor  calmer  thought 
Will  teach  a  gentler  term. 

Iftne.  Forbear  this  rudeness, 
And  learn  the  reverence  due  to  Turke/s  queen. 
FljT,  slaves^  and  call  the  sultan  to  my  rescue ! 

Dem.  Farewell,  unhappy  maid !  may  every  joy 
fie  tUnc^  that  wealth  can  give,  or  guut  recenre. 

Aip*  And    when,   contemptuous  of  imperial 

Disease  shall  chase  the  phantoms  of  ambition, 
May  penitence  attend  thy  mournful  bed. 
And  wing  thy  latest  prayer  to  pitying  Heaven. 
[Kseunt  Demetrius^  Aipaiia^  with  part  of 
the  aitendanii* 

Ireke  matk$    at  a   distance  from  her  atten- 
danti.    After  a  patue — 

Against  die  head  which  Innocence  secures, 

IiuidioMS  malice  aims  her  darts  in  vain, 

Tanied  backward^  by  the  powexTul  breath  of 

Heaven. 
Perhus  even  now,  the  lovers,  unpursued. 
Bound  oer  die  sparkling  waves^  Go,  happy  bark, 
Thy  sacred  freight  shall  still  the  raging  main. 
To  guide  diy  paange  shall  the  aerial  spirits 
fill  all  the  starry  lamps  widi  double  blaze ; 
The  applauding  sky  shall  pour  fordi  all  its  beams 
To  grace  the  triumph  of  victorious  virtue  : 
Wliile  ly  not  yet  familiar  to  my  crimes^ 
Recoil  from  thought,  and  shudder  at  myself^ 
How  am  I  changed !  How  lately  did  Irene 
FU  from  the  busy  pleasures  of  her  sex, 
Well  pleased  to  search  the  treasures  of  remem- 
brance. 
And  live  her  guilUess  moments  o'er  anew  I 
Come^  let  us  seek  new  pleasures  in  the  palace^ 

{To  her  attendants^  going  off. 
Till  loft  fatigue  invite  us  to  repose. 

^nter  Mdstapha,  meeting  and  stopping  her. 
ilvf.  Fair  falsehood,  stay! 


ireae.  What  dream  of  sudden  power 
Has  taught  my  slave  the  language  of  comniaiid  t 
Henceforth  be  wise,  uur  hope  a  second  pardon. 
Mus.  Who  calls  for  pardon  from  a  wretch 

condemned  ? 
Irene*  Thy  look,  thy  s|^eech,  thy  action,  all  b 
wildness-^ 
Who  charges  guilt  on  the  f 
MuSi  Who  charges  euilt? 
Ask  of  thy  heart?  attend  the  voice  of  conscience— 
Who  diarges  guilt  ?  lay  by  this  proud  resentment^ 
That  fires  thy  cheek,  and  elevates  thy  mien, 
Nor  thus  usurp  the  dignity  of  virtue. 
Review  this  day. 

Irene.  Whatever  thy  accusation, 
The  sultan  is  my  judge. 

Mas,  That  ho^  is  past ; 
Hard  was  the  stnfe  ofjustice  and  of  love, 
But  now  'tis  o'er^  and  justice  has  prevailed. 
Itnow'st  thou  not  Cali  ?  kno^V  tnou  not  Deine^ 
trius? 
Irene.  Bold  slave,  I  know  them  both — I  know 

them  traitors. 
Mus.  Perfidious  !-^yes — too  well  diou  know'at 

them  traitors. 
Irene.  Their  treason  throws  no  itaih  upon 
Irene* 
This  day  has  proved  my  fondness  for  die  sultan) 
He  knew  Irene's  truth. 

Aliis.  The  sultan  knows  it ; 
He  knows  how  near  apostacy  to  treasdn— 
But  'tis  not  mine  to  judge^I  scorn  and  leave 

thee. 
I  go,  lest  vengeance  urge  my  bond  to  blood. 
To  blood,  too  iUcvm  to  stain  a  soldier's  sabre. 

rEriY  Mustaphot 

Irene.  Go,  blustrihg  slave. — He  has  not  heard 

of  Murza.  [Irene  to  her  attendants. 

TTiat  dexterous  message  frees  me  from  suspicion. 

Enter  Hassan,  Caraca,  with  mutes,  who  throw 
the  black  robe  upon  Irene,  and  sign  tdherat-^ 
tendanti  to  withdraw. 

Hat.  Forgive,  fair  exoelfence,  the  nnwilling 
tongue, 
The  tongue,  that,  forced  by  strong  necessity. 
Bids  beauty,  s<icfa.as  thine,  prepare  to  die! 
Irene.  What  wud  mistake  is  this  ?  Take  hence^ 
with  speed. 
Your  robe  of  moumin|;,  and  your  dogs  of  death. 
Quick  from  my  sight,  you  inauspicious  monsters! 
Nor  dare  henceforth  to  shock  Irene's  walks ! 
Has.  Alas!  they  come,  commanded  by  the 
sultan, 
The  unpityii^  ministers  of  Turkish  jusdce, 
Nor  dare  to  spare  the  life  his  frown  condemns. 
trene.  Are  these  the  rapid  diundcrbolts  of' 
war, 
That  pour  with  sudden  violence  on  kingdoms, 
And  spread  their  flames  resistless  o'er  the  worlds 
What  sleepy  charms  benumb  dicsc  active  heroes. 
Depress  their  spirits,  and  retard  their  bpeed 
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fieyond  the  fear  of  lingering  punishment? 
Aspasia,  now  within  her  lovers  armsy 
Securely  sleeps,  and,  in  delightfal  dreams, 
Smiles  at  the  threatenings  of  defeated  rage. 
Car,  W^  come,  bright  virgin,  though  relenting 
nature 
Shrinks  at  the  hated  task,  for  thy  destruction ; 
Wlien,  summoned  by  the  sultan's  clamoroii^  fury, 
We  asked,  with  timorous  tongue,  the  offenders 


name. 


He  struck  his  tortnrcd  breast,  and  roared,  *  Irene :' 
We  started  at  the  sound ;  again  enquired ; 
Again  his  thundering  voice  returned, '  Irene !' 

Irtnt.  Whence  is  this  rage  ?  what  barbarons 
tongue  has  wronged  me  ? 
What  fraud  misleads  him,  or  what  crimes  incense  ? 

Hai,  Expiring  Cali  named  Irene's  chamber 
The  place  appomted  for  his  master's  death. 

Irene.  Irene's  chamber !   From  my  faithful 
bosom 
^ar  be  the  thought ! — But  hear  my  protestation. 

Car,  Tis  ours,  alas !  to  punish,  not  to  judge ; 
Not  Called  to  try  the  cause,  we  heard  the  sen- 
tence. 
Ordained  the  mournful  messengers  of  death. 

Irene.  Some  111  designing  statesman's  base  in- 
trigue ! 
Some  cruel  stratagem  of  Jealous  beauty  ! 
Perhap!$  yourselves  the  villains  that  defame  me. 
Now  ha^te  to  murder,  ere  returning  thought 
Recall  the  extorted  doom. — It  must  be  so ; 
Confess  your  crime,  or  lead  me  to  the  sultan. 
Ttiere,  dauntless  truth  Ihiill  blast  the  vile  accuser; 
Then  shall  you  feel  what  language  cannot  utter, 
Each  piercing  torture,  eVery  change  of  pain, 
That  vengeance  can  invent,  or  power  inflict. 

Enter  Addalla,  he  stops  short  and  listens. 

Aid,  [Ajsidti]  All  is  not  lost,  Abdalla ;  see  the 
queen. 
See  the  last  witness  of  thy  guilt  and  ftrar, 
Enrobed  in  death — Dispatch  her,  and  be  great 

Car.  Unhappy  fair!  Compassion  calls  upon  me 
To  check  this  torrent  of  imperious  rage. 
While  unavailing  anger  crowds  thy  tongue 
With  idle  threats  and  fruitless  exclamation^ 
The  fraudful  moments  ply  their  silent  wings, 
And  steal  thy  life  away.    Death's  horrid  angel 
Already  shakes  his  bloody  sabre  o'er  thee, 
l^hc  raging  sultan  burns  till  our  return. 
Curses  the  dull  delays  of  lingering  mercy. 
And  thinks  his  fatal  mandates  ill  obeyed. 
Abd,  Is  then  your  sovereign's  life  so  cheaply 
rated. 
That  thus  you  parley  with  detected  treason  ? 
Should  she  prevail  to  gain  the  sultan's  presence, 
Soon  might  her  tears  engage  a  lover's  credit; 
Perhaps  her  malice  might  transfer  the  charge ; 
Perhaps  her  poisonous  tongue  might  blast  Ab- 
dalla. 
Irene.  O  let  me  but  be  heard,  nor  fear  from 


Or  fliglits  of  power,  or  projects  of  aii)lMtio&! 
My  hopes,  mv  wishes,  terminate  in  life, 
A  little  life  for  grief,  and  for  repentance. 
Ahd.  I  marked  her  wily  messenger  afcMV 
And  saw  him  skulking  in  the  closest  walks : 
I  guessed  her  dark  designs,  ahd  warned  the  sul- 
tan. 
And  bring  her  former  senteoee  new  cooflffned. 
Has.  Then  call  it  not  our  cruelty,  nor  crime; 
Deem  us  not  deaf  to  woe,  nor  blind  to  beauly, 
That,  thus  constrained,  we  >Pfed  tbe  ttroke  of 
death.  \Betktms  the  nmtts. 

Irene.  O  name  not  death!   DistractioD  aod 
annulment, 
Horror  and  agony,  are  in  that  Sound ! 
Let  me  but  live,  neap  woes  on  woes  tipon  me; 
Hide  me  with  murderers  in  the  dongeon's  gloon; 
Send  me  to  wander  on  some  pathless  shore; 
Let  shame  and  hooUng  infamy  pursue  me ; 
Let  slavery  harass,  and  let  hunger  gripe  I 
Car.  Could  we  reverse  the  sentence  of  tbe 
sultan. 
Our  bleeding  bosoms  plead  Irene's  cause. 
But  cries  and  tears  are  vain ;  prepare,  with  pa- 
tience, 
To  meet  that  fate  we  can  delay  no  longer. 

[TAe  muteSy  at  the  sign^  lay  hold  &fker. 
Abd.  Dispatch,  ye  lingering  slaves!  or  noobkr 
hands, 
Quick  at  my  call,  shall  execute  yoor  dwiige ; 
Dispatch,  and  learn  a  fitter  time  for  phy^ 
Irene.  Grant  me  one  hour,  O  grant  me  bvt  a 
moment. 
And  bounteous  Heaven  repay  the  migbty  merry 
With  peaceful  death,  and  happiness  eternal ! 

Car.  The  prayer  I  cannot  grants 1  dare  not 

hear. 
Short  be  thy  pains.       [Signs  again  to  the  an/ex. 

Irene.  Unutterable  anguish ! 
Guilt  and  despair!  pale  spectres  grin  aroand 

me. 
And  stun  me  with  the  yellings  of  damnation ! 
O,  hear  my  prayers !  accept,  all-pitying  Heavem 
These  tear&  these  pangs,  thesfe  last  remains  oi 

life, 
Nor  let  the  crimes  of  this  detested  dar 
Be  charged  upon  my  soul.    O,  mercy  !  mercy ! 

[Jlfiiler^/orre  k^r  'mt, 
Ahd.  [Aside!]  Safe  m  her  death,  and  in  Deme- 
trius' flight, 
Abdalla,  bid  thy  troubled  breast  be  calm ; 
Now  shalt  thou  shine  the  darling  of  tbe  suttaa* 
The  plot  all  Cali's,  the  detection  tliine. 

Has.  [To  Carazn^  Does  not  thy  bosom,  Ibr  I 
know  thee  tender, 
A  stranger  to  the  oppressor's  savage  joy. 
Melt  at  Irene's  fat^  and  share  her  woes? 

Car.  Her  piercing  cries  yet  fill  tbe  loaded  air, 
Dwell  on  my  ear,  and  sadden  all  my  sonl ; 
But  let  us  try  to  clear  our  clouded  brows» 
And  tell  the  horrid  tale  with  cheerful  face ; 
The  stoimy  sultan  rages  at  our  stay. 
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Abd.  Fmne  joor  report  with  circumspeetive 
■rt, 
lotfame  her  ciimes,  exalt  y^r  own  obedience^ 
But  let  BO  thoughtless  hint  inn^e  Abdaila. 

Car.  What  need  of  cautiDn  to  report  the  fate 
Of  her  the  suJtan's  voice  oondemnea  to  die  ? 
Or  why  should  he,  wfaoie  violence  of  dotj 
Has  ifenred  his  prinoe  so  well|  demand  chnr  ai- 
lence? 
Abd,  Perhaps  mj  xea],  too  ficnse^  betrayed  my 
prudenoe ; 
Perhaps  my  warm  A  exceeded  my  commiflsion ; 
Perhaps  I  wili  aot  sloop  to  plead  my  cause ; 
Or  ai^e  with  the  slare  that  saved  Demetrius.     < 
Car.  From  his  escape  learn  thou  the  power  of 
virtue, 
Nor  hope  his  fortune  while  thou  want^st  his 
worth. 
Iha.  The  sultan  conies^  «8tiU  gloomy,  still  en- 
raged. 

Enter  Mahomet  and  Mustapha. 

Mak  Where's  this  fair  traitress?  Where's  this 
smiling  mischief, 
UViora  neither  vows  could  fix,  nor  favours  bind  ? 
Hat.  Thine  orders^  mighty  sultan!  are  per- 
formed^ 
And  ail  Irene  now  is  breathless  clay ! 
Mak  Your  hasty  seal  defrauds  the  claim  of 
justice, 
And  disippotntcHl  vengeance  bums  in  vain ; 
I  came  to  heighten  tortures  by  reproach, 
And  add  new  terrors  to  the  face  of  death. 
^Va%  this  the  maid  whose  love  I  bought  with  em- 
pire! 
True,  ^he  was  fair;  the  sraile  of  innocence 
Pbved  on  her  cheek-— So  shone  the  first  apos- 
tate— 
Ireiie*s  chamber !  Did  not  roaring  Culi, 
•W  as  the  rack  forced  out  his  strug;;ling  soul, 
.Varoe,  for  the  scene  of  death,  Irene's  chamber  ? 
Mus.  His  breath,  prolonged  but  to  detect  her 
treason^ 
Then,  in  short  sighs,  forsook  his  broken  frame. 
Miih.  Decreed  to  pcri&h  in  Irene's  chamber  ! 
There  liad  slie  lulled  me  with  endearing  fulse- 

hoodsy 
<1a«prd  in  lier  arms,  or  slumbering  on  her  breast, 
And  bared  my  bosom  to  the  ruffian's  dagger. 

Enter  Murza. 

Mar.  Forf^ive,  great  sultan !  that,  by  fate  pre- 
vcntc*d, 
I  hrii»2  a  tardy  message  from  Irene. 

Muh,  Swue  artful  wile  of  couuterfeired  love  ! 
^'utc  ^fc  decoy  to  lure  me  to  destruction  I 
AimI  tlMtu,  the  cursed  accomplice  of  her  treason, 
Diilar*.'  thv  mes^nge,  and  expect  thy  doom. 

Mur.    'tlie  queen   requested,  that  a  chosen 
troop 
Mi^ht  intpfcept  the  traitor  Greek,  Demetrius, 
TiM  n  Ungeriug  with  his  captive  mistress  here. 


Mill.  The  Greek,  Dcuwlrios,  wbom  the  ex- 
piring Bassa 
Declared  the  chief  associate  of  his  guilt  t 
Mak.  A  chosen  troop— to  interoept-^Deme- 


The  queen  requested — ^Wretch,'  repeat  the  mes- 


And  if  one  varied  accent  prove  thy  Adftehood, 
Or  but  one  moment^s  pans^  betray  oodfusMiii, 
Those  trembling  limbs^Speak  out,  then  shiver- 

ing  traitor ! 
Jlfar.  The  qoeen  reqvested— * 
Mmk  Who?  Che  dead  Ii«ne? 
Was  she  then  guiltless !    Has  my*  thoughtless 

rage 
Destroyed  the  fairest  workmanship  of'  heaven ! 
Doomed  her  to  death,  uapitied  and  unheard. 
Amidst  her  kind  solicitudes  for  me ! 
Ye  slaves  of  cruelty,  ye  tools  of  rage, 

[To  Siu.  and  Car. 
Ye  blind  officious  ministers  of^foUy, 
Could  not  her  charms  repress  yoor  zeal  for 

murder? 
Could  not  her  prayers,  her  innocence,  her  tears. 
Suspend  the  dreadful  sentence  for  an  hour? 
One  hour  had  freed  me  from  the  fatal  error ; 
One  hour  had  saved  me  from  despair  and  mad* 


Car.  Your  fierce  impatience  forced  us  from 
your  presence. 

Urged  us  to  speed,  and  bade  us  banish  pity. 

Nor  trust  our  passions  with  her  fktel  charms. 
Mah.  What  hadst  thou  lost  by  slighting  those 
commands  ? 

Thy  life  perhaps — Were  but  Irene  spared. 

Well  if  a  tliousand  lives  like  thine  had  pe- 
rished ; 

Such  beauty,  sweetness,    love,    were    cheaply 
bought. 

With  half  the  grovelling  slaves  that  load  the 
globe. 
Mus.  Great  is  thy  woe  !  but  think,  illustrious 
sultan. 

Such  ills  are  sent  for  souls  like  thine  to  conquer. 

Shake  olT  tliis  weight  of  unavailing  mef; 

Rush  to  the  war,  display  thy  dreadful  banners, 

And  lead  tliy  troops  victorious  round  the  world. 
Mak  Robbed  of  the  maid,  with  whom  I  wish- 
ed to  triumph. 

No  more  I  bum  for  fame  or  for  dominion ; 

Success  and  conquest  now  are  empty  sounds, 

Remorse  and  anguish  seize  on  all  my  breast ; 

Those  groves,   whose  shades  embowered  the 
dear  Irene, 

Heard  her  last  cries,  and  fanned  her  dying  beau- 
ties. 

Shall  hide  me  from  the  tasteless  world  for  ever. 

S Mahomet  goes  back  and  retumt. 
le  sceptre  of  dominion. 
Let  one  just  act  conclude  the  luiteful  day. 
Hew  down,  ye  guards,  those  vassals  of  distrac- 
tion,       [Poinff  n^  to  Ha$an  and  Carasuu 
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Those  hounds  of  blood,  that  catch  die  hint  to  I 
IdU;  I 

Bear  ofi^  with  eager  haste,  the  unfinished  sen- 
tence. 
And  speed  die  stroke  lest  mercy  should  o'er- 
take  them. 
Ccar.  Then  hear,  great  Mahomet,  the  voice 

of  truth! 
Mah,  Hear?  shall  I  hear  thee!  didst  thou 

hear  Irene? 
Car,  Hear  but  a  moment ! 
MaK  Hadst  thou  heard  a  moment, 
Thou  mightst  have  lived,  for  thou  hadst  spared 
Irene.  < 

Cor.  I  heard  her,  pitied  her,  and  wished  to 

save  her, 
Jdah,  And  wished — ^Be  still  thy  fate  to  wisti 

in  vain. 
Car,  I  heard,  and  softened,  till  Abdalla  brought 
Her  final  doom,  and  hurried  her  destruction. 
Mah,  Abdalla  brought  her  doom !    Abdalla 
brought  it ! 
The  wretch,  whose  guilt,  declared  by  tortured 

Cali, 
My  rage  and  grief  had  hid  from  my  remembrance ! 
Abdalla  brousht  her  doom ! 
Hai,  Abdula  brought  it, 
Wliile  she  yet  begged  to  plead  her  cause  before 
thee. 
Mah,  O  seize  me,  madness !  Did  she  coll  on 
roe? 
I  feel,  I  see  the  ruffian's  barbarous  nge« 


He  seiied  her  meldng  in  the  fond  appeal. 
And  stopped  the  h«ivenly  voice  that  called  on 

me. 
My  spirits  fail,  awhfle  snmHNt  me, 
Be  just,  ye  slaves,  and  to  lie  just,  be  cruel. 
Contrive  new  racks,  imfailter  every  pao^ 
Inflict  whatever  treason  can  deserve. 
Which  murdered  innocence  that  called  on  me. 

{Emt  Makomeiy  AhdaiU,h(. 
Must.  [To  Muna,]  What  ph^ncs^  what  utt- 
tures  are  in  store  for  thee. 
Thou  sluggish  idler,  dilatory  slave  ! 
Behold  the  model  of  consummate  beauty, 
Tom  from  the  mourning  earth  by  thy  neglect 
Mur,  Such  was  the  will  of  Heav«i — ^A  bud 
of  Greeks, 
That  marked  my  course,  suspkaous  of  my  pu^ 

pose. 
Rushed  out  and  seised  me,  dioughtless  and  qb- 

armed, 
Breathless,  amazed,  and  on  the  guarded  beadi 
Detained  me,  dO  Demetrius  set  me  free. 
Mus,  So  sure  the  fall  of 


ca 


cnmes; 
So  fixed  the  jnsdce  of  all-oiinacioos  Heaien. 
When  haughty  guilt  exvAta  widi  impious  joy, 
Mistake  shall  bhst,'  or  accident  destroy ; 
Weak  man,  with  erring  rage,  may  duow  ^ 

dart, 
But  Heavan  shall  guide  it  to  the  frnilty  heart 
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ACT    L 


SCENE  L-^A  room  m  Hobatiub^s  koutf, 

A  Soldier  erottet  the  itage^  Hob^uti a  foUawing. 

Horatio.  Stat,  soldier.    As  yon  parted  from 
mj  father, 
Somediiog  I  overheard,  of  near  poocem, 
fiot  all  imperfeoly.    Said  joa  not  Alba 
Wai  on  the  brink  of  fate,  vm)  Ropne  jdetennioed, 
This  daj,  to  crush  her  haugh^  rival's  power, 
Or  perish  in  the  attempt  f 

Sold.  Twma  po  resolved 
This  morning  ladj,  ere  I  left  the  camp. 
Oar  heroes  are  tired  opt  yrixh  lingiBring  w^. 
And  half-anmeaniog  fight 

Horatio.  Ahtt!  Ihoped 
Tlie  kind  rfmonCf  which  touched  the  kindred 


And  made  their  swords  ^1  li^tly  op  the  breasts 
Of  foes  diej  oonld  not  hate,  nuj^ht  have  produced 
A  miUer  roolotion.    Then  this  dav 
la  fixed  for  death  or  conquest?   [#e  bomL]  To 

me  death, 
^^^hoever  comroery !  lAtideJ]  I  detain  jou,  nr. 

CoomendWui  my  hiothe^;  say,  I  Wish 

Bat  wherefof«  fbould  I  wish?    Tii^  godtwiU 

crown 


Tlieir  virtues  with  the  just  success  they  merit— 
Yet  let  me  ask  yoii,  sir-j..  ■ 

Sold.  My  duty,  lady, 
Commands  me  hence.    Ere  this  they  have  en- 
gaged; 
And  oonqoest^s  self  would  lose  its  channs  to  me^ 
Shopld  I  not  share  the  danger. 

Am  the  Soldier  goes  out,  Valebia  enterty  who 
looktjint  on  him,  and  then  on  Hobatia. 

Valeria.  My  dear  Horatia,  wherefore  wilt  thou 

court 
The  mepJis  to  be  unhappy  ?  Still  enquiring 
Still  more  to  be  undone.    I  heard  it  too ; 
And  flew  to  find  thee,  ere  the  fatal  news 
Had  hurt  thy  quiet,  that  thou  mightet  have 

learnt  it 
From  a  friend's  tongue,  and  dressed  in  gentler 

terms. 
Horatio.  Oh,  I  am  lost,  Valeria !  lost  to  virtue! 
Even  while  my  country's  fate,  the  fate  of  Romc^ 
Haag^  on  the  conqueror^s  sword,  this  breast  can 

feel 
A  sofVer  passion,  and  divide  its  cares ! 
Alba  to  me  u  Rome.    Wouldst  thou  believe  it  I 
I  would  ^te  tent,  by  him  thou  saVst  departing 
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Kind  wibhes  to  my  brothers ;  but  niy  tongue 
Denied  its  office,  and  this  rebel  heart 
Even  dreaded  their  success.    Oh,  Curiatius ! 
Why  art  thou  there,  or  why  an  enemy  ? 

Valeria,  Forbear  this  self  reproach ;  he  is  thy 

husband, 
And  who  can  blame  thy  fears  ?  If  Airluiie  mdse 

him 
Awhile  thy  country's  foe,  she  cannot  cancel 
Vows  registered  above.    What  thoueh  the  priest 
Had  not  confirmed  it  at  the  sacred  altar ; 
Yet  were  your  hearts  united,  and  that  union 
Approved  by  each  consenting  parent's  choice. 
Your  brothers  loved  him  as  a  friend,  a  brother : 
And  all  the  ties  of  kindred  pleaded  for  him. 
And  still  must  plead,  whatever  our  heroes  teach 

us. 
Of  patriot-strength.    Our  country  may  demand 
We  should  be  wretched,  and  we  must  obey ; 
But  never  can  require  us  not  to  feel. 
That  we  are  miserable :  nature  there 
Will  give  the  lie  to  virtue. 
Horatio.  True ;  yet  sure 
A  Roman  virgin  ahmdd  be  -ware  than  woiBam 
Are  we  not  early  tMipM  t9  wpck  at  pain. 
And  look  on  danger  with  undaunted  eyes  ? 
But  what  are  da^||e^s  ?  what  »the  ghasdicst  form 
Of  death  itself  ?— -Oh,  were  I  only  bid. 
To  rush  into  the  Tiber's  foaming  wave, 
Swoln  with  uncommon  floods,  or  from  the  height 
Of  yon  Tarpeian  rock,  whose  giddy  steep 
Has  turned  me  pale  with  horror  at  the  sight, 
Fd  think  the  tasK  were  nothing ! — but  to  bear 
These  strange  vicissitudes  of  torturing  pain. 
To  fear,  to  doubt,  and  to  despair  as  I  do ! 

Valeria.  And  why  despair  ?  Have  we  so  idly 

learned 
The  noblest  lessons  fiK  our  infant  days, 
Our  trust  above?  Docs  tliere  not  still  remain 
The  wretch's  last  retreat— the  j;f)ds,  Horotia  }     * 
*T'\%  from  their  awful  wills  our  evil;*  spring. 
And  at  their  altars  may  we  find  relicr. 
Say,  shall  we  thitheri^-liook  not  thus  dejected, ' 
But  answer  me.    A  confidence  in  thcin, 
E'en  in  this  msb  uf  our  fate,  will  calm 
Thy  troubled  scjul,  and  fill  tliy  breast  witli  hope. 
'  boratia.  Talk  not  of  hope ;   the  wreech  on 

yonder  plain. 
Who  >hears  the  victor's'  threats,  and  sees  his 

sword 
Impending  o'er  him,  feels  no  surer  fate, 
Tliough  less  ilelaycd  ^an  mine !  What  should  t 

hope? 
Thnt  Alba  conquer?— ^Carsed  be  every  thon0it 
Wliich  looks  tliat  way  !   The  shncks  of  captive 

matrons 
8ound  in  my  cars  ! 

Valeria.  Forbear,  forbear,  Horatia ; 
Nor  fright  me  with  the  thought.     Rome  cannot 

fall. 
Think  on  the  glorious  battles  ^hc  has  fouf^ht ;     - 
Has  she  once  failed,  though  oft  exposed  to  danger^ 


And  has  not  her  immortal  founder  Drooiised, 
That  she  should  rise  the  mistress  of  the  worl4 ' 
Horatia.  And  if  Rome  conquers,  then  Hor^iA 

dies! 
Valeria.  Why  wilt  thou  form  Tain  imager  of 

horror,    - 
Industrious  to  be  wretched  ?  Is  it,  thea. 
Become  impossible  that  Rome  should  triumph. 
And  Curiatius  live  ?  He  must,  he  shall ; 
Protecting  gods  shall  spread  their  shielfk  aroaL-i 

him. 
And  love  shall  combat  in  Horatia's  cause. 

Hipm^  Think'st  tliou  m>  meanly  of  hixa  r — N  v 

Valeria, 
His  soul's  too  great  to  g^ve  me  such  a  trial ; 
Or  could  it  ever  come,  I  think,  myself. 
Thus  lost  in  love,  thus  abject  as  I  am, 
I  should  despise  the  slave  who  dared  sun-i^  e 
His  country's  ruin.    Ye  immortal  powers ! 
I  love  his  fame  too  well,  his  spotless  boDour,, 
At  least  I  hope  I  do,  to  wish  nim  mine 
On  any  terms  which  he  must  blush  to  own. 
Hot.  [Without.]  What  ho!  \lndicius ! 
Horatta.  Wliatip«iiw  that  shout? — Might  ue 

not  ask,  V^Jeoa? 
Didst  thou  not  wish  me  to  the  tenuile  } — Osne, 
I  will  attend  thee  thither :  the  kinci  gguds 
Perliaps  may  ease  this  throbbii^  heart,aiid  sprmd 
At  leaist  a  temporary  calm  within. 

Valeria.  Alas,  Horada,  'tis  not  to  die  temple 
That  thou  wouldst  fly ;  the  shout  alone  aianu^ 

thee. 
But  do  not  thus  anticipate  thy  fate  ; 
Why  shouldst  thou  learn  each  chance  ot  wtunr'mz 

war, 
WMiich  takes  a  thousand  turns,  and  shifts  the  sce:i<^ 
From  bad  to  good,  as  fortune  aniles  or  /ronriL^  r 
Stay  but  an  hour  ^^erhnpsy  aud  thou  shalt  know 
The  whole  at  once. — 111  send — 111  fly  mT*!«'h" 
To  ease  thy  doujC)tSy  and  bring  ihee  news  ot'  ti<y. 
Horatia.  Again,  and  nearer  loo— t  musx  at- 
tend tliee. 
Valeria.  Hark!  'tis  thy  father's  voioe;  bec(io»5 

to  cheer  chee. 

Enter  Horatius  aud  Valerits. 

Horatiut.  [Entering.]  News  from  the  camip. 
roy-duld ! 
Savo  Tou,  sweet  maid  I  [Seeiwff  Vuhna. 

Your  brother  brings  the  tidiagi^  for,  sdaa  ! 
I  am  no  warrior  now  ;  my  useless  sige. 
Far  from  the  pathsof  honout^lMters liere 
In  siug^ibh  inactivity  at  home. 

Yet  I  remember 

Horatia.  Youll  forgive  us,  sir. 
If  with  impatience  %Me  expeot  tlw  tiAnfrs. 
Hifratiuit.  I  hid  fotgot;  the  thoughts  of  wi^t 
I  was 
Engrossed  my  whole  attention.— Pmy,  younc  :^ 

dier, 
Helate  it  for  me ;  you  beheld  the  scene^ 
And  can  report  it  justly. 
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VaL  Gentle  ladj, 
Hie  scene  was  piteous,  though  its  end  be  peace. 
Horatio,  Peace  ?  O,  my  fiuttenug  heart !  by 

what  kind  means } 
VaL  Twerc  tedious,  lady,  and  unnecessary. 
To  paint  the  disposition  of  the  field  ; 
Suffice  it,  we  were  armed,  and  front  to  front 
The  adverse  legions  heard  tlie  trumpet's  sound : 
But  vain  was  the  alarm,  for  motionless, 
And  wrapt  in  thought,  they  stood ;  the  kindred 

ranks 
Ilftd  caught  each  others  eyes,  nor  dared  to  lift 
The  faulteriog  spear  against  the  breast  they  loved. 
Aeam  the  alarm  was  given,  and  now  tliey  seemed 
Prtparing  to  engage,  when  once  again 
They  hung  their  drooping  heads,  and   inward 

moamed; 
Tlion  nearer  drew,  and  at  the  third  alarm, 
Cavtini;  their  swords  and  useless  shields  a»de, 
Ku&hed  to  each  other's  arms. 

Hor.  Twas  so,  just  so, 
(Thoueh  I  was  tlien  a  child,  yet  I  have  heard 
My  mother,  weeping,  oft  relate  the  story) 
^(t  pity  touchea  the  breasts  of  mighty  chiefs, 
itomans  and  Sabines,  when  the  matrons  rushed 
Between  their  meeting  armies,  and  opposed 
Their  helpless  infants,  and  their  heaving  breasts. 
To  their  advancing  swords,  and  bade  them  there 

Sheath  all  their  vengeance. But  I  interrupt 

you — 
pMceed,  Valerius,  they  would  hear  the  event. 
*— Aud  yet,  iQethinks,  the  Albans — pray  go  on. 

Ta/.  Our  king  llostilius,  from  a  rising  mound, 
Bthtld  the  tender  interview,  and  joined 
liis  friendly  tears  with  theirs ;  then  swift  advai>- 

ced, 
Kven  to  the  thickest  press,  and  cried,  *My  friends, 

*  If  thus  we  love,  why  are  we  enemies? 

*  ^hnJI  stem  ambition,  rivalship  of  power, 

*  Sibdue  the  soft  humanity  within  usP 

\re  we  not  joined  by  every  tie  of  kindred  ? 

*  And  can  we  find  no  method  to  compose 

*  These  jars  of  honour,  these  nice  principles 
'  (^f  virtue,  which  infest  the  noblest  minds?' 

Hor,  There  spoke  his  country's  father!  this 
transcends 
The  flight  of  earth-born  kings,  whose  low  ambi- 
tion 
Bnr  tends  to  lay  the  face  of  nature  waste, 
Arvi  blast  creation  ! — How  was  it  received? 

VaL  As  he  himself  could  wish,  with  eager 
transport. 
In  short,  the  Roman  and  the  Alban  chiefs 
Id  council  have  determined,  that  since  glory 
Most  have  her  victims,  and  each  rival  state^ 
Afpiiin^  to  dominion,  scorns  to  yield, 
^[rom  citlier  army  shall  be  chose  three  champions. 
To  fttht  the  caase  alooe,  and  whate'er  state 
^^1  prove  soperior,  there  acknowledged  power 
^11  fix  the  imperial  seat,  and  both  unite 
Beneath  one  common  head. 

Horatio,  Kind  Heaven,  I  thank  thee ! 

\0L,  I. 


Blessed  be  the  frieddly  grief  that  toudied  their 

souls ! 
Blessed  be  Hostilius  for  the  generous  counsel ! 
Blessed  be  the  meeting  chiefs !  and  blessed  the 

tongue. 
Which  brings  the  gentle  tidings ! 

Valeria,  Now,  Horatia, 
Your  idle  fears  are  o'er. 

Horatia,  Yet  one  remains. 
Who  are  the  cham|Mons?  Are  they  yet  elected? 
Has  Rome 

Vol,  The  Roman  chiefs  now  meet  in  council. 
And  ask  tlie  presence  of  the  sage  Iloratius. 

Ifor.  [4/^^'*  having  seemed  some  time  in  thoughts 
But  still,  methinks,  1  like  not  this,  to  trust 
The  Roman  cause  to  such  a  slender  hazard— 
Three  combatants  ! — 'tis  dangerous^— 
Horatia,  [In  a  fright.]  My  father ! 
Hor.  I  might,  perhaps,  prevent  it 
Horatia.  Do  not,  sir. 
Oppose  the  kind  decree ! 

Fa/.  Rest  satisfied. 
Sweet  lady  !  'tis  so  solemnly  agreed  to. 
Not  even  Horatius's  advice  can  shake  it 

Hor.  And  yet  'twere  well  to  end  these  civil 
broils: 
The  neighbouring  states  might  take  advantage  of 

mem. 
— Would  I  were  young  again !  How  glorioos 
Were  death  in  such  a  cause  l^-And  yet,  who 

knows — 
Some  of  my  boys  may  be  selected  for  it— 
Perhaps  may  conquer— -—Grant  me  that,  kind 

gods, 
And  close  my  eyes  in  transport !— Come^  Vale- 
rius, 
111  but  dispatch  some  necessary  orders. 
And  strait  attend  thee. — Daughter,  if  thou  Invest 
Thy  brothers,  let  thy  prayers  be  poured  to  Hear 

ven. 
That  one  at  least  may  share  the  glorious  task. 

[ExH. 
Vol,  Rome  cannot  trust  her  canse  to  worthier 
hands. 
They  bade  me  greet  you,  lady.         [To  Horatia, 
Well,  Valeria, 

I'his  is  your  home,  I  find:  jour  lovely  friend. 
And  you,  I  doubt  not,  have  mdulged  strange  fears, 
And  run  o'er  all  the  horrid  scenes  of  war  ? 
Valeria.  Thougli  we  are  women,  brother,  we 
are  Romans, 
Not  to  be  scared  with  shadows,  though  not  proof 
'Gainst  all  alarms,  when  real  danger  threatens. 
Horatia.  [With  tome  hetitatian,]  My  brothers^ 
gentle  sir,  you  said  were  well. 
Saw  you  their  noble  friends,  the  Curiatii? 
The  truce,  perhaps,  permitted  it 

VaL  Yes,  lady, 
I  left  them  jocund  in  your  brothers'  tent, 
like  friends,  whom  envious  storms  awhile  had 

parted, 
Joying  to  meet  again. 
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Horatio,  Sent  they  no  message  ? 

VaL  None,  fair  one,  but  such  general  saluta- 
tion 
As  friends  would  bring  unbid. 

Horatio.  Said  Caius  nothing  } 

Vat.  Caius  P 

Horatio.  Ay,  Caitls  I  did  he  mention  me  ? 

VaL  Twas  slightly,  if  he  did,  and  'scapes  me 
now" 

0  yes,  I  do  remember,  when  your  brother 
Asked  him,  in  jest,  if  he  had  aught  to  send, 
A  sigh's  soft  waftage,  or  the  tender  token 
Of  tresses  breeding  to  iiintastic  forms, 

To  soothe  a  love-sick  maid  (your  pardon,  lady), 
He  smiled,  and  cried,  *  Glo^s  the  soldier's  mis- 
tress.' 
Horatio.  Sir,  you'll  excuse  me — something  of 
importance—— 
My  father  may  have  business Oh,  Valeria ! 

fA^ide  to  Valeria. 
iital  trutli 

1  dread  to  hear,  and  let  me  learn  to  die. 

If  Curiatius  has  indeed  forgot  me !  [Ent, 

VaL  She  seems  disordered  ! 

Valeria.    Has  she  not  cause  ? 
Can  you  administer  the  baneful  potion, 
And  wonder  at  the  effect  ? 

VaL  You  talk  in  riddles ! 

Valeria,  They're  riddles,  brother,  which  your 
heart  unfolds, 
Though  you  affect  surprise.    Was  Curiatius 
Indeed  so  cold  ?  Poor  shallow  artifice  ! 
The  trick  of  hopeless  love !  I  saw  it  plainly. 
Yet  what  could  you  propose  ?  An  hour's  uneasi- 
ness 
To  poor  Horatia ;  for  be  sure  by  that  time 
She  sees  him,  and  your  deep-wrought  schemes 
are  air. 

VaL  What  could  I  do  ?  this  peace  has  ruined 
me; 
While  war  continued,  T  had  gleams  of  hope ; 
Some  lucky  chance  might  rid  me  of  my  nval, 
And  time  effiice  his  image  in  her  breast 
But  now 

Valeria,  Yes,  now  you  must  resolve  to  follow 
The  advice  I  gave  you  first,  and  root  this  passion 
Entirely  from  your  heart ;  for  know,  she  doats, 
Even  to  distraction  doats  on  Curiatius ; 
And  every  fear  she  felt,  while  danger  threaten- 
ed. 
Will  now  endear  him  more. 

VaL  Cruel  Valeria, 
You  triumph  in  my  pain  ! 

Valeria,  By  Heaven,  I  do  not ; 
I  only  would  extirpate  every  thought 
Which  gives  you  pain,  nor  feave  one  foolish  wish 
For  hope  to  dally  with.    When  friends  are  mad, 
rris  most  unkind  to  humour  their  distraction ; 
Harsh  means  are  necessary. 

VaL  Yet  we  first 
Should  try  the  gentler. 

Valeria.  Did  I  no(?  Ye  powers! 


Did  I  not  soothe  your  griefs,  indulge  your  fooi- 


ness. 


While  the  least  prospect  of  success  remaiiied? 
Did  I  not  press  you  still  to  urge  your  suit, 
Intreat  you  daily  to  declare  your  passion. 
Seek  out  unnumbered  opportunities. 
And  lay  the  follies  of  my  sex  before  yon  ? 
VaL  Alas!  thou  knowest,  Valeria,  wooaufs 

heart 
Was  never  won  by  tales  of  Ueedxng  \av^  : 
Tis  by  degrees  the  sly  enchanter  woriu. 
Assuming  friendship's  name,  and  fits  the  seal 
For  soft  impressions,  ere  the  faultering  tongse^ 
And  guilty-olushing  cheek«  with  many  a  gluoe 
Shot  madvertent,  tells  the  secret  flame. 

Valeria,  True,  tliese  are  arts  for  those  dot 

love  at  leisure ; 
You  had  no  time  for  tedious  stratagem ; 
A  dangerous  rival  pressed,  and  has  succeeded. 
Vol,  I  own  my  error — ^yet  once  more  assiit 

me— 
Nay,  turn  not  from  me,  by  my  soul  I  meant  not 
To  interrupt  their  loves. — ^Yet,  should  some  ac- 
cident— 
lis  not  impossible— divide  their  hearts, 
I  might,  perhaps,    have  hope  :    therefore  'uH 

marriage 
Cuts  off  all  commerce,  and  confirms  me  wretdi- 

ed. 
Be  it  thy  task,  my  sister,  with  fond  stories. 
Such  as  our  ties  of  blood  may  coantenance. 
To  paint  thy  brother^s  worth,  his  power  in  anas, 
His  fiu'our  with  the  king,  but  most  of  all. 
That  certain  tenderness  of  soul  which  steak 
All  women's  hearts;  then  mention  many  a  fair, 
No  matter  whom,  that  sighs  to  call  you  sister. 
Valeria.  Well,  well,  away — ^Yet'tell  me,  trc 

yon  go,  '  * 

How  did  this  lover  talk  of  his  Horatia  ? 

Vol.  Why  will  you  mention   that  imgiatenii 

subject  ? 
Ttiiiik  what  you've  heard  me  breathe  a  tbxtr 

smid  times, 
When  my  whole  soul  dissolved  in  tenderness : 
Twas  rapture  all ;  what  lovers  only  feel. 
Or  can  express  when  felt.    He  hai  been  herr. 
But  sudden  orders  from  the  camp  detained  biiB. 
Farewell,  Horatius  waits  me — but  remember. 
My  life,  nay,  more  than  life,  depends  oo  you. 

■  f  f>'/. 
Valeria.  Poor  youth  !  he  knows  not  how  1  ktl 

his  anguish. 
Yet  dare  not  seem  to  pity  what  I  feei. 
How  shall  I  act  betwixt  this  friend  and  brother? 
Should  she  suspect  his  passion,  she  may  doobc 
My  friendship  too ;  ana  yet  to  tell  it  tier 
Were  to  betray  his  cause.    No,  let  niy  heart 
With  the  same  blameless  caution  still  proceed; 
To  each  inclining  most  as  most  distrcst^ 
Be  just  to  both,  and  leave  to  Heaven  the  rr<j ! 
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ACT    IL 


SCSNS  I.— ConitRuet. 

Enter  Horatia  and  Valeria. 

Eoratia,  Alas,  how  eaflUy  do  we  admit 
The  diinf;  we  wish  were  trus !  yet  sure^  Valeria, 
This  seeming  negli^nce  of  Curiatius 
Becrajs  a  secret  coldness  at  the  heart. 
Maj  not  lone  absence,  or  the  clwrms  of  war. 
Have  damped,  at  least,  if  not  effiiced  his  passion  ? 
I  know  not  what  to  think. 

Valeria.  Think,  my  Uocatia, 
That  you're  a  lover,  and  have  learned  the  art 
To  nuse  vain  scruples,  and  torment  yourself 
With  every  distant  hint  of  fancied  ill. 
Yoar  Curiatius  still  remains  the  same. 
My  brother  idly  trifled  with  your  passion, 
Or  might,  perhaps,  unheedinf^ly  relate 
What  you  too  nearly  feel.    But  see,  your  father. 

Horatio.  He  seems  transported;    sure  some 


Spy  news 
t    * 


Has  brought  him  back  thus  early.  Oh,  my  heart ! 
I  loo^  yet  dread  to  ask  him.    Speak,  Valeria. 

Enter  Horativs. 

Valeria*  You're  soon  returned,  my  lord. 

Hor,  Returned,  Valeria ! 
My  life,  my  youth's  returned ;  I  tread  in  air ! 
-—I  cannot  speak ;  my  jo/s  too  great  for  utter- 


The  dear  defence,  the  guardian  gods  of  Rome  !-^ 
By  Heaven,  thoa  staod'st  unmoved,  nor  feeb  thy 

breast 
The  charms  of  glorv,  the  astatic  warmth. 
Which  beams  new  life,  and  hfis  us  nearer  Hea* 


—Oh,  I  could  weep!— -my  sons^  my  sons  are 

chosen 
Their  countiys  combatants;  not  one,  but  all ! 

Horatia.  My  brothers,  said  you,  sir ! 

Hor.  All  three,  my  child, 
AU  three  are  champions  in  the  cause  of  Rome. 
Oh,  happy  state  of  fathers !  thus  to  feel 
New  warmth  revive,  and  springing  hfe  renewed 
Even  on  the  mar^  of  the  grave ! 

Valeria.  The  time 
Of  combat,  is  it  fixed  ? 

Hor.  This  day,  this  hour, 
Perhaps,  deddes  our  doom. 

yateria.  And  is  it  known 
With  whom  they  must  engage  ? 

Hor,  Not  yet,  Valeria ; 
Bat  with  impatience  we  expect  each  moment 
llie  re-solutions  of  the  Alban  senate. 
And  toon  may  thev  arrive,  that  ere  we  quit 
Von  hostile  field,  the  chiefs,  who  dared  oppose 
Rome's  rising  glories,  may,  with  shame,  confess 
The  gods  protect  the  empire  thev  have  raised. 
Where  are  thy  smiles^  Horatia r   Whence  pro- 
ceeds 
This  suUea  silence,  when  my  tlironging  joys 
Want  words  to  speak  them?  Prithee,  talk  of  em- 
Talk  of  those  darlings  of  ray  soul,  thy  brothers. 
Call  them  whatc'er  wild  fancy  can  sugi^est. 
Their  oiuntiT's  pride,  the  boast  of  future  .times, 


ven  I 

Horatia.  My  gradous  father,  with  avrprize  and 
transport 
r  heard  the  tidings,  as  becomes  your  danghltr. 
And  like  your  daughter,  were  our  set  allowed 
The  noble  privilege  which  roan  usurps. 
Could  die  with  pleasure  in  my  country's  cause. 
But  yet,  permit  a  sister^s  weakness,  sir, 
To  feel  the  pangs  of  nature,  and  to  dread 
The  fate  of  those  she  loves,  however  glorious. 
And  sure  they  cannot  all  survive  a  conflict 
So  desperate  as  this. 

Hor.  Survive !  By  Heaven, 
I  could  not  hope  that  they  should  all  survive. 
No ;  let  them  fall.    If  from  their  glorious  deaths 
Rome's  freedom  spring,  I  shall  be  nobly  paid 
For  every  sharpest  pang  the  parent  feels. 
Had  I  a  thousand  sons,  in  such  a  cause 
I  could  behold  them  bleeding  at  my  feet, 
And  thank  the  gods  with  tears ! 

Enter  Pvblius  Horativs. 

Pub.  My  father !  [Ofcring  ta  knecL 

Hor.  Hence! 
Kneel  not  to  me — stand  off;  and  let  me  view 
At  distance^  and  with  reverential  awe. 
The  champion  of  my  country ! — Oh,  my  boy ! 
That  I  should  live  to  this — my  soul's  too  ftul ; 
Let  this  and  this  speak  for  me.    Bless  thee,  bless 
thee !  [Emifradng  kirn. 

But  wherefore  art  thou  absent  mm  the  camp? 
Where  arc  thy* brothers?  Has  the  Alban  state 
Determined  ?  Is  the  time  of  combat  fixed  f 

Pub.  Think  not,  my  lord,  that  filial  reverence. 
However  due,  had  drawn  me  from  the  field, 
Where  nobler  dotf  calb ;  a  patriot's  soul 
^an  feel  no  humbler  ties,  nor  knows  the  voice 
Of  kindred,  when  his  countrv  claims  his  aid. 
[t  was  the  king's  command  I  should  attend  you, 
Else  had  I  staid  till  wreaths  immortal  graced 
My  brows,  and  made  thee  proud  indeed  to  see 
Beneath  thy  roof,  and  bending  for  thy  blessing 
Not  thine,  Horadus,  but  the  son  of  Home  ! 

Hor.  Oh,  virtuous  pride  !^*'tis  bliss  too  exqui^ 
,  site 

For  human  sense ! — thus,  let  me  answer  thee. 

[Embracing  kim  again. 
Where  are  my  other  boys  r 

Pub.  They  only  wait 
Till  Alba's  loitering  chiefs  declare  her  championS| 
Our  future  victim^  sir,  and  with  the  news 
Will  e;reet  their  fatlier's  car. 

Hor.  It  shall  not  need  ; 
ISIybclf  will  to  the  field.    Come;  let  us  haste ! 
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My  old  blood  boils,  and  my  tumultuous  spirits 
Pant  for  the  onset    O,  for  one  short  hour 
Of  vigorous  youth,  that  I  micht  share  the  toil 
Now  with  mv  boys,  and  be  £e  next  my  last ! 

Horatio,  My  brother ! 

Fub  My  Horatia !  ere  the  dews 
Of  evening  fall,  thou  shalt,  with  transport,  own 

me; 
Shalt  hold  thy  country's  saviour  in  thy  arms, 
Or  bathe  his  honest  bier  with  tears  of  joy. 
Thy  lover  greets  thee,  and  compUdns  of  absence 
With  many  a  tdgh,  and  many  a  longing  look 
Sent  toward  the  towers  of  liome. 

Horatio,  Methinks,  a  lover 
Might  take  the  advantage  of  the  truce,  and  bear 
His  kind  complaints  himself;  not  trust  his  vows 
To  other  tongues,  or  be  obliged  to  tell 
The  passing  winds  his  passion. 

Fub,  Dearest  sister. 
He  with  impatience  waits  the  lucky  moment, 
That  may  with  honour  bear  him  to  your  arms. 
Didst  thou  but  hear  how  tenderly  he  talks, 
How  blames  the  dull  delay  of  Alban  councils, 
And  chides  the  lingering  minutes  as  they  pass, 
Till  fate  determines,  and  the  tedious  chieis 
Permit  his  absence,  thou  wouldst  pity  him. 
But  soon*  my  sister,  soon  shall  every  bar. 
Which  thwarts  thy  happiness,  be  far  away. 
We  are  no  longer  enemies  to  Alba ; 
This  day  unites  us,  and  to-morrow's  sun 
May  hciur  my  vows,  and  make  my  friend  my  bro- 
ther. 

Hor.    [Having  talked  apart  with  Valeria^ 
^is  truly  Roman.    Here's  a  maid,  Horatia, 
Laments  her  brother  lost  the  glorious  proof 
Of  dying  for  his  country.    Come,  my  son, 
Her  softness  will  infect  thee ;  pritheie,  leave  her. 

Horatia,  [Lookingjirtt  on  her  father,  and  then 
tenderly  on  her  brother.]  Not  till  my  soul 
has  poured  its  wishes  for  him. 
Hear  me,  oread  God  of  War !  protect  and  save 
him !  [Kneeling, 

For  thee,  and  thy  immortal  Rome,  he  fights  ! 
Dash  the  proud  spear  from  every  hostile  hand 
That  dare  oppose  him !  may  each  Alban  chief 
Fly  from  his  presence,  or  his  vengeance  feel ! 
And  when  in  triumph  he  returns  to  Rome, 

[Rising, 
Hail  him,  ye  maids,  with  grateful  songs  of  praise, 
And  scatter  all  the  blooming  spring  before  hiro ; 
Cursed  be  the  envious  brow  that  smiles  not  then, 
Cursed  be  the  wretch  that  wears  one  mark  of 

sorrow. 
Or  flies  not  thus  with  open  arms  to  greet  him  ! 

Enter  Tullus  Hostilius,  Valerius,  and 

Guards, 

Vol,  The  king,  my  lord,  approaches. 

Hor,  Gracious  sir. 
Whence  comes  this  condescension  ? 

TuL  Good  old  man, 
Could  I  have  found  a  nobler  messenger, 


I  would  have  spared  myself  the  unsratefiil  ta^ 
Of  this  day's  embassy,  for  much  I  tear 
My  news  will  want  a  welcome. 
Hor,  Mighty  king ! 

Forgjve  an  old  man's  warmth ^They  hsre  not 

sure 
Made  choice  of  other  combatants ! — ^My  sooa^ 
Must  they  not  fight  for  Rome? 
TuL  Too  sore  they  must. 
Hor.  Then  I  am  blest ! 
TuL  But  that  they  must  ei%age 
Will  hurt  thee  most,  when  thou  shalt  know  with 
whom. 
Hor.  I  care  not  whom. 
2'uL  Suppose  your  nearest  friends, 
The  Curiatii,  were  the  Alban  choice. 
Could  you  bear  that?  Could  you,  young  man^ 

support 
A  conflict  there  ? 

Fub.  I  could  perform  my  duly. 
Great  sir,  thougn  even  a  brother  should  cppotse 
me. 
TuL  Thou  art  a  Roman !   Let  thy  king  cm- 
brace  thee ! 
Hor.  And  let  thy  father  catch  thee  from  his 

arms! 
TuL  [To  FubUujL]  Know  then,  that  trial  most 
be  thine.    The  Albans 
With  envy  saw  one  famiW  produce 
Three  chiefs,  to  whom  meir  country  dared  en- 
trust 
The  Roman  cause,  and  scorned  to  be  outdone. 
Horatio,  Then  I  am  lost  indeed !  was  it  for 
this. 
For  this,  I  prayed  !  ^Sifooiisl 

Fub,  My  sister ! 
Valeria,  My  Horatia ! 

Hor.  Oil,  foolish  girl,  to  shame  thy  father  thus ! 
Here,  bear  her  in. 

[Horatia  is  carried  in^  Valcrhu  and 
Valeria  follow.'^ 
I  am  concerned,  my  sovereign, 
That  even  the  meanest  part  of  me  should  blasl^ 
Witli  impious  grief,  a  cause  of  so  much  glory. 
But  let  tne  virtue  of  my  boy  excuse  it. 

TuL  It  does  most  amply.    She  has  cause  for 
sorrow, 
fhe  shock  was  sudden,  and  might  well  alarm 
A  finner  bosom.    The  weak  sex  denmnd 
Our  pity,  not  our  anger ;  their  sof^  breasts 
Are  nearer  touched,  and  more  exposed  to  sor- 
rows 
rhan  man's  experter  sense.    Nor  let  os  blame 
That  tenderness,  which  smooths  our  rougher  na- 
tures, 
And  softens  all  the  joys  of  social  life. 
We  leave  her  to  her  tears.    For  you,  young  sol- 
dier, 
Vou  must  prepare  for  combat.    Some  few  hours 
Vre  all  that  are  allowed  you.   But,  I  cfaaige  you. 
Fry    well    your   heart,    and    strengthen  eveiy 
thought 
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Of  patriot  in  you.    Thinkt  how  dreadful  'tis 
To  plaot  a  d^^r  in  the  breast  you, love; 
To  spurn  the  ties  of  nature,  and  forget, 
la  one  short  hour,  whole  years  of  virtuous  friend- 
ship. 
Think  well  oo  that. 

Pub.  I  do,  my  gradous  sovereign ; 
And  think,  the  more  I  dare  subdue  affection. 
The  more  my  glory. 

Tui  True ;  but  yet  consider, 
Is  it  ao  easy  task  to  change  affections  ? 
lathe  dread  onset  can  your  meeting  eyes 
For^  their  usual  intercourse,  and  wear 
At  once  the  frown  of  war,  and  stem  defiance  ? 
Will  not  each  look  recal  the  fond  remembrance 
Of  childhood  past,  when  the  whole  open  soul 
Breathed  coroial  love,  and  plighted  many  a  vow 
Of  tendcrest  import }  Think  on  that,  young  sol- 
dier. 
And  tell  me  if  thy  breast  be  still  unmoved  f 
Fuh.  Think  not,  oh,  king,  howe'er  resolved  on 
combat, 
I  sit  so  loosely  to  the  bonds  of  nature, 
As  not  to  feel  their  force.    I  feel  it  strongly. 
1  love  the  Curiatii,  and  would  serve  them 
At  life's  ezpence :  but  here  a  nobler  cause 
Demands  mr  sword  :  for  all  connections  else, 
All  private  doties,  are  subordinate 
To  what  we  owe  the  public.    Partial  ties 
Of  son  and  father,  husband,  friend,  or  brother. 
Owe  their  enjoyments  to  the  public  safety, 
And  without  that  were  vain.    Nor  need  we,  sir. 
Cast  off  humanity,  and  to  be  heroes, 
Cease  to  be  men.     As  in  our  earliest  days, 
While  yet  wc  learned  the  exercise  of  war, 
We  strove  together,  not  as  enemies. 
Yet  conscious  each  of  his  pecuUar  worth, 
And  scorning  each  to  yield ;  so  will  we  now 
Kneage,  with  ardent,  not  with  hostile  minds, 
Not  fired  with  .rage,  but  emulous  of  fame. 
Tul  Now  I  dare  trust  thee ;  go  and  teach  thy 
brothers 
To  think  like  thee,  and  conquest  is  your  own. 
This  is  true  courage,  not  the  brutal  force 
Of  %-ulgar  heroes,  but  the  firm  resolve 
^>f  virtue  and  of  reason.    He,  who  thinks, 
^^Ithout  their  aid,  to  shine  in  deeds  of  arms, 
Builds  on  a  sandy  basis  his  renown ; 
A  dream,  a  vapour,  or  an  ague  fit 
May  make  a  coward  of  him.    Come,  Horatius, 
Tlw  other  sons  shall  meet  you  at  the  camp, 
^or  now  I  do  bethink  me,  'tis  not  6t 
Tbcy  should  behold  their  sister  thus  alarmed, 
lia^te,  soldier,  and  detain  them. 

[  To  one  of  the  guards, 
flor.  Gracious  sir, 
^Vr  M  follow  on  the  instant. 

TuL  Then,  farewell ! 
When  next  we  meet,  'tis  Rome  and  liberty ! 

[Exit  with  guards. 
Hot,  Come^  let  me  arm  thee  for  the  glorious 
toil. 


I  have  a  sword,  whose  li^tning  oft  has  blazed 

Dreadfully  fatal  to  my  country's  foes ; 

Whose  tempered  edge  has  cleft  thor  haughty 

crests. 
And  stained  with  life*blood  many  a  reeking  plain. 
This  shalt  thou  bear ;  myself  will  prd  it  on, 
And  lead  thee  forth  to  death  or  victory.  [Going, 

And  yet,  my  Publius,  shall  I  own  my  weak* 

ness? 
Though   I  detest  the  cause  from  whence  they 

spring, 
I  feel  thy  sbter's  sorrows  like  a  father. 
She  was  my  soul's  delight. 

Pub,  And  may  remain  so. 
This  sudden  shock  has  but  alarmed  her  virtue. 
Not  quite  subdued  its  force.    At  least,  my  fa- 
ther. 
Time's  lenient  hand  will  teach  her  to  endure 
The  ills  of  chance,  and  reason  conquer  love. 

Hot,  Should  we  not  see  her  ? 

Pub,  By  no  means,  my  lord; 
You  heard  the  king's  commands  about  my  bro-, 

thers. 
And  we  have  hearts  as  tender  sure  as  they. 
Might  I  advise,  you  should  confine  her  closely, 
Ij&st  she  infect  the  matrons  with  her  grief. 
And  bring  a  stain  we  should  not  wish  to  fix 
On  the  lioratian  name. 

Hot,  It  shall  be  so. 
VVe'll  think  no  more  of  her.    Hlls  glory  catls^ 
And  humbler  passions  beat  alarms  in  vain. 

[Exit 

As  UoEATius  goes  offy  HoKATiA  eii^ers  at  ano* 

tner  door, 

Horatia,  Where  is  my  brother  ?  Oh,  my  dear- 
est Publius, 
If  e'er  you  loved  Horatia,  ever  felt 
That  tenderness  which  you  have  seemed  to  feel,. 
Oh,  hear  her  now ! 

Pub,  What  wouldst  thou,  my  H<Mratia? 
Horatia,  I  know  not  what  I  would— I  am  on 
the  rack. 
Despair  and  madness  tear  my  labourine  soul. 
— And  yet,  my  brother,  sure  you  might  relieve 
me ! 
Pub,  How?  by  what  means?  By  heaven.  111 

die  to  do  it 
Horatia.  You  might  decline  the  combat 
Pub,  Ha ! 
Horatia,  I  do  not 
£xpect  it  from  thee.    Prithee,  look  more  kindly ! 
— And  yet,  is  the  request  so  very  hard  ? 
I  only  ask  thee  not  to  plunge  thy  sword 
Into  the  bre:ist  thou  lovcst,  notxill  thy  friend; 
Is  that  so  hard  ?  I  nught  have  said  thy  brother ! 
Pub,  What  canst  thou  mean?  Beware,  be- 
ware, Horatia; 
Thou  knowest   I  dearly  love  thee,  nay,  thou 

knowest 
I  love  tlie  man  with  whom  I  must  engage. 
Yet  bast  thou  faintly  read  thy  brother's  soul, 
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If  tfaoa  canst  think  entreaties  have  the  power. 
Though  urged  with  ail  the  tenderness  of  tears, 
To  shake  his  settled  purpose :  they  may  make 
My  task  more  hard,  and  my  soul  bleed  within  me, 
But  cannot  touch  my  virtue. 

Horatio.  Tis  not  virtue 
Which  contradicts  our  nature,  'tis  the  rage 
Of  oveivweening  pride.    Has  Rome  no  champi- 
ons 
She  could  oppose  but  you  ?  Are  there  not  thou- 
sands 
As  warm  for  glory,  and  as  tried  in  arms, 
Who  might,  without  a  crime,  aspire  to  conquest. 
Or  die  with  honest  fame  ? 

Pub,  Away, away! 
Talk  to  thy  lover  thus.    But  'tis  not  Cains 
Thou  wouldst  have  infamous. 

Horatio.  Oh,  kill  me  not 
With  such  unkind  reproaches !  Yes,  I  own 
I  love  him,  more 

Pub.  Than  a  chaste  Roman  maid 
Should  dare  confess. 

Horatio.  Should  dare !  What  means  my  bro- 
ther? 
I  ha^  my  father's  sanction  on  my  love. 
And  du^  taught  me  first  to  feel  its  power. 
Should  dare  confess !  Is  that  the  dreadful  crime  ? 
Alas,  but  spare  him,  spare  thy  friend,  Horatius, 
And  I  will  cast  him  from  my  breast  for  ever ! 
Will  that  oblige  thee  ?  Only  let  him  die 
By  other  hands,  and  I  will  learn  to  hate  him. 

Pub.  Why  wilt  thou  talk  thus  madly?  Love 
him  still ! 
And  if  we  fall  the  victims  of  our  country, 
(Whidi  Heaven  avert!)   wed,  and  enjoy  him 
freely. 

Horatio.  Oh,  never,  never.    What,  my  coun- 
try's bane! 
The  marderer  of  my  brothers !  may  the  gods 
First  tear  me,  blast  me,  scatter  me  on  winds, 
And  pour  out  each  unheard-of  vengeance  on  me ! 

Pub.  Do  not  torment  thyself  thus  idly — Go, 
Compose  thyself,  and  be  again  my  sister. 

Re-enter  Horatius,  with  the  tword. 

Hot.  This  sword  in  Veii's  field — What  dost 
thou  here  ? 

Leave  him,  I  charge  thee,  girl Come,  come, 

my  Publius, 
Let  us  haste  where  duty  calls. 
Horatio.  What !  to  the  field  ? 


He  must  not,  shall  not  ^ ;  here  will  I 

Oh,  if  you  have  not  quite  cast  off  afiiectioQ ! 

[f  you  detest  not  your  distracted  sister 

nor.  Shame  of  thy  race,  why  dost  tfaoa  hang 
upon  him? 
Wouldst  thou  entail  eternal  infamy 
On  him,  on  me,  on  all  ? 

Horatio.  Indeed  I  would  not ; 
I  know  I  ask  impossibilities ; 
Yet  pity  me,  my  father  I 

Pub.  Pity  thee ! 
Begone,  fond  wretch,  nor  urge  my  temper  thai. 
By  Heaven !  I  love  thee  as  a  brother  ov^ht. 
Then  hear  my  last  resolve ;  if  fate,  averse 
To  Rome  and  us,  determine  my  destniction, 
I  charge  thee  wed  thy  lover ;  lie  will  then 
Deserve  thee  nobly.    Or,  if  kinder  fs^ds. 
Propitious,  hear  the  prayers  of  suppliant  Rome, 
And  he  should  fall  by  me,  I  then  expect 
Mo  weak  upbraidings  for  a  lover's  d^tfa. 
But  such  returns  as  shall  become  thy  birth, 
A  sister's  thanks  for  having  saved  hear  counar. 

[irrf. 
Horatio.  Yet  stay^  Yet  hear  me^  Pnblios— Bse 

one  word 

Hor.  Forbear,  rash  girl!  tfaoult  tempt  thy  fa- 
ther 
To  do  an  outrage  might  perhaps  distnct  him ! 
Horatio,  Alas !  foigive  me,  sir,  Fm  very  wretch- 
ed. 
Indeed  I  am — Yet  I  will  strive  to  stop 
This  swelling  grief,  and  bear  it  like  yoor  dangbttr* 
Do  but  forc^ve  me,  sir. 

Hor.  I  do,  I  do 
Go  in,  my  child,  the  gods  may  find  a  way 
To  make  thee  happy  yet.    But  on  thy  duty, 
\Vhate'er  reports  may  reach,  or  fears  alarm  thee, 
I  charge  thee  come  not  to  the  field  ! 

Horatio.  I  will  not. 
If  you  command  it,  sir.    But  will  you,  the% 
As  far  as  cruel  honour  may  permit, 
llemember  that  your  poor  Horatia^s  life 
rlangs  on  this  dreadful  contest  ? 

Hor.  Lead  her  in.  [Erit  Horoik 

\  Looking  after  her.]  Spite  of  my  boasted  stren|:th 

her  griefs  unman  me. 

But  let  her  from  my  thoughts !    The  patritrt  s 

breast 
No  hopes,  no  fears,  but  for  his  coontij  knows 
And  in  her  danger  loses  private  vroes  f       [LiU. 
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ACT    IIL 


SCENE  I.— Con/tnues. 


Valerius  and  Valeria  meeting. 

Vol,  Now,  my  Valeria,  whereas  the  charmmg 
she 
That  caUs  me  to  her?  with  a  lover's  haste 
I  fly  to  execute  the  dear  command. 
Valeria,  lis  not  the  lover,  bat  the  friend  she 
wants, 
If  thoQ  darest  own  that  name. 
Val  The  friend,  mj  sister ! 
There's  more  than  friendship  in  a  lover's  breast, 
More  warm,  more  tender,  is  the  flame  he  feels. — 
Valeria,  Alas !  these  raptures  suit  not  her  dis- 
tress: 
She  seeks  the  indulgent  friend,  whose  sober  sense, 
Free  from  the  mists  of  passion,  might  direct 
Her  jarring  thoughts,  and  plead  her  doubtful  cause. 
Vol,  Am  I  that  friend?    Oh,  did  she  turn  her 
thought 
On  me  for  that  kind  office  ? 

Valeria,  Yes,  Valerius. 
She  chose  you  out  to  be  her  advocate 
To  Curiatius ;  'tis  the  only  hope 
She  now  dares  cherish ;  her  relentless  brother. 
With  scorn,  rejects  her  tears ;  her  father  flies  her; 
And  only  you  remain  to  soothe  her  cares^ 
And  save  her  ere  she  sinks. 

Val.  Her  advocate 
To  Curiatius ! 

Valeria,  Tis  to  him  she  sends  you. 
To  urge  her  suit,  and  win  him  from  the  field. 
But  come,  her  sorrows  will  more  strongly  plead 
Than  all  my  grief  can  utter. 

Val.  To  my  rival ! 
To  Curiatius  plead  her  cause,  and  teach 
Mj  ioninie  a  lesson  which  my  heart  abhors  ! 
Impossible  !  Valeria,  prithee  say 
Thou  sawVt  me  not;  the  business  of  the  camp 
Confined  me  there.    Farewell.  [Going. 

Valeria,  What  means  my  brother? 
You  cannot  leave  her  now ;  for  shame,  turn  back ! 
Is  this  the  virtue  of  a  Roman  youth  ? 

Oh,  by  these  tears ! 

Val,  They  flow  in  vain,  Valeria : 
Kay,  and  thou  knowest  they  do.    Oh,  earth  and 

Ueaven ! 
Tliis  combat  was  the  means  my  happier  stars 
Found  out  to  save  me  from  the  briuK  of  ruin  ! 
And  can  I  plead  against  it,  turn  assassin 
<hi  my  own  life  ? 

Vaieriiu  Yet  thou  canst  murder  her 
Thou  dost  pretend  to  love :  away,  deceiver ! 
V^\  vt^k  some  worthier  messenger  to  plead 
In  beauty's  cause ;  but  first  inform  lloratia. 
How  much  Valerius  is  the  friend  she  thought 
him !  [Gwng. 

Val.  Oh,  Heavens!  stay,  sister;  'tis  an  ardu- 
ous tpfik ! 


Valeria,  1  know  the  task  is  hard,  and  thought 
I  knew 
Thy  virtue  too. 

Val.  I  must,  I  will  obey  thee. 
Lead  on. — Yet  prithee,  for  a  moment  leave  me^ 
Till  I  can  recollect  iny  scattered  thoughts. 
And  dare  to  be  unhappy. 

Valeria.  My  Valenus ! 
I  fly  to  tell  her  you  but  wait  her  pleasure. 

[Exit. 

VaL  Yes,  I  will  undertake  this  hateful  office ; 
It  never  can  succeed. — ^Yet,  at  this  instant, 
it  may  be  dangerous,  while  the  people  melt 
With  fond  compassion. — No,  it  cannot  be; 
His  resolution's  fixed,  and  virtuous  pride 
Forbids  an  alteration.    To  attempt  it 
Makes  her  my  friend,  and  may  afford  hereafter 
A  thousand  tender  hours  to  move  my  suit. 
That  hope  determines  all.  [Ent, 

SCENE  ll-^Another  apartment. 

Enter  Kokaii a  and  Valeria;  Horatia  vi/A 
a  scatf  in  her  hand, 

Horatia,  Where  is  thy  brother?  Wherefore 
stays  he  thus  ? 
Did  you  conjure  him  ?  did  he  say  he'd  come  ? 
I  have  no  brothers  now,  and  fly  to  him 
As  my  last  refuge.     Did  he  seem  averse 
To  thy  entreaties  ?  Are  all  brothers  so  ? 
Alas,  thou  told'st  me  he  spake  kindly  to  thee ! 
Tis  me,  'tis  me  he  shuns ;  I  am  the  wretch 
Whom  virtue  dares  not  make  acquaintance  with. 
Yet  fly  to  him  again,  entreat  him  hither. 
Tell  him,  for  thy  sake,  to  have  pity  on  me. 
Thou  art  no  enemy  to  Rome,  thou  hast 
No  Alban  husband  to  claim  half  thy  tears, 
And  make  humanity  a  crime  ! 

Valeria,  Dear  maid. 
Restrain  your  sorrows;  I've  already  told  you 
iMy  brother  will  with  transport  execute 
Whatever  you  command. 

Horatia.  Oh !  wherefore  then 
Is  he  away  ?  Each  moment  now  is  precious; 
If  lost,  'tis  lost  for  ever,  and  if  gained. 
Long  scenes  of  lasting  peace,  and  smiling  years 
Of  happiness  unhoped-for,  wait  upon  it. 

Valeria,  I  will  again  go  seek  him ;  pray,  be 
calm; 
Success  is  thine  if  it  depends  on  him.         [Ecit, 

Horatia,  Success !  alas,  perhaps,  even  now  too 
late 
I  labour  to  preserve  him ;  the  dread  arm 
Of  vengeance  is  already  stretched  against  him, 
\nd  he  must  fall.   Yet  let  me  strive  to  save  him. 
y^es,  thou  dear  pledge,  designed  for  happier  hours, 

[To  the  scarf. 
The  gift  of  nuptial  love,  thou  shalt  at  Icaiit 
Essay  thy  power. 
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Oil  as  I  framed  thy  web. 

He  aate  beside  me,  and  would  say  in  sport, 

*  This  present,  which  thy  love  designs  for  me, 

*  Shall  oe  the  future  bond  of  peace  betwixt  us : 

*  By  this  we'll  swear  a  lasting  love ;  by  this, 

*  Through  the  sweet  round  of  all  our  days  to  come, 

*  Ask  what  thou  wilt,  and  Cunatius  grants  it.' 

0  I  shall  try  thee  nearly  now,  dear  youth ; 
Glory  and  I  are  rivals  tor  tliy  heart, 
And  one  must  conquer. 

Enter  Valerius  and  Valeria. 

Val.  Save  you,  gracious  lady ; 
On  the  first  message  which  my  sister  sent  me 

1  had  been  here,  but  was  obliged  by  ofhce. 

Ere  to  their  champions  each  resigned  her  charge. 
To  ratify  the  league  'twizt  Rome  and  Alba. 

Horatio,  Are  they  engaged  then  ? 

VaL  No,  not  yet  engaged ; 
Soft  pity  for  a  while  suspends  the  onset ; 
The  sight  of  near  relations,  armed  in  fight 
Against  each  other,  touched  the  gazers'  hearts ; 
And  senators  on  each  side  have  proposed 
To  change  the  combatants. 

Horatio.  My  blessings  on  them ! 
Think  you  they  will  succeed  ? 

VaL  The  chiefs  themselves 
Are  resolute  to  ii^ht. 

Horatia,  Insatiate  virtue ! 
I  must  not  to  the  field ;  I  am  confined 
A  prisoner  here ;  or  sure  these  tears  would  move 
Their  flinty  breasts.    Is  Cunatius  too 
Resolved  on  death  ?  O,  sir,  forgive  a  maid. 
Who  dares,  in  spite  of  modesty,  confess 
Too  soft  a  passion.    Will  you  pardon  me, 
If  I  entreat  you  to  the  field  agam. 
An  humble  suitor  from  the  veriest  wretch 
That  ever  knew  distress. 

VaL  Dear  lady,  speak ! 
What  would  you  I  should  do ! 

Horatia,  O  bear  this  to  him ! 

VaL  To  whom  ? 

Horatio,  To  Curiatius  bear  this  scarf: 
And  tell  him,  if  he  ever  truly  loved; 
If  all  the  vows  he  breathed  were  not  false  lures 
To  catch  the  unwary  mind — and  sure  they  were 

not! 
O  tell  him  how  he  may  with  honour  cease 
To  urge  his  cruel  right ;  the  senators 
Of  Rome  and  Alba  will  approve  such  mildness. 
Tell  him  his  wife,  if  he  will  own  that  name, 
Intreats  him  from  the  field ;  his  lost  Horatia 
Begs,  on  her  trembling  knees^  he  would  not 

tempt 
A  certain  fate,  and  murder  her  he  loves. 
Tell  him,  if  he  consents,  she  fondly  swears, 
By  every  god  the  varying  world  adores, 
By  this  dear  pledge  of  Vowed  affection,  swears^ 
To  know  no  brothers  ajid  no  sire  but  him ; 
With  him,  if  honour's  harsh  commanifs  require  it. 
Shell  wander  forth,  and  seek  some  distant  home, 
Nor  ever  think  of  Rome  or  Alba  more. 


Valeria.  Well,  well,  he  wilL    Do  not  tonQenit 
thyself. 
[Horatia  catches  hold  of  the  scarf,  vlkh 
she  looked  upon  attentively  tchiU  Va!im& 
spoke, 
Horatia,  Look  here,  Valeria,  where  my  needle  f 
art 
Has  drawn  a  Sabine  virgin,  drowned  in  tears 
For  her  lost  country,  and  forsaken  friends; 
While  by  her  side  the  youthful  ravisher 
Looks  ardent  love,  and  charms  her  griefs  awaj. 
I  am  that  maid  distressed,  divided  so 
Twixt  love  and  duty.     But  why  rave  I  thus? 
Haste,  haste  to  Curiatius — ^and  yet  stay — 
Sure  I  have  something  more  to  say  to  Kim — 
I  know  not  what  it  was. 

VaL  Could  I,  sweet  lady, 
But  paint  your  grief  with  half  the  force  I  fed  it, 
I  need  but  tell  it  him,  and  he  must  yield. 
Horatia.  It  may  be  so.    Stay»  stay ;  be  sore 
you  tell  him, 
If  he  rejects  my  suit,  no  power  on  earth 

Shall  force  me  to  his  arms.    I  will  devise 

I'll  die  and  be  revenged  ! 

Valeria.  Away,  my  brother  f 
But,  oh,  for  pity,  do  your  office  justly ! 

[Aside' to  Valerius, 
Let  not  your  passion  blind  your  rc^ason  now; 
But  urge  your  cause  with  ardour. 

VaL  By  my  soul, 
I  will,  Valena.    Her  distress  alarms  me ; 
And  I  have  now  no  interest  but  hei^s.        [Ent, 
Valeria.  Come,  dearest  maid,  indulge  aot  thus 
your  sorrows ; 
Hope  smiles  again,  and  the  sad  prospect  dears. 
Who  knows  the  effect  your  message  may  pio- 

duoc? 
The  milder  senators  ere  this  perhaps 
Have  moved  your  lover's  mind ;  and,  if  he  doabtiy 
He's  yours. 

Horatia.  He's  gone — I  had  a  thousand  thinp— 
And  yet  I  am  glad  he's  gone.    Think  you,  Va- 
leria, 
Your  brother  will  delay  ?  They  may  engage 
Before  he  reaches  them. 

Valeria.  The  field's  so  near. 
That  a  few  minutes  brings  him  to  the  place. 
And  'tis  not  probable  the  senators 
So  soon  should  yield  a  cause  of  so  much  jnstke. 
Horatia.  Alas !  they  should  have  thoi^ht  oo 
that  before. 
'Tis  now  too  late.    The  lion,  when  he's  roused. 
Must  have  his  prey,  whose  den  we  might  hare 

passed 
In  safety  while  he  slept    To  draw  the  sword. 
And  fire  the  youthful  warrior's  breast  to  aims 
With  awful  visions  of  immortal  fame, 
And  then  to  bid  him  sheath  it,  and  forget 
He  ever  hoped  for  conquest  and  renown — 
Vain,  vain  attempt ! 

Valeria.  Yet  when  that  just  attempt 
Is  seconded  by  love,  and  beauty's  tears 
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Lend  Clicir  aoft  aid  to  mek  the  hero  down^ 
What  mmf  we  not  eipect  ? 

Horatio,  M  j  dear  Valeria ! 
Fain  wovld  I  nope  I  had  the  power  to  move  him. 
Vaiena,  My  oear  Horatia,  success  is  yours  ai* 

ready. 
Harwtia.  And  yet,  should  I  succeed,  the  hard« 
gaiaedscnfe 
May  chance  to  rob  me  of  my  future  peace. 
He  may  not  always,  with  die  eyes  of  love, 
Look  00  that  fomhiess  which  has  stabbed  bis 

fame. 
He  may  regret  too  late  the  sacrifice 
He  made  to  lov^  and  a  fond  woman's  weakifess; 
And  think  the  milder  joys  of  social  life 
Bat  ill  repay  him  for  the  mighty  loss 
Of  patrioe-reputation ! 

Vaieria.  Pray,  forbear ; 
And  search  not  thus  into  eventful  time 
For  ilia  to  come.    Hub  fatal  temper,  friend, 
Alive  to  feel,  aod  conoos  to  explore 
£ach  distant  object  of  refined  distress, 
Shou  out  all  means  of  happiness,  nor  leaves  it 
In  Fortune^s  power  to-savc  you  from  destruction, 
like  some  distempered  wretch,  your  wayward 


Hejects  all  nourishment,  or  turns  to  gall 
The  werj  balm  that  should  relieve  its  anguish. 
He  will  adoiire  thy  love^  which  could  persuade 

him 
To  ^ve  up  glory  for  the  milder  triumph 
Of  heart-felt  ease  and  soft  humanity. 
Horotia,  I  fain  would  hope  so«    Yet  we  hear 
not  of  him. 
Your  brother,  much  I  fear,  has  sued  in  vain. 
Codd  we  not  send  to  urge  this  slow  express? 
Ilis  dread  uncertainty !  I  long  to  know 
My  life  or  death  at  once. 

VaUfia,  The  wings  of  love 
Cannot  fly  faster  than  my  brother's  zeal 
Will  bear  him  for  your  service. 

Horotia.  I  believe  it, 
Yet  doubt  it  too.    My  sickly  mind  unites 
Stnmgp  cootradtctions> 

Valeria.  Shall  I  to  the  walls? 
I  may  fwim  hence,  with  ea.«,  survey  the  field, 
Aod  can  dispatch  a  messenger  each  moment,    • 
To  tell  thee  all  gpes  well. 

Hm-oiia.  My  best  Valeria  f 
riv,  then ;  I  know  thy  heart  i»  there  already. 
TboQ  art  m  Roman  maid ;  and  though  thy  fnend* 

ship 
Detains  thee  here  with  one  who  scarce  deserves 
That  sacred  name,  art  anxious  for  thy  country. 
But  yet  for  charity  think  kindly  of  me ; 
Fur  thoo  ahalt  find  by  the  event,  Valeria, 
I  un  a  Roman  too,  however  wretched. 

[Exit  Valeria, 
Am  I  a  Roman,  then  ? .  Ye  powers .  I  dare  not 
Resolve  the  fatal  question  I  propose. 
If  dyiii^  would  suffice,  I  were  a  Roman : 
Bot  to  stand  up  asaimt  this  storm  of  passioos. 
Vol.  I         ""^ 


Transcend*  a  woniaflfs  weakness    Hark !  what 

noise  ? 
TIs  news  from  Cnriatiusf  Love,  I  thank  thee  ! 

EnUr  a  Servant. 

Weill  dees-  he  yield?  Distract  me  not  with  si* 

lence! 
Say,  m  one  word    >    ■ 

Serv.  Your  father—- 

Haratuk  What  of  him  ? 
Would  he  not  let  him  yield  ?  Ob,  cmel  father ! 

Serv,  MadfeuB,  he's  here 

Horatia.  Who? 

Serv,  Bone  by  his  attendants^ 

Horatio.  What  mean'st  thou  ? 

Enter  Hoaativs,  led  in  by  hi$  Serpanti, 

Hot.  Lead  me  yet  a  little  onward; 
I  shall  recover  straight. 

Horatia.  My  gracious  sire ! 

Hot.    Lend  me  thy  arm,  Hpratia — So— My 
child, 
Be  not  surprised ;  an  old  roan  must  expect 
These  little  shocks  of  nature ;  they  are  hints 
To  warn  us  of  our  end. 

Horatia.  How  are  you,  sir  ? 

Mor.  Better,  mudi  better.     My  frail  body 
could  not 
Support  the  swelling  tumult  of  my  soul. 

Horatia,  No  accident,  I  hope,  alarmed  you, 
sir! 
My  brothers— 

Ifor.  Here,  go  to  the  field  again, 
Yon,  Camus  and  Vindicius,  and  observe 
Each  circumstance.    I  shall  be  glad  to  hear 
Hie*  manner  of  the  fight. 

Horatia.  Are  they  engaf;ed  ? 

Hor.  They  are,  Horatia.      But  first  let  me 
thank  thee 
For  staving  from  the  fieM.    I  would  have  seen 
The  fight  myself ;  hut  this  unlucky  illness 
Has  forced  me  to  retire.    Where  is  thy  friend  ? 

Enter  a  Servant f  mho  gives  a  paper  to  Horatia, 

and  retires. 

What  naperS  that  ?  Why  dost  thou  tremble  so  ? 
Here,  let  me  open  it.    [Takes  the  paper,  and 
opens  iV.]  From  Curiatius  I 
Horatia.  Oh,  keep  me  not  in  thia  su^nse, 
my  father! 
Relieve  me  from  the  rack. 
Hot.  He  tells  thee  here, 
He  dare  not  do  an*  action  that  would  make  him 
Unworthy  o^  thy  love ;  and  therefore-^— «- 

Horo^.  Dies!— «*> 
Well — I  am  satisfied. 
Hor.  I  see  by  this 
Thou  hast  endeavoured  to  persuade  thy  lover 
To  ault  the  combat.  Couldst  diou  think,  Horatia* 
He'a  SBcrifioe  his  couatry  to  a  woman  ? 

Horatia.  I  know  not  what  I  thought.    He 
proves  too  plainly, 
4F 
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Whate'er  it  was,  I  wasdedeived  in  him 
Whom  I  applied  to. 

Hot,  Do  not  think  so,  daughter ; 
Could  he,  with  honour,  have  declined  the  fight, 
I  should  myself  have  joined  in  thy  request, 
And  forced  him  from  the  field.    But  th&i^  my 

cliild. 
Had  he  consented,  and  had  Alha's  cause, 
Supported  by  another  arm,  been  baffled,  . 
What  then  couldst  thou  expect  ?  Would  he  not 

curse 
His  foolish  love,  and  hate  thee  for  thy  fond- 
ness? 
Nay,  think,  perhaps,  'twas  artifice  in  thee 
To  aggrandize  thv  race,  and  lift  their  fame 
Triumphant  o'er  tiis  ruin  and  his  country's  ? 
Think  well  on  that,  and  reason  must  contince 

dice. 
Horatia,  [Wildly,']  Alas !  had  reason  ever  yet 

the  power 
To  talk  down  grief,  or  bid  the  tortured  wretch 
.Not  feel  his  anguish  ?  'Tis  impossible. 
Couid  reason  govern,  I  should  xtow  rejoice 
Tliey  were  engaged,  and  count  the  tedious  mo- 
ments 
Ti'i  conquest  smiled,  and  Rome  again  were  free. 
Could  reason  govern,  I  should  beg  of  Heaven 
To  guide  my  brother's  sword,  and  plunge  it  deep 
Even  in  the  bosom  of  the  man  I  love : 
I  should  forget  he  ever  won  my  soul, 
Forget  'twas  your  command  that  bade  me  love 

him. 
Nay,  fiy,  perhaps,  to  yon  detested  field, 
And  spurn  with  scorn  his  mangled  body  from 

me« 
Hor.  Why  wilt  thou  talk  thus?  Pry'thee  be 

more  calm^ 
I  can  forgive  thy  tears ;  they  flow  from  nature  | 
And  could  have  gladly  wished  the  Alban  state 
Had  found  us  other  enemies  to  vanquish. 
But  Heaven  has  willed  it,  and  Heaven's  will  be 

done ! 
The  glorious  expectation  of  success 
Buoys  up  my  soul,  nor  lets  a  thought  intrude 
To  dash  my  promised  joys !  What  steady  valour 
Beams  from  their  eyes  \  Just  so,  if  fancy  s  power 
May  fonn  conjecture  from  his  after-age, 
Rome's  founder  must  have  looked,  when,  warm 

in  youth, 
And  flushed  with  future   conquest,    forth   he 

marched 
Against  proud  Acron,  with  whose  bleeding  spoils 
He  graced  the  altar  of  Feretrian  Jove* 
Methiiiks  I  feel  recovered :  I  might  venture 
Forth  to  the  field  again.    What  ho !  Volsdnins  ! 
Attend  me  to  the  camp. 

Horatia,  My  dearest  father, 
Let  me  entreat  your  stay;  the  tumult  there 
Will  discompose  you,  and  a  quick  relapse 
May  prove  most  dangerous.    I'll  restrain  my 

tears. 
If  they  oflend  you. 


Hor.  Well,  I'll  be  advised, 
'Twcre  now  too  late ;   ere  this  they  most  biTC 

conquered ; 
And  here's  the  happy  messenger  of  ^oiy ! 

Enter  Valeria. 

Valeria,  All's  lost !  AlVs  ruined !  Freedom  is 

.  no  more ! 
Hor.  What  dost  thou  say  ? 
Valeria,  That  Rome's  subdued  by  Alba. 
Hor.  It  cannot  be.    Where  are  my  sons?  All 

dead  ? 
Valeria.  Publius  is  still  alive — the  other  tiro 
Have  paid  the  fatal  debt  they  owed  their  cooih 
try. 
Hor.  Publius  alive !    You  must  mistake^  W 
Jcria. 
He  knows  his  duty  better, 
lie  must  be  dead,  or  Rome  victorious. 

Valeria.  Thousands  as  well  as  I  behek)  tbr 
combat. 
After  his  broiliers'  death  he  stood  alone, 
And  acted  wonders  against  three  assailants; 
Till  forced,  at  last,  to  save  liimself  by  flif^Mr— 
Hor,  By  flight !    And  did  the  soldiers  let  hjm 
pass? 
Oh,.  I  am  ill  s^n  !  The  coward  inllain ! 

['jyiroicing  himself  into  Mm  chau". 
Horatia.  Alas,  my  brothers ! 
Hor.  \Veep  not  tor  them,  girl. 
They've  died  a  death  wliich  kings  theaurires 

might  envy, 
And  whilst  they  lived,  diey  saw  their  couatn 

free. 
Oh,  had  I  perished  with  them  !  But  for  him. 
Whose  impions  flight  dishonours  all  his  race. 
Tears  a  fond  father's  heart,  and  tamely  barters^ 
For  poor  precarious  life,  his  country's  glory — 
Weep,  weep  fifr  him,  and  let  roe  jom  my  tears! 
Valeria.   What  could  he  do^  my  lotd,  when 

three  opposed  him  ? 
Hor.  Die! 
He  mi^ht  have  died.    Oh,  villain!  villain!  vil' 

lain ! 
And  he  shall  die !  this  arm  shall  sacrifice 
The  life  he  dared  preserve  with  infismj. 

[Endearaurimg  to  rue. 
What  means  this  weakness  ?  Tis  untimely  now, 
When  I  sliould  punish  an  ungrateful  boy. 
Was  this  his  boasted  virtue,  which  could  chana 
His  cheated  sovereign,  and  brought  tesrs  of  joy 
To  my  old  eyes  ?  So  young  a  hypocrite ! 
Ohy  shame,  shame,  shame ! 

Valeria.  Have  patience,  sir ;  all  Rome 
Beheld  his  valour,  and  approved  hb  fiigbCt 
Ati^ninst  such  opposition. 

Hor.  Tell  not  me ! 
What's  Rome  to  me?  Rome  may  excoee  her 

traitor; 
But  I'm  the  guardian  of  my  house's  botMMir, 
And  I  will  punish,    Pray  ye,  lead  me  forth ; 
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I  would  have  air.    But  grant  me  strength,  kind 

Rods, 
To  do  this  act  of  justice,  and  FU  own 


Wliate*er  'gainst  Home  your  awful  wills  decrre. 
You  still  are  just  and  merciful  to  me.    [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  L— J  Room  in  HoratMt  house. 

Enter  Horati  us.  Vale r i  a  following. 

Hot.  Awat,  away!   I  feel  my  strength  re- 
newedy 
And  I  will  hunt  the  villain  throuj^h  the  world : 
No  deserts  shall  conceal,  nor  darkness  hide  him. 
He  is  well  skilled  in  flii^bt ;  but  he  shall  liif  1 
*ris  nut  so  easy  to  elude  the  vengeance 
Of  a  wronged  fathers  arm,  as  to  escape  . 
His  advenanr*s  sword. 

Valeria,  Restrain  your  rage 
Bat  for  a  moment,  sir.    When  you  shall  hear 
The  whole  unravelled,  you  will  find  he  is  inno- 
cent. 

Ecr,  It  cannot  be. 

Valeria,  And  sec,  my  brother  comes. 
lie  may  perhaps  relate^ 

Hot.  I  will  not  hear  him ; 
I  will  not  listen  to  my  shame  again. 

Jln/^  Valerius. 
Vol,  I  come  mth  kind  condolance  from  the 

To  soothe  a  father's  grief,  and  to  express 

Hor,  Fve  heard  it  all ;   I  pray  you  spare  my 
blushes. 
I  want  not  coosolation ;  'tis  enouish 
Tbev  perished  for  their  country.    But  the  third — 

foL  True,  he  indeed  may  well  supply  your 
loss, 
And  calls  for  all  your  fondness. 

Hot.  All  my  vengeance  : 
And  be  shall  have  it,  sir. 

Vat,  What  means  my  lord  ? 
Are  yon  alone  displeased  for  what  he  has  done  ? 

Hot.  Tb  I  alone,  I  find,  must  punish  it. 

VoL  Vengeance! 
Ponish,  my  lord  !  What  fault  has  he  committed  ? 

Hot.  Why  will  you  double  my  confusion  thus  ? 
Isfliehtnofiuilt? 

Vat.  In  snch  a  case  as  his 
Twas  glorious. 

Hot,  Glorious  \  Oh,  rare  sophistry ! 
To  find  a  way  through  infamy  to  glory. 

VaL  I  scaroc  can  trust  my  senses— Infamy ! 
What,  was  it  infamous  to  save  his  country  ? 
Ih  art  a  crime  ?  Is  it  the  name  of  flight 
We  can't  forgive,  though  its  adored  efiect 
H«)torcd  us  nil  to  freedom,  fame,  and  empire } 

Hor,  What   fame,  what  freedom?  Wno  has 
saved  bis  country  ? 

VaL  Yoor  son,  my  ford,  has  done  it. 

Hot,  Uow,  when,  where  ? 


VaL  Is  it  possible  ?  Did  not  you  say  yon  knew ! 

Hot.  I  care  not  what  I  knew — Oh,  tell  mc  all? 
Is  Rome  still  free }  Has  Alba — Has  my  son — 
Tell  me 

VaL  Vour  son,  my  lord,  has  slain  her  cham- 
pions. 

Hor,  What,  Publius  ? 

VaL  Ay,  Publius. 

Hot.  Oh,  let  me  clasp  thee  to  me ! 
Were  there  not  three  remaining? 

VaL  True,  there  were ; 
But  wounded  all. 

Hot,  Your  sister  here  had  told  us 
That  Rome  was  vanquished,  that  my  son  was 
fled 

VaL  And  he  did  fly ;  but  'twas  that  flight  pre> 
served  us. 
All  Rome  as  well  as  she  has  been  deceived. 

Hor,  Let  me  again  embrace  thee — Come,  re- 
late it 
Did  I  not  sav,  V^aleria,  that  my  boy 
Must  needs  be  dead,  or  Rome  victorious  ? 
I  long  to  hear  the  manner—Well,  Valerius — 

VaL  Your  other  sons,  my  lord,  had  paid  the 
debt 
They  owed  to  Rome,  and  he  alone  remained 
'Gainst  three  opponents,  whose  united  strength. 
Though  wounded  each,  and  robbed  of  half  their 

force, 
Was  still  too  great  for  his.    A  while  he  stood 
Their  fierce  assaults,  and  then  pretended  flight. 
Only  to  tire  his  wounded  adversaries. 

Hot,  Pretended  flight,  and  thus  succeeded,  ha ! 
Oh,  glorious  boy ! 

VaL  'Twas  iMtter  still,  my  brd ; 
For  all  pursued,  but  not  with  equal  speed. 
Each,  enj^r  for  the  conquest,  pressed  to  reach 

him; 
Nor  did  the 'first,  till  'twas  too  late,  perceive 
His  fainter  brothers  panting  far  behind. 

Hor.  He  took  them  siugly,  then  ?  An  easy  coin 
quest ; 
'Tvras  boy's  play  only ! 

VaL  Never  did  I  see 
Such  universal  joy,  as  when  the  last 
Sunk  on  the  ground  beneath  Horatius*  sword ; 
Who  seemed  a  while  to  parlcv  as  a  friend. 
And  would  have  given  him  litr,  but  Caius  scorn- 
ed it 

Valeria.  Caius !  Oh,  poor  Horatia ! 

Hor.  Peace,  I  charge  thee. 
Go,  dress  thy  face  in  smiles,  and  bid  thy  friend 
Wake  to  new  transports.    Let  ambition  fire  her. 
What  is  a  lover  lost  f  There's  not  a  youth 


G44 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[Whitxhead. 


In  Rome  but  will  adore  her.    Kings  will  seek 

For  her  alliance  now,  and  mightiest  chiefs 

Be  honoured   by  her  smiles.      Will  they  not,^ 

youth?  [Exit  Valeria. 

VaL  Most  sure,  my  lord,  this  day  \kas  added 

worth 
To  her,  whose  merit  was  before  unequalled. 
Hor,  liow  could  I  doubt  fab  yirtue  1— Mighty 

gods! 
11  lis  is  true  glory,  to  iireserve  Ins  coontry. 
And  bid,  by  one  brave  act,  the  Horatian  name 
In  fame's  eternal  volumes  be  enrolled. 
Methinks  already  I  behold  his  triumph. 
Rome  gazes  on  him  like  a  second  founder ; 
The  wondering  eye  of  childhood  views  with  awe 
The  new  divinity ;  and  trembling  age 
Crowdi)  eager  on  to  bless  him  ere  it  dies ! 
Ere  long,  perhaps,  they  will  raise  altars*  to  him, 
And  even  with  nymns  and  sacrifice  adore 
The  virtue  I  suspected  ! — G radios  Heav«n ! 
Where  is  he  ?  J^et  me  fly,  and  at  his  feet 
Forget  the  father,  and  implore  a  pardon 
For  such  injustice. 

VaL  You  may  soon,  my  lord. 
In  his  embraces  lose  the  tond  remembrance 
Of  your  mistaken  rage.    The  king,  ere  this, 
Has  from  the  field  dispatched  him  ;  he  but  staid 
Till  he  could  send  him  homo  with  some  slight 

honours 
Of  scattered  wreaths,  and  grat^ul  songs  of  praise; 
For  till  to-morrow  he  postpones  the  pomp 
Of  solemn  thanks,  and  sacrifice  to  Heaven 
For  liberty  restored.    Bat  bark  !  tiiat  shout, 
Which  sounds  from  far,  and  seems  the  mingled 


voice 


Of  thousands,  speaks  him  onward  on  fais  way. 
Hot,  How  my  heart  dances ! — ^Yet  I  tdusfa  to 
meet  him. 
But  I  will  on.    Come,  come,  Horatia ;  leai^e 

\CalUng  at  the  door. 
Thy  sorrow  far  behind,  and  let  us  ny 
Willi  open  arms  to  greet  our  common  glory. 

[EriL 

Enter  IIoratia  anc/ Valeria. 

Horatia.  Yes,  I  will  go ;   this  father's  hard 
command 
Shall  be  obeyed ;  and  I  will  meet  the  conqueror, 
But  not  in  smiles* 

Vai.  Oh,  go  not,  gentle  lady ! 
flight  I  advitie— ^ — 

Valeria.  Your  griefs  are  yet  too  fresh. 
And  may  offend  him.    Do  not,  my  Horatia. 

Val.  indeed  'twere  better  to  avoid  his  pre- 
sence ; 
It  will  revive  your  sorrows,  and  recaU    ■■ 

Horatia.  Sir,  when  I  saw  yon  last  I  was  a 
woman, 
The  fool  of  nature,  a  fond  prey  to  grief, 
Made  up  of  sighs  and  tears.    But  now  my  soul 
Disdains  the  very  thought  of  what  I  was ; 
Tis  grown  too  callous  to  be  moved  with  toys. 


Observe  me  well-;  an  I  not  noUy  dMsiged? 
Stream  my  sad  eyes,  o|r  Ibeaves  my  bmst  oae 

groan? 
No  :  for  I  doubt  no  longer.    Ik  not  grie( 
Tis  resolution  now,  and  fixed  despair. 

Valeria.  My  dear  Horatia,  you  strike  terroR 
through  me; 
What  dreadml  purpose  but  tbou  fomed?  Oh, 
speak ! 
Val.  Talk  gently  to  her^ — Hpar  me  yet,  sveft 
lady! 
You  must  not  go ;  whatever  you  retolv^ 
There  is  a  sight  will  piefoe  yon  to* the  loaL 
Horatia.  Whatsignt? 
Val.  Alas,  I  shovld  be  glad  to  lude  it; 
But  it  ia 

Horatio  What? 

Val.  Your  bfuther  weata  in  triumph 
The  very  scarf  I  bore  to  Cutiatiiis. 

Horatia.  [WUdh.l  Ye  gods,  t  Ifanik  ye!  "tt 
with  ^oy  I  hear  it 
If  I  should  falter  now,  that  sight  would  T%n&t 
My  drooping  rage,  and  swell  the  tempest  kwd- 

er. 
^— But  soft ;  they  may  prevent  me ;  wild  ptt* 

sion 
Betrays  my  pnrpose.*^-^I11  difsenlile  widi  tea 

[Silc  sits  doaa. 
Val.  She  softens  now. 
Valeria.  How  do  you,  my  Horatia? 
Horatia.  Alas,  my  friend,  'tis  madocas  which 

I  utter 

Since  you  persuade  me  then,  I  will  not  ff^ 
But  leave  me  tp  myself;  I  would  ot  bete ; 
Alone  in  silent  sadness  poor  my  tears. 
And  meditate  on  my  nnlieard  of  woes. 

VaL   [To  Valeria.']  riwere  well    to    buoner 
this.    But  may  she  not. 
If  left  alone,  do  outrage  on  facrsetf  ? 

Valeria.  I  have  prevenUxi  that;  she  bas  not 
near  her 
One  instrument  of  death. 

Vt^L  Retire  we  then. 
But,  Oh,  not  for,  for  now  I  fed  my  soul 
Still  more  perpleicd  with  love.  '  Who  kiM«s 

Valeria, 
But  when  this  storm  of  fi^rief  has  blown  its  fiB, 
She  may  grow  calm,  and  listen  to  my  vow3  P 

[Exeunt  VtileriMumd  Vtden*, 

After  a  short  siknce,  Horatia  rices  oMd  c^» 

forward. 

Horatia.  Yes,  they  are  gone ;  and  nom  be  fina, 

my  soul! 
This  way  1  can  elude  titeir  search.    The 
Which  dcmts  like  mine,  most  break  feo  be  at 
Just  now  I  thought,  bad  Curiatius  livedo 
I  could  have  driven  him  from  iny  breast  Car  ever. 
But  death  has  cancelled  all  my  mraofL%  %%  once. 
—They  weie  not  wrongs;  'twas  virtsic  "^"=* 

undid  us ; 
And  virtue  shall  unite  us  in  the  grare* 
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I  betrd  tben  M^t  w  tey  dapifteJ  benoe, 
Thftt  ihcj  had  robbed  me  of  eU  neent  of  deelb. 
Vajfl  tbooght !  tbej  knew  not  balf  Bonitia'B  pur- 
pose. 


Be  ieiolfite»  ny  bvolher;  let  no  week 
Unnuuilj  fondness  mingle  with  cbv 
And  I  will  leaob  thee  aeerW .    Oh, 
lis  thou  aloae  omst  me  ifceitie 


en, 
[ExU, 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  L— 4  9trp0t  ofBamt. 


phrm  9f  Jautks  mnd  Virgint  singingf  amd  iui- 
itiimg  brunches  ffeeJk,  finmen^  igc  Tien  e»- 
ien  Hoft4Tiufl|  Umiimg  on  the  urm  of  Fvm^ivs 

H0A4>TIVS. 


Cboras.  Thmif/arfrpfidom  mMy 

Rome  her  haeiy  iriUtte  pmtn  ; 
And  cm  one  vktorimu  mm 
Haff'exhausti  her  bloomimg  stores. 

A  Youth.  Scatter  here  the  Umel  eromm^ 
Emblem  of  immorialwraisef 
Wo»dromt  yoitih  J  to  tw  remomn 
Fmiure  tiates  shail  oMars  raise, 

A  VIrpn.  Scatter  here  the  wiyrtk  wreath^ 

Though  the  hioodlem  metot^s  doe ; 
Grateful  thousamds  saoedjram  death 
Shall  denote  thei  wreath  to  you. 

A  Youth.  Scatter  here  the  oaken  hough : 
Even  for  one  averted  fate^ 

We  thai  clnie  meed  bestow 

He  saved  all  a/ho  saned  the  state. 

Cboras.  ThmSf/orfreedoaty4jfC 

Bar.  Than  doet  fonive  me  then,  my  dearest 
boy? 
f  csnnot  tell  thee  hflf  o^  ecstasy. 
TV  da^  which  nye  thee  first  to  my  gled  hopes 

^Vas  misery  to  uas- ^I'm  med  with  transport ! 

^'by  are  ye  silent  there  ?  Again  venew 
Voar  songs  of  piwse,  and  in  a  louder  strain 
pQor  for&  your  joy,  and  tell  the  listening  spheres 
That  Boeae  ie  freed  by  my  Horatittsr  hand. 

Pub.  No  more,  my  friradSb— -•Yea  nmst  per- 
me,  sir. 
To  contradict  yon  here.    Not  hot  my  sool, 
Like  yours,  is  open  to  the  charms  of  praise : 
There  is  no  joy  beyond  it,  when  the  mind 
0(  Um,  who  hears  it,  can  with  honest  pride 
Confess  it  just,  and  listen  to  its  music. 
But  now  the  toils  I  here  sustained  require 
Their  interva]  of  rest,  ami  eveir  sense 

h  deaf  to  pleaeure Let  me  leave  you,  friends; 

We're  near  our  home,  and  would  be  private  now : 
To-morrow  we*ll  expect  your  kind  attendance. 
To  share  omr  joys^  and  waft  our  thanks  to  heaven. 

As  they  are  going  off^  Ho&atia  nisAef  in. 
Horatia.  Where  is  dus  mi^My  chief  ? 


Hor.  My  deefhfer^s  voice ! 
I  bade  her  oome;  she  has  foirgot  her  fOiTOwSy 
And  is  a^ain  «iy  child. 

Horatta.  Is  this  the  hero 
That  trample's  nature's  ties^  and  nobly  to«« 
Above  the  dictates  of  humanity  ? 
Let  me  obsetre  him  welL 

Pub.  What  means  my  sister  ? 

JIore<sa.Hiy  sister!  I  disclaim  the  impious 
title: 
Base  and  inharaaa !  Give  me  back  my  husband. 
My  hfe,  my  soul,  mv  murdered  Curiatius ! 

Fuh.  He  penmf  for  his  oountiy. 

Horatio.  Gradens  fods ! 
Was't  not  enough  that  thou  hadst  murdered  him. 
But  thpu  must  triumph  in  thy  guilt,  and  wear 
His  Ueeding  spoils?*--Oh,  let  me  tear  them  from 

thee. 
Drink  the  dimr  drops  that  issued  frem  hb  wounds, 
More  dear  to  me  than  the  whole  tide  that  swelk 
With  impbus  pride  a  hostile  brother*!  heait ! 

Hor.  Am  I  awake,  or  is  it  all  Elusion ! 
Was  it  for  this  thou  cam'st ! 

Fuh.  Horatia,  hear  me ; 
Yet  I  am  calm,  and  can  forpve  thy  folly ; 
Would  I  could  call  it  by  no  harsher  name ! 
But  do  not  tempt  me  farther.    Go,  my  sister. 
Go  hide  diee  from  the  world,  nor  tet  a  Roman 
Know  with  what  insolence  thou  darsst  avow 
Thy  infamy,  or  what  is  more,  mv  shame, 
How  tamely  I  forgeve  it.    Go,  Horatia. 

Horatio.  I  will  not  gQ.    What,  have  I  toodied 
thee,  then? 
And  cmist  thou  feel?— Oh,  think  not  thou  shalt 

lose 
Thy  share  of  anguish.    Fll  pursue  thee  still. 
Urge  thee  all  day  with  thy  unnatural  crimes^ 
Tear,  harrow  up  thy  breast;  and  then  at  ni^t 
ni  be  the  fuiy  that  shall  haunt  thy  dreams, 
W^  thee  with  shrieks^  and  place  before  thy 

sight 
Thy  mangled  friends  in  all  their  pomp  of  horror. 

Fuh.  Away  with  her!  'tis  womnnisn  complaii^ 
ing. 
Think'st  thou  such  trifles  can  alarm  the  man, 
Whose  noblest  passion  is  his  country's  love  ? 
— Let  it  be  thine,  and  leara  to  bear  affliction. 

Horatia.  Curse  on  my  country's  love !  the 
ye  teach  us 
To  make  us  slaves  beneath  the  mask  of  virtue; 
To  rob  us  of  each  soft  endearing  sense, 
And  violate  the  first  great  law  within  us, 
I  scorn  the  impious  passion. 

Fub,  Have  a  care; 
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Thou'st  touched  a  string  which  may  awake  my 
Tengeaoce. 
Horaiia,  [Atide^  Then  it  shall  do  it 
.  Fub.  Ohy  if  thoQ  dar'st  prophane 
That  sacred  tie  which  winds  about  my  heart, 
By  Heaven  I  swear,  by  the  great  gods  who  rule 
The  fate  of  empires,  'tis  not  this  fond  weakness 
Which  bancs  upon  me,  and  retards  my  justice, 
Nor  even  thy  sex,  which  shall  protect  thee  from 
me.         [Clapping  hi$  hand  on  his  gword. 
Hor:  Drag  her  away — thou'lt  make  me  curse 
thee,  girl 
Indeed  she's  mad.  [To  PubUta. 

Horatio,  Stand  ofl^  I  am  not  mad- 
Nay,  draw  thy  sword ;  I  do  defy  thee,  murderer. 
Barbarian,  Roman ! — Mad  !  llie  name  of  Rome 
Makes  madmen  of  you  all ;  my  curses  on  it ! 
I  do  detest  its  impious  policy. 
Rise,  rise,  ye  states !  (on,  that  my  voice  could  fire 
Your  tardy  wrath !)  confound  its  selfish  greatness, 
Raze  its  proud  walls,  and  lay  its  towers  in  ashes ! 

Pub,  111  bear  no  more 

[Drawing  Aif  sword. 

Hor.  Distraction ! — Force  her  off 

Horatio.  [StrusgUng.'\  Could  I  but  prove  the 
Helen  to  destroy 
This  cursed  unsocial  state,  I'd  die  with  transport : 
Gaie  on  the  spreading  fires — till  the  last  pile 
Sunk  in  the  blaze — ^then  mingle  with  its  ruins. 
Pub,  Thou  shalt  not  live  to  that 

[Exit  after  her. 
Thus  perish  all  the  enemies  of  Rome !  [Without. 

"Re-enter  Valerius. 

VaL  Oh,  horror !  horror  !  execrable  act ! 
If  there  be  law  in  Rome ;  if  there  be  justice. 
By  Rome,  and  all  its  gods,  thou  shalt  not  'scape. 

[Exit. 

Re-enter  FvBhivsj  followed  by  Hosatia 

wounded. 

Horatio.  Now  thou'st  indeed  been  kind,  and  I 
forgive  you 
The  death  of  Curiatius ;  this  last  blow 
Has  cancelled  all,  and  thou'rt  araiin  my  brother. 

Hor.  Heavens !  what  a  sight ! 
A  daughter  bleeding  by  a  brother's  hand ! 
jQly  child !  mv  child !  ' 

Horatio,    what   means  this   tenderness  ?    I 
thought  to  see  you 
Inflamed  with  rage  against  a  worthless  wretch. 
Who  has  dishonoured  your  illustrious  race. 
And  stained  its  brightest  fame  :  in  pity  look  not 
Thus  kindly  on  me,  for  1  have  injured  you. 

Hor.  Thou  hast  not,  girl ; 
I  said  'twas  madness,  but  he  would  not  hear  me. 

Horatio.  Oh,  wrong  liim  not;  his  act  was  noble 
justice; 
I  forced  him  to  the  deed ;  for  know,  my  father. 
It  was  not  madness,  but  the  firm  resul(..    . 
Of  settled  reason,  and  deliberate  thought 
I  was  resolved  on  deatb^  and  witness,  Heaven, 


Fd  not  hare  died  by  any  hand  hot  fais, 

For  the  whole  round  of  fame  his  worth  sbifl 

boast 
Through  future  ages. 

Hor.  What  hast  thou  said  ?  Wert  thou  so  bent 
on  death? 
Was  all  thy  rage  dissembled  ? 

Horatio.  Alas !  my  father ! 
All  but  my  love  was  false ;  what  that  inspired 
r  uttered  freely. 

But  for  the  rest,  the  curses  wlijdi  I  poured 
On  heaven-defended  Rome,  were  merely  torn 
To  tempt  his  rage,  and  perfect  ray  dcstnictiao. 
Heaven !  with  what  transport  I  bcKeld  hkn  moved! 
How  my  h<»rt  leaped  to  meet  the  wekotne  nnc, 
Stained  with  the  life-blood  of  my  Cmiatiiis  1 
Cementiiq^  thus  our  union  even  in  death. 

Pub.  My  sister,  live !  I  chai^  tbee  live,  Ho- 
ratial 
Oh,  thou  hast  planted  daggers  here. 

Horatio.  My  brother ! 
Can  you  forgive  me  too  ?  then  I  am  happy. 
I  dared  not  hope  for  that    Ye  gentle  ghosts, 
That  rove  Elysium,  hear  the  sacred  sound ! 
My  father  and  my  brother  both  forgive  me ! 
I  have  again  their  sanction  on  my  love. 
Oh,  let  me  hasten  to  those  happier  cJimes, 
Where,  unmolested,  we  shall  ^are  oor  joys, 
Nor  Rome,  nor  Alba,  shall  disturb  us  naore. 

[Dies. 

Hor.  Tis  gone,  the  prop,  the  comfort  of  my 
age. 
Let  mc  reflect ;  this  room  I  had  four  childreii. 
No  happier  father  hailed  the  son's  uprising : 
Now,  I  have  none,  for,  Publius,  thoa  must  die  : 
Blood  calls  for  blood— ^to  expiate  one  parricide. 
Justice  demands  another — Art  thou  reuly? 

Pub.   Strike  !   'tb  the  conwimmation'  of  say 
wishes 
To  die,  and  by  your  hand. 

Hor.  Oh,  blind  old  man! 
Wouldst  thou  lif^  up  thy  sacrilegious  hand 
Against  the  chief,  the  god,  that  saved  tby 

try? 
There's  something  in  that  face  that  awes  my 
Like  a  divinity.    Hence,  thou  vile  weapoQ^ 
Disgrace  my  nand  no  more. 
[A  cry  without.    Justice !  Justice  !] 
What  noise  is  that  ? 

Enter  Volscikics. 

Vols.  All  Rome,  my  lord,  has  taken  the 
and  crowds 
Of  citizens,  enraged,  are  posting  hither. 
To  call  for  justice  on  the  head  of  PuUios. 

Hor.  Ungrateful  men!  how  dare  tbey?   Let 
them  come. 

Enter  TuLhv%  Valerius,  and  Gti^emM^ 

VaL  See,  fellow-dtiiens,  see  where  abe  lic5^ 
The  bleeding  victim. 

Tul.  Stop^  unmanoered  youth ! 
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Think'st  thou  we  know  not  wherefore  we  are 

here? 
Seest  thou  yon  droopins  sire  ? 
Uor,  Permit  them,  sir. 
TuL  What  would  you,  Romans  ? 
Vol.  We  arc  come,  dread  sir, 
In  the  behalf  of  murdered  innocence ; 

Murdered  by  him,  the  man 

Hor.  Whose  conquering  arm 
Has  saved  you  all  from  ruin.   Oh,  shame !  shame ! 
ilas  Rome  no  gratitude  ?  Do  ye  not  blush 
7o  think  whom  your  insatiate  rage  pursues  ? 
Down,  down,  and  worship  him. 
Ut  Citizen,  Does  he  plead  for  him  ? 
^d  CitizeiL  Does  he  forgive  his  daughter's  death  ? 
Hor,  He  does, 
Awl  j^iories  in  it,  glories  in  the  thought 
That  there's  one  Roman  left  who  dares  be  grate- 
ful; 
/f  you  are  wronged,  then  what  am  I  ?  Must  I 
tit;  taught  my  duty  by  the  afiected  tears 
Of  strangers  to  my  blood  ?  Had  I  been  wronged, 
I  know  a  father's  ri^ht,  and  had  not  asked 
TDiis  ready-talking  sir  to  bellow  for  me. 
And  moutli  my  wrongs  in  Rome. 
Vai.  Friends,  countrymen,  regard  not  what  he 
says; 
^tup,  btop  vour  cars,  nor  hear  a  frantic  father 
liius  plead  against  hb  child. 

Hor.  He  docs  belie  me. 
HViat  child  have  I?  Alas,  I  have  but  one ! 
And  him  you  would  tear  from  me. 
^U  Citizens.  Ilear  him  !  hear  him ! 
Pub.  No ;  let  me  speak.    Think'st  thou,  un- 
grateful youth. 
To  hurt  my  quiet  ?  I  am  hurt  beyond 
1  tiy  power  to  harm  me.    Deatli^s  ext 

tures 
U  ere  happiness  to  what  I  feel.    Yet  know, 
M)  injured  honour  bids  me  live ;  nay,  more. 
It  hUii  me  even  descend  to  plead  for  life. 
Hut  wherefore  waste  I  words  ?  ^Tis  not  to  him. 
Rut  you,  my  countrymen,  to  you,  I  speak ; 
Hi'  !i»>ctl  the  maid. 
Ut  Citizen.  How !  loved  her ! 


extremest  tor- 


Pub,  Fondly  loved  her ; 
And,  under  shew  of  public  justice,  screens 
A  private  passion,  and  a  mean  revenge. 
Think  you,  I  loved  her  not?  High  Heaven's  my 

witness 
How  tenderly  I  loved  her;  and  the  pangs 
I  feel  tills  moment,  could  you  see  my  heart. 
Would  prove  too  plainly  I  am  still  her  brother. 

Ut  Citizen.  He  shall  be  saved. 
Valerius  has  misled  us. 

All  Citizens.  Save  him !  save  him ! 

TuL  If  yet  a  doubt  remains, 
Behold  that  virtuous  father,  who  could  boast. 
This  very  mom,  a  numerous  progeny. 
The  dear  supports  of  his  declinine  age ; 
Then  read  the  sad  reverse  with  pitying  eves. 
And  tell  vour  conscious  hearts  they  fell  for  you. 

Hor.  I  am  overpaid  by  that,  nor  claim  I  aught 
On  their  accounts ;  by  high  Heaven,  I  swear, 
I'd  rather  see  him  added  to  the  heap, 
Than  Rome  enslaved. 

ist  Citizen,  Oh,  excellent  Horatius  [ 

All  Citizens,  Save  him  !  save  liim ! 

TuL  Then  I  pronounce  him  free.    And  now, 
Horatius, 
The  evening  of  thy  stormy  day  at  last 
Shall  close  in  peace.     Here,  take  him  to  thy 
breast! 

Hor.  My  son,  my  conqueror !  'twas  a  fatal 
stroke. 
But  shaU  not  wound  our  peace.    Tliis  kind  em- 
brace 
Shall  spread  a  sweet  oblivion  o*er  our  sorrows ; 
Or,  if  in  after  times,  though  'tis  not  long 
Hiat  I  sliall  trouble  you,  some  sad  remembrance 
Should  steal  a  sigh,  and  peevish  age  forget 
Its  resolution,  only  boldly  say. 
Thou  sav'dst  the  state,  and  Til  intreat  forgiveness. 
Learn  hence,  ye  Romans,  on  how  sore  a  base 
The  patriot  builds  his  happiness ; 
Grief  may  to  grief  in  endless  round  succeed. 
And  nature  suffer  when  our  children  bleed ; 
But  still  superior  must  that  hero  prove, 
Wliose  first,  best  passion^  is  his  country's  love. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


THE 


BROTHERS- 


TOUNG. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONA. 


MEN. 

Pbtiip,  kin0  of  mtaeed&n, 
Perseus,  kts  elder  ton. 
Demetrius,  hit  younger  mm^ 
Pericles,  theJhendofPerteui, 
Antioonus,  a  minitter  qfttate. 
DrxAS,  the  kin^t favourite. 


WOMEN. 

Erixxhe,  the  Jhmtm  princett. 
Her  attendant. 


Jkeney-'^Maeedon, 


ACT  L 


SCE5FE  I. 

l&nter  Curtius  and  PosthOxius. 
Cur,  Tbrrb's  soiiittlMiig  of  magnifioeDoe  a- 

bout  U8| 

I  have  not  seen  at  Rome.    Bat  you  can  tell  me. 

[Gazet  round. 

Pott,  True :  hither  sent  on  fonner  embassies, 
I  know  this  splendid  court  of  Maoeclony 
And  haughty  Philip,  well. 

Cur,  His  pride  presumes 
To  treat  us  here  like  subjects  more  than  Romans, 
More  than  ambassadors,  who  in  our  bosoms 
Bear  peace  and  war,  and  throw  him  which  we 

please. 
As  Jove  his  storm,  or  sunshine,  on  his  creatures. 

Post,  This  Philip  only,  since  Rome's  glory  rose. 
Preserves  its  grandeur  to  the  name  of  king ; 
like  a  bold  star,  that  shews  its  fires  by  day. 
The  Greek,  who  won  the  world,  was  sent  before 

him. 
As  the  grey  dawn  before  the  blaze  of  noon : 


Philip  had-  ne^er  bMn  oonqwred,  bat 
And  what  can  fame  mf  more  of  mor 

Cur,  I  know  his  public  character. 

Pott,  It  pains  me 
To  turn  my  thouf^  on  his  domestic  slate. 
There  Philip  is  no  god ;  but  poors  his  hear^ 
In  ceaseless  groans,  o'er  his  contending 
And  pays  the  secret  tax  of  mighty  men 
To  their  mortality. 

Cur,  But  whence  this  strife^ 
Which  thus  afflicts  him  ? 

Pott.  From  thu  Philip's  bed 
Two  Alexanders  spring. 

Cur,  And  but  one  world  f 
Twill  never  do. 

Pott.  They  both  are  bright ;  bat  oa^ 
Benignly  Inright,  as  stars  to  mariners; 
And  one  a  comet,  with  malignant  blne^ 
Denouncing  ruin. 

Cur.  You  mean  Perseos. 

Pott,  True, 
The  younger  aooy  Demetriii^  joa  wcU 
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Was  bred  at  Rome,  our  hostage  from  his  father. 
Soon  after,  he  was  sent  ambajuador, 
When  Fliilip  feared  the  thander  of  oar  arms. 
Rome'smannerswon  him, and  his  manners  Rome; 
Who  granted  peace,  declaring  she  fomve 
To  his  high  worth  the  conduct  of  his  father. 
This  me  him  ail  the  hearts  of  Macedon ; 
Whi(£,  joined  to  his  high  patronage  from  Rome, 
Inflames  his  jealous  brother. 

Cur.  Glows  there  not 
A  second  brand  of  enmity  ? 

Poif.  Oyes; 
The  fair  Enxene. 

Cur,  Fve  partly  heard 
Her  smothered  storj. 

Poit,  Smothered  by  the  king; 
And  wisely  too :  but  thou  shalt  hear  it  all. 
Not  seas  of  adamant,  not  mountains  whebned 
On  guilty  secrets,  can  exclude  the  day. 
Long  burnt  a  fixed  hereditary  hate 
Between  the  crowns  of  Macedon  and  Thrace ; 
TTie  sword  by  both  too  much  indulged  in  blood. 
Philip,  at  length,  prevailed ;  he  took,  by  nighty 
The  town  and  palace  of  his  deadly  foe ; 
Jtusbed  through  the  flames,  which  he  had  kindled 

round. 
And  slew  him,  bold  in  vain ;  nor  rested  there ; 
Batj  with  onkingly  cruelty,  destroyed 
Two  little  SOBS  within  their  mother's  arms; 
Thus  meaning  to  tread  out  those  sparks  of  war, 
Which  might  one  day  flame  up  to  strong  revenge. 
The  queen,  through  grief,  on  her  dead  sons  ex- 

mred. 
One  chud  alone  Mirvived ;  a  female  infant, 
Amidst  these  horrors,  in  the  cradle  smiled. 
Cur.  What  of  that  infant  ? 
Pott.  Suing  with  sharp  remorse. 
The  victor  took,  and  gave  her  to  his  queen. 
The  child  was  bred,  amd  honoured  as  her  own ; 
>^he  grew,  she  bloomed ;  and  now  her  eyes  repay 
ller  brothers^  wounds,  on  Philip's  rival  sons. 

Cur.  Is,  then,  Erixene  that  Thracian  child  ? 
How  just  the  gods !  from  out  that  ruined  house 
He  took  a  brand,  to  set  his  own  on  Are. 
Pott.  To  give  thee,  friend,  the  whole  in  minia- 
ture. 
This  is  the. picture  of  great  Philip's  court : 
The  proud,  but  melancholy  king,  on  high. 
Majestic  aits,  like  Jove,  enthroned  in  darkness ; 
His  sons  are  as  the  thunder  in  his  hand ; 
And  the  fiair  Thracian  princess  is  a  star. 
That  sparkJea  by,  and  gilds  the  solemn  scene. 

fShoutt  heard. 
their  year. 
The  faiaeS  lustration  of  their  martial  powers ; 
fhence,  for  our  audience,  chosen  by  the  king. 
If  he  provokes  a  war,  his  empire  shakes, 
Kad  ail  her  lofty  glories  nod  to  ruin. 

Cur.  Wlio  comm} 

Pott,  O,  that's*  the  jealous  elder  brother ! 
rrrcular  in  naanners,  as  in  form. 
Observe  tbe  fire^  high  birth  and  empire  kindle ! 

\'oh,  I. 


Cur.  He  holds  his  ootiference  with  much  emo- 
tion. 
Fott.  The  brothers  both  can  talk,  and,  in  their 
turn. 
Have  borne  away  the  prize  of  eloquence 
At  Athens.    Shun  his  walk :  our  own  debate 
Is  now  at  hand.    Well  seek  his  lion  sire, 
Who  dares  to  frown  on  us,  his  conquerors ; 
And  carries  so  much  monarch  on  his  brow. 
As  if  he'd  fright  us  with  the  wounds,  we  gave 
him.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Perseus  and  Pericles. 

Per.  Tis  empire !  empire !  empire !  let  that 
word 
Make  sacred  all  I  do,  or  can  attempt ! 
Had  I  been  bom  a  slave,  I  should  aflect  it; 
My  nature's  iiery,  and,  of  course,  aspires. 
Who  gives  an  empire,  by  the  gift  defeats 
All  end  of  giving ;  and  procures  conteifipt 
Instead  of  gratitude.    An  empire  lost. 
Destroyed,  would  less  confound  me,  than  resigned. 

Peri.  But  are  you*  sure   Demetrius  will  at« 
tempt  ? 

Per,  Why  does  Rome  court  him?  For  his  vir- 
tues? No. 
To  fire  him  to  dominion ;  to  blow  up 
A  civil  war ;  then  to  support  him  in  it : 
He  gains  the  name  of  king,  and  Rome  the  power. 

Peri.  This  is,  indeed,  the  common  art  of  Rome. 

Per,  That  source  of  justice  through  the  woi^ 
dring  world ! 
His  youth  and  valour  second  Rome's  designs : 
The  first  impels  him  to  presumptuous  hope ; 
The  last  supports  him  in  it    Tnen  his  person ! 
Thy  hand,  O  Nature,  has  made  bold  with  mine. 
Yet  more !  what  words  disdll  from  his  red  lip, 
To  gull  the  multitude !  and  they  make  kings. 
Ten  thousand  fools,  knaves,  cowards,  lumped  to- 

gether,  ... 

Become  all  wise,  all  righteous,  and  almi^ty ! 
Nor  is  this  all :  the  foolish  Thradan  maid 
Prefers  the  boy  to  me ! 

Peri.  And  does  that  pain  you  ? 

Per.  O  Pericles,  to  death !  It  is  most  true, 
Through  hate  to  him,  and  not  through  love  for 

her, 
Ipaid  my  first  addresses ;  but  became 
The  fool  I  feigned :  nw  sighs  are  now  nncere. 
It  smarts ;  it  bums :  O  that  'twere  fiction  still ! 
By  Heaven,  she  seems  more  beauteous  than  do- 
minion ! 

Pert.  Dominion  and  the  princess  both  are  los^ 
Unless  you  gain  the  king. 

Per.  But  how  to  ^ain  him  ? 
Old  men  love  novelues;  the  last  arrived 
Still  pleases  best ;  the  youngest  steals  their  smiles. 

Pf  rt.  Dymas  alone  can  work  him  to  his  plear 
sure; 
First  in  esteem,  and  keeper  of  his  heart 

Per.  To  Dymas  thou;  and  win  him  to  thy  will. 
In  the  mean  time,  V\\  seek  my  double  rival; 
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Curb  his  firesimiptioii.  and  erect  myself 
In  all  the  digni^  of  birth  before  him. 
Whate*er  can  stir  the  blood,  or  swaj  the  mind, 
Is  now  at  stake ;  and  doabte  is  the  loss, 
When  an  inferior  bears  awaj  the  prize* 

Peru  Your  brother,  dressed  for  the  solemnitj ! 

A  prince,  indebted,  is  a  fortune  made. 

[ExU  Perida. 

£»/€r  Dexetbius. 
•   Dor.  How,  brother !  unattired  }  Have  jou  for- 

What  pomps  are  due  to  this  illustrious  day  ? 

Per,  I  am  no  gew-gaw  for  the  throng  to  giue 
at: 
Some  are  desgned  by  nature  but  for  shew; 
Hie  tinsel  and  the  feather  of  mankind. 

Dem.  Brother,  of  that  no  more :  for  shame, 
^ird  on 
Your  glittering  arms,  and  look  like  any  Roman. 

Per,  'So,  brother,  let  the  Romans  look  like  me. 
If  they're  ambitious.    But,  I  prithee,  stand ; 
tiet  me  gaze  on  thee : — ^No  inglorious  figure ! 
More  Ronuino,  as  it  ought  to  be. 
^t  what  is  thia^  that  dazzles  my  weak  sight? 
There^s  sunshine  in  thy  beaver. 

Dem.  Tis  that  helmet, 
Which  Alexander  wore  at  Granicus. 

Per,  Vfhth  he  subdued  the  world?  Ha!  is't 

not  so? 

What  world  hast  thou  subdued  ?  O  yes,  the  fair ! 

Thii^L^st  thou  there  could,  in  Macedon,  be  found 

No  brow  might  suit  that  golden  blaze  but  thine  ? 

Dem.  t  wore  it  but  to  grace  this  sacred  day : 
Jar  not  for  tri£es. 
.  Per.  Nothing  is  a  trifle, 
Tliat  argues  the  presumption  of  the  soul. 

Dem.  lis  they  presume,  who  know  not  to  de- 
serve. 

Per.  Or  who^  desenring,  scorn  superior  merit 

Dem.  Who  combats  with  a  brother,  wounds 
himself: 
Wave  private  wratfa^  and  rush  upon  the  foes 
Of  Macedon. 

Per.  No ;  I  would  not  wound 
Demetrius^  friends. 

Dem.  Demetrinaf  friends ! 

Per,  The  Romans ! 
You  copy  Hannibal,  our  great  ally : 
Say,  at  what  altar. was  vou  sworn  their  foe? 
Peace-making  brother:    Wherefore  bring  you 

peace. 
But  to  prevent  my  glory  from  the  field  ? 
The  peace,  you  bring,  was  meant  as  war  to  me. 

Dem.  Perseus,  be  bold  when  danger^s  all  your 
own: 
War  now,  were  war  with  Philip  more  than  Rome. 

Per,  Come,  you  love  peace;  that  fair  cheek 
hates  a  scar ! 


You,  that  admire  the  Romans,  break  the  bhdga 
With  Codes,  or  with  Curtios  leap  the  gylph; 
And  league  not  with  the  vices  of  oar  foes. 
Dem.  What  vices? 

Per.  With  their  women  and  their  wits. 
Your  idol  Ldelius,  Lelius  the  polite. 
I  hear,  sir,  you  take  win^  ana  moont  in  netre 
Terence  has  owned  your  aid,  your  comnde  Te- 
rence. 
God-like  ambition !  Terence  there^  the  dapre ! 
'  Dem.  At  Athens  bred,  and  to  the  arts  a  foe  ? 
Per,  At  Athens  bred,  and  borrow  arts  froni 

Rome? 
Dem.  Brother,  Fve  done:  let  our 


Our  mother  shudders  at  it  in  her  grave  ! 
And  how  has  Philip  mourned?  a  dreadful  foe; 
And  awful  king ;  but,  oh  !  the  tenderest  narea% 
That  ever  wept,  in  fondness^  o'er  a  child  ! 

Per,  Why,  ay,  go  tell  your  fiather;  fondly 
throw 
Your  arms  around  him ;  stroke  him  lo  joor  pir- 

Dose. 
As  yon  are  wont :  I  boast  not  so  much  wadi ; 
I  am  no  picture,  by  the  dOating  eye 
To  be  surveyed,  and  hung  about  ms  neck ! 
I  fight  his  battles;  that's  all  I  can  dow 
But,  if  you  boast  a  piety  sincere. 
One  way  you  may  secure  your  father's  peaoe ; 
And  one  alone — resign  Enxene. 

Dem.  You  flatter  me,  to  think  her  in  my  power 
We  run  our  fates  together :  you  deserve. 
And  she  can  judge :  proceed  we^  then,  like  friends; 
And  he,  who  gains  ner  heart,  and  gains  it  foirij, 
Let  him  enjoy  his  generous  rivaTs  tooL 

Per.  Smooth-speaking,  insincere,  insulting  boy ' 
Is,  then,  my  crown  usu^ed  but  half  thj  crigme! 
Desist ;  or  by  the  gods,  that  smile  on  blood* 
Not  thy  fine  form,  nor  yet  thy  boasted  pcaoe^ 
Nor  patronizing  Rome,  nor  l4ulip's  tears. 
Nor  Alexanders  helmet;  no,  nor  morc^ 
His  radiant  form,  should  it  aligjit  in  thonder. 
And  spread  its  new  divinity  between  as, 
Siioula  save  a  brother  from  a  brother's  fnrv  !  * 

\Exit. 

Dem.  How's  this  ?  the  waves  ne'er  ran  thus 
high  before ; 
Resign  thee !  yes,  Erixene,  with  life ! 
Thou,  in  whose  eyes,  so  modest,  and  so  br^^ 
Love  ever  wakes,  and  keeps  a  vestal  fire  ; 
Ne'er  shall  I  wean  my  food,  fond  heast  from 

thee! 
But  Perseus  warns  me  to  ronse  all  my 
As  yet  I  float  in  dark  uncertainty ; 
For  though  she  smiles,  I  sound  not  her 
I'll  fly,  ful,  tremble,  weep  upon  her  foet ; 
And  learn  (O  all  ye  gods !)  my  final  doona  ! 
My  father !  ha  I  ana  on  his  brow  deep  tlsoag^t 
And  pale  concern !  Kind  Heaven  assuage  lus  soc^ 

rows. 
Which  strike  a  damp  through  all  my  flames  of 
•    love!  [£r4. 
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Enter  Kivo  and  Aktigovus. 

King.  Kings  of  tbeir  envy  cheat  a  foolish 
world: 
Fate  gi^es  us  all  in  spite,  that  we  alone 
Might  have  the  pain  of  knowing  all  is  nothing ! 
The  scemiog  means  of  bliss  but  heighten  woe. 
When  impotent  to  make  their  promise  good : 
Heooe,  kings,  at  least,  bid  fairest  to  be  wretched. 

Ant,  True,  nr ;  'tis  empty,  or  tormenting,  all ; 
The  days  of  life  are  sisters ;  all  alike : 
None  just  the  same ;  which  serves  to  fool  us  on 
Through  blasted  hopes  with  change  of  fallacy : 
^iuhjoy  is  like  to-morrow,  still  to  come ; 
Nor  eods  the  fruitless  chace  but  in  the  grave ! 

King,  Ay,  there,  Antigonus,  this  pain  will 


Which  meets  me  at  my  banquet;  haunts  my  pil- 
low; 
Xor,  by  the  dan  of  arms,  is  frighted  from  me  ! 
Conscience,  what  art  thou?  though  tremendous 

power !  •     . 

Vlio  dost  inhabit  us  without  our  leave ; 
And  art,  within  ourselves,  another  self, 
A  jntster  self,  that  loves  to  domineer. 
And  treat  the  monarch  frankly  as  the  slave. 
How  dost  thou  light  a  torch  to  distant  deeds ! 
Make  the  past  present,  and  the  future  frown ! 
How,  ever  and  anon,  awake  the  soul, 
A3  with  a  peal  of  thunder,  to  strange  horrors, 
In  thb  loi^  restless  dream,  which  idiots  hug. 
Nay,  wise  men  flatter  with  the  name  of  life  f 
Ant,  You  think  too  much. 
King,  I  do  not  think  at  aU : 
The  gods  impose,  the  gods  inflict,  my  thoughts, 
And  (mint  my  dreams  with  images  of  dread  ! 
last  night,  in  aieep,  I  saw  the  Thradan  queen 
And  her  two  murdered  sons.    She  frowned  up- 
on me. 
And  pointed  at  their  wounds !    How  throbbed 

my  heart! 
How  shook  my  couch !  and  when  the  morning 

came. 
The  formidable  picture  still  subsisted. 
And  slowly  vanished  from  my  waking  eye ! 
I  fear  some  heavy  venj^ance  hangs  in  air, 
And  conscious  deities  infuse  these  thoughts. 
To  warn  my  soul  of  her  approaching  doom ! 
The  Kods  are  rieid,  when  they  weigh  such  deeds 
As  speak  a  ruthless  heart ;  they  measure  blood 
Bv  drops ;  and  bate  not  one  in  the  repay ! 
L'oufd  mfants  burt  me  ?  Twas  not  like  a  king ! 
Ant.  My  lord,  I  do  confess  the  gods  are  with 


ua; 


^cand  at  our  side  in  every  act  of  life, 
^nd  on  oar  pillow  watch  each  secret  thought ; 
^ay,  see  it  in  its  embryo,  yet  unborn. 
Bot  their  wralfa  ceases  on  remorse  for  guilt : 
\pA  well  I  know  vour  sorrows  touch  your  sons ; 
Sot  is  it  possible  but  time  must  quench 
rbeir  flaming  spirits  in  a  father's  tears. 
^ng.  Vain  comfort !  I  this  moment  overheard 


My  jarring  sons,  with  fury,  shake  my  walls. 
An  1  why  my  curse  from  those,  who  ought  to 

bless  me ! 
The  queen  of  Thrace  can  answer  that  sad  ques- 
tion. 
She  had  two  sons ;  but  two :  and  so  have  I. 
Misfortune  stands  with  her  bow  ever  bent 
Over  the  world ;  and  he,  who  wounds  another, 
Directs  the  godiless,  by  that  part  he  wounds. 
Where  to  strike  deep  her  arrows  in  himself,  ' 

Ant,  I  own,  I  think  it  time  your  sons  receive 
A  father^s  awful  counsel ;  or,  while  here. 
Now  weary  nature  calls  for  kind  repose. 
Your  curtains  will  be  shaken  with  their  broils : 
And,  when  you  die,  sons'  blood  may  stain  your 

tomb! 
But  other  cares  demand  yon  now : — the  Romans ! 

King,  O  change  of  pain !  the  Romans?  Perish 
Rome ! 
Thrice  happy  they,  who  sleep  in  humble  life. 
Beneath  tne' storm  ambition  blows.    Tis  meet 
The  great  should  have  the  fame  of  happiness, 
The  consolation  of  a  little  envy ; 
'Tis  all  their  pay  for  those  superior  cares^ 
Those  pangs  of  heart,  their  vassals  ne^er  can  feel. 
Where  are  these  strangers?  First  I'll  hear  their 

tale; 
Then  talk  in  privi|te  with  my  sons. 

Ant,  But  how 
Intends  my  lord  to  make  his  peace  with  Rome  ? 

King,  Rome  calls  me  fiery :  let  them  find  me 
so. 

Ant,  O,  sir,  forbear !  Too  late  you  felt  Rome's 
power. 

King,  Yes,  and  that  reason  stings  me  more  than 
ever. 
To  curse,  and  hate,  and  hazard  all  i^inst  her. 

Ant,  Hate  her  too  much  to  give  her  battle  now; 
Nor  to  your  god-like  valour  owe  your  ruin. 
Greece,  Thessaly,  lUyrium,  Rome  has  seized ; 
Your  treasures  wasted,  and  your  phalanx  thini^d; 
Should  she  proceed,  and  strike  at  Macedon, 
What  woulfi  be  left  of  empire  ? 

King,  Philip:  all, 
m  take  my  throne. — Send  in  these  foreigners. 

[The  Scene  draws^  and  ditcovert  a  magnijicent 
Throne,  Perseus,  Demetrius,  Courtiers,  Sfc* 
attending'  Postuumius  and  Curtius,  the 
Koman  ambuuadort^  enter,  Thtmpett  sound. 
The  king  ascends  the  throne,] 

Post,  Philip  of  Macedon,  to  those  complaints 
Our  friends  groan  out,  and  you  have  heard  at 

large, 
Rome  now  expects  an  answer.    She  sits  judge^ 
And  will  have  right  on  earth. 

King,  Expects  an  answer ! 
I  so  shall  answer  as  becomes  a  king. 

Post,  Or  more,  sir;  as  becomes  a  friend  of 
Rome. 

King,  Or  Alexander's  heir,  to  rise  still  higher* 
But  to  the  purpose.    Thus  a  king  to  those^ 
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That  would  make  kings,  and  puff  tfaem  out  at 

pleasure : 
Has  Philip  done  amiss  ?  ^was  you  pravpkcd  him. 
My  cities^  which  deserted  in  my  wars, 
I  though  it  meet  to  punish :  you  denied  me. 
When  I  had  shook  the  walls  of  Marena, 
You  plucked  me  thence,  and  took  the  taken  town. 
Then  you  sent  word  I  should  retire  from  Greece, 
A  conquest  at  my  door,  by  nature  mine — 
And  said,  '  here  end  thy  realm  f  as  ye  were 

Gods! 
And  Gods  ye  shall  be,  ere  Rome  humbles  me. 
All  this  is  done ;  vet  Philip  is  your  friend ! 
If  this  buys  friendship,  where  can  ye  find  foes? 
In  what  regard  will  stem  Rome  look  upon  me  ? 
If  as  a  friend,  too  precious  let  her  hold 
Her  own  esteem,  to  cast  a  stain  on  mine : 
If  as  an  enemy,  let  her  proceed, 
And  do  as  she  has  done ;  she  needs  no  more. 
Foit.  The  Romans  do  no  wrong;  yet  still  are 
men; 
And  if  to-day  an  error  thwarts  their  purpose, 
To-morrow  sets  it  right    If  Philip  loves 
Dominion,  and  the  pride,  that  waits  on  kings, 
(Of  which,  perhaps,  his  words  too  strongly  savour) 
Humility  to  Rome  will  lead  him  to  it. 
She  can  give  more  than   common  kings  can 
govern. 
King.  Than  common  kings?  Ambassador !  re- 
member 
Cannae — where  first  my  sword  was  flushed  with 
blood. 
Dem,  My  lord,  forbear.      lAside  to  the  king. 
JiCing.  And  Hannibal  still  lives. 
Post,  Because  he  fled  at  Capua, 
King.  There,  indeed, 
I  was  not  with  him. 

Pott.  Therefore  he  fled  alone. — 
Since  thus  you  treat  us,  hear  another  charge. . 
Why  here  detain  you,  prisoner  of  your  power, 
flis  daughter,  who  was  once  Rome's  good  ally,  • 
The  king  of  Thrace !  Why  is  she  not  restored? 
For  our  next  meeting  you^ll  provide  an  answer. 
What  now  has  pa^t,  for  his  sake,  we  forgive. 

[Pointing  to  Demetrius. 
3ut  mark  this  well :  there  lies  some  little  dis- 
tance, 
Philip,  between  a  Roman  and  a  king. 

[Fjxeunt  Romans. 
King.  How  say'sf,  unsceptered  boaster?  I1iis 
to  me! 
With  Hannibal  I  cleft  yon  Alpine  rocks; 
With  Hannibal  choake<)  Thrasymeue  witli  slaugh- 
ter: 
But,  O  the  night  of  Cannse's  raging  field ! 
When  half  the  Roman  senate  lay  in  blood 
Widiout  our  tent,  and  groaned  as  we  caroused  ! 
Immortal  Gods !  for  such  another  hour ! 
Then  throw  my  carcase  to  the  dogs  of  Rome. 
Ant.  Sir,  you  forget  your  sons. 
.  King.  Let  all  withdraw. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  king  and  his  sons. 


Two  passions  only  take  up  all  my  «ool ; 
Hatred  to  Rome,  and  tenderness  for  tbenL 
Draw  near,  my  sons^  and  listen  to  my  ascu 
By  what  has  past,  you  see  the  state  of  tningL 
Foreign  alliance  must  a  king  secure. 
And  insolence  sustain  to  serve  his  power. 
And  if  alliances  with  Rome  are  needful. 
Much  more  among  ourselves.    If  I  most  beir, 
Unmoved,  an  insult  from  a  stranger's  brtyn, 
Shall  not  a  brother  bear  a  brothers  look 
Without  impatience  ?  Whither  all  this  tends, 
I'm  sorry  that  your  conscious  hearts  can  tell }«'. 
Is  it  not  most  severe  ?  Two  sons  alone 
Have  crowned  my  bed ;  and  they  two  are  sot 

brothers. 
Look  here,  and,  from  my  kind  regjuds  to  jn, 
Copy  such  looks  as  you  should  bear  each  othrr. 
Why  do  I  sigh  ?  Do  you  not  know,  mj  sons? 
And  if  you  do— O  let  me  sigh  no  move ! 
Let  these  white  hairs  put  in  a  claim  to  peace ! 

Per.  Henceforth,  my  sole  contention  with  nj 
brother 
Is  this;  which  best  obevs  our  father^s  wilL 

Dem.  Father,  if  simple  nature  ever  speaks 
In  her  own  language,  scorning  useless  words^ 
You  see  her  now ;  she  swells  into  my  eyes. 
I  take  thee  to  my  heart :  I  fold  thee  in  it. 

[Etnbradmg  Pertns, 
Our  father  bids ;  and  that  we  drink  one  milk. 
Is  now  the  smallest  motive  of  my  love. 

King.  Antigonus,  the  joy  their  mother  fdt, 
When  they  wei-e  horn,  was  faint  to  what  I  feci 

Dem.  See,  brother,  if  he  does  not  weep !  His 
•  love 
Runs  o'er  in  venerable  tears.    Vm  rode : 
But  nature  will  prevail — My  kin^i  My  father! 

Per.  Mow  cannot  I  let  fall  a  amgle  tear. 

[A^dc 

King.  See !  the  good  man  has  canght  it  too. 

Ant.  Such  tears, 
And  such  alone,  be  shed  in  Macedonia  ! 

King.  Be  not  thou,  Perseus^  jealoua  of  tki 
brother ; 
Nor  thou,  Demetrius,  prone  to  give  him  caose ; 
Nor  either  think  of  empire,  till  Vm  de«dL 
You  need  not ;   you  reign  now ;  m j  heart  is 

your's ; 
Sheath  your  resentments  in  your  iathei's  peace ; 
Come  to  my  bosom  both,  and  swear  it  thefe. 

[£Hi6rac>ii^  kis  sett 

Ant.  Look  down,  ye  gods,  and  cbnnge  dk,  if 
you  can. 
This  sight  for  one  more  lovely !  What  90  saect. 
So  beautiful,  on  earth,  and,  ah !  so  rare^ 
As  kindred  love,  and  family  repose  ? 
This,  this  alliance,  Rome,  will  quite  undo  thee. 
Sec  thi?,  proud  Eastern  monardis,  and  look  pak! 
Armies  arc  rpfited,  realms  o*er-fan  bj  tlB& 

King.  Or  if  leagued  worlds  supecior  forces 
brin^ 
I'd  rather  die  a  father  than  a  king. 
Fathers  alone  a  father's  heart  can  know: 
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What  secKt  tides  of  still  eoioyment  flow,  I  They  wage  the  war ;  bat  'lb  the  father  Meeds. 

Wbeo  brothers  love;  but  if  their  hate  succeeds^  |  [£jrett»l« 


ACT.   n. 


SCENE  L 


Enter  Perseus. 

Per.  Why  loiters  my  ambasador  to  Dymas  ? 
His  greatoeas  will  not,  sure,  presume  to  scorn 
A  frieodship^  oflfered  from  an  heir  of  empire ! 
Bat  Pericles  returns. 

Enter  Pe&icles. 

Is  Dymas  oar's  ? 
FerL  He*s  caatioasy  sir ;  he's  subtle ;  he's  a 
coortier. 
Dynias  is  now  for  yoa,  now  for  your  brother ; 
For  both,  and  neitner  :  he's  a  summer-insecty 
And  loves  the  sunshine :  on  his  fjAded  wings, 
While  the  scales  waver,  hell  fly  doubtful  round 

And  sing  lus  flatteries  to  both  alike  : 
The  scales  once  fixed,  bell  settle  on  the  winner, 
And  swear  his  prayers  drew  down  the  victory-^ 
But  what  sucoeas  had  you,  sir,  with  your  broth- 
er? 

Per,  All,  all  my  hopes  are  at  the  point  of 
death! 
The  boy  triumphant  keeps  his  hold  in  love : 
He's  ever  warbling  nonsense  in  her  ear 
With  all  the  intoxication  of  success. 
Darkness  incloses  me ;  nor  see  I  light 
From  any  quarter  dawn,  but  from  his  death. 

Feri,  Why  start  at  his  death,  who  resolves  on 
your's? 

Per,  Resolves  on  mine ! 

PerL  Ilave  yon  not  marked  the  princess? 
You  have :  with  what  a  beam  of  majesty 
Her  eye  strikes  sacred  awe !  It  speaks  ner  mind 
Exalted,  as  it  is.    Whom  loves  she  then  ? 
Demetrius  ?  No;  Rome's  darling;  who^  no  doubt. 
Dares  court  her  with  your  empire.    And  shall 

Perseus 
Arrive  that  loss  ? — ^Thus  he  resolves  your  death. 

Per,  Most  true.    What  crime  then  to  strike 
first  ?  But  how  ? 
Or  when  ?  or  where  ?  O  Pericles !  assist  me. 

Peri,  Tis  dangerous. 

Per.  The  fitter  for  me. 

Peri.  Wait  an  occasion,  that  befriends  your 


Per,  Go^  fool,  and  teach  a  cataract  to  creep ! 
Can  thirst  of  empire,  vengeance,  beauty,  wait'f 

PerL  In  the  mean  time,  accept  a  stratagem, 
That  mast  secore  your  empire,  or  your  love. 
Vour  brocher^B  Roman  friendships  gall  no  less 
The  Idn^  tfaan  you  :  he  dreads  their  consequence. 
Dymas  Gales  Ivome ;  and  Dymas  has  a  daughter. 
Ilow  can  the  king  so  powerfully  fix 
pcmetrius'  faith,  as  by  his  marriage  there? 


For  Dymas  thus,  Rome^s  sworn,  eternal  foe, 
Becomes  a  spy  upon  his  private  life, 
And  surety  tor  his  conducL  * 

Per,  True — ^but  thus 
Our  art  defeats  itself.    My  brother  gains 
The  favourite,  and  so  strengthens  in  his  treason. 

FerL  Think  you  he  will  wed  her?   No,  the 
princess^  eye 
Makes  no  such  siiort-lived  conquest    Hell  re* 

fuse. 
And  thus  effect  what  I  have  strove  in  vain : 
Yes,  he'll  refuse ;  and  Dymas,  in  bis  wrath. 
Will  list  for  us,  and  vengeance.    Then  the  king 
Will,  doubtless,  much  resent  his  son's  refusal ; 
And  thus  we  kindle  the  whole  court  agpunst  him. 

Per,  My  precious  friend,  I  thank  thee.    I  take 
wine 
On  ardent  hope :  I  tlunk  it  cannot  faiL 
Oo,  make  th^  court  to  Dymas  with  this  scheme  t 
Begone— -Enxene !  I'll  feed  her  pride. 

[Looking  <mt. 
Once  more,  but  not  expend  my  breath  in  vain. 
This  meeting  stamps  unalterable  fate ; 
I  will  wed  iMcr,  or  vengeance 

Enter  Ekixene  and  Delia. 

O,  Erixene ! 

O,  Princess !  colder  than  your  Thracian  snows ! 
See  Perseus,  who  ne'er  stooped  but  to  the  gods^ 
Prostrate  before  you.    Fame  and  empire  sue. 
Why  have  I  oonauered  ?  Because  you  are  fair. 
What's  empire  ?  out  a  title  to  adore  you. 
Why  do  I  number  in  my  lineage  high 
Heroes  and  gods  ?  That  you,  scarce  less  diving. 
Without  a  blush  may  listen  to  my  vows. 
My  ancestor  subdued  the  world.    I  dare 
Beyond  his  pride,  and  grasp  at  more,  in  you. 
Obdurate  maid  !  or  torn,  or  I  expire. 

Erix.  If  love,  my  lord,  is  choice,  who  loves  in 

vain 
Should  blame  himself  alone ;  and  if 'tis  fiste, 
Tis  fate  in  all :  why  then  your  blame  on  me  ? 
My  crown's  precarious,  through  the  chance 

war; 
But  sure  my  heart's  my  own.    Each  villager 
Is  queen  of  her  afiiections,  and  can  vent 
Her  arbitrary  sighs,  where'er  Ae  pi 
Shall  then  toe  daughter  of  a  race  of 

Per.  Madam,  you  justly  blame  the  cnanoe 

war; 
The  gods  have  been  unkind :  I  am  not  so. 
So !  Perseus  comes  to  oounterbalanoe  fate. 
Thrace  ne'er  was  conquered--— —if  you  smile  oi| 

me. 
Silent !  obdurate  still !  a»  cold  as  death ! 
But 'tis 
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Erix,  Priooei  I  take  j^oar  meaning. 
But,  if  you  truly  think  ms  worth  prevails^ 
•How  strange  is  your  request ! 

Per.  Noy  madam,  no : 
Though  love  has  hurt  my  mind,  I  still  can  judge 
What  springs  controul  the  nassions  of  the  great. 
Ambition  is  first  minister  of  state ; 
Love's  but  a  second  in  the  cabinet : 
Nor  can  he  feather  there  his  unfledged  shaft 
But  from  ambition's  wing :  but  you  conceive 
More  sanguine  hopes  from  him,  whom  Rome 

supports, 
Than  me.    You  view  Demetrius  on  my  throne; 
And  thence  he  shines  indeed !   his  charms  from 

thence 
Transpierce  your  soul,  enamoured  of  dominion. 

Eng.  Why  now  you  shew  me  your  profound 
esteem ! 
Demetrius'  guilt  alone  has  charms  for  me ; 
Tis  not  the  prince,  but  traitor  wins  my  love. 
Such  insults  are  not  brooked  by  royal  minds, 
Howe'er  their  fortunes  ebb;  and  though  I  mourn, 

Aq  orphan,  and  a  captive,  gods  there  are 

Fear  tnen  an  orphan  s,  and  a  captive's  wrong. 

Per.  Your  cruel  treatment  of  my  passion 

But  I'll  not  talk.    This,  madam ;  only  this— 
Think  not  the  cause,  the  cursed  cause  of  all. 
Shall  laugh  secure,  and  triumph  in  my  pangs. 
No ;  by  the  torments  of  an  heart  on  fire, 
He  gluts  my  vengeance,  who  defrauds  my  love  ! 

[Exit, 

Erix.  What  have  I  done !  In  what  a  whirl- 
wind ra^ 
Has  snatched  him  hence  on  ill !  I  frown  on  Per- 
seus, 
And  kill  Demetrius. 

DeUa.  Madam,  see  the  prince. 

Enter  DemetbiDS. 

Erix.  Ah,  prince !  the  tempest,  which  so^long 
has  lowered, 
Is  now  full  ripe,  and  bursting  o*er  your  head. 
This  moment  Perseus'  malice  flamed  before  me ; 
Victorious  rage  broke  through  his  wonted  guud, 
And  menaced  loud  your  ruin.    Fly,  O  fly 
This  instant ! 

Dem.  To  what  reftige  ? 

Erix.  Rome  extenos 
Her  longing  arms  to  clasp  you  for  her  own. 

Dem.  Madam,  'tis  prudent;  I  confess  it  is: 
But  is  it  loving  as  true  lovers  ought. 
To  be  so  very  prudent  in  oor  love  ? 
I  boast  not  so  much  wisdom :  I  prefer 
Death  at  your  feet  before  the  world  without  you. 

Erix.  In  danger  thus  extreme 

Dem.  Oh !  most  beloved  ! 
Loved  yon  like  me,  like  me  you  would  discern 
That  I  but  execute  my  brother's,  purpose 
By  such  a  flight    At  that  his  clamour,  rage, 
Ajid  menace  aim :  to  chase  a  rival  hence, 
And  keep  the  field  alone.    Oh  !  shall  I  leave  him 
To  gpze  whole  days ;  to  leva  tp  read  your  eye ; 


To  study  your  delists,  to  diide  the  wiodTs 
Too  rude  approach ;  to  bid  the  enMind  be  soiootfa; 
To  follow,  like  your  shadow,  where  you  p> ; 

Tread  in  your  steps ;  perhaps to  txMKfa  joor 

hand ! 

0  death  !  to  minister  in  little  things ; 
From  half  a  ghmce  to  prophecy  your  wnSL, 
And  do  it,  ere  well  formed  in  votir  own  miDd ! 
Gods !  Gods !  While  worlds  mvide  me  fnm  107 

princess, 
That,  snould  she  call,  Demetrius  m^^  gnnv  oU 
Ere  he  could  reach  her  feet ! 

Erix.  If  Perseus^  love 
Pains  you,  it  pains  me  more.      Is  yoor  hcsxt 

grieved  ? 
Mine  is  tormented :  but  since  PhiKp*s  lelf 
Is  love's  great  advocate,  a  flat  refmsal 
But  blows  their  rage,  and  hastens  yoor  destnifr 

tion. 
Had  I  not  that  to  fear !  were  voa  secure ! 

1  would  ease  my  bosum  of  its  mil  disdain. 
And  dash  this  bold  presumcr  on  bis  birth. 
But,  see !  the  grand  procession. 

Dem»  We  must  jom  it 

Enter  the  King,  Pekseus,  RomaBSy  Amiie^- 

*  MUSy    SfC. 

King.  Let  the  procession  bait !   and  here  be 
paid, 
Before  ^ron  flaming  alta^  thanks  to  Re«vei^ 
Hiat  bnngs  us  safe  to  tlus  auspidous  day ! 
The  great  lustration  of  our  martial  poweti^ 
Which  from  its  distant  birth  to  present  time 
Unfolds  the  glories  of  this  antient  empire. 
And  throngs  the  pride  of  ages  in  an  hcmr. 

PoMt.  What  figure's  that?    O  Philip!  whidi 
precedes?  iPcintiitg. 

King.  The  founder  of  oor  empire,  funbos  soa 
Of  great  Alddes.    We  are  allied  to  Hearen ; 
And  you,  I  think,  call  Romnlus  a  god. 
That,  Philip,  second  of  our  name ;  and  here — 
O  bend  with  awe  Co  him,  whose  red  r^t  hand 
Hurled  proud  Darius  like  a  star  from  Heaves, 
With  lesser  lights  around  him,  flaming  down, 
And  bid  the  laurelled  sons  of  Macedonia 
Drink  their  own  Ganees ! 

Per.  Give  him  his  behnet,  brodier.    {Jsiitta 


King.  You  lead  the  troops  fhal  job  in  wotk 
encounter : 
And  in  no  other  way  yon  ever  meet !  [7V»  his  Sams. 
But  march  one  way,  and  drive  the  world  befiace 

you : 
The  victor,  as  our  antient  rites  decree, 
Must  hold  a  feast,  and  triumph  in  the  borarL 
Dem.  1  lon^  my  lord,  to  see  the  cliai^  be- 
gin; 
The  brandished  faulchion,  and  tiie  darling  helm : 
Though  but  in  sport,  it  is  a  sport  for 
Raw  Alexander  thus  began  his  fame, 
And  overthrew  Darius^  first,  at  home. 
Well  practise  o'er  the  plani  of  future 
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Wbile  odghboarin^  oatioiis  tremble  at  our  play. 
And  own  the  {iiilt  in  fortime,  not  in  us. 
Time  vre  but  wmnt  a  foe  to  be  immortal. 
Per,  You  have  supplied  my  wants :   I  thank 

you,  brother. 
King.  [Ritimfif  and  eomi$tg  forward,    Muue.'\ 
How  vain  all  outward  eflforts  to  supply 
The  soul  with  joy !  The  noon-tide  sun  is  dark. 
And  music  discord,  when  the  heart  is  low  ! 
Avert  its  omen !  what  a  damp  hang^  on  me ! 
These  ffiiightlr,  tuneful  airs,  but  skim  along 
The  sortsce^of  my  soul,  not  enter  tliere: 
She  does  not  dance  to  this  enchanting  sound. 
Mow,  tike  a  broken  instrument,  beneath 
The  ikiUul  touch,  my  joyless  heart  ties  dead^ 
Nor  answers  to  the  master^s  hand  divine ! 
AMiig,  When  men  once  reach  their  autunm, 
sickly  joys 
FaO  off  apace,  as  yellow  leaves  from  trees. 
At  every  little  breath  misfortune  blows ; 
TiU,  left  quite  naked  of  their  happiness. 
In  the  dull  blasts  of  winter  they  eipire. 
This  is  the  commoo  lot.    Have  comfort,*  then : 
Your  grief  will  damp  the  triumph. 

King.  It  is  over. 
Hear  too ;  the  trumpet  calls  us  to  the  field. 
And  now  this  phantom  of  a  fight  begins. 
Ftir  princess,  voii  and  I  will  ^  together, 
As  Priam  and  bright  Helen  did  of  old. 
To  view  the  war.    Your  eyes  will  make  them 

bolder. 
And  raise  the  priK  of  victoiy  itself. 
[Migoimt  but  Per$eu$j  who  koi obierved  De- 
metrius  wnd  Erixene  all  this  time  converting, 
and  tiay$  hekindt  thoughtful  and  ditturbed. 
Per,  Before  nsy  face  she  feeds  him  with  her 
smiles: 
The  king  looks  on,  nor  disapproves  the  crime ; 
And  the  boy  takes  them  as  not  due  to  me, 
Without  remorse,  as  happy  as  she'll  make  him. 
Perish  all  three  !  Til  seek  allies  elsewhere; 
Father  and  brother,  nay,  a  mistress  too. 
Dcftmction,   rise!    Though  thou  art  blade  as 

Thy  mother,  nod  as  hideous  as  Despair, 
111  dasp  thee  thus,  nor  think  of  woman  more. 
How  the  bov  doat^  and  drinks  in  at  his  eyes 
Her  poison !  O  to  stab  him  in  her  arms !  * 
And  yei  do  less  than  they  have  done  to  me. 

Enter  Pekiclzs. 

Pert.  Where  is  my  prince  ?  The  nation's  on 
the  wing; 
No  bosom  but  exults;  no  hand  but  bears 
A  Kurland  or  a  trophy:  and  shall  Perseus 

Per.  Vengeance! 

Peri.   Hear  how  with  shouts  they  rend  the 
skies !  [Shouts  within. 

Per.  Give  me  my  vengeance ! 

Peri.  Forty  thousand  men. 
In  polished  armour,  shine  against  the  sun. 


Per,  Dare  but  another  word,  and  not  of  ven- 
geance, 
And  I  will  use  thee,  as  I  would — my  brother. 
Peri.  Vengeance !  on  whom  ? 
Per.  On  him. 
PerL  What  vengieance  ? 
Per.  Blood. 
'    PerL  Tisyoui's. 

Per.  What  god  will  give  it  me  ? 
Pert.  Your  own  right  hand. 
Per.  I  dare  not — for  my  father. 
PerL  You  shall  dare. 

Per.  Shalt  thou  dare  give  encouragement  to 
Perseus? 
Unfold  thy  pirpose ;  FIl  outshoot  the  mark. 
Peri.  Where  are  you  going  ? 
Per.  To  the  mock  encounter. 
PerL  What  more  like  mock  encounter  than 

the  true  } 
Per,    Enough — ^He's  dead !  Twas  acddent ; 
'twas  error. 
No  matter  what  Ten  thousand  share  the  blame. 
PerL  Hold,  sir !  I  had  forgot :  on  this  occa* 
sion. 
The  troops  are  searched;   and  foils  alone  are 

worn, 
Instead  of  swords. 

Per.  An  osier  were  enoo^. 
Who  pains  my  heart,  plants  thunder  in  my  hand* 
Peri.  But  should  tnis  fail 
Per.  Impossible! 
Pert.  But,  should  it, 
The  banquet  follows. 

Per.  roison  in  his  wine ! 
I  thank  the  gods  I  my  spirits  are  revived ! 
I  draw  inmiortal  vigour  from  that  bowl ! 
Peri.  Nay,  should  both  fail,  the  field  and  ban^ 
quet  too, 
All  fails  not;  fairer  hopes  to  fair  succeed: 
For  know,  my  lord,  the  king  received,  with  joy, 
The    marriage-scheme,    ai^  sent  for   DynutfT 
daughter. 
Per,  Tl^n  there's  a  second  bowl  of  poison 

for  him. 
Pert.  Yet  more:    this  evening  those  ambas- 
sadors. 
Which  Philip  sent  to  Rome,  beneath  the  name 
Of  public  business,  but,  in  truth,  to  learn 
Your  brother's  conduct,  are  expected  home. 
Per.  Those  whom  I  swore,  before  they  parted 
hence, 
In  dreadful  sacraments  of  wine  and  blood. 
To  brinj;  t»ck  Hid.  reports  u  should  destroy 

him: 
And  what  if,  to  complete  our  secret  plan. 
We  feign  a  letter  to  his  friend  the  consul, 
To  strengthen  our  ambassadors'  report  ? 
PerL  That  care,  my  lord,  be  mine :  I  know  a 
knave. 
Grown  fat  on  forgery ;  hell  counterfeit 
Old  Quintius'  hand  and  seal,  by  former  letters 
Sent  to  the  king ;  which  you  can  gain  with 
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Fer*  Obserre— Thii  morniii^  at  their  mter^ 
vieWy 
The  RomaiU)  in  effect,  informed  the  king, 
That  Thrace  was  theirs,  and  ordered  him  restore 
The  princess.    This  will  dve  much  air  of  tnitfay 
If  oor  forged  letters  say  uie  Romans  crown 
Demetrius  king  of  Thrace,  and  promise  more. 

Pert.  My  lord,  it  shall  be  done. 

Fer,  All  cannot  faiL  [Truuipett. 

Feru  The  trumpets  sound:    the  troops  are 
mounted. 

Fer,  Vengeance! 


Sweet  Teognnce  calls :  nor  ever  called  a  God 
Such  swift  obedienoe:  like  the  rapid  wheel 
I  kindle  in  die  course;  I  am  there  aliesdy; 
Snatdi  the  bright  weapon;  boood  into  my  test; 
Strike ;  triumph;  see  lum  jsasynqg  on  the gmod, 
And  life,  love,  empire^  spnngmg  fram  his  ivowL 
When  god-like  end%  by  means  unjust,  soooecd^ 
The  great  result  adorns  the  daring  deed. 
Virtue's  a  shackle,  under  fair  disniise, 
To  fetter  foob,  while  we  bear  off  the  prise. 

\Ewnl, 


ACT    ITL 


SCENE  L 


Enter  Perseus. 

Fer*  Cowards  in  ill,  like  cowards  in  the  field. 
Are  sure  to  be  defeated.    To  strike  home, 
In  bodi,  is  prudence :  guilt,  beeun,  must  fly 
To  guilt  consummate,  to  be  sare. 

Enter  Pericles. 

Feru  My  lord— 

Fer.  Disturb  not  my  devotions;  they  decline 
The  beaten  track,  the  common  track  of  prayer. 
Ye  powers  of  daikneas !  that  rejoice  in  ul ; 
All  sworn  by  Styx,  with  pestilential  blasts 
To  wither  every  virtue  in  the  bud ; 
To  keep  the  door  of  dark  conspiracy. 
And  snuff  the  grateful  fumes  of  human  blood ! 
From  sulphur  blue,  or  your  red  beds  of  fire. 
On  your  olack  ebon  thrones,  auspicious  rise ; 
And  bursting  through  the  barriers  of  this  world, 
Stand  in  dr^d  contrast  to  the  golden  sun ; 
Fright  day-light  hence  with  your  infernal  smile ; 
And  howl  aloud  your  formidable  joy, 
While  I  transport  you  with  the  fair  record 
Of  what  your  faithful  minister  has  done, 
Beyond  your  inspiration,  self-impelled. 
To  spread  your  empire,  and  secure  his  own ! 
Hear,  and  applaud.    Now,  Pericles,  proceed ; 
Speak,  is  the  letter  forged  ? 

Peri.  This  moment ;  and  might  cheat 
The  cunning  eye  of  jealousy  itself. 

FerL  Tis  well :  Art  thou  apprised  of  what 
hath  passed 
Snoe  we  last  parted  ? 

Fer.  No,  my  lord. 

Fer,  Then  rouse 
Thy  whole  attention :  here  we  are  in  private : 
Know,  then,  my  Pericles,  the  mock  encounter 
I  turned,  as  taught  by  thee,  to  real  rage. 
But,  blasted  be  the  cowards,  whom  I  led ! 
They  trembled  at  a  boy. 

FerL  Ha ! 

Fer.  Mark  me  well : 
The  villains  fled ;  but  soon  my  prudence  turned 
To  good  account  that  momeutary  shame« 
~  ~  pretend  'twas  voluntary  flight 


To  save  a  brother's  blood ;  •^"•p'g  faim 
As  author  of  that  conflict  I  dedined. 
And  he  pursued  vrith  ardour  and  success. 

Pm.  That's  artiiiL    What  ensiied  ? 

Fer.  The  banquet  followed. 
Held  by  the  victor,  as  our  rites  require : 
To  which  his  eaasy  nature,  soon  appeased, 
Invited  me.    I  went  not ;  but  sent  spies 
To  learn  what  passed ;  which  spses^  by  dHuice 

detected, 
(Observe  me)  were  ill  used. 

Pert.  By  whom ?  your  brother? 

Fer.  No;  by  his  sons  of  riot.    He  socyi  af- 
ter, 
Xot  knowing  that  my  servants  were  abused, 
Kind,  and  ga^-hearted,  came  to  Tttic  ne. 
They,  who  misused  my  spies,  for  sc^f-defove, 
Concealed  their  arms  beneath  the  robes  of  peace. 
Of  this  informed,  again  my  geniua  aenred  me. 

Feri.  Yon  took  occasion,  from  diese  few  is 
arms, 
To  charge  a  muiderons  assault  on  all  ? 

Fer,  True,  Perides;  but  mark  my  wUe  sd* 
dress: 
Against  my  brother  swift  I  bar  nnr  gates; 
Fly  to  my  father ;  and  with  artful  tears 
Accuse  Demetrius ;  first,  of  tuming  sports^ 
And  guiltless  exercise,  to  mortal  rage; 
Then  of  inviting  me  (still  blazer  gnuilt  h 
To  smiling  deaUi  in  an  envenomed  bowl ; 
And  last,  that,  both  these  failing  tmA  with  np. 
He  threw  his  schemes  of  baffled  art  aside, 
And  with  armed  men  avowedly  aoo^t  my  lifr. 

Feri,  Three  startling  articfes,  and  wtH-oon- 
certed. 
Following  each  other  in  an  easy  tnun. 
With  fair  similitude  of  truth  I  Batp  »r. 
How  bore  your  father  ? 

Fer.  or  heshook!  befell! 
Nor  was  his  fleeting  soul  recalled  wkfa  ease. 

Pert.  What  said  he  when  reoo>rered? 

Fer.  His  resolve 
I  know  not  yet;  but  see,  his  minion  comes; 
And  comes,  perhaps,  to  tell  me.     But  111  go; 
Sustain  my  part,  and  echo  loud  my  wron^ 
Nought  so  like  innocence  as  perfect  g«lC 
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If  he  brings  aaght  of  moment,  you'll  inform  me. 
[AsPeneut  goes  off",  he  if  teized  by  officers. 

Enter  Dymas. 

Peri,  How  fares  the  king  ? 
Dym.  Even  as  an  aged  oak 
Pushed  to  and  fro,  the  labour  of  the  storm ; 
Whose  largest  branches  are  stmck  off  by  thun- 
der: 
Yet  still  ha  loves,  and  on  the  mountain  groans ; 
Strong  in  affliction,  awful  from  his  wounds, 
And  more  revered  in  ruin  than  in  glory. 
Pen,  I  hear  prince  Perseus  has  accused  his 

brother. 
Dym,  True;   and  the  king's  commands  are 
now  gone  forth 
To  throw  £em   both  in   chains;    for  farther 

thought 
Wakes  Philip  doubt  the  tmth  of  Perseus'  charge. 
Peri.  What  then  is  his  design  ? 
i^.  They  both  this  hour 
Must  plead  their  cause  before  him.    Nay,  al- 
ready 
His  nobles,  judges,  connsellors,  are  met. 
And  public  justice  wears  her  sternest  form : 
A  more  momentous  trial  ne'er  was  known ; 
Whether  the  pleaders  you  survey  as  brothers. 
Of  princes  known  in  arts,  or  famed  for  arms ; 
Whether  you  ponder,  in  their  awful  judge. 
Tile  tender  parent,  or  the  mighty  king, 
^'reece,  Athens,  hears  the  cause :  the  great  reivult 
la  life,  or  death ;  is  infamy,  or  fame.  [Trumpets. 
Pen.  What  tmmpets  these  ?  * 
I^ym.  They  summon  to  the  court.     [Exeunt. 

The  SCENE  draws,  and  discovers  the  Courts 

KiNGy    SfC,  » 

Enter  Dtmis^  and  takes  Ms  place  hy  the  Kmo. 

Xing.  Brine  forth  the  prisoners. 
•France  trial  this !  Here  sit  I  to  debate, 
Which  rital  limb  to  lop,  nor  that  to  save, 
But  reader  wretched  life  more  wretched  still. 
What  sec  I,  bat  heaven's  vengeance,  in  my  sons  ? 
Their  guilt  a  scourge  for  mine  ?  'tis  thus  Ileaven 

writes 
Iti  awful  meaning,  plain  in  human  deeds, 
And  language  leaves  to  man. 

EtUer  Pbxsbos  «n^ DtMKTBi us,  inehains^from 
different  sides  of  the  stage ;  Perseus /b//!oB>- 
fd  by  pEjticLES,  and  DsvitTRiua  by  Ai^ti- 
00s  csl 

Ihfm.  Dreftdy  sir,  your  sons. 

King.  I  have  no  sons ;  and  that  I  ever  had, 
^  now  my  heaviest  curse :  and  yet  what  care, 
^hat  pains,  I  took  to  curb  ^eir  rising  rage ! 
luw  often  hare  I  ranged  throu^  history, 
^<*  find  examples  for  dieir  private  use  ? 
'Be  Tbefnn  braChers  did  i  set  before  them •    <  < 
ykat  blood !  what  dcsotetion !  but  in  vain ! 
'w  tbev,  DemeAius,  M I  m  to  Rome, 
ot.  I. 


I  And  bring  thee  patterns  thence  of  brothers'  Imo, 
I  The  Quintii,  and  the  Scipios ;  but  in  vain : 

If  I'm  a  monarch,  where  is  your  obedience  ? 

If  I'm  a  father,  where's  your  duty  to  me  ? 

If  old,  your  veneration  due  to  years  ? 

But  1  liave  wept,  and  you  have  sworn,  in  vain  ? 

il  had  your  ear,  and  enmity  your  heart. 
How  was  this  morning's  counsel  thnm'u  away ! 
How  happy  is  your  mother  in  the  grave ! 
She,  when  she  bore  you,  suflercd  less:  heroangs, 
Her  pungent  pang8%  throb  through  the  father's  neart. 
D^m.  Yon  can  t  condemn  me,  sir,  to  worse 

than  this. 
JfiA^.  Than  what,  thoo  young  deceiver  ?  While 
I  live, 
You  both,  with  hnpious  wishes,  grasp  my  sceptre: 
Nothing  is  sacred,  nothing  dear,  but  empire. 
Brother,  nor  father,  can  you  boir ;  fierce  lust 
Of  empire  bums,  extinguished  all  beside. 
Why  pant  you  for  it  ?  to  givo  others  awe  ? 
Be  therefore  awed  yourselves,  and  tremble  at  it. 
While  in  a  father^s  hand. 

Dym.  My  lord,  your  warmth 
Defers  the  ousiness. 

King.  Am  I  then  too  warm  ? 
They  that  should  shelter  me  from  erery  blast, 
To  be  themselves  the  storm !   O !  how  Rome 

triumphs ! 
Oh  !  how  they  bring  this  hoary  head  to  shame ! 
Conquest  and  fame,  the  labour  of  my  life. 
Now  turn  against  me,  and  call  in  the  world 
To  gaze  at  what  was  Philip,  but  who  now 
Wants  even  the  wretch's  privilege — a  wish. 
What  can  I  wish  f  Demetrius  may  be  guiltless. 
What  then  is  Perseus?  Jadgment  hangs  as  yet 
Doubtful  o'er  them;  but  I'm  condemned  already} 
For  both  arc  mine ;  and  one— ^  foul  as  hell. 
Should  these  two  hands  wage  war,  (these  hands 

less  dear!) 
^liat  boots  it  which  prevails  P  In  both  I  bleed. 
But  I  have  done.    9peak,  Perseus,  and  at  large ; 
You'll  have  no  second  hearing.    Thoo  forbear. 

[To  Demetrius, 
Per.  Speak!— Twas  with  utmost  struggle  I 
forbore? 
These  chains  were  scarce  designed  to  reach  my 

tongue. 
Their  trespass  is  sufficient,  stopping  here. 

[Shewing  his  arms. 
These  chains !  for  what  ?  Are  chains  for  inno* 

cedce? 
Not  so ;  for,  see,  Demons  wears  them  too. 
Fool  that  1  was  to  tremble  at  Vain  laws. 
Nor  feam  from  him  defiance  of  their  frown ; 
Since  innocence  and  guilt  are  used  alike, 
Blood-thirstv  stabbers,  and  their  destined  prey; 
Perseus,  and «hc        I  will  not  call  him  brother: 

[Pointing  at  Demetrius, 
He  wants  not  that  enhancement  of  his  guilt. 
King,  But  closer  to  the  point ;  and  lay  before 


us 


Your  whole  dendfrtment  this  fll-fated  day. 
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Per,  Scared  was  he  cool  from  that  embrace 
this  morning, 
Which  you  enjoined,  and  I  sincerely  gave ; 
Nor  thought  he  planned  my  death  within  my 

ilrms ; 
When,  holding  vile,  oaths,  honour,  duty,  love. 
He  fired  our  t'liendly  sports  to  martial  rage. 
If  ivar,  why  not  fair  war  ?  But  that  has  danger. 
From  hostile  conflict,  as  from  brothers'  play, 
lie  blushed  not  to  invite  me  to  his  banquet. 
I  went  not ;  and  in  that  was  I  to  blame  ? 
Think  you,  there  nothing  had  been  found  but 

peace, 
From  whence,  soon  after,  sallied  armed  men  ? 
Think  you  I  nothmg  had  to  fear  from  swordsy 
When  from   their  foils  I  scarce  escaped  with 

life? 
Or  poison  might  his  valour  suit  as  well : — 
This  passed,  as  suits  his  wisdom,  Macedonians, 
Who  vaults  o*er  elder  brothers  to  a  throne. 
With  an  armed  rout  he  came  to  visit  me. 
Did  I  refuse  to  go,  a  bidden  guest? 
And  should  I  welcome,  him,  a  threatening /oe? 
Resenting  my  refusal,  boiling  for  revenge  ? 

Dem,  ^s  false. 

Ant,  Forbear ^The  king ! 

Per,  Had  I  received  them» 
You  now  had  mourned  my  deaths  nor  heard  my 

cause. 
Dares  he  deny  he  brought  an  armed  throng  ? 
Call  those  I  name;  who  dare  this  deed,  dare  all| 
Yet  will  not  dare  deny,  that  this  is  true. 
My  death  alone  can  yield  a  stronger  proof; 
Will  no  less  proof  than  that  content  a  father  ? 

Peri.  Perseus,  you  see,  has  art,  as  well  as  fire; 
Nor  have  tlie  wars  worn  Athens  from  his  tongue. 

Per,  Let  him,  who  seeks  to  bathe  in  brother^s 
blood, 
Not  find  well  pleased  the  fountain  whence  it 

flowfed ! 
Let  him,  who  shudders  at  a  brother's  knife. 
Find  refuge  in  the  bosom  of  a  father : 
For  where  else  can  I  fly  ?  Whom  else  implore  ? 
I  have  no  Romans,  with  their  eagle's  wings, 
To  shelter  me ;  Demetrius  borrows  those, 
To  mount  full  rebel-high :  I  have  their  hatred ; 
And,  thanks  to  Hteven !  deserve  it :  good  Deme- 
trius .       . 
Can  see  your  towns  and  kingdoms  toni  away 
By  these  protectors,  and  ne'er  lose  his  temper. 
My  weakness  I  confess ;  it  makes  me  rave ; 
It  makes  me  weep^and  my  tears  rarely  flow. 

Peri.  Was  ever'stronger  proof  of  filial  love  ? 

Per.  Vain  are  Rome's  hopes,  while  yoii  and  I 
survive : 
But  should  the  sword  take  me,  and  age  my  fa- 
ther, 
(Heaven  grant  they  leave  him  to  the  stroke  of 

The  kingdom,  and  the  king,  are  both  their  own; 
A  duteous  loyal  king,  a  sceptred  slave, 
A  willing  Macedonian  slave  to  Rome. 


King,  First  let  an  eartiiquake  swallow  llan- 
donia ! 

Per,  How,  at  such  news,  would  Haiuabtl  re- 
joice ! 
How  the  great  shade  of  Alexander  smile ! 
The  thought  quite  chokes  me  up;  lean  no  more. 

King,  Proo^d. 

Per.  No,  sir, ^Why  have  I  spoke  at  aO? 

Twas  needless :  Philip  justifies  my  cfaaige; 
Philip's  the  sii^le  witness,  which  I  call. 
To  prove  Demetrius  guilty. 

King.  What  dost  mean  ? 

Per.  What  mean  I,  sir !  what  mean  I !— To 
run  mad : 
For  who,  unshaken  both  in  heart  and  bniiv 
Can  recollect  it  ? 

King.  What? 

Per.  This  morning's  insult. 
Thb  morning  they  procbumed  him  Philip's  tif • 
This  morning  they  forgave  too  for  his  sake. 
O,  pardon,  pardon  !  I  could  strike  him  dod. 

King,  More  temper. 

Per,  Not  more  truth ;  that  camiot  be ! 
And  tlint  it  cannot,  one  proof  can't  escape  yoo: 
For  what  but  truth  could  make  me,  «r.  So  boU? 
Rome  puts  forth  all  her  strength  to  crown  her 

minion. 
Demetrius'  vices,  thriving  of  themselves, 
Her  fulsome  flatteries  dung  to  ranker  growth. 
Demetrius  is  the  burden  of  her  song ; 
Each  river,  hill,  and  dale,  has  learnt  his  name; 
While  elder  Perseus  in  a  whisper  dies. 
Demetrius  treats;  Demetrius  gives  os  peace; 
Demetrius  is  our  god,  and  would  be  so. 
My  sight  is  short :  look  on  him  yoa  that  can : 
What  sage  experience  sits  upon  his  brow. 
What  awful  marks  of  wisdom,  who  ▼ouchsafei 
To  patronize  a  father,  and  a  king? 
Sucn  patronage  is  treason. 

King,  Treason !  Deaths 

Per,  Nor  let  the  ties  of  blood  bind  up  tbe 
hands 
Of  justice ;  Nature's  ties  are  broke  already : 
For,   who   contend   before  you  .^— Your  two 

sons? — 
No ;  read  aright,  ^tis  Macedon  and  Rome. 
A  well-masked  foreigiDer,  and  yuQi«— only  soa, 
Guard  of  your  life,  and---exiie  of  your  love. 
Now,  bear  me  to  my  dung^n :  what  so  fit 
As  darkness,  chains^  and  death,  for  sodi  a  Xxxt 
tor? 

King.  Speak,  Demetriusi 

Ant,  My  lord,  he  cannot  speak ;  accept  he 
tear»— 
Instead  of  wordsi 

Per,  His  tears  are  false  as  they 

Now,  with  fine  phrase,  and  foppery  of  Uwgoe, 
More  graceful  action,  and  a  smootoer  tDiie» 
That  orator  of  fable^  and  fair  faoe^ 
Will  steal  on  your  bribed  hearts^  aad^  as  yoa 

listen. 
Plain  truth,  and  I,  plain  Perseus,  are  Ibc^oc 
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'Don.  My  father !  king !  and  judge !   thrice 
awfol  power ! 
Yoar  son,  jour  subject,  and  jour  prisoaer,  hear ; 
Thrioe  humble  state !  If  I  haye  grace  of  speech, 
(Which  gi?e^  it  seems,  oflSence)  Im  that  no  crime, 
Whidi  oft  has  served  mv  countrj,  and  my  king : 
Nor  in  mj  brother  let  it  pass  for  virtue, 
That,  as  be  is^  ungracious  he  would  seem : 
For,  oh!  he  wants  not  art,  though  grace  maj 

fail  him. 
The  wonted  aids  of  those  that  are  accused, 
Hu  mj  accuser  seized.    He  shed  false  toairs, 
That  mj  true  sorrows  might  suspected  flow  : 
He  seeks  mj  life,  and  calls  me  murderer ; 
And  vows  no  renige  can  he  find  on  earth, 
lliat  I  maj  want  it  in  a  fathers  arms ; 
Those  arms,  to  which  even  strangers  flj  for 
si^etj. 
King,  Speak  to  jour  charge. 
Bon.  Me  charges  roe  with  treason. 
If  I'm  a  traitor,  if  I  league  with  Rome, 
Why  did  his  zeal  forbear  roe  till  this  hour  } 
Was  treason  then  no  crime,  till  (as  he  feigns) 
I  sought  his  life  f  Dares  Perseus  hold  so  much 
His  father's  welffure  cheaper  than  his  owu  ? 
Less  cause  have  I,  a  brother,  to  complain. 
He  sajs,  I  ivade  for  empire  through  nis  blood : 
He  sajs,  I  place  mj  confidence  in  Rome : 
Why  murder  him,  if  Rome  will  crown  my  brow^ 
WiU  then  a  aceptre,  dipped  in  brother's  blood, 
Conciliate  love,  and  make  my  reign  secure  ? 
False  are  both  charges;  and  he   proves  them 

false. 
By  plscinff  them  together. 
Ant.  Tiiat's  well  urged. 
Dem.  Mark,  sir,  how  Perseus,  unawares,  ab- 
solves me 
From  guilt  in  all,  by  loading  all  with  guilt 
Did  I  design  him  poison  at  my  feast  ? 
Why  then  did  I  provoke  him  m  the  field. 
That,  Itf  he  did,  be  might  refuse  to  come  ? 
When  angry  be  refused,  I  should  have  soothed 
His  roused  resentment,  and  deferred  the  blow ; 
Not  destined  him  that  moment  to  my  sword, 
Which  I  before  instructed  him  to  shun. 
Thioogh  fear  of  death,  did  he  decline  my  baiv- 

qoet? 
Could  I  expect  admittance  then  at  his  ? 
These  numerous  pleas,  at  variance,  overthrow 
Each  other,  and  are  advocates  for  me. 
Per.  No^  sir,  Posthumius  is  his  advocate. 
Aw^.  Art  thou  afraid,  that  I  ahould  hear  him 

out? 
Deal.  Quit  dieB,  this  pictnie,  this  well-painted 
fear. 
And  cooie  to  tiiat,  which  touches  him  indeed. 
Why  is  Demetrius  not  despised  of  all. 
His  second  in  endowments,  as  in  birth  P 
How  dare  I  draw  the  thoughts  of  Maoedon  ? 
How  dare  I  gain  esteem  with  foreign  powers  ? 
F'^teem,  when  gained,  how  dare  I  to  preserve  ? 
These  are  him  secret  thoughts;  these  bum  within ; 


These  sting  up  accusations  in  his  soiil ; 
Turn  friendly  visits  to  foul  fraud,  and  murder ; 
And  pour  in  poison  to  the  bowl  of  love. 
Merit  is  treason  in  a  juunger  brother. 
King.  But  clear  jour  conduct  with  regard  to 

Rome. 
Dem,  4^as!  ({read  sir,  I  grieve  to  find  set 
down 
Among  mj  crimes,  what  ought  to  be  nij  praise. 
That  I  went  hostage,  or  ambassador. 
Was  Philip's  high  command,  not  my  request : 
Indeed,  when  there,  in  both  those  characters, 
I  bore  in  mind  to  whom  I  owed  my  birth : 
Rome's  favour  followed.    If  it  is  a  crime 
To  be  regarded,  spare  a  crime  you  caused ; 
Caused  by  your  orders,  and  example  too. 
True,  Pm  Rome's  friend,  while  Rome- is  your 

ally: 
When  not,  this  hostage,  this  ambassador, 
So  dear,  stands  forth  the  fiercest  of  her  foes ; 
At  your  command,  flies  swift  on  wings  of  fii'e, 
The  native  thunder  of  a  ^ftther's  arm. 
Ant.  There  spoke  at.ouoe  the  hero  and  the 

son. 
Dem.  To  close — ^To  thee,  I  grant,  some  thanks 
are  due ;  [Speaking  to  Perseus. 

Not  for  thy  kindness,  but  malignity : 
Thy  character's  my  friend,  though  thou  my  foe : 
For,  say,  whose  temper  promises  most  guilt? 
Perseus,  importunate,  demands  my  death : 
I  do  not  ask  for  his :  Ah !  No  !  1  feel 
Too  powerful  nature  pleading  for  him  here : 
But,  were  there  no  fraternal  tie  to  bind  me^ 
A  son  of  Pliilip  must  be  dear  to  me. 
If  you,  my  fattier,  had  been  angry  witli  me, 
An  elder  brother,  a  less  awful  parent. 
He  should  assuage  you,  he  should  interoede. 
Soften  my  failings,  and  indulge  my  youth ; 
But  my  asylum  drops  its  character ; 
I  find  not  there  my  rescue,  but  my  ruin. 

Per.  His  bold  assurance 

King.  Do  not  interrupt  him ; 
But  let  thy  brother  finisn  his  defence. 

Dem.  O  Perseus !   how  I  tremble  as  I  speak ! 
Where  is  a  brother's  voice,  a  brotlier's  eye  r 
Where  is  the  melting  of  a  brother's  lieart  f 
Where  is  our  awful  father's  dread  command  ? 
Where  a  dear  dying  mother's  last  request? 
Forgot,  scorned,  hated,  trodden  under  foot ! 
Thy  heart,  how  dead  to  every  call  of  nature ! 
Unson'd  !  unbrothcred !  nay,  unhumanized ! 
Far  from  affection,  as  thou  art  near  in  blood ! 
Oh!  Perseus!   Perseus!— But  my  heart's  too 
full.  [  Falls  on  Antigontis. 

King.  Support  him ! 
Per.  Vengeance  overtake  his  crimes  I 
King.  No  more ! 

Ant.  See  from  his  hoary  brow  he  wipes  tlic  deW| 
Which  agony  wrines  from  him. 

King.  Oh,  my  friend, 
These  boys  at  strife,   like  Etna's   stro^n^ 
flameS| 
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ConvulsionK  cmuse,  and  make  a  mountain  shake ; 
Shake  Philip's  firmness,  and  convulse  his  heait, 
And,  with  a  6ery  flood  of  civil  war. 
Threaten  to  deluge  my  divided  land. 
•I've  heard  theni  both ;  l^  neither  am  oonvinoed ; 
And  yet  Demetrius'  words  went  through  my 

heart.< — 
A  double  crime,  Demetrius,  is  your  diarge ; 
Fondness  for  Rome,  and  hatred  to  your  brother. 
If  you  can  clear  your  innocence  in  one, 
Twill  give  us  cause  to  think  you  wronged  in 
b«)th. 

Dem.  Hoiv  shall  I  clear  it,  sir  ? 

Kitif^:  This  honest  man 
Detests  the  Ilomans :  if  you  wed  his  daughter. 
Home's  foe  becomes  the  guardian  of  yopr  faith. 

Dem.  I  told  you,  sir,  when  I  returned  from 
Rome — 

King,  How!    Dost  thoa  want  an  absohite 
command  } 
Your  brother,  father,  country,  all  exact  it 

Ant.  Sec  yonder  guards  at  hand,  if  you  re- 
fuse. 
Nay,  more ;  a  father,  so  distressed,  demands 
A  son's  compassion,  to  becalm  his  heart. 
Oh !  sir,  comply.  [Aside  to  Demetrius, 

Dem,  There  :  there  indeed  you  touch  me  ! 
Besides,  if  I'm  confined,  and  Perseus  free^ 

I  never,  never  shall  behold  her  more. 

Pardon,  ye  gods !  an  artifice  forced  on  me. 

[Aside  to  Antigonus, 
Dread  sir,  your  son  compHes.  [To  the  king, 

Dym.  Astonishment! 

King.  Strike  off  his  chains.    Nay,  Perseus  too 
is  free : 
They  wear  no  bonds,  but  those  of  duty,  now. 
Dymas,  go  thank  the  prince :  he  weds  your  daugh- 
ter; 
And  highest  honours  pay  your  hipfa  desert. 

[Exeunt  ail  but  Dj^m.  and  Dem, 

Dym,  O,  sir,  without  presumption,  may  I  dare 
To  lift  my  ravished  thought,? ^ 

Dem.  tn  what  IVe  done, 
1  paid  a  duty  to  my  father's  will : 
And  set  }jrou  an  example,  where  'tis  duey 
Of  not  with-holding  ^urs. 

Dym.  My  duly,  sir. 
To  vou,  can  never  fail. 

Dem,  Then,  Dymas,  I  request  thee. 
Go  seek  the  king,  and  save  nui  from  a  marriage 
My  brother  has  contrived,  in  artful  malice. 
To  MMike  me  lose  ray  father,  or  my  love. 
Gt>,  diarge  the  just  refusal  on  tliyself. 

Dym,  What  Philip  authorizes  mc  to  wish, 
You,  sir,  may  disappoint.    But,  to  take  on  me 
The  load  of  the  relusal- 

Dem,  Is  no  more 
Than  Dymas  owes  his  honour,  if  he'd  shun 
The  natural  surmise,  that  he  concurred 
In  brewing  this  foul  treason. 

Dym.  Sir,  the  king 
Knows  what  he  docs :  and^  if  he  seeks  my  glory — 


Dem,  In  a  degree,  destructive  of  his  owo^   t 
Tis  yours  to  disappoint  him,  or  renounce 
Your  duty  to  your  king. 

Difm-  You'll  better  tell 

J>ein.  Yes,  better  toll  the  king  he  wounds  his 
honour. 
By  liftiiiK  up  a  minion  from  the  dust. 
And  mating  liim  with  princes !     Use  your  povtr 
Against  yourself.    Yes,  use  it  like  a  man. 
In  serving  him,  who  gave  it.    Thus  youll  make 
Indulgence,  justice ;  and  absolve  your  master. 
Though  kings  delight  in  raisine  what  they  k^c. 
Less  owe  tl^y  to  themselves  man  to  the  tfarosr; 
Nor  must  they  prostitote  its  maiesty. 
To  swell  a  subject's  pride,  howeW  deserviog. 
D^,  What  the  king  grants  mc 
Dtm.  Talk'  not  of  a  grant ; 
What  a  king  ought  not,  that  he  cannot  give; 
And  what  is  more  tlian  meet  from  priaoe*s  bovati, 
Is  plunder,  not  a  grant.    Think  you,  his  faooou 
A  perquisite  belonging  to  your  places 
As  favourite  paramount  ?  Preserve  tka  king 
From  doing  wrong,  though  wrong  is  done  for  josi 
And  shew,  'tis  not  in  favour  to  oormpt  thee. 
D^m,  I  sought  not,  sir,  this  hoDour. 
liem.  But  would  take  it 
True  majesty's  the  very  soul  of  kings; 
And  rectitude's  the  soul  of  nuyesty : 
If  mining  minions  sap  that  rectitude. 
The  king  may  live,  but  majesty  expires : 
And  he,  that  lessens  majesty,  ui^Miars 
That  just  obedience  public  good  requires; 
Doubly  a  traitor,  to  the  crown  and 
Dym.  Must  I  refuse  what  Philip's 

give  ? 

Dem.  Can  a  king  give  thee  mone  than  is  hb 
own? 
Know,  a  king's  dignity  is  public  wealth ; 
On  that  subsists  the  nation's  fanse  moA  poirer. 
Sliall  fawning  sycophants,  to  plump  thciaselTes, 
Kat  up  their  master,  and  dethrone  kb  gjocy  ? 
What  are  such  wretches?  What^  but  vapoon 

foul. 
From  fens  and  bogs,  from  royal  beaaas  cshalcd. 
That  radiance  intercepting,  which  skoukl  cheer 
The  land  at  large  ?   Hence  subjects'  hearts  grow 

cold, 
And  frozen  loyalty  forgets  to  flow : 
But,  then  'tis  slippeiy  standing  for  the  josiDUB : 
Stains  on  his  ermine,  to  their  royal  master 
Such  miscreants  arc ;  not  jewels  in  his  crowa. 
If  you  pcrast,  sir — But,  of  words  ao  nsore ! 
To  rac,  tu  threat,  is  harder  than  to  cki. 

Dym,  ImX.  me  embrace  this  gennuoe  son  or' 
empire ! 
When  warm  debates  divide  the  dimlitfal  land. 
Should  I  not  know  the  prince  most  fit  to  reiga  I 
I've  tried  you  as  an  eagle  tries  her  youag* 
And  find,  your  dauntlM  eye  is  fised  on  gloiy. 
ril  to  the  king,  and  your  coiaaianda  obcy^.— 
We  must  give  young  men  opialcs  in  a  fever. 
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Yes,  boy,  I  will  obey  thee^  (o  thy  rain ! 
Erixene  shall  strike  thee  dead  for  this ! 

[Exit  Dyma»i, 
Dem,  These  statesmen  nothing  woo  but  gold 
and  power; 
fin  a  bold  advocate  for  other  loves, 
Though,  at  their  bar,  indicted  for  a  fool. 
When  reason,  like  the  skiLful  charioteer, 
Cifl  break  the  fieiy  passions  to  the  bit, 
And,  spite  pf  their  licentious  sallies,  keep 
The  r^ant  track  of  glory— paasiona^  then. 


Are  aids  and  ornaments.    Triumphant  reason^ 
Firm  in  her  seat,  and  swift  in  her  career. 
Enjoys  their  violence,  and,  smiling  thanks 
Their  formidable  flame,  for  hi^  renown. 
Take,  then,  my  soul,  fair  maid !  'tis  wholly  thine  ; 
And  thence  I  feel  an  enei^  divine. 
When  objects  worthy  praise  our  hearts  approve, 
Each  virtue  grows  on  consecrated  love : 
And,  sure,  soft  passion  claims  to  be  forgiven. 
When  love  x>f  beau^r  is  the  love  of  Heaven. 

[Exit. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Erixene  and  Delia. 

Drir. /Fis  plain !  'tis  plain !  this  marriage  gains 
her  father : 
lie,  joined  to  Rome,  the  crown.  Thy  words  were 

true; 
He  W009  the  diadem ;  that  diadem,  which  I 
Despised  for  him.    Oh,  how  unlike  our  loves  I 
But  It  is  well  ;•  he  sives  roe  my  revenge. 
VVed  Dymas'  daughter !  What  a  fall  is  there ! 
Not  the  world's  empire  could  repair  his  glory. 
Del  Madam,  you  can't  be  moved  too  much ! 
But  why 
More  now  thim  at  the  first  ? 
Erix.  At  firat  I  doubted : 
For  who,  that  loved  like  me,  could  have  believ- 
ed? 
I  dibhelieved  what  Pericles  reported ; 
Aod  thought  it  Perseus'  art  to  wound  our  loves. 
But  when  the  good  Antigonus,  sworn  friend 
To  false  Demetrius,  when  his  word  oonflrmed  it, 
Then  passion  took  me,  as  the  northern  blast 
An  autumn  leaf.    O  Gods !  the  dreadful  whirl ! 
But,  while  I  apeak,  he's  with  her :  laughs  and 

pla^; 
Mingles  his  dallianoe  with  insulting  mirth ; 
To  this  new  goddess  oflfers  up  my  tears; 
Ve%  with  mj  ahame  and  torture,  wooes  her  love. 
1  Me,  hear,  feel  it !  O  these  raging  fires ! 
Can  then  the  thing  we  scorn  give  so  much  pain? 
De/.  Madam,  these  transports  give  him  cause 

to  triompb ! 
ErLf.  I  vent  my  grief  to  thee ;  he  ne'er  shall 
know  it; 
in  ran*t  coujaer,  Fll  conoeal  m^  passion, 
And  stifle  all  its  pangs  beneath  disdain. 
DcL  The  greatest  minds  are  most  relenting 
too; 
If  then  Demetrius  should  repent  his  crime 
Erir.  If  9UU  my  passion  burns,  it  shall  bum 
inward : 
)n  the  fierce  rsck  in  silence  Fll  expire,  • 
Bi'fore  one  atgh  escape  me. — He  repent ! 
What  wild  extravagtmce  of  thought  is  thine  I 
But  did  he  ?  Who  repents,  has  once  been  false : 
(q  love,  repentance  but  declares  our  guilt; 


And  injured  hoqour  shall  exact  its  due. 
In  vain  his  love,  nay  mine,  should  groan  in  vain : 
Both  are  devoted.    Vengeance,  vengeance  reigns ! 
Our  first  love,  murdered,  is  the  sharpest  pang 
A  human  heart  can  feel. 
DeL  The  king  approaches.    ' 

Enter  the  King,  4rc. 

King.  Madam,  at  length  we  see  the  down  of 
peace. 
And  hope  an  end  of  our  domestic  jars. 
The  jealous  Perseus  can  no  longer  fear 
Demetrius  is  a  Roman,  since  this  day 
Makes  him  the  son  of  Dymas,  Rome's  worst 
foe. 
Erix.  Already,  sir,  Fve  heard,  and  heard  with 

The  important  news. 

King.  To  make  our  blisa  run  o'er. 
You,  Madam,  will  complete  wlut  Heaven  begins^ 
And  save  the  love-sick  Perseus  from  despair. 
That  marriage  would  leave  Rome  without  pre* 

tence 
To  touch  our  conquest;  and  for  ever  join 
To  these  dominions  long  disputed  Thrace. 

Enter  Dymas. 

Erix.  Though  Thrace  by  conquest  stoops  to 
MacedoD, 
I  know  my  rank,  and  would  preserve  its  due. 
With  meditated  coldness  have  I  heard 
Prince  Perseus'  vows ;  unwilling  to  consent 
Before  restored  to  my  forefathers*  throne^ 
Lest  that  consent  should  merit  little  thanks. 
As  flowing  less  from  choice  than  your  command: 
But  since  the  Roman  pride  vrill  find  account 
In  my  nersisting  still,  and  Philip  suffer, 
I  quit  tne  lofty  thought  on  which  I  stood, 
And  yield  to  your  request. 

King.  Indulgent  Gods ! 
Blest  moment !  How  will  this  with  transport  fill 
The  doubtful  Perseus,  after  veara  of  pain  ! 

Dym.  My  lord,  IVe  heard  what  passed,  and 
give  you  Joy 
Of  Perseus'  nuptials,  whidi  your  state  requures : 
But  for  Demetrius'-—  think  of  those  no  more. 
Far  from  accepting  such  a  load  of  glory^ 
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I  bring,  I  brine,  my  lord,  this  forfeit  head, 
Due  to  my  bold  refusal. 

King,  Dates  the  boy 
Fail  from  his  promise,  and  impose  on  thee 
Forced  disobedience  to  my  royal  pleasure  ? 

Vym,  No,  my  most  honoured  lord,  there, 
there's  my-  crime : 
Fond  of  the  maid,  with  ardour  he  pressed  on ; 
But  should  I  dare  pollute  his  blooa  widi  mine  i 
But  you,  sir,  authorize  it — still  more  base, 
To  wrong  a  master  so  profusely  kind. 

King.  That  n^^  is  noble,  on  whom  Philip 
smiles ; 
Come,  come,  there's  something  more  in  this-r 
explain. 

Dym,   Why  am  I  forced  on  this  ungrateRii 
office  ? 
Yet  can-t  I  tell  you  more  than  fanie  has  told. 
Which  says,  Demetrius  is  in  league  with  JR4>me. 
Why  weds  ambition  then  an  humble  maid, 
But  to  gain  me  to  treason  ?  What  then  foUow«  ? 
The/11  say,  the  subtle  statesman  planned    this 

marriage. 
To  raise  his  blood  into  his  master's  throne. 
No,  sir,  preserve  my  fame,  let  life  suffice. 

Enter  Pericles. 

Peri,   Sir,    your   ambassadors  arrived  from 
Romer-  [Pretentt  a  letter. 

King,  Ha !  I  must  rpad  it ;  tliis  will  tell  me 
more,  [4fi^  reading  it. 

Oh,  princess !  Now  our  only  comfort  flows 
From  your  indulgence  to  my  better  son. 
This  dreadful  news  precipitates  m^r  wish. 
To  keep  rapacious  Rome  from  seizing  Thrace, 
You  cannot  wed  too  soon :  my  fair  ally ! 
What  if  you  bless  me  and  my  son  to-morrow  ? 
JSriff.  Since  you  request,  and  your  affiurs  de- 
mand it, 
Without  a  blush,  I  think  I  may  comply. 

King.  Oh,  daughter ! — but  no  more ;  the  gods 
will  thank  you. 
I  go  to  bless  my  Perseus  with  the  news. 

Dym.  Thus  the  boy's  dead  in  empire  and  in 
love.  {Exeunt  Kin^f  DymaSf  ^c, 

Erix.  I  triumph!  I'm  revenged!  I  reign!  I 
reign! 
Nor  thank  Demetrius'  treason  foe  a  crown. 
Love  is  our  own  cause,  honour  is  the  gods'. 
I  can  be  glorious  witliout  hap|noess ; 
But  without  glory  never  can  be  blest. 
DeL  'Tis  well  .*  but  can  you  wed  the  man,  you 

scorn? 
Erix.  Wed  any  thing,  for  vengeance  on  the 
perjured. 
I'll  now  insult  him  from  an  higlier  sphere: 
This  unexpected  turn  ma)^  gall  his  pride. 
Wbate'er  nas  pangs  for  him,  has  charms  for  me. 
DeL  A  rooted  love  is  scarce  so  soon  removed. 
Erix.  If  not,  the  greater  virtue  to  controul  it ; 
And  strike  at  his  h^^art,  though  'tb  through  my 
oyvn. 


Del,  I  cannot  bcit  praise  this  triumph,  bat  I 
dread 
The  combat  still.    And  see,  the  foe  draws  near. 

Enter  Demetrius, 

Dem.  Erixene! 

Erix.  My  lord  ? 

Dem.  My  pale  cheek  speaks ; 
My  trembling  limbs  prevent  my  faolteriog  tonpe^ 
And  ask  you 

Erix.  What,  my  lord? 

Dem,  My  lord  r  Her  eyes 
Confirm  it  true,  and  yet,  without  a  crime, 
I  can't  believe  it.    Oli,  Erixene 

Erix.  I  guess  your  meaning*  sir;  but  am  wo- 
prised 
That  Dyraas'  son  should  think  of  aught  I  do. 


my 


senses !    Fake  both  or 


Dem.  False  are 
and  eye ! 
All,  all  be  rather  false  than  her  I  love ! 

Erix.  She  passed  not,  sic,  this  way. 

Dem.  Is  tlien  my  pain 
Your  sport  ?  And  can  Erixene  pretend 
Herselt  deceived  by  what  deceived  ihe  king? 
An  artifice  made  use  of  for  your  sake ; 
A  proof,  not  violation,  of  my  love  ? 

Erix.  I  thought  not  of  your  love,  nor  aitificr; 
Both  were  forgot;  or  rather,  never  known. 
But^  without  artifice,  I  tell  you  this ; 
Your  brother  lays  his  sceptre  at  my  feel— 
And  whose  example  bids  my  heart  resbt 
The  charms  of  empire  i 

Dem,  This  is  woman's  skill ; 
You  cease  to  love,  and  from  my  conduct  strive 
To  labour  an  excuse.    For  if,  indeed. 
You  thought  me  false,  had  you  been  thus  smae, 
Calm  and  unruffled  !  No;  my  heart  savs^  wk 
Passions,  if  great,  though  turned  to  their  mm. 
Keep  their  degree,  and  are  great  passkms  stitL 
And  she,  who,  when  she  thinks  bo  lover  faUr, 
Retains  her  temper,  never  lost  her  heart. 

JBrtjr.  That  I^  serene,  says  not  I  never  hnA: 
Indeed,  the  vulgiar  float  as  passion  drives; 
But  noble  minds  have  reason  for  their  qaen. 
While  you  deserved,  my  passion  was  sincere : 
You  cmnge,  my  passion  dies.     But,  pardon,  ar. 
If  my  vain  mind  thinks  anger  is  too  much; 
Take  my  neglect,  I  can  afford  no  more. 

Dear.  No?    rage!    flame!    thunder!   give* 
thousand  deaths ! 
Oh,  rescue  me  from  this  more  dreadfol  cafaa ! 
This  cursed  indifference  I  which,  bke  a  frost 
In  northern  seas,  outdoes  the  fiercest  stono. 
Commanded  by  my  father  to  comply, 
I  feigned  obedience :  had  I  then  rdfoscd 

Erix.  I  grant  the  consequence  had  been  nn^ 
dreadful ! 
1  grant,  that  Dymas*  daughter  had  been  aogn 

Dem.  Ask  Dymas  with  what 

Erix.  You  well  might  rage, 
To  be  refused. 

Dem.  Refused! 
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Erii.  Hd  tM  your  secret ; 
The  king,  and  I,  and  all  the  court  can  witness. 

Dem.  Refused!   False  villain!   Oh,  the  per- 
jured slaye  I 
Hell-born  impostor !  Madam,  'tis  most  false ! 
Warm  from  my  heart  is  every  word  I  speak ! 
The  villain  lies!    Believe  the  pangs,  that  rend 


Believe  the  witness  streaming  from  my  eyes. 
And  let  me  speak  no  more. 

JSrir.  I  do  believe 
Your  grief  sincere.    IVe  heard  the  maid  is  fair. 

Dem.  Proceed ;  and  thus^  indeed,  commit  that 
crime, 
Yoa  falsely  charge  on  me.  The  crown  has  charm- 
ed you. 
How  warm  this  morning  did  you  press,  my  flight ! 
The  cause  is  plain :  an  outraged  lover's  groan,' 
And  dying  agony,  molest  your  ear, 
And  hart  the  music  of  a  nuptial  song. 

Enr.  Since  your  inconstaiicy  persists  to  duuge 
Its  crime  on  my  ambition,  FU  be  jkind ; 
And  leave  you  in  possession  of  an  error. 
Of  which  you  seem  so  fond. 

Dcm.  Ah !  stay  one  moment ! 


Enter  Perseus  and  Pericles. 


[Starting, 


yrill  clear  my 


Per,  Erixene ! 

Denu  Distraqtioii ! 

Erix,  *Tis  well  -timed. 
Mt  lord,  vour  brother  doubts,  if  I  ain  sincere. 
And  diinks  (an  error  natural  to  him) 
I  will  break  my  vow  to  you.    You  vi 

fame, 

«\Ad  labour  to  convince  him,  that  to-morrow 
fniene's  at  once  a  bride  and  queen.  [Exit, 

Per.  When  I  have  worked  him  up  to  violence, 
Bring  thou  the  king,  and  pity  my  distress. 

[To  Pericles^  who  goci  out, 

Dem.  On  what  extremes  extreme  distress  com* 
pels  me ! 
In  things  impossible  I  put  my  trust : 
I,  in  my  only  brother,  find  a  foe; 
Vet,  in  my  rival,  hope  die  greatest  friend. 
When  all  our  hopes  are  lodged  in  such  expedi- 
ents, 
Tis  as  if  poison  were  our  only  food. 
And  death  was  called  on  as  the  guard  of  life. 

Per.  Why  dost  thou  droop  ? 

Dem,  Because  l^am  dead ;  quite  dead 
To  hope ;  and  yet  rebellious  to  despair ; 
like  ghosts  unblessed,  that  burst  the  bars  of 

death. 
Strange  is  my  conduct !  .Stranger  my  distress : 
Beyond  example  both !  Whoe^r  before  mc 
Preswd  his  worst  foe  to  prove  his  truest  friend? 
But  though  thou  art  not  my  brother,  thou  art  a 


And,  if  a  man,  compassionate  the  worst 
That  man  can  feel ;    though  found  that  worst  in 
me. 
Per.  What  would'st? 


Dem.  Undinch  thy  talons  from  thy  prey ; 
Let  the  dove  fly  to  this  her  nest  again. 

[Striking  hit  breast. 
For,  Oh !  the  maid's  unalienably  mine, 
Though  now  through  rage  run  miad,  and  turned  to 

theci 
How  often  have  I  languished  at  her  feet, 
Basked  in  her  eve,  and  revelled  in  her  smile ! 
How  often,  as  she  listened  to  my  vows, 
Trembling  and  pale  with  agonies  of  joy. 
Have  I  left  eartn,  and  mounted  to  the  stars ! 

Per.  There  Dymas'  daughter  shorfe  above  the 
rest. 
Illustrious  in  thy  si^t 

Dem,  Tliy  taunt,  how  false ! 
I  no  less  press  your  interest,  than  ray  own.  . 
Think  you  'tis  possible  her  heart,  so  long 
Inclined  to  me,  the  price  of  all  my  vows. 
Purchased  by  tears  and  groans,  and  paid  me 

down 
In  tenderest  returns  of  love  divine. 
Can  in  one  day  be  yours  ?  Impossible ! 

Per*  If  I  am  deceived,  I  am  pleased  with  the 
deceit. 
How  my  heart  dances  in  the  golden  dream  I 
In  pity  do  not  wake  mc,  till  to-morrow. 

bem.  Then  thou  wilt  wake  distracted.    Trust 
me,  brother. 
She  gives  her  hand  alone. 

Per,  Nor  need  I  more ; 
That  hand's  enough,  that  brings  a  sceptre  in  it. 
I  scorn  a  prince,  who  weds  with  meaner  views. 
Her  duty's  mine,  and  I  conceive  small  paiiv 
From  your  sweet  error,  that  her  love  is  your's. 
I  am  pleased  such  cordial  thoughts  of  your  owa 

merit 
Support  you  in  distress. 

Dem.  Inhuman  Perseus ! 
If  pity  dwells  within  the  heart  of  man, 
If  due  that  pity  to  the  last  distress. 
Pity  a  lover  cxquisitelv  pained, 
A  lover  exquisitely  pained  by  you. 
Oh  !  in  the  name  of  all  the  gods,  relent ! 
Give  me  my  princess,  give  her  to  my  throes! 
Amidst  a  thousand  you  may  chuse  a  love ; 
The  spacious  earth  contains  but  one  for  me. 
But  Oh  !  I  rave.    Art  thou  not  he,  the  man. 
Who  drinks  my  groans  like  music  to  his  ear  ? 
Aud  would,  as  wine,  as  nectar,  drink  my  blood  ? 
Are  all  my  hopes  of  mercy  lodged  in  thee  ? 
Oh,  rigid  gods !  and  shall  I  then  fall  down. 
Embrace  thy  feet,  and  bathe  them  with  my  tears  f 
Yes,  I  will  drown  thee  with  my  tears,  my  blood, 
So  thou  afford  a  human  ear  to  pangs, 
A  brother's  pangs,  a  brother^s broken  heart! 

Per,  Pardon,  Demetrius;    but  the  princess 
calls. 
And  I  am  bound  to  go. 

Dem,  Oh,  stay !  [Lojfing  hold  ofkim. 

Per.  You  tremble. 

Dem.  The  princess  calli^  and  yoa  are  bound 
to  go! 
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Ter,  Efen  so. 
Dem,  What  princess? 
Per,  Mine. 
Dem.  Tis  false ! 
Per.  Unhand  me. 

Dem,  Whaty  see,  talk,  touch,  nay,  taste  her 
like  a  bee, 
Draw  honey  from  her  wounded  lip,  while  I 
Am  stung  to  death ! 
Per.  Ine  triumph  once  was  your^s. 
Dem.  Rip  up  my  breast,  or  you  shall  nerer 
stir. 
My  heart  may  visit  her !  Oh,  take  it  with  you ! 
Have  I  not  seen  her,  where  she  has  not  been  ? 
Have  I  not  clasped  her  shadow  ?  Trod  her  steps  ? 
Transported  tnxl !  as  if  diey  led  to  Heaven  ? 
Each  mom  my  life  I  lifted  at  her  eye, 
And  every  ev'enmg,  at  its  close,  expired. 

[Bttnfs  into  tears. 
Per.  Fie !  thou  art  a  Roman ;  can  a  Roman 
weep? 
Sure  Alexander's  hehnet  can  sustain 
far  heavier  strokes  than  these.    For  shame,  De- 
metrius ; 
E'en  snatch  op  the  next  Sabine  in  thy  wbT) 
Twill  do  as  welL  [Going. 

Dem.  By  Heaven  yon  shall  not  sdr. 
Long  as  I  live,  I  stand  a  world  between  you, 
And  keep  you  distant  as  the  poles  a^ander. 
"Who  takes  my  love,  in  mercy  take  my  life; 
Thy  bloody  pass  cleave  tmrosgh  thy  brother's 

breast. 
I  beg,  I  challenge,  I  provoke  my  death. 

[His  hand  upon  kis  sword. 

Enter  Kino  and  Dtkas. 

Per,  You  will  not  murder  me? 

Dem.  Yes,  you  and  all. 

King.  How  like  a  tyger  foaming  o'er  his  prey ! 

Per,  Now,  sir,  believe  yoor  eyes,  believe  your 
ears, 
And  still  believe  me  perjured  as  dns  morning. 

King.  Heaiven's  wrath's  exhansficd^  there's  no 
more  to  fear. 
My  darfins  son  found  crimrnal  in  ail ! 

Dem.  'fnat  villsin  there  to  blast  rae !  Yes,  Fll 
speak; 
For  what  have  I  to  fear,  who  fee!  the  worst  ? 
n^is  time  the  truth  were  known.    That  vfllain, 

^  sir, 
Has  cleft  my  heart,  and  hioghs  to  see  it  bleed : 
Bkit  his  confession  shaff  redoem  my  fiime, 
And  re-enthrone  roe  in  ray  princess* smile; 
Or  111  return  that  hht  embrace  he  gave  me^ 
And  stab  him  in  your  sight. 

King.  Hold,  insolent ! 
Wheres  your  respect  to  me  ? 

Dem.  Oh,  royal  sir  ! 
That  has  undone  me.    Throogh  respect  I  gav« 
A  feigned  consent,  which  his  black  artifice 
Has  turned  to  .ny  destruction.    I  refused 


That  slave's,  that  cursed  alave^s^  that  statesoMD  s 

dau^ter. 
And  he  pretends  she  was  refused  to  nie. 
Hence,  hence  this  desolation.    Nought  I  fear. 
Though  nature  groan  her  lasL     And  shall  he 

then 
Escape  and  triompb? 

King.  Guards  there !  Seize  the  prince ! 

[He  is  Sttiti. 
The  man  you  menace  yon  shall  lesre  to  fear. 

Dym.  Hold,  sir !   not  this  for  rae !   It  if  fwr 
son: 
What  is  my  life,  though  poured  upon  yoar  fee<? 

King.  Is  tliis  a  son  ? 

Dem.  No,  sir;  my  crime's  too  g|«at. 
Which  dares  to  vindicate  a  father's  hononr, 
To  catch  the  glories  of  a  falling  crown. 
And  save  it  from  pollution.     But  I've  done. 
I  die,  unless  my  princess  is  restored ; 

[Painting  to  IhfmeL 
And  if  I  die,  by  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell ! 
His  sordid  blood  sliall  mingle  with  the  dust, 
And  see  if  thence  'twill  mount  into  the  throaf. 
Oh,  sir  !  think  of  it !  I'll  expect  my  foe.  [Eiit, 

King.  And  thou  shalt  have  ic 

Dym.  How,  my  lord  ;  in  tears ! 

King,  As  if  the  gods  cauie  down  in  evidenor, 
How  many  sudden  rays  of  proof  coocor 
To  my  eooviction  ?  Was  ever  equal  boldness  ? 
But  'tis  no  wonder  from  a  brother  kin^ ; 

[Produces  the  forged  tetter. 
This  king  of  Thrace — To-morrow  he^ll  be  king 
Of  Macedon ^He  therefore  dies  to-nighe. 

Per,  And  yet  I  doubt  it,  for  I  know  his  food- 


Thou  practise  well  the  lesson  I  have  tan^t  thee. 
While  I  put  on  a  solemn  huot  of  woe. 
Afflicted  for  a  brother^s  early  faH  ! 

'\Aside  to  Dyma. 
Hea^  knows  with  what  regard — ^Bui^  siry'ywir 
safety — 
[Presenting  the  mandaiejvr  Desmtrimis  death. 
King.  What  giv'st  thou  here  ? 
D^.  Yoar  passport  to  renown. 
Yon  sign  your  apoUieosis  in  diaL 
What  scales  the  skies,  but  zeal  for  public  good? 
Per.  How  god-like  mercy ! 
Dyn..  Mercy  to  mankind, 
By  treason  awed. 
King.  Must  tben  thy  brother  bleed  f 

[IVFrrarai 
[Dymas  seeming  at  a  km^  Pateta  wAi^ers 
hifBt  and  gives  a  tetter. 
Dym.  No^  sir,  the  king  of  TIttaee, 

[Looking  on  the  tetter. 
King.  Why  that  b  true 
Yet,  who,  if  not  a  father,  shofuld  fdrpwef 

Df/m.  Who,  sir,  if  not  a  Phflip,  sbonM  be  jotf  ^ 

King.  Is't  not  my  son  ?  [I^  ** 

Df^.  If  not,  far  leas  his  goih. 
Ktng.  Is't  not  my  other  Perseus !  [To 
Per.  Sir,  I  thank  you ; 
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Tbatieeb  par  crowo  and  life. 
King.  And  life  f 
DjfWL  Nobsir; 
He'll  only  take  your  crown';  you  still  may  live. 
JiCiji^.  Heaven  blasi  thee  for  that  thought ! 
Per.  Why  shakes  my  father? 
ILmg.  It  stahsy  it  gnawi^  it  harrows  up  my 
soul. 
Is  be  not  young  ?  Was  he  not  much  indulged  ? 
Galled  by  his  brother?  Doubted  by  his  fiuiier? 
Tempted  bv  Rome  ?  A  nation  to  a  boy  ? 
l)jrM.  Ob,  a  mere  infant--that  deposes  kings. 
King.  No;  once  he  saved  my  crown. 
Ihfm.  And  now  would  wear  it 
King.  How  my  head  swims ! 
P<r.  Nor  strange ;  the  task  is  hard. 
Dym.  Yet  scarce  for  him.    Brutus  was  but  a 
Roman: 
{SpemkiMgy  at  if  he  would  not  have  the  king 
kimr. 
Yet,  like  a  Philip  dared,  and  is  immortaL 
Ki^g.  I  hear  thee,  Dymas;  give  me  then  the 
mandate.    [Goinf  to  iigUy  ke  $iopt  short. 
Dym.  No  wonoer  it  his  mother  tnus  had 

paused. 
Per.  Rank  cankers  on  thy  tongue !  Why  men- 
tion her?  [Aude. 
King.  Ohy  ends  !  I  see  her  now :  what,  am  I 
doing  r                \Throwi  away  the  ttyle. 
I  see  her  dying  eye  let  fall  a  tear 
In  favour  of  Demetrius.    Shall  I  stab 
Uer  bvel  V  image,  stampt  on  every  feature  ? 
Dym,  His  soul  escaped  it,  sir. 
King.  Thou  liest ;  begone. 

iPerteuM  and  Dyma$  in  great  eonftuion-^ 
Ferwetu  whi$pert  Dwrnas. 
^ym.  True ;  that,  or  nougnt,  will  touch  him. 

[Ande  to  Perseus. 

Iff  sir,  your  mercy [To  the  king. 

Per.  O  speak  on  of  mercy  ! 
Mercy,  the  darling  attribute  of  Heaven ! 

i>jHR.  If  Tou  should  spare  him 

King,  What  if  I  should  spare  him? 

Dj^m,  I  dare  not  say—- ^Your  wrath  again 

might  rise. 
King.  Yes,  if  chouVt  silent— What  if  I  should 

spare  him  ? 
Djfm.  Why,  if  you  would,  proud  Rome  would 

thank  y(4i  for  it. 
King.  Rome  1  Her  applanse  more  shodis  me 
than  his  death. 
0.  diou,  Death's  orator !  Dreail  advocate 
For  boweUess  severity !  assist 
My  trembling  band,  as  thou  hast  steeled  my 

bearc;- 
And,  if  it  is  euilt  in  me,  share  the  guilt 
He's  dead.  [Signs.]  And  if  I  blot  it  with  one 

tear, 
Kenans,  though  less  aflected,  will  forgive  me. 
Per,  Forgive !  Sir,  I  applaud,  and  wish  my 
sorrow 
^Vere  mild  caou^  to  weep. 
Vol.  I. 


[The  King,  going  ouf,  meets  Demetrim  in 
mourning,  introduced  by  Antigonus.   He 
starts  backf  and  drops  on  Dymas.    Reco* 
veringy  speaks.] 
King.  This,  Fate,  is  thy  tenth  wave,  and  quite 
o'erwhelms  me : 
It  less  had  shocked  me,  had  I  met  his  ghost' 
This  is  a  plot  to  sentence  me  to  death. 
What  hast  thou  done,  jny  mortal  foe!  thrown 
bars  [Ih  A  ntimmus. 

Athwart  my  glory  ?  But  thy  scheme  shall  tail. 
As  rushing  torrents  sweep  the  obstructed  mound, 
So  Philip  meets  this  mountain  in  his  way. 
Yet  keeps  his  purpose  stilL 

[Perseus  and  Pericles  whisper  aside. 
Peri,  I  can't  but  fear  it 
Per.  I  grant  the  danger  great,  yet  don't  d^ 
spair. 
Jove  is  against  thee,  Perseus  on  thy  side. 
Ani.  The  prince,  dread  sir,  low  on  his  bended 

knee— 
King.  This  way,  Antigonus.     Dost  mark  his 
bloom? 
Grace  in  his  aspect,  gmndeur  in  his  mien  ? 
Ant.  I  do. 

King.  'TIS  false;   take  a  king's  word.    He's 
dead. 
That  {iarling  of  my  soul  would  stab  me  sleeping. 
How  dar'st  thou  start?   Art  thou  the  traitor's 

father? 
If  thou  art  pale,  what  is  enough  for  me  ? 
How  his  grave  yawns !  Oh,  that  it  were  my  own ! 
Ant.  Mourn  not  the  guilty. 
King.  No,  he's  innocent : 
Death  pajrs  his  debt  to  justice,  and  that  done, 
I  grant  htm  still  my  son ;  as  such  I  love  him : 
Yes,  and  will  clasp  him  to  my  breast,  while  yet 
His  clay  is  warm,  nor  moulders  at  my  touch. 
Per.  A  curse  on  that  embrace !  [Aiide. 

Dym.  Nay,  worse ;  he  weeps. 
King.  Poor  boy,  be  not  deceived  by  my  com- 
passion; 
My  tears  are  cruel,  and  I  groan  thy  death. 
Dem.  And  am  I  then  to  die  ?  If  death's  de- 
creed. 
Stab  me  yourself,  nor  give  me  to  the  knife 
Of  midnight  ruffians,  that  have  forged  my  crimes. 
For  you  f  beg,  for  you  1  pour  my  tears ; 
You  are  deceived,  dishonoured ;  I  am  only  slain. 

Oh,  father ! 

King.  Father !  there's  no  father  here. 
Forbear  to  wound  me  with  that  tender  name. 
Nor  raise  all  nature  up  in  arms  ai^ainst  me  I 
Dem.  My  father !  guardian !  friend !  nay,  de- 
ity! 
What  less  dian  gods  ^ve  being,  life,  and  death ! 
My  dying  mother— 
King.  Hold  thy  peace,  I  charge  thee. 
Dem.  Pressing  your  hand,  and  bathing  it  with 
tears, 
Bequeathed  your  tenderness  for  her  to  mc ; 
And  low  on  earth  my  legacy  I  claim, 
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Cla^NDg  yoar  knees,  though  banished  from  your 
breast. 
King.  My  knees !   Would  that  were  all !  he 
grasps  my  heart ! 
Perseus,  canst  thou  stand  by,  and  see  me  rained } 

[Reaching  his  hand  to  Perseus, 
Per.  Loose,  loose  thy  hold.  It  is  my  father  too. 
King*  Yes,  Macedon,  and  thine,  and  I'll  pre- 
serve thee.         . 
Dfffi.  Who  once  before  presenred  it  from  the 
Thradan? 
And  who,  at  Thrasyraene,  turned  the  lifted  bolt 
From  Philip's  hoary  brow  ? 
King,  lil  hear  no  more. 
O  Perseus !  Dymas !  Pericles !  assist  me, 
UnlMud  me,  disenchant  me,  break  this  charm 
Of  nature,  that  acoomplioe  with  my  foes ; 
Rend  me,  O  rend  me,  from  the  friend  of  Rome  ! 
Per.  Nay,  then,  however  reluctant,  aid  t  most. 
The  friend  of  Rome !  That  severs  you  for  ever. 
Though  most  incorporate  and  strongly  knit, 
As  lightning  rends  the  knotted  oak  asundar. 

Dem.  In  spite  of  lightning  I  renew  the  tie ; 
And  stubborn  b  the  graap  of  dying  men. 
Who's  he  that  shall  divide  me  from  myself? 
[Demetrius  is  forced  from  the  kings  knees^  on 
which,  starting  up,  he  flings  his  arms  round 
hisfother.] 
Still  of  a  piece  with  him,  from  whom  I  grew, 
1*11  bleed  on  my  asylum,  dart  my  soul 
In  this  embrace,  and  thus  my  treason  crown. 
King.  Who  love  yourselves,  or  Macedon,  or 
me. 
From  the    cursed  eagle's    talons    wrendi  my 

crown, 
And  this  barbed  arrow  from  my  breast — ^Tis 
done ;  [Forced  asunder. 

And  the  blood  gushes  after  it    I  faint ! 
Dym.  Support  the  kine! 
Per.  While  treason  licks  the  dust. 
[Pointing  at  Demetrius,  fallen  in  the  struggle. 
Dym.  A  field  well  fought. 
Per.  And  justice  has  prevailed. 
King.  O,  that  the  traitor  could  conceal  the  son ! 
Farewell,  once  best  bebved !  still  more  deplored ! 


He,  be^  who  dooms  thee,  Ueeds  upon  thj  tonk 

[Sot. 
Dem.  Prostrate  on  diee,  mj  mother  cuo,  be 

thoo 
Kinder  than  brother,  or  than  father;  opes 
And  save  me,  in  thy  bosom,  from  my-^fricnii 
Friends,  sworn  to  wash  their  hands  m  paiakm 

tears. 
And  quench  infernal  thirst  in  kindred  blood; 
As  if  relation  severed  human  bevts, 
Or  that  destruction  were  the  child  of  kyre ! 
Per.  Farewell,  young  traitor:  if  they  adkbe> 

low. 
Who  sent  thee  beardless  dovm,  say,  boneK  Per- 
seus; 
Whom  reason  sways,  not  instinct;  wlio  ctt 

strike 
At  horrid  parricide,  and  flagrant  treason, 
Though  through  a  bosom  dearer  than  fab  own. 
Think'st  thou  my  tender  heart  can  bate  s  W 

.     ther? 
The  Gods  and  Perseus  war  with  nooght  hotpak. 
But  I  must  go.    What,  sir,  your  last  ooBraiixk 
To  your  Erixene?  She  dndcs  my  stay,     [tni- 
Dem.  Without  that  token  of  a  brother's Ve 
He  could  not  part ;  my  death  was  not  enough 
I  came  for  mercy,  and  I  find  it  here. 
And  death  is  mercy,  since  my  love  is  lost 
Alas !  my  father  too !  my  heart  aches  for  Iub. 
And  Perseus— fain  would  I  forgive  even  tbcc: 
But  Philip's  snfierings  cry  too  load  against  it. 
Blind  author,  and  sure  mourner  oi  my  death ! 
Father  most  dear !— What  pangs  hast  thus  ti 

come? 
Like  that  poor  wretch  is  thy  unhappy  doom, 
Who,  while  in  sleep  his  fevered  Auucy  gbws, 
Draws  his  keen  sword,  and  sheaths  it  m  lii»  foes- 
But,  waking,  starts  upright,  in  wild  soiprise, 
To  feel  warm  blood  glide  roond  him  as  be  lies; 
To  see  his  reeking  hands  in  arirason  dyed, 
And  a  pale  corse  extended  by  his  side : 
He  views  with  horror  what  mad  dieans  hifc 

done^ 
And  sinks,  heart-broken,  on  a  mnrdeied  soa. 

[JSkssT. 


ACT.V. 


SCENE  I. 

KiKO,  PosTHuifics,  Sfc.  meeting. 

Post.  We,  in  behalf  of  our  allies,  O  King  ! 
Called  on  thee  yesterday,  to  clear  thy  glory. 
No  wonder  now,  that  Pmlip  is  unjust 
To  strangers,  who  has  murdered  ms  own  son. 

Kivg.  'TIS  false. 

Post.  No  thanks  to  Philip,  that  he  fled. 

King.  A  traitor  is  no  son. 

Post.  Heaven's  vengeance  on  me, 
If  he  refused  not  yesterday  thy  crown. 


Though  life  and  lore  both  bribed  Um  to 

ply. 

King.  See  there !  [Ghw  the  ktW. 

Post.  'Tis  not  the  consul's  huid  or  seal 
King.  You're  his  accomplices 
Post.  We're  his  avengers. 
'Tis  war. 

King.  Eternal  war. 

Post.  Next  time  we  meet—  , 

King.  Is  in  the  capitol.  Haste,  fly  my  liofd^^ 

Post.  No  longer  thine. 

King.  YeSf  and  proud  Rome  a  provioce. 

[Estunt  FcOksmahi^ 
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Thej  brsfe,  thejr  make,  they  tynmnize  o^er  kings. 
Tbe  name  ofkine  the  prostnte  worid  adored, 
£re  Roiaalos  had  called  his  diieves  together. 
Boc  let  me  pause— Not  Quintiua^  hand  or  seal  ? 
Doubt  and  impatience,  like  thick  smoke  and  fire, 
Cloud  and  tormaftt  my  reason. 

Ant,  Sir,  recall. 
And  re-examine  those  yoo  sent  to  Rome : 
You  took  their  evidence  in  haste  and  anger. 
Torture,  if  they  refuse,  will  tell  the  truth. 

King,  Go^  stop  the  nuptials,   till  you  hear 
iiromnie. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Antigonut, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Ebixekb  and  Delia,  meeting. 

IkL   Madam,   the   prince,   who   fled  from 
threatened  death, 
Attempting  bis  escape  to  foreign  realms, 
Was  lateW  taken  at  the  city  gates, 
So  strongly  guarded  by  his  father's  powers ; 
And  now,  confined,  expects  his  final  doom. 
Erix,  Imprisoned,  aiid  to  die  I — And  let  him 
die. 
Bid  Dynus'  daughter  weep.    I  half  forgot 
His  pi^ored  insolence ;  1 11  go  and  glut 
My  vengeance.    Oh,  how  just  a  traitor^s  death ! 
And  blacker  still,  a  traitor  to  my  love, 

[Exeunt  Erixene  and  Delia, 

Scene  drawsj  and  shewi  Demetrius  in  prison, 

Dem,  Thou  subterranean  sepulchre  of  peace ! 
Thou  home  of  horror !  hideous  nest  of  cnmes ! 
guilt's  first  sad  stage  in  her  dark  road  to  hell ! 
Ve  tfaick-berred  sunless  passages  for  air. 
To  keep  alive  the  wretch,  that  longs  to  die ! 
Ye  low-browed  arches,    through  whose  sullen 

gloom 
Resound  the  ceaseless  groans  of  pale  despair ! 
Ye  dreadful  sbunbles,  caked  witn  human  blood ! 
Receive  a  guest  from  far,  far  other  scenes, 
From  pompous  courts,  from  shouting  victories. 
Carousing  festivals^  harmonious  bowers, 
And  the  soft  chains  of  heart-disstilvine  love. 
Oh,  how  unlike  to  these !  Heart-breaking  load 
Of  shame  efiemal,  ne'er  to  be  knocked  qAT  ! 
Oh  welcome  death ! — no,  never  but  by  thee ! — 
Nor  has  a  foe  done  this.    A  friend  !  a  father ! — 
Oh,  that  I  could  have  died  without  their  guilt ! — 

Enter  Erixene,  Demetrius  gazing  at  her, 

^  looked  in  chaos  the  first  beam  of  light : 
How  drives  the  strong  enchantment  of  her  eye 
Ail  horror  btooe! — IIow  die  the  thougl^ts  of 
death! 
Erix,  I  knew  not  my.  own  heart    I  aanqot 
bear  it. 
^^mmt  chides  me  back ;  for,  to  insult  his  woes 
U  too  severe ;  and  to  condole,  too  kind.  [Going, 
pern.  Thus,  I  arrest  you  in  the  name  of 
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And  dare  compel  your  stay.    Is  then  one  look, 
One  word,  one  moment,  a  last  moment  too, 
When  I  stand  tottering  on  the  brink  of  death, 
A  cruel  ignominious  death,  too  much 
For  one,  that  loves  like  me  ?    A  length  of  years 
You  may  devote  to  my  blest  rival's  arms; 
I  ask  but  one  short  moment.    O  permit. 
Permit  the  dying  to  lay  claim  to  Uiee ! 
To  thee,  thou  dear  eauivalent  for  life, 
Cruel,  relentless,  maroie-hearted  laaicl ! 

Erix.  Demetrius,  you  persist  to  do  me  wrong ; 
For,  know,  though  I  behold  thee  as  thou  art, 
Doubly  a  traitor,  to  the  state  and  me, 
Thy  sorrow,  thy  distress,  have  touched  my  bosom: 
I  own  it  is  a  fault-rl  pity  thee. 

Enter  Officer. 

Ofi.  My  lord,  your  tiQie  is  shorty  and  death 
waits  for  you. 

Erix,  Death  !*-tI  foi^ve  thee  from  my  inmost 
soul. 

Don.  Forgive  me?  Oh!  tiion  need'st  not  to 
forgive, 
If  imposition  had  not  struck  thee  Uind. 
Truth  lies  in  ambush  yet,  but  will  start  up, 
And  seixe  thy  trembling  soul,  when  mine  is  fled. 
O,  I've  a  thousand,  thousand  things  to  sav ! 

.Erix.  And  I  am  come  a  secret  to  disclose. 
That  might  awake  thee,  wert  thou  dead  already ! 

OffL  My  lord,  your  final  moment  is  expired. 

J)em.  and  Erix.  One,  onejhort  moment  more  I 

Dan.  No ;  death  lets  fall 
The  curtain,  and  divides  our  love  for  ever ! 

[Demetriut  ii  forced  out, 

Erix.  Oh,  Fve  a  darker  dungeon  in  my  soul. 
Nor  want  an  executioner  to  kill  me. 
IVhat  revolutions  in  the  human  heart 
Will  pity  cause !  What  horrid  deeds  revenge ! 

[ExU, 
SCENE  lU. 

Enter  Antigonus,  with  attendants. 

Ant.  How  distant  virtue  dwells  from  mortal 
man! 
Was't  not  that  each  man  calls  for  others'  virtue^ 
Hcf  very  name  on  earth  would  be  forgot. 
And  leave  the  tongue,  as  it  has  left  the  heart !  ^ 
Was  ever  such  a  laboured  plan  of  guilt } 
Take  the  king's  mandate,  to  tlie  prison  ily, 
Tlirow  wide  the  gates,  and  let  Demetrius  know 
Tbe  fuU  detail  I 

Enter  Erixene. 

The  princess !  ha !  be  gone  \  [To  the  attendants. 
While  I  stir  up  an  equal  transport  here. 
Princess,  I  see  your  griefii,  and  judge  the  cause ; 
But  I  bring  news  might  raise  you  from  your 

grave. 
Or  call  you  down  from  Heaven  to  hear  with  joy ! 
Just  gods !  the  virtuous  will  at  last  prevail. 
On  motives,  here  too  tedious  to  relate, 
I  begged  the  king  to  rorexamine  thosej^ 
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Who  came  from  Rome.    The  king  approved  my 

counsel. 
Surpriaed,  and  conscious,  in  their  charge  they 

faultered, 
And  dueatened  tortures  soon  discovered  all : 
That  Perseus  bribed  them  to  their  peijuries ; 
That  Quintius'  letter  was  a  forgery ; 
That  prince  Demetrius'  intercourse  with  Rome 
Was  innocent  of  treason  to  the  state. 

Erix.  Oh,  my  swoln  heart !  What  will  the  gods 
do  with  me  ? 

Ant.  And  to  confirm  this  most  surprising  news, 
Dymas,  who,  striving  to  suppress  a  tumult, 
The  rumour  of  Demetrius'  flight  had  raised. 
Was  wounded  sore,  with  his  last  breath  confessed, 
The  prince  refused  his  daughter;  which  affront 
Inflamed  the  statesman  to  his  prince's  ruin. 

Eruf.  Did  he  refuse  her  ?  [Swoons. 

Ant.  Quite  o'ercome  with  joy ! 
Transported  out  of  life ! — ^Tlie  gods  restore  her ! 

Enx.  Ah !  why  recall  me  ?  This  is  a  new  kind 
Of  murder ;  most  severe !  that  dooms  to  life. 

Ant.  Fair  princess,  you  confound  roe  ! 

Eris.  Am  I  fair  f 
Am  I  a  princess  ?  Love  and  empire  mine } 
Gay,  goigeous  visions  dancing  in  my  sight !— - 
No,  here  I  stand  a  naked,  shipwrecked  wretch. 
Cold,  trembling,  pale,  spent,  helpless,  hopeless, 

maid; 
Cast  on  a  shore  as  cruel  as  the  waves, 
O'erhung  with  rueged  rocks,  too  steep  to  climb ; 
The  mountain  billows  loud,  come  foaming  in 
Tremendous,  and  confound,  ere  they  devour ! 

Ant.  Madam,  the  king  absolves  ^ou  from  your 
vow. 

Eris.  For  me  it  matters  not ;  but,  oh !  the 
prince—  • 

When  he  had  shot  the  golph  of  his  despair. 
Emerging  into  all  the  light  of  Heaven ; 
His  heart  high'-beating  with  well-grounded  hope; 
Then  to  make  shipwreck  of  his  happiness, 
Like  a  poor  wretch,  that  has  escaped  tlie  storm. 
And  swam  to  what  he  deems  an  happy  isle, 
When,  lo !  the  savage  natives  drink  his  blood  ! 
Ah  1  why  is  vengeance  sweet  to  woman's  pride. 
As  rapture  to  her  lover  ?    It  has  undone  me  1 
^  Dti.  Madam,  he  comes. 

Erix.  Leave  us,  Antigonus. 

Ant.  What  dreadful  secret  this? — ButlHl  obey, 
Invoke  the  gods,  and  leave  the  rest  to  fate. 

[Exit. 
Erix.    How  terribly  triumphant  comes  the 
wretch ! 
He  comes,  like  flowers  ambrosial,  early  borfi. 
To  meet  the  blast,  and  perish  in  the  storm ! 

Enter  Demetrius, 

Dem,  After  an  age  of  absence  in  one  hour. 
Have  I  then  found  thee,  thou  celestial  maid ! 
Like  a  fair  V^enus  in  a  stormy  sea, 
Or  a  bright  goddess,  through  the  shades  of  night, 
Dropt  from  the  stars  to  these  blest  arms  again  ? 
How  exquisite  is  pleasure  after  pain ! 


Why  throbs  my  heart  90  Uirbulcady —^ 

Pained  at  thy  presence,  thrnogh  redimdant  joj, 
like  a  poor  miser,  beggared  by  hb  store? 

Erix.  Demetrius,  joy  and  sorrow  dwell  too 


Dem,  Talk  not  of  sorrow,  lei^tfae  goda 
As  underprized,  so  loud  a  call  to  joy. 
I  live,  I  love^  am  loved,  I  have  her  here ! 
Rapture,  in  present,  and,  in  prospect. 
No  rival,  no  destroyer,  no  despair ! 
For  jealousies,  for  partings,  groans,  and 
A  train  of  joys,  the  gods  alone  can  name  ! 
When  Heaven  descends  in  blessings  so  pvofas^ 
So  sudden,  so  surpassing  hope's  extreme. 
Like  the  sun  bursting  from  tne  midn^t  ^oon, 
lis  impious  to  be  mg^rds  in  delist ; 
Joy  becomes  du^;  Ueiven  calls  for 
And  transport  flames  as  incense  to  the  skies ! 

Erix.  Transport  how  dreadful ! 

Dem.  Turas  Etixene  ? 
Can  she  not  bear  the  sunshine  of  oar  fate? 
Meridian  hapjnness  is  poured  around  us  ; 
The  laughing  loves  descend  in  swarms  upon  m 
And  wl^re  we  tread  is  an  eternal  spriaf; ! 
By  Heaven !  I  almost  pity  guilty  Perseus 
For  such  a  loss. 

Erix.  That  stabs  me  throogb  and  tfaroa|^  ? 

Dor.  What  stabs  thee?— Speak!  Have  I 
lost  thy  love  ? 

Erix.  To  my  confusion,  be  it  spoke — ^Tis 

Dem.  To  thy  confusion !     Is  it  then  a  crime 
You  heard  how  dying  Dymas  deared  my  fame. 

Erix.  I  heard,  and  trembled !  beard,  aod 
distracted ! 

Dem.  Astonishment! 

Erix.  IVe  nothing  else  to  give  thee. 

[He  stepi  fmck  in  astoniikmeAt ;  j4 
agony;  and  botk  are  $Ueni fat 
time. 
He  is  strack  dumb  ;-^iior  can  I  speak — ^Yet 
I  tremble  on  the  brink ;  yet  most  plunge  id  ! 
Know,  my  Demetrius,  jovs  are  for  the  gods; 
Man's  common  course  of  nature  is  distress : 
His  joys  are  prodigies ;  and,  like  them  too^ 
Portend  approaching  ill.    Tlie  wke  man 
And  trembles  at  the  perils  of  a  bliss. 
To  hope,  how  bold !  now  daring  to  be  fimd, 
When,  what  our  fondness  grasps,  is  not  i 
I  will  presume  on  thy  known,  steady  virtue. 
And  treat  thee  like  a  man ;  I  will,  Demetrioa  f 
Nor  longer  in  my  bosom  hide  a  bnmd, 
That  burns  unseen,  and  drinks  my  vital  bloodL 

Dem.  What  rovstery  f 

Erix.  The  blackest ! 

Dem,  How  eveiy  terror  doubts  in  the 
Why  muffled  up  in  silence  stands  my  fate? 
This  Hbrrid  spectre  let  me  see  at  oaor, 
And  shew  if  I'm  a  man. 

Erix.  It  calls  for  more. 

Dem.  It  calls  for  me  then ;  love  has 
more. 

Erix.  Oh,  fortify  thy  soul  with 
love! 
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To  bear,  what  heard,  dioult  cune  the  tongue 
that  tells  thee ! 
Dem,  Curse  whom  ?  Curse  thee ! 
frur.  Yes,  from  thy  innost  soul. 
Why  dost  thou  lift  thy  eyes  and  hands  to  heaven? 
Tbc  powers,  most  conscious  of  this  deed,  reside 
In  darkness,  howl  below  in  raging  iires, 
Where  pangs,  like  mine,  com^  them.    Thence 

arise, 
Black  Bods  of  execration  and  despair ! 
Th/OD^  dreadful  earthquakes  cleave  your  up- 
ward way. 
While  nature  smikes,  and  vapours  blot  the  sun ; 
Tibeo,  throogh  these  horrors,  in  loud  groans^  pro- 
daiffl. 

That  I  am 

Dtm,  What?— rU  have  it,  though  it  blast  me! 
£rir.  Thnsy  then,  in  thunder— ^am  Perseus' 
wife! 
[Demetriui  itaggtn  and  falii, — After  a 

Bern,  in  thunder ! — ^No ;  that  had  not  strudL 
so  deep ! 
Wliat  tempest  e'er  discharged  so  fierce  a  fire? 
Caim  and  deliberate  anguish  feeds  upon  me; 
Each  thought  sent  out  for  help  brii^  m  new  woe ! 
Where  shall  I  turn?  Where  fly?  To  whom  but 
thee,  [Kneeling. 

Tremendous  Jove !  whom  mortals  will  not  know 
From  blessings,  but  compel  to  be  severe  I 
I  feel  thy  vengeance,  and  adore  thy  power ! 
I  see  my  failings,  and  absolve  thy  rage. 
But,  oh  !  I  must  perceive  the  load  that's  on  me ; 
I  can't  but  tremble  nndcmeath  the  stroke. 
Aid  me  to  bear  ! — But  since  it  can't  be  borne, 
Oh,  let  thy  mercy  burst  in  flames  upon  me  I 
Thf  triple  bolt  is  healing  bahn  to  tnts ; 
This  pain  rnifclt,  unfancied  by  the  wretch. 
The  eroanin^  wretch,  that  on  the  wheel  expires! 
ErU.  Why  did  I  tell  thee  ? 
I}ffn.  M^hy  commit  a  deed 
Too  shocking  to  be  told  f  What  fumes  of  hell 
Flew  to  thy  brain  ?    What  fiend  the  crime  in- 
spired? 
Erix.  Perseus,  last  night,  as  soon  as  thou  wast 
fled. 
At  that  dead  hour,  when  good  men  are  at  rest. 
When  every  crime  and  horror  is  abroad, 
Onves  yawrn,  fiends  yell,  wolves  howl,  and  ravens 


rhan  ravens,  wolves,  or  fiends,  more  fatal  far, 
Fo  mc  he  came,  and  threw  him  at  my  feet, 
^nd  wept,  and  swore,  unless  I  rave  consent 
Vtf  call  a  priest  that  moment,  all  was  ruined  : 
riiat  the  next  day  Demetrius  and  his  powers 
^t''<jht  ccMMTUc-r,  me  lose  me,  and  I  my  crown, 
"oofrrrcd  oy  Philip  but  on  Pe/seus'  wife, 
started,  trembled,  fainted ;  he  invades 
^ly  half-recovered  strength,  bribed  priests  con- 
spire, 
^  :i  iinrr  tnj  vow,  sAl  seize  my  ravished  hand, 
.M  kAc  the  gods>  mn  o'er  the  hasty  rite ; 


While  each  ill  omen  of  the  sW  flew  oV  m. 
And  furies  howled  our  nuptial  song  below.      ■■ 
Canst  thou  forgive  ? 

Dem.  By  all  the  flames  of  love, 
And  torments  of  despair,  I  never  can ! 
The  furies  toss  their  torches  from  thy  hand. 
And  all  their  adders  bias  around  thy  head ! 
I'll  see  thy  fiaoe  no  more.  IGaing^ 

Erix,  Thy  rage  is  just 
Yet  stay  ana  hear  me ! 

[She  kneelsy  and  holdt  kim. 

Dem.  I  have  heard  too  much. 

Erix,  Till  thou  hast  heard  the  whole,  O  do 
not  curse  me  I 

Dem.  Where  can  I  find  a  curse  to  reach  thy 
crime? 

Erix.  Mercy!  [Weeping, 

Dem.  [Aude.]  Her  tears,  like  drops  of  molten 
lead, 
With  torment  bum  their  passage  to  my  heart ! 
And  yet  such  violation  ot  her  vows 

Erix.  Mercy ! 

Dem.  Perseus!—  [Stamping. 

Erix.  Stamp  till  the  centre  shakes. 
So  black  a  daemon  shalt  thou  never  raise ! 
Perseus !  Canst  thou  abhor  him  more  than  I  ? 
HeH  has  its  furies,  Perseus  has  his  love, 
And,  oh  I  Demetrius  his  eternal  hate ! 

Dem.  Eternal !  Yes,  eternal  and  eternal ; 
As  deep  and  everlasting  as  my  pain !      • 

Erix.  Some  god  descend,  and  soothe  his  soul 
to  peace! 

Dem.  Talkest  thou  of  peace  ?  what  peace  hast 
thou  bestowed  ? 
A  brain  distracted,  and  a  broken  heart. 
Talk'st  thou  of  peace  ?  Hark,  bark,  thy  husband 

calls, 
His  father's  rebel !  Brother^s  murderer ! 
Nature's  abhorrence,  and — thy  lawful  lord ! 
Fly,  my  kind  patroness,  and  in  his  bosom 
Consult  my  peace. 

Erix.  1  never  shall  be  there. 
My  lord  !  my  life  ! 

Dem.  How  say'st  ?  Is  Perseus  here  ?— ^— 
Fly,  fly  !  away  I  'tis  death  !  'tis  incest ! 

[Starting  wide^  and  looking  round  him. 
Dar'st  thou  to  touch  Demetrius?  Dar*st  thou 

touch  him, 
Ev'nnvith  thine  eye  ? 

[At  he  it  going,  the  layt  hold  of  his  rObe, 

Erix.  I  dare — and  more,  dare  seize, 
And  fix  him  here  :  no  doubt,  to  thy  sui^ise— 
I'm  blemished,  not  abandoned;  honour  still' 
Is  sacred  in  my  sight.    Thou  call'st  it  incest ; 
Tis  innocence,  'tis  virtue ;  if  there's  virtue 
In  fixed,  inviolable  strength  of  love. 
For  know,  the  moment  the  dark  deed  was  done, 
The  moment  madness  made  me  Perseus'  wife, 
I  seized  this  friend,  and  lodged  him  in  my  bosom, 

J  Shewing  a  dagger. 
be  more : 
And  now  I  fling  rac  at  thy  feet,  imploring 
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Hiy  steadier  hand  to  guide  him  to  my  heart 
Who  wed  in  vengeance,  wed  not  but  to  die. 

Dem,  Has  Peneus,  then,  an  hymeneal  claim? 
Aad  DO.  divorce,  but  deaUi? — ^And  death  from 

me, 
Who  should  defend  thee  from  the  world  in  aims? 

0  thou  still  excellent !  still  most  beloved !    * 
Erix.  life  is  the  foe,  that  parts  as;  death,  a 

friend, 
All  knots  dissolviniE,  joins  us ;  and  for  ever. 
Whv  so  di^rdered  ?  Wherefore  shakes  thv  frame  ? 
Look  on  me ;  do  I  tremble ?  Am  I  pale? 
When  I  let  loose  a  sigh,  I'll  pardon  thine. 
Take  my  example,  and  be  bravely  wretched. 
True  grandeur  -rises  from  surmounted  ills ; 
The  wretched  only  can  be  truly  great. 
If  not  in  kindness,  yet,  in  vengeance^  sXi^^  f 
^is  not  Erixene,  'tis  Perseus'  wife» 
Thou'lt  not  resign  me  ? 

Dem,  Not  to  Jove. 

Eruc,  Then  strike  I 

Denu  How  can  I  strike  ? 

[Gazing  on  her  with  a$ionishment. 
Stab  at  the  face  of  Heaven  ? 
How  can  I  strike  ?  Yet  how  can  I  forbear  ? 

1  feel  a  thousand  deaths  debating  one. 
A  deity  stands  guard  on  every  charm^ 
And  strikes  at  me. 

Erix.  As  will  thy  brother  soon ; 
He*s  now  in  arms,  and  may  be'  here  this  hour. 
Nothing  so  cruel  as  too  soft  a  soul ; 
This  is  strange  tenderness,  that  breaks  my  heart; 
Strange  tend^rn(Bss,  that  dooms  to  double  death — 
To  Perseus. 

Dem,  Tf  ue — but  how  to  shun  that  horror  ? 
By  wounding  the^,  whom  savage  pards  would 

spare? 
My  hearths  inhabitant !  my  soul's  ambition ! 
By  wounding  thee,  and  bathing  in  thy  blood ; 
That  blood  illustrious,  through  a  radiant  race 
Of  kings  and  heroes,  rolling  down  from  Gods  I 

Erix.  Heroes,  and  kings,  and  gods  themselves, 
must  yield 
To  (fn£  aecessi^. 

Dem,  Since  that  absolves  me. 
Stand  firm  and  fair ! 

Erix.  My  bosom  meets  the  point. 
Than  Perseus  far  more  welcome,  to  my  breast 

Dem.   Necessity,    for    gods    themselves*  too 

rtwng* 
Is  weaker  tlian  thy  charms.    [Drapt  the  dagger. 

,  Erix.  Oh,  my  Demetrius ! 

[Turns,  and  goes  to  a  fart  her  part  of  the  stage. 

Dem.  Oh,  my  Erixene ! 

[Both  silent,  weepy  and  tremble. 
_  !  [Going. 

Dem.  Where  goest  ?  [Pasnonately  seizing  her. 
Erix,  To  seek  a  friend. 
Dem.  He's  here. 
Erix.  Yes,  Perseus'  friend 
tafth,  open  and  receive  me. 
Dem.  Heaven  strike  us  dead, 


And  save  me  from  a  double  soidde. 
And  one  of  tenfold  deatii.— O  Jove !  O  Jove ! 

[FaiUng  on  kis  kma 
But  Vm  distracted.     *      [Smddenfy  gtmrtmg  v^ 
What  can  Jove  ?  Why  pray  ? 
What  can  I  pray  forr 

Erix.  For  a  heart. 

l>oii.  Ycs,one» 
That  cannot  feel.    Mine  bleeds  at  every  vcia. 
Who  never  loved»  ne'er  sufiered ;  he  feds  s»- 

things 
Who  nothing  feels  but  for  himself  alone ; 
And,  when  we  feel  for  others,  reason  reels, 
O'erloaded,  from  her  path,  aiid  man  runs  wati 
As  love  alone  can  exquisitely  bless» 
Love  only  feels  the  marvellous  of  pain; 
Opens  new  veins  of  torture  in  the  soul. 
And  wakes  tfte  nerve,  where  agonies  are  bora 
E'en  Dymas,  Perseus,  (hearts  of  adamant !) 
Might  weep  these  torments  of  their  mortal  foe. 

Erix.  Shall  I  be  less  compassionate  tha^  ckT? 

[TVAccs  up  the  da^. 
What  love  denied,  thine  agonies  have  done ; 

[Siain  kert^. 
Deipetritts'  sigh  ovtstiogs  the  dart  <^  death. 

Enter  the  Kikg,  ^. 

King.  Give  my  Demetrius  to  my  aims ;  I  aU 
him 
To  life  from  death,  to  transport  from  despair. 
Dem.  See  Perseus'  wife !  [Poiafta^  at  Erii.] 

let  Delia  toll  the  resL 
King.  My  grief-accustomed  heart  can  fjns 
too  well. 
*     Defn.  That  sight  tuns  all  to  guilt,  but  mn 
and  death. 
King.  Death !  Who  shall  queU  false  PenciLS 
now  ip  arms  ? 
Who  pour  my  tompest  on  the  capitol  ? 

How  shall  I  sweeten  hfe  to  thy  sad  ^lirit  ? 

I'll  quit  my  throne  this  hour,  and  thou  dnh 
reign. 
Dem.  You  recommend  that  death,  yoo  woald 
dissuade ; 
Ennobled  thus  by  fame  and  empire  lost, 
As  well  as  life !  Small  sacrifice  to  love. 

[Going  to  stab  himself,  the  king  nau  to  pre- 
vent him ;  k^t  too  late. 
King.  Ah,  hold !  nor  strike  thy  dagger  dtfoach 

my  heart ! 
Dem,  Tis  my  first  disobedience,  and  or  last. 

Ki>g.  There  Philip  fell !  There  Mace&o  ti- 
pired ! 
T  sec  the  lloman  eagle  hovering  o'er  us, 
And  tlie  shaft  broke,  should  briag  her  t»  the 
ground.  [Pointing  to  Demdnms. 

Dem.  Hear,  pood  Antigonus,  my  last  rojacsf  . 
Tell  Perseus,  if  he'll  shealh  his  impious  iwjrd 
Drawn  on  his  father,  I'll  fbrpve  him  all ; 
Though  poor  Erixene  lies  bleedi(ig  hv ; 
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Qer  blood  cries  vttigeaiice ;  but  my  fatfaerV 


[Diei. 
King.  As  much  his  goodnen  wounds  me,  as 
his^eath. 

What  then  are  both  ?  O  Philip,  once  renowned  ! 
Where  is  the  pride  of  Greece,  the  dread  of  Rome, 
The  theme  of  Athens,  the  wide  world's  example, 
And  the  0x1  Alexander's  rival,  now  ? 
Even  at  m  foot  of  fortune^s  precipice, 
Where  the  shive's  sigh  wafts  pity  to  the  prince^ 
And  his  oomipolence  cries  out  for  more  !  • 

Ant.  As  the  swolncolumnof  ascendinc  smoke, 
So  solid  swells  thy  grandeur,  pigmy  man! 
King,  My  life's  deep  tia^y  was  plauiedl 
withariy  I 


From  scene  to  scene,  advancing  in  dbtress, 
Throueh  a  sad  series,  to  this  dure  result ; 
As  if  the  Thracian  queen  conducted  all, 
And  wrote  the  moral  in  her  children's  blood ; 
Which  seas  mi|ght  labour  to  wash  out  in  vain. 
Hear  it,  ye  nations !  dbtant  ages,  hear ! 
And  learn  the  dread  decrees  of  Jove  to  fear  s 
His  dread  decrees  the  strictest  balance  keep ; 
The  father  groans,  who  made  a  mother  weep; 
But  if  no  terror  for  yourselves  can  move, 
Tremble,  ye  parents,  for  the  child  ye  love; 
For  your  Demetrius :  mine  is  doomed  to  blee^ 
A  guiltless  victimi  for  ba  father's  deed. 

[Esatnt 
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MEN. 

Beverley,  the  gamester, 
Lewson,  hUfrieruL 
SruKELYy  a  sharper, 
Jarvis,  Beverle^t  steward. 


Waiter. 

WOMEN. 

Mrs  Beverley,  wtfe  to  Beverley^, 
Charlotte,  his  sister. 
LvcYy  maid  to  Mrs  Beverley. 


Scene — London, 


ACT    I. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Mrs  Beverley  and  Charlotte. 

Mrs  Bev.  Be  comforted,  my  dear ;  all  may  be 
well  yet  And  now,  methinks,  the  lodging  be- 
gins to  look  with  another  face.  Oh,  sister  7  sis- 
ter !  if  these  were  all  my  hardships ;  if  all  I  had 
to  complain  of  were  no  more  than  quitting  ray 
house,  servants,  equipage,  and  shew,  your  pity 
would  be  weakness. 

Char.  Is  poverty  nothing,  then  ? 

Mrs  Bev.  Nothung  in  the  world,  if  it  affected 
only  me.  While  we  had  a  fortune,  I  was  the 
happiest  of  the  rich :  and  now  it  is  gone,  give  me 
iHit  a  bare  subsistence,  and  my  husband's  smiles 
and  ni  be  the  happiest  of  the  poor.  To  me, 
now,  these  lodgings  want  nothing  but  their  mas- 
ter.   Why  do  you  look  at  me  ? 

Char,  That  I  may  hate  my  brother. 

Mrs  Bev.  Do  not  talk  so,  Charlotte. 

Char,  Has  he  not  undone  you?— -^b|  this 


pernicious  vice  of  gaming!  But,  wM*^KfnVf  hi* 
usual  hours  of  four  or  five  in  the  monuncr  mkht 
have  contented  him;  it  was  misery  enoosh  to 
wake  for  him  till  then.  Need  he  have  stxiid  orit 
all  night?"       I  shall  learn  to  detest  him. 

Mrs  Bev,  Not  for  the  first  fault.  He  never 
slept  from  mel>efore. 

Char.  Slept  from  you !  No,  no,  his  nights  horre 
nodiing  to  do  with  sleep.    How  has  this  one  vice 

driven  him  from  every  virtue ! ^Nay,  frooi  *■-» 

affections,  too  ! ^Tne  time  was,  sister 

Mrs  Bev,  And  is.  I  have  no  fear  of  his  ai» 
fections.    Would  I  knew,  that  he  were  snfe  ! 

Char.  From  Hiin  and  his  conipanicios*.  Rrt 
that  is  impossible.  His  poor  little  boy,  tool 
What  rou!$t  become  of  him  ? 

Mrs  Bev,  Why,  want  shall  teach  him  indastij 
From  his  fathers  mistakes  he  shall  Jemm  pc^' 
dence,  and,  from  his  mother^s  resigoAtJo^  pft- 
tiencc.    Poverty  has  no  such  terrors  in  it 
imagine.    There  is  no  condition  of  hfc, 
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and  nin  exoepCedi  where  happbess  is  excluded. 
The  hasbandmany  wbo  rises  early  to  his  labour, 
eojoyi  more  ivekome  rest  at  night  for  iL  His 
bread  is  sweeter  to  him»  his  home  happier,  his  fttr 
miiy  dearer,  his  eojoymeiits  surer.  The  sun,  that 
rouses  him  io  the  morning,  sets  in  the  evening  to 
releaae  him.  All  situations  have  their  comforts, 
if  .sweet  contentment  dwell  in  the  heart  But 
iiij  poor  Beverley  has  none.  The  thought  of  ha- 
ving ruined  those,  he  loves,  is  misery  tar  ever  to 
hiiD.    Would  I  oonl4  ease  his  n^ind  of  that ! 

Char.  If  he  alone  were  ruined»  it  were  just  he 
diould  be  punished.  He  is  my  brother,  it  is  true ; 
hat  when  t  think  of  what  he  has  done,  of  the  for- 
tune you  brought  him,  of  his  own  large  estate 
too.  squandered  away  upon  this  vilest  of  passions, 
and  among  the  vilest  or  wretches !  Oh,  I  have  no 
patience !  Mv  own  little  fortune  is  untouched,  he 
mys.    Would  t  were  sure  of  it ! 

Mrs  Beo.  And  so  you  may it  would  be  a 

sin  to  doubt  it 

Ckar.  I  will  be  sure  of  it— it  vras  madness 
in  me  to  give  it  to  his  management    But  I  will 
demand  it  from  him  this  morning.    I  have  a  me- 
lancboiy  occasion  for  it 
Mn  Beo.  What  occasion  ? 
Ckar.  To  support  a  sister. 
Mrt  JBev.  No ;  I  have  no  nefKl  of  it  Take  it, 
vnd  rewafd  a  lover  with  it    The  generous  Lew- 
M  deserves  much  more.    Why  won't  you  make 
him  happy? 
Ckmr.  Becaase  my  sister  is  miserable. 
Mrs  Bev,  You  must  not  tliink  so.    I  have  my 
jewels  left  yet.     I  will  sell  them  to  supply  our 
wants;  aoa»  wbep  all  is  gone,  these  haiios  shall 
<oii  for  onr  support    The  poor  should  be  indus- 
iriooj — Why  chose  tears,  Charlotte  ? 
Ckmr,  Tliey  flow  in  pity  for  you. 
Mrt  Bev.  All  oiay  be  well  vet   When  he  has 
nothing  to  loee,  I  |hall  fetter  him  in  these  arms 
9fun ;  aad  tfa^  what  is  it  to  be  poor } 

Ckmr.  Core  him  but  of  this  destructive  passion, 
aad  my  nucleus  death  may  retrieve  all  yet 

Mrt  Bev.  Ayt  Chariott^  could  we  cure  him  ! 
But  the  diaeaae  of  play  admits  no  cure  but  po- 
verty ;  and  the  kiss  of  another  fortune  would  out 
acrense  his  ahsme  and  affliction.  Will  Mr  Lew- 
ion  call  thia  momtug  ? 

Ckmr.  He  said  so  htft  night  He  g|^ve  me  hints 

4Xk,  thai  he  had  suspidons  of  our  friend  Stukelv. 

Mrt  Bev.  Not  or  treachery  to  my  husband? 

rhat  he  Jcyrea  frfay  I  know,  but  surely  he  is  ho- 


Ckar.  lie  would  lain  be  thought  so;  therefore 
'  doubc  faim.  Uooes^  needs  no  pains  to  set  it- 
ielfo£ 

Enter  Luct. 

Af  rt  Bev.  ^Vhat  now,  Lucy  ? 

Lmcy.  Yoor  old  stewvrd,  madam.  I  had  not 
be  heart  to  deny  him  admittance,  the  good  old 
oaa  begged  so  Inrd  for  it  [Ex^  Lucy, 

Voi^  L 


Enter  Jarvis, 

Jfrt  Bev.  Is  this  well,  Jarvis  f  I  desired  you 
to  avoid  roe. 

Jar.  Did  you,  madam  ?  I  am  an  old  num,  and 
had  forgot  Perhaps,  too,  you  forbad  my  tears ; 
but  I  am  old,  madam,  and  age  will  be  foigetful. 

Afrs  Bev.  The  faithful  creature !  how  he  moves 
n^.  rro  Charlotte. 

Char.  I^ot  to  have  seen  him  had  been  cruelty. 

Jar.  1  have.forgqt  tl^ese  apartments  too.  I  re- 
member none  such  in  my  young  master's  house ; 
and  yet  I  have  lived  in  it  these  6.ve  and  twenty 
years.  His  good  father  would  not  have  dismissed 
me. 

Afrt  Bev.  He  had  no  reason^  Jarvis. 

Jar.  I  was  faithful  to  him,  while  he  lived; 
and  when  he  died,  he  bequeathed  me  to  his  son. 
I  have  been  faitliful  to  him,  too. 

Mrt  Bev.  I  know  it,  I  know  it^  Jarvis. 

Char.  We  both  know  it 

Jar.  I  am  an  old  man,  madam,  and  have  not 
a  long  time  to  live.  I  asked  but  to  have  died 
with  him,  and  he  dismissed  me. 

Mrt  Bev.  Prithee,  no  more  of  this !  It  was 
hb  poverty  that  dismissed  you. 

Jar,  Is  he  indeed  to  poor,  then? — Oh!  be 
was  the  joy  of  my  old  heartr— -But  must  his 
creditors  have  all  ? — ^And .  have  they  sold  his 
house  too  ?  Hb  father  built  it,  when  he  was  but 
a  prating  boy.  The  times,  that  I  have  carried 
him  in  these  arms !  And,  **  Jarvis,  ^  says  he, 
when  a  beggar  has  asked  charity  of  me,  **  why 
should  |>eople  be  poor?  You  shan't  be  poor, 
Jarvis;  if  I  were  a  king,  nobody  should  he 
poor."  Yet  he  is  poor.  And  then  he  was  so 
brave !— — Oh,  he  was  a  brave  little  boy !  And 
yet  so  merciful,  he'd  not  have  killed  the  gnat, 
that  stuns  him. 

Mrt  Sev.  Speak  to  him,  Charlotte;  for  I 
cannot 

CAar.  When  I  have  wiped  my  eyes. 

Jar.  I  have  a  little  money,  macuun ;  it  might 
have  been  more,  but  I  have  loved  the  poor. 
All  that  I  have  is  yours, 

Mrt  Bev.  No,  .Tarvis ;  we  have  enough  yet 
I  thank  you,  tl^ough,  and  will  deserve  your  good- 
ness. 

Jar.  But  shall  I  see  my  master  ?  And  will  he 
let  me  attend  him  in  his  distresses  ?  I'll  be  no 
expence  to  him ;  and  it  will  kill  me  to  be  refus- 
ed.   Where  is  he,  madam  ? 

Mrt  Bev.  Not  at  home,  Jarvis.  You  shall 
see  him  another  time. 

Char.  To-morrow,  or  the  next  day-^h,  Jar- 
vis !  what  a  change  is  here ! 

Jar.  A  change  indeed,  madam !  my  old  heart 
aches  at  it  And  yet,  methinks^-— But  here's 
somebody  coming. 


Enter  Lucy  with  STt7SELY. 

Imcv,  Mr  Stttkely,  madam. 

4K 


[Exit. 
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Stuke.  Good  morning  to  you,  ladies.    Mr  Jar- 
is,  your  servant    Where's  my  friend,  madam  ? 

[To  Mrs  Bed, 

Mrs  BeV'  I  should  have  asked  that  question 
of  you.   ^ave  you  seen  him  to-day  ? 

Stuke.  No,  Madam. 

Char.  Nor  last  night  ? 

Stuke,  Last  night  1  Did  he  not  come  home, 
then? 

Mrs  Bev.  No.    Were  you  not  together  ? 

Stuke.  At  the  beginning  of  the  evening ;  but 
not  since.    Where  can  he  have  staid  ? 

Char.  You  call  yourself  his  friend,  sir ;  why 
do  you  encourage  nun  in  this  madness  of  gpun- 
ing? 

Stuke.  You  have  asked  me  that  question  be- 
fore, madam ;  and  I  told  you  my  concern  was, 
that  I  could  not  save  him.  Mr  Beverley  is  a 
man,  madam;  and  if  the  most  friendly  entreaties 
have  no  efiect  upon  him,  I  have  no  other  means. 
My  purse  has  been  his,  even  to  the  injury  of 
my  fortune.  If  that  has  been  encouragement, 
I  deserve  censure;  but  I  meant  it  to  retrieve 
him. 

Mrs  Bev.  I  don't  doubt  it,  sir ;  and  I  thank 
you:— But  where  did  you  leave  him  last  night  ? 

Stuke.  At  Wilson's,  madam,  if  I  ought  to  tell; 
}n  company  I  did  not  like.  Possiblv  he  may  be 
there  still,  Mr  Jarvb  knows  the  house,  I  be- 
like. 

Jar.  Shall  I  sp,  madam  ? 

Mrs,  Bev,  No,  fie  may  take  it  ill. 

Char,  He  may  gp-as  from  himself. 

Stuke.  And,  if  he  pleases,  madam,  without  na- 
ming me.  I  am  faulty  myself,  and  should  con- 
ceal the  errors  of  a  friend.  But  I  can  refuse  no- 
thing here.  [Bowing  to  the  ladies. 

Jar.  I  would  fun  see  him,  methmks. 

Mrs  Bev,  Do  so,  then ;  but  take  care  how 
you  upbraid  him — I  never  upbraided  him. 

Jar.  Would  I  could  bring  nim  comfort !  [Exit, 

Stuke.  Don't  be  too  much  alarmed,  madam. 
All  men  have  their  errors,  and  their  times  of  see- 
ing them.  Perhaps,  my  friend's  time  is  not  come 
yet.  But  he  has  an  uncle ;  and  old  men  don't 
live  for  ever.  You  should  look  forward,  ma- 
dam ;  we  are  taught  how  to  value  a  second  for- 
tune by  the  loss  of  a  first.  \ Knocking  at  the  door, 

Mrs.  Bev,  Hark ! ^No — ^tliat  knocking  was 

too  rude  for  Mr  Beverley.    Pray  Heaven  he  be 
well ! 

Stuke,  Never  doubt  it,  madam.  You  shall 
be  well,  too— Every  thing  shall  be  well. 


Mrs,  Bev.  The  knocking  is  a  lit&  loud, 
though— Who  waits -there?  Will  none  of  you 
answer? — ^None  of  you,  did  I  say?  Alas^  wnat 
was  I  thinking  of!  I  had  forgot  myself. 

Char.  I'll  go,  sister— But  don't  be  alarmed  so. 

[Exit, 

Stuke,  What  extraordinary  accident  have  you 
to  fear,  madam  ? 


Mrs,  Bev,  I  beg  yonf  pardon ;  bat  'lis  crer 
thus  with  me  in  Mr  Beverley's  absence.  No  oat 
knocks  at  the  door,  but  I  fimcy  it  is  a  meaeagH 
of  ill  news. 

Stuke.  You  are  too  fearful,  madam;  \ms 
but  one  night  of  absence ;  and  if  iU  thou^bts  in- 
trude (as  love  is  always  doubtfuli  thiok  of  your 
worth  and  beauty,  and  drive  them  froa  to« 
breast 

Mrs  Bev.  What  thoughts  ?  I  have  oo  thoo^ 
that  wrong  my  husband. 

Stuke,  Su(^  thoughts,  indeed,  would  wran^ 
him.  The  world  is  full  of  slander ;  and  ererr 
wretch,  that  knows  himself  unjust,  ckaifn  1» 
neighbour  with  like  passions ;  and  by  dsegeoR^ 

frailty  hides  his  own- If  you  are  wbc,  and 

would  be  happy,  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  such  reports. 
It  is  ruin  to  believe  them. 

Mre.  Bev.  Ay,  worse  than  ruin.  It  mrakl 
be  to  sin  agmnst  conviction.  Why  was  it  mn- 
tioned  ? 

Stuke.  To  guard  you  agunst  rumour.  Tie 
sport  of  half  mankind  is  mischief;  and  far  a 
single  error  they  make  men  devils.  If  their  tiks 
reach  you,  disbelieve  tliem. 

Mrs  Bev.  What  tales?  By  whom?  WbytoM? 
I  have  beard  notliin|K — pr  if  I  had,  with  all  his 
errors,  ray  Beverley's  firm  faith  admits  no  doobc 
— ^It  is  my  safety,  my  seat  of  rest  and  joy,  while 
the  storm  threatens  round  me.  Ill  not  foRs^ 
it  [Stukefy  sighs  and  looks  domn,^  Why  tuni  yoa, 
sir,  away  ?  and,  why  that  sigh  ? 

Stuke.  I  was  attentive,  madam;  and  siflb 
will  come  we  know  not  why.  Perluma,  1  bare 
been  too  buiy — ^If  it  should  seem  so^  mupale  «t 
zeal  to  friendship,  that  meant  to  goara  yon  •> 
gainst  evil  tongues.  Your  Beverley  is  wruuge^ 
slandered  most  vilely — My  life  upon  bia  tnitb. 

Mrs  Bev.   And  mine  too.      Who  is  k  diat 

doubts  it  ?  But  no  matter ^I  am  prepand,  sr 

Yet  why  this  caution  ?        Yoa  are  an  hsss" 


band's  friend ;  I  think  you  mine  too ;  the 
mon  friend  of  both.  [Poasei.]  I  had  I 
cemed  else. 

Stuke,  For  Heaven's  sake,  madam,  be  aa  soB  ^ 
I  mean  to  guard  you  against  suspickxi,  not  to  •- 
larm  it 

Mrs  Bev.  Nor  have  vou,  sir.  Who  toW  yoa 
of  suspicion  ?  I  have  a  heart  it  caDDot  reach. 

Stuke,  Then  I  am  happy — ^I  would  say  note ; 
but  iMU  prevented. 

Enter  Chablottk, 

Mrs  Bev.  Who  was  it,  Charlotte  ? 

Char.  What  a  heart  has  that  Jarris !  A 
tor,  sister.    But  the  good  old  man  has 
away — *  Don't  distress  his  wife ;   don^  da^Te» 
bis  sister,'  I  could  hear  him  say.     *  It  is  ctwJ  t-» 
distress  the  afflicted'— —And  when  he  s»w^»  •- 
the  door,  he  begged  pardon,  that  hn  ffieod 
knocked  sq  loud. 
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Siyhe.  I  wish  I  had  known  of  this.  Was  it  a 
lar^  demand,  madam  ? 

Char,  I  heard  not  that;  but  visits,  such  as 
these,  we  must  eipect  often — Why  so  distressed, 
sister  ?  This  is  no  new  affliction. 

Mn  Beo.  No,  Charlotte ;  but  I  am  faint  with 

watdaiig-^^ce  sunk  and  spiritless — Will  jou 

eicase  me,  sir?  FU  to  my  chamber,  and  try  to 

*  rest  a  titde.  [Ejit 

Simke,  Good  thoughts  go  with  you,  madam. 
My  bait  is  taken,  then.  [Aside.]  Poor  Mrs  Be- 
verley !  How  my  heart  grieves  to  see  her  thus ! 

C&sr.  Cure  her,  and  be  a  friend,  then. 

Siuke,  How  cure  her,  madam  f 

CKar.  Reclaim  my  brother. 

Sbkhc  At,  give  him  a  new  creation,  or  breathe 
another  soul  into  him.  V\\  think  on  it,  madam. 
Adnoe,  I  see,  is  thankless. 

Char.  Useless  I  am  sure  it  is,  if  through  mis- 
taken friendship,  or  other  motives,  you  teed  his 
Msaon  with  your  purse,  and  soothe  it  by  example. 
i%ysicians,  to  cure  fevers,  keep  from  the  patient's 
tkirsty  lip  the  cop,  that  would  inflame  him.  You 
pve  it  to  his  hands.  [A  knocking^  Hark,  sir  ! — 

'Jliese  are  mv  brother's  desperate  symptoms 

Another  creditor. 

8tuk€.  One  not  so  easily  got  rid  of-^What, 
Lewson! 

Enitr  Lewson. 

Ltm*  Madam,  your  servant Yours,  sir.    I 

was  enquirii^  for  you  at  your  lodgings. 

Stuke.  This  morning !  You  had  business,  then  ? 

Lew.  You'll  call  it  by  another  name,  perhaps. 
Where's  Mr  Beverley,  madam  \ 

Ckar,  We  have  sent  to  enquire  for  htm. 

Lem.  Is  he  abroad,  then  ?  He  did  not  use  to 
go  out  so  early. 

CAop.  No^  nor  stay  out  so  kite. 

Ltm.  Is  that  the  case  ?  I  am  sorry  for  it — 
But  Mr  Stukely,  perhaps,  may  direct  you  to  him. 

Siuke*  I  have  already,  sin  But  what  was 
your  bttsinesa  with  me  ? 

Lew.  To  congratulate  you  upon  your  late  suc- 
cesses at  play«  Poor  Beverley  l-^But  you  are 
his  friend;  and  there's  a  comfort  in  having  suc- 
cessful friends. 

Sluke*  And  what  am  I  to  understand  by  this? 

Xcw.  That  Bevcrle/s  a  poor  man,  with  a  rich 
fiieod ;  that^s  all. 

Stuke.  Yoar  words  would  mean  something,  I 
suppose.  Another  time,  sir,  I  shall  desire  an  ex- 
planation. 

■Lev.  And  why  not  now  ?  I  am  no  dealer  in 
long  sentences.  A  minute  or  two  will  do  for 
me. 

Siuke.  But  not  for  me,  sir.  I  am  slow  of  ap* 
prehension,  and  must  have  time  and  privacy.  A 
lady's  presence  engages  my  attention.  Another 
momii^  I  may  be  found  at  home. 

Lev,  Another  mornings  then^  111  wait  upon 

)Ott. 


Stuke,  I  shall  expect  you,  sir.  Madam,  your 
servant  [Exit  Stukefy. 

Char.  What  mean  you  by  this  f 

Lew.  To  hint  to  him,  that  I  know  him. 

Char.  How  know  him  ?  Mere  doubt  and  sup- 
position! 

Lew.  I  shall  have  proof  soon. 

Char.  And  what  then  f  Would  you  risque 
your  life  to  be  his  punisher  ? 

Lew.  My  life,  madam !  Don't  be  afraid.  And 

iret  I  am  happy  in  your  concern  for  me.  But 
et  it  content  you,  that  1  know  this  Stukely 

It  will  be  as  easy  to  make  him  honest  as  brave. 

Char.  And  what  do  you  intend  to  do  ? 

Lew.  Nothing;  till  I  have  proof.  Yet  my  sus- 
picions are  welEcrounded — But,  methinks,  ma- 
dam, I  am  acting  nere  without  authority.  Could  I 
have  leave  to  ciQl  Mr  Beverley  brother,  his  con- 
cerns would  be  my  own.  Why  will  you  make 
my  services  appear  officious  f 

Char.  You  know  my  reasons,  and  should  not 
press  me.    But  I  am  cold,  you  say ;   and  cold  I 

will  be,  while  a  poor  sister's  destitute My 

heart  bleeds  for  her ;  and,  till  I  see  her  sorrows 
moderated,  love  has  no  joys  for  me. 

X.e»i  Can  I  be  less  a  friend  by  being  a  bro- 
ther ?  I  would  not  say  an  unkind  thing — But  the 
pillar  of  your  house  is  shaken ;  prop  it  with  ano- 
ther,  and  it  ihaU  stand  firm  again.  You  must 
comply* 

Char.  And  will|  when  I  have  peace  within  my- 
self. But  let  us  change  this  subject — Your  busi- 
ness here  this  morning  is  with  my  sister.  Mis- 
fortunes press  too  haiti  upon  her ;  yet,  till  to- 
day, she  has  borne  them  nobly. 

Lew.  Where  is  she? 

Char.  Gone  to  her  chamber.  Her  spirits  fail- 
ed her. 

Lew.  I  hear  her  coming*  Let  what  has  pas- 
sed with  Stukely  be  a  secret — She  has  already  too 
much  to  trouble  her. 

Enter  Mrt  Beverley. 

Afrs  Bev.  Good  morning,  sir ;  I  heard  your 
voice,  and,  as  I  thought,  enquiring  for  me. — 
Where's  Mr  Stukely,  Charlotte  ? 

Char.  This  moment  gone You  have  been 

in  teara^  sister ;  but  here's  a  friend  shall  comfort 
you. 

Lew.  Or,  if  I  add  to  your  distresses,  I  will  beg 
your  pardon,  madam.  Yhe  sale  of  your  house 
and  mmiture  was  finished  yesterday. 

Afrs  Bev.  1  know  it,  sir ;  I  know  too  your  ge- 
nerous reason  for  putting  me  in  mind  of  iL  But 
you  have  obliged  me  too  much  already. 

Lew.  There  are  trifles,  madam,  wmch  I  know 
you  have  set  a  value  on ;  those  I  have  purchased^ 
and  will  deliver.  I  have  a  friend  too^  that  es- 
teems you He  has  bought  largely,  and  will 

call  nothing  his,  till  he  has  seen  you.    If  a  visit 
to  him  would  not  be  painful,  he  has  begged  it 
may  be  this  morning. 
I  S 
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Mrs  Bro,  Not  {laiDful  in  die  Itest  My  pain 
is  from  the  kindness  of  my  friends.  Wfar  am  I 
to  be  obliged  beyond  the  power  of  return  r 

Lew.  You  shall  repay  us  at  your  own  time.  I 
have  a  coach  waiting  at  the  door — Shall  we  have 
your  company,  madam }  [To  Chariot ie. 

Char.  No ;  mv  brother  may  return  soon;  HI 
stay  and  receive  nim. 

Mrs  Bev,  He  may  wont  a  comforter,  perhaps. 
But  dont  upbraid  him,  Charlotte.  We  shall  not 
be  absent  iong^  Come,  sir,  since  I  must  be  so 
obliged. 

Lew,  Tis  I,  that  am  obliged.  An  hour,  or 
less,  will  be  sufficient  for  us.  We  shaU  find  you 
at  home,  madam  ? 

[To  Ckarhtiey  and  exit  with  Mrs  Beverley. 

Char.  Certainly.  I  have  but  little  inclination 
to  appear  abroad.  Oh,  this  brother,  this  brother ! 
to  what  wratdiedness  has  he  reduced  us !  [Exit. 

SCENE  TL—Changes  to  Stukel^s  Lodgings. 

Enter  Stukely. 

Stuke.  That  Lewson  suspects  me  'tis  too  plain. 
Yet  why  should  he  suspect  me  ?  I  appear  the 
friend  of  Beveriey  as  much  as  he.  But  I  am  rich, 
it  seems ;  and  so  I  am,  thanks  to  another^s  foUy, 
and  my  own  wisdom.  To  what  nse  is  wisdom, 
but  to  W^  advantage  of  the  weak  ?  This  Bever- 
ley's my  fool ;  I  dieat  liim,  and  he  calls  me  friend. 

But  more  business  inust  be  done  yet His  wife's 

jewels  are  unsold ;  so  is  the  reversion  of  his  un- 
cle's estate:  I  must  have  these  too.  And  Uien 
there's  a  treasure  above  all 1  love  his 


Before  she  knew  this  Beveriey  I  loved  her;  but, 
like  a  cringing  fool,  bowed  at  a  distance,  while  he 

stepped  in  and  won  her ^Never,  never  will  I 

forgive  him  for  it  My  pride,  as  well  as  love,  is 
vrounded  by  this  conquest  I  must  have  ven- 
geance, llkose  hints  diis  morning  were  well 
thrown  in— Already  they  have  fastened  on  her. 
If  jealousy  should  weaken  her  afiections,  want 

may  corrupt  her  virtue My  heart  reioices  in 

the  hope ^Tliese  jewels  may  do  much -He 

shall  demand  them  of  her;  which,  when  mine, 
sliall  be  converted  to  special  purposes  What 
now,  Bates  ? 

Enter  Bates. 

Bates.  Is  it  a  wonder,  then,  to  see  tte?  The 
forces  are  all  in  readiness,  and  only  wait  for  oi^ 
ders.    Where's  Be\'eriey  ? 

Stuke*  At  last  nigfafs  rendezvous,  waiting  for 
me.    Is  Dawson  with  you? 

Bates.  Dressed  like  a  nobleman;  with  money 


in  his  pocket,  and  a  set  of  &e,  that  afaall 
the  devil. 

Stake.  That  fellow  has  a  head  to  nmlo  a 
tion ;   but  for  the  rest,  they  are  sodi 
nered,  ill-looking  dogs,  I  wonder  Dcweiiey 
not  suspected  them. 

Bates.  No  matter  for  manners  and  loeksL 
you  supply  them  with  money,  and  tfaej 
tlemen  by  profession— Tm  passion  Off  , 
casts  such  a  mist  before  tfae  eyes,  that  the 
man  shall  be  surrounded  with  sharpen^ 
agine  himself  in  die  best  company. 

Stake.  There's  that  WUliams  loo !  It 
I  suppose,  that  called  at  Bevertc/s 
note  this  morning.    What  diiecCkios  did 
him? 

Bates.  To  kno<^  loud,  and  be 
not  you  see  him  ? 

Stuke.  No;    the  fool  sneaked  off  with  J 
Had  he  appeared  within  doors,  as  direcced, 
note  had  been  discharged.    I  waited  there 
purpose.    I  want  the  women  to  think  ivd 
me ;  for  Leivson*s  grown  sospidoiis ;  he  told 
so  himself. 

Bates.  What  answer  did  yoa  make  him  f 

Stuke.  A  short  one^-— That  I  wookt  aee 
soon,  for  farther  explanatioo. 

Bates.  We  must  take  care  of  luiai    .Bat 
have  we  to  do  with  Beverley  ?  .Da 
rest  are  wondering  at  you. 

Stuke.  Why,  let  them  wonder.  I  hare 
above  their  narrow  feach.  They 
him  money,  and  they  stare  at  me.  But  tfacr 
fools.  I  Want  him  to  believe  me  beggpmd 
him. 

Bates.  And  what  then? 

Stake.  Ay,  there's  the  question ;  bat  oo  s 
ter ;  at  niglit  you  may  know  more.    He  watei 
roe  at  Wilson  S.    I  told  the.wometi  where  to 
him. 

Bates.  To  what  purpose  ? 

Stuke.  To  save  suspicion.    It  kwked 
and  they  thanked  me.    Okl  Jarvis 
ed  to  him. 

Bcif ei.  And  may  xntreat 

Stuke.  No ;   he  expects  moaer  iram 
I'll  have  none.    His  wife's  jewels 
Women  are  easy  creatures,  and  refine 
where  they  love.    Follow  to  Wilsoo's;   b«ft 
sure  he  sees  you  not.    Yon  area  naa  of 
ter,  you  know ;  of  prndenoe  and  dSa 
Wait  for  me  in  an  outer  room ;  I  shall 
aness  for  you  presently.    Come,  sir, 
Let  drudging  fools  by  hones^  grow 
The  shorter  road  to  nches  is  deceit  [ 
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SCENE  I.— if  Gaming  House,  with  a  TabU, 
Bat,  Dktf  Sfc,  Beverley  ducavtrtd  sitting, 

&v.  Why,  what  a  worid  it  this !  The  sltTe, 
that  di^i  for  goM,  reoenres  his  daily  pittance,  and 
sleeps  contented;  while  thooey  for  whom  he  la- 
bouny  ooD?eft  dieir  ^kmI  lo  miichiefy  making 
abgoduioe  the  means  of  want.  Oh,  ihame, 
sltiine !  Had  fortune  given  me  but  a  Uttle,  that 
little  had  been  still  mj  own.  Bat  plent?  leads  to 
waste;  and  ihaUow  streams  maintain  tiieir  cur- 
rents, while  swelling  rivers  beat  down  their 
baaksy  and  leave  their  channels  empty.    What 


had  I  to  do  with  play  f  I  wanted  nothing.  My 
wishes  and  mv  means  were  equal.  The  poor  fol- 
lowed me  witti  blessings,  love  scattered  roses  on 
mj  pillow,  and  morning  waked  me  to  delight— 
Oh,  bitter  thou^t,  that  leads  to  what  I  was  by 
what  I  am !  I  would  forget  both— Who's  therer 

£ii/er  a  Waiter. 

Waif.  A  gentleman,  sir,  enquires  for  you. 

Bet.  He  might  have  used  less  ceremony.—— 
Scukelf,  I  suppose  ? 

Wait.  No,  sir,  a  stranger. 

Bev.  Well,  shew  him  in.  [Esit  Wmter. 

A  messenger  from  Stukely,  then ;  from  him,  that 
has  undone  me  !  Yet  all  in  friendshii^-'— And 
now  he  lends  me  hb  little^  to  bring  back  fortune 
tome. 

Enter  Jarvis. 

•fsrri^  I  Why  this  intrusion  ?  Your  absence  had 
been  kinder. 

Jar,  I  came  in  duty,  sir.  If  it  he  tronble- 
some  —  -■ 

Bcv.  It  is 1  would  be  private hid  even 

rrooi  rovself.    Who  sent  you  hither  ? 

Jar,  One^  that  would  persuade  you  home 
ketin.  My  misUess  is  nut  well ;  her  tears  told 
me  so. 

Bet,  Co  with  thy  duty  there,  then But 

il'^  ^  weep  ?  I  am  to  blame  to  let  her  weep. 
Pr'nhee  be  gone :  I  have  no  business  for  thee. 

Jtr.  Yes,  sir;  to  lead  you  from  this  place.  T 
un  your  servant  still.  Yonr  prosperous  fortune 
^^enntd  my  old  age.  If  that  has  left  you,  I  must 
iwt  lesTe'vou. 

Bet.  Not  leave  me !  Recall  past  time,  then; 
fTy  through  this  sea  of  storms  and  darkness, 
>he«  me  a  star  to  guide  me But  what  canst 

thnu? 

Jar.  The  little  that  I  can  I  wiU.  You  have 
^ffn  cenerooa  to  me-— I  would  not  offend  you, 

Bev.  Xo.    Thinkest  thou  I  would  ruin  thee 

*>o  ?  I  have  enouith  of  shame  already My 

*)fe,  my  wife !  Wotildst  thou  believe  it,  Jarvisr 
1  hiTt  not  seen  her  all  this  long  night     ■  I,  who 


have  loved  her  so,  that  every  hour  of  absenoa 
seemed  as  a  gap  in  life.    But  other  bonds  have 

held  me Oh,  I  have  played  the  boy !  drop- 

fung  my  counters  in  the  stream,  and,  reaching  to 
redeem  them,  lost  myself.  Why  wilt  thou  follow 
misery  ?  Or  if  thou  wilt,  go  to  thy  mistress :  dm 
has  no  guilt  to  sting  her ;  and  therefore  may  be 
comforted. 

Jar,  For  nity's  sake,  sir ! 1  have  no  heart 

to  see  thb  cnange. 

Bev,  Nor  I  to  bear  it— ^How  speaks  the 
world  of  me,  Jarvis  ? 

Jar,  As  of  a  good  man  dead.  Of  one^  who, 
walking  in  a  dream,  fell  down  a  precipice  The 
world  is  sorry  for  too. 

Bev,  Ay,  and  pities  me.    Says  it  not  so }  But 

I  was  bom  to  infamy I'll  tell  thee  what  it 

says ;  it  calls  me  villain  !  a  treacherous  husband^ 
a  cruel  father,  a  false  brother;  one,  lost  to  na- 
ture and  her  charities;  or,  to  say  all  in  one  short 
word,  it  calls  me — Gamester !  Go  to  thy  mis- 
tress ;  III  see  her  presently. 

Jar,  And  why  not  now^  Rude  people  press 
upon  her ;  loud,  bawling  creditors ;  wretches,  who 
know  no  pity-— I  met  one  at  the  door ;  he  would 
have  seen  my  mistress :  I  wanted  means  of  pre- 
sent payment,  so  promised  it  to-morrow.  But 
others  may  be  pressing,  and  she  has  grief  enough 
already.    Your  absence  hangs  too  heavy  on  her. 

Bet,  Tell  her  I'll  come  theUi  I  have  a  nio- 
ment's  business.  But  what  hast  thou  to  do  with 
my  dbtresses?  Thy  honesty  has  left  thee  poor ; 
and  age  wants  comfort— Keep  what  thou  hast 
for  omlials,  lest  between  thee  and  the  grave  mi- 
sery steal  in.  I  have  a  friend  shall  counsel  me 
^This  is  that  friend. 

Enter  Stukelt. 

Stuke.  How  fares  it,  Beverley?  Honest  Mr 
Jarvis,  well  met ;  I  hofted  to  find  you  here.  That 
viper,  Williams!  Was  it  not  he  that  troubled  you. 
this  morning  f 

Jar.  My  mistress  heard  him  then? 1  am 

soiTV»  Aat  she  heard  him. 

Bev*  And  Jarvis  promised  payment. 

Stuke.  That  must  not  be.  Tell  him  HI  satisfy 
him. 

Jar.  Will  you,  sir?  Heaven  will  reward  you 
for  it 

Beo.  Generous  Stukely!  Friendship  like  yours, 
had  it  ability  like  will,  would  more  ttian  balance 
the  wrongs  of  fortune. 

Stuke.  You  think  too  kindly  of  me Make 

haste  to  Williams;  his  clamours  may  be  rude 
else.  [To  Jarvis. 

Jar.  And  my  master  will  go  home  apain — 
Alas !  sir,  we  linow  of  hearts  ttiere  breaking  for 
his  absence.  [Exit. 

Bev.  Would  I  were  dead ! 
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Stuke,  Or  tamed  hermit^  counting  a  string  of 
beads  in  a  dark  cave ;  or  under  a  weeping  wil- 
low, pra^ng  for  mercy  on  the  wicked.  H^  ha, 
ha ! — ^Pnth^  be  a  man,  and  leave  dying  to  dis- 
ease and  old  age.  Fortune  may  be  ours  again ; 
at  least  we'll  try  for  it. 

Bev.  No ;  it  has  fooled  us  on  too  far. 

Stuke,  Ay,  ruined  us ;  and  therefore  we  will 
Mt  down  contented !  These  are  the  despondings 
of  men  without  money ;  but  let  the  shining  ore 
chink  in  the  pocket,  and  folly  turns  to  wisdom. 
We  are  fortune's  children-^ — ^True,  she  is  a 
fickle  mother;  but  shall  we  droop  becsuse  she  is 

peevish? ^No;  she  has  smiles  in  store;  and 

these  her  frowns  are  meant  to  brighten  them. 

Bev,  Is  this  a  time  for  lerity  ?  But  you  are 
single  in  die  ruin,  and  therefore  majr  talk  lightly 
of  it.    With  me  it  is  complicated  misery. 

Siuke.  You  censure  me  unjustly ^I  but  as- 
sumed these  spirits  to  cheer  my  fnend.  Heaven 
knowb  he  wants  a  comforter. 

Bev,  What  new  misfortune  ? 

Stuke.  I  would  have  brought  vou  money,  but 
lenders  want  securities.  Wluit  is  to  be  done  ? 
All  that  was  mine  is  ^ours  already.  ^ 

Bev,  And  there  is  the  double  weight,  that 
sinks  mc.  I  have  undone  my  friend  too ;  one 
who,  to  save  a  drowning  wretch,  reached  out  his 
hand,  and  pei  ished  with  him. 

Stuke.  Have  better  thoi^ts ! 

Bev.  Whence  are  they  to  proceed?  I  have  no- 
thing left. 

Stuke.  [Sighing.^  Then  we  are  indeed  undone. 
What,  nothing?  No  moveables,  nor  useless  trin> 
kets?  Baubles  locked  up  in  caskets  to  starve 
tlicir  owners  ?  I  have  ventured  deeply  for  you. 

Bev,  Therefore  this  hear^ache ;  for  I  am  lost 
beyond  all  hope. 

Stuke.  No ;  means  may  be  found  to  save  us. 
Jarvis  is  rich.  Who  made  him  so  ?  This  is  no 
time  for  ceremony. 

Bev.  And  is  it  for  dishonesty  ?  The  good  old 
man  !  Shall  I  rob  him  too  ?  My  friend  would 
grieve  for  it.  No ;  let  the  little,  that  he  has,  buy 
food  and  clothing  for  him. 

Stuke.  Good  morning,  then.  [Going. 

Bev,  So  hasty  !  Why  then,  good  morninj^. 

Stuke,  And  when  we  meet  again,  upbraid  me. 
Say  it  was  I,  that  tempted  you.  X^il  Lewson  so ; 

and  tell  him  I  hai'e  wronged  you He  has  8U»- 

picions  of  me,  and  will  thank  you. 

Bev,  «No ;  we  have  been  companions  in  a  rash 
voyage,  and  the  same  storm  has  wrecked  us  both. 
Mine  sliall  be  sclf-upbraidings. 

Stuke,  And  will  they  feed  us  ?  You  deal  un- 
kindly by  me.  I  have  sold  and  borrowed  for 
you,  while  land  or  credit  lasted ;  and  now,  when 
fortune  should  be  tried,  and  my  heart  whispers 
me  success,  I  am  deserted ;  turned  loose  to  beg- 
gary, while  you  have  hoards. 

B^,  What  hoards?  Name  them^  and  take 
tlicm. 

Stuke,  Jewels. 


Bev.  And  shall  this  tfariftlesB  hand  seis  tka 
too?  My  poor,  poor  wife !  Must  she  k»e lU?  I 
would  not  wound  her  so. 

Siuke,  Nor  I,  but  from  neoesoity.  Oat  efibit 
more,  and  fortune  may  grow  kiod.  1  have  a&- 
usual  hopes. 

Bev.  rhink  of  some  other  means  then. 

Stuke.  I  have;  and  you  re|ected  them. 

Bev.  Prithee,  let  me  be  a  man. 

Stuke.  Ay,  and  your  friend  m  poor  om.  Ba 
I  have  done.  And  for  these  triuketa  of  avooH, 
why,  let  her  keep  them  to  deck  out  pride  mib, 
find  shew  a  laughing  worid,  that  sbe  has  finely  k* 
starve  in. 

Bev.  No;  she  shall  yield  up  alL  Mrfneod 
demands  it.  But  need  we  have  talked  i^  of 
her  ?  The  jewels,  that  she  values,  are  tnidi  «d 
innocence — Those  will  adorn  her  ever;  aod  tar 
the  rest,  she  wore  them  for  a  hiwbemft  imde, 
and  to  his  wants  will  gpve  them.  Ahs!  }« 
know  her  not    Where  snail  we  meet? 

Stuke.  No  matter.  I  have  dianged  iny  miod. 
Leave  me  to  a  prison ;  it  is  the  rewaid  of  Iries^ 
ship. 

Bev.  Perish  mankind  first  Leave  yoo  to  a 
prison !  No ;  fallen  as  you  see  me,  1  am  not  tkK 
wretch.  Nor  would  1  diange  this  heart,  o«o> 
charged  as  it  is  with  Miy  and  nusfortnne,  for  one 
most  prudent  and  most  happy,  if  calioos  to  t 
friend  8  distress. 

Stuke.  You  are  too  warm. 

Bev.  In  such  a  cause  not  to  be  warm  is  to  k 
frozen.  Farewell  I  will  meet  yon  at  yoor 
lodgings. 

Stuke.  Reflect  a  little.  The  jeweb  naiy  be 
losL  Better  not  haiard  them — ^1  was  too  press- 
ing. 

Bev.  And  I  ungrateful.  RcAecckm  takes  ^ 
time.  I  liave  no  feisnre  for  it.  Witfaio  an  h(^~ 
eipect  me.  [fui 

Stuke.  The  thoughtless  shallow  |iixidigal !  We 

shall  have  sport  at  night,  then — But  bold 

The  jewels  are  not  ours  yet — ^The  ladhy  may  reh» 
them — ^Tlie  husband  may  relent  tno — It »  ibor 
than  probable — ^I  will  write  a  note  to  Bt^vrrif^, 
and  tne  contents  shall  spur  him  to  denaad  tfaea 

But  am  I  grown  this  rogue  through  wnxkt^ 

No ;  I  have  warmer  motives,  love  and  icreagg— 
Ruin  die  husband,  and  the  wife^s  yirttie  nm  he 
bid  for.  It  is  of  uncertain  value,  and  sab  or 
rises  in  the  purchase,  as  want,  or  wealth,  or  pasr 
sion  governs.  The  poor  part  cheaply  «itb  a: 
rich  dames^  though  pleased  vrith  sellia^  will  baw^ 
high  prices  for  iL  Your  love-<ack  g^rU  give  it  ^ 
oaths  and  lyiiV[.  But  tender  wives,  who  boass  ^' 
honour  and  auctions,  keep  it  against  fouune— 
Why,  let  famine  come^  then !  I  am  m  hasfie  s> 
purchase. 

Enter  Bates. 


Look  to  your  men.  Bates ;  therr*s  money 
We  meet  to-night  upon  this  spot. 


Uastco^  sad 
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tell  diemso.  Bereriej  calls  upon  me  at  my  lod^ 
ingSy  and  we  retarn  together.  Hasten,  I  say;  tM 
itxues  will  Matter  else. 

BateL  Not  till  dieir  leader  Uds  them. 

Stukc  Come  on  then.    Give  them  the  word, 

and  foUow  me ;  I  must  advise  with  yon ^This 

is  a  day  of  business.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  n. — Changes  to  Beverley's  Lodgingt, 

Enter  Beverley  and  Cbarlotte. 

Char,  Yoor  looks  are  chanced  too;  there  is 
wddness  ia  thcos.  Mywietoied  sister!  How 
will  it  grieve  her  to  see  you  thus ! 

Be»,  No,  no— « little  rest  will  ease  me.  And 
for  yoar  Lewson's  kindness  to  lier,  it  has  my 
duuiks;  I  have  no  more  to  eive  him. 

Ckmr,  Yes;  a  sister  and  her  fortune.  I  trifle 
wiih  biffl,  and  he  complains— My  looks,  he  says, 
are  ooM  upon  hioi.    He  thinks  too 

Bev,  Tnat  i  have  iost  yoor  fortune^— He 
dares  not  think  so. 

Char,  Nor  does  he — ^You  are  too  muA  at 
fawning.    He  cares  not,  if  you  had.    That  care 
is  mine — ^I  lent  it  you  to  husband,  and  now  I 
claim  It 
Bev.  You  have  saspicions,  then  ? 
Char,  Cure  them,  and  give  it  me. 
Bev.  To  stop  a  sister^s  chiding  ? 
Char,  To  vindicate  her  brother. 
Bev,  How  if  he  needs  no  vindication  ? 
Char,  I  would  fain  hope  so. 
Bev,   Ay,  would  and  cannot    Leave  it  to 
time,  then ;  'twill  satisfy  all  doubU: 
Char.  Mine  are  alroidy  satisfied. 
Bfr.  Tis  well.    And  when  the  subject  is  re* 
aewed,  speak  to  ne  like  a  sister,  and  I  wil)  an- 
swer like  a  brother. 

Char,  To  tell  me  I  am  a  beggar.    Why,  tell 

u  DOW.   I  that  can  bear  the  ruin  of  those  dearer 

<o  me,  the  ruin  of  a  sister  and  her  infant,  can 

bear  ^  too. 

Bev,  No  more  of  this        you  wring  my  heart 

Char,  Would  that  the  miseiy  were  all  your 

ow^Q !  But  innocence  must  sufier ^Unthink- 

isg  rioter !  whose  home  was  heaven  to  him ;  an 
*ngel  dwelt  there,  and  a  little  cherub,  that 
^'owned  hb  days  with  blessings. — ^How  he  has 
lost  this  heaven 'to  league  with  devils ! 

Bev.  Forbear,  I  say;  reproaches  come  too 
^;  they  search,  but  cure  not  And  for  the 
fortune  you  demand,  well  talk  to-morrow  on  it ; 
oor  tempers  may  be  milder. 

Char,  Or,  if  'tis  gone,  why  farewell  all.  I 
claimed  it  for  a  sister.  She  holds  my  heart  in 
ben ;  and  every  pan^  she  feels  tears  it  in  pie- 
<**  fat  111  upbraid  no  more.  What  Heaven 
permits,  perhaps,  it  may  ordain ;  and  sorrow  then 
n  nnfnl.  Yet  that  the  husband !  father !  bro- 
t^ !  ahonld  be  its  instruments  of  vengeance ! 
' — ^iis  grievous  to  know  that 


Bep.  If  you  are  my  sister,  spare  the  remem- 
brance— ^it  wounds  too  deeply.  To-morrow  shall 
clear  all;  and  when  the  worst  is  known,  it 
may  be  better  than  jour  fears.  Comfort  my 
wife ;  and  for  the  pains  of  absence  HI  make 
atonement    The  world  may  yet  go  well  with  us. 

Char,  See,  where  she  comes ! Look  chear^ 

fully  upon  her Afiecticns  such  as  hers  are 

prymg,  and  lend  those  eyes,  that  read  the  souL 

Enter  Mrt,  Beverley  and  LE^fSov. 

Jfrt.  Bev,  My  life ! 

Bev,  M  V  love !  how  fares  it  ?  I  have  been  f 
truant  husband. 

Mrs,  Bev.  But  we  meet  now,  and  that  heals 
all — Doubts  and  alarms  I  have  had ;  but  in  this 
dear  embrace  I  buiy  and  foi^^et  them.  My  friend 
here  [pointing  to  Lewson]  has  been  indeed  a 
friend.  Chanotte,  it  is  you  must  thank  him: 
your  brother's  thanks  and  mine  are  of  too  little 
value. 

Bev,  Yet  what  we  haveweHl  pay.  I  thank 
vou,  sir,  and  am  obliged,  I  would  say  no  morei 
but  that  your  goodness  to  the  wife  upbraids  the 
husband's  follies.  Had  I  been  wise,  sne  had  not 
trespassed  on  your  bounty. 

Lew.  Nor  nas  she  trespassed.  Tlie  little  I 
have  done,  acceptance  oveipays. 

Char.  So  friendship  thinks 

Jlfrt.  Bev,  And  doubles  obligations  by  striving 
to  conceal  them— We*ll  talk  another  time  on 
it        You  are  too  thoughtful,  love. 

Bev,  No,  I  have  reason  for  these  thoughts. 

Char.  And  hatred  for  the  cause — ^Would  yoa 
had  that  too  J 

Bev.  I  have ^The  cause  was  avarice. 

Char.  And  who  the  tempter  ? 

Bev,  A  ruined  friend — ruined  by  too  much 
kindness. 

Lew,  Ay,  worse  than  ruined ;  stabbed  in  his 
fame,  mortally  stabbed— riches  cannot  cure  him. 

Bev.  Or  if  they  could,  those  I  have  drained 
him  of.     Sometliing  of  tlus  he  hinted  in  the 

moming-^hat  Lewson  had  suspicions  of  him 

Why  these  suspicions?  [Angriiy. 

Lew,  At  school  we  knew  this  Stukely.  A 
cunning  plodding,  boy  he  wa%  sordid  and  cruel, 
slow  at  his  task,  but  ouick  at  shifts  and  tricking. 
He  schemed  &it  miscnief,  that  others  might  be 
punished ;  and  would  tell  his  tale  with  so  muck 
art,  that  for  the  lash  he  merited,  rewards  and 
praise  wese  given  him.  Shew  me  a  boy  with 
such  a  mind,  and  time,  that  ripens  manhood  in 
him,  shall  ripen  vice  too  I  will  prove  liim, 
and  lay  him  open  to  you ^Till  then  be  warn- 
ed  1  know  him,  alnd  therefore  shun  him. 

Bev,  As  I  would  those,  that  wrong  hinu— You 
are  too  busy,  sir. 

Jlfrt.  Bev,  No^  not  too  busy ^Mistaken, 

perhaps That  had  been  milder. 

Lesc,  No  matter,  madam.    I  can  bear  this, 
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and  pniae  the  heart  that  prompts  it — Pity  Mch 
frieiidship  shoold  be  ao  placed ! 

Bev.  Agaui,  sir !  But  Til  bear  too—You 
^vrong  him,  Lewson,  and  will  be  sorry  for  it. 

Char,  Ajf  when  'tis  proved  be  wrongs  hnn. 
Tfaie  world  is  full  of  hypocrites. 

iBev.  And  Stukely  one — so  yoq  vould  infer,  I 

^ink. 1  will  bear  no  more  of  this — ipy  heart 

pches  for  him-       I  have  undone  him. 

Lew.  The  world  says  otherwise. 

Bev.  The  world  is  false  then — '■ — I  have  busi- 
nes  with  you,  love.  [To  Mrs.  Ber.]  We'll  leave 
ihem  to  tneir  rancour.  \ Going. 

Char.  No ;  we  shall  find  room  within  tor  it — 
Come  this  way,  sir.  [To  Lew. 

Lew.  Another  time  my  friend  will  tnank  me ; 
that  time  is  hastening  too. 

[Ejeemnt  Lew,  and  Char. 

Bev.  They  hurt  me  beyond  bearing— -Is 
Stukely  false  ?  Then  honesty  has  left  us !  ^wpre 
sinning  agiinst  Heaven  to  tnink  so. 

Mrs.  Bev.  I  never  doubted  him. 

Bev.  No;  you  are  charity.  Meekness  and 
(Bver^iiring  patience  live  in  that  heart,  and  love 
that  knows  no  change.— —Why  did  I  ruin  yon  ? 

Mrs.  Bev.  You  have  not  nuned  me.  I  have 
no  wants,  when  you  are  present,  nor  wishes  in 
your  absence  but  to  be  blest  with  your  return. 
Be  but  resigned  to  what  has  happened,  and  1  am 
rich  beyond  the  dreams  of  avarice. 

Bev.  My  senerous  girl ! But  memory  will 

be  busy ;  stiU  crowding  on  my  thoughts,  to  sour 
the  present  by  the  past.  I  have  another  pang 
too. 

Mrs.  Bev.  Tell  it^  and  let  me  cure  iL 

Bev,  That  friend that    eeneroos  friend, 

whose  fame  they  have  traduced ^I  have  un- 
done him  too.  White  he  had  means  he  lent  me 
largely ;  and  now  a  prison  must  be  his  portion. 

Mrs.  Bev.  No ;   I  hope  otherwise. 

Bev.  To  hope  must  be  to  act.   The  charitable 

wbh  feeds  not  the  hungry Something  must 

be  done. 

Mrs.  Bev.  What  ? 

Bev.  In  bitterness  of  heart  he  told  me,  just 
now  he  told  me,  I  had  undone  him.  Could  I 
hear  that,  and  think  of  happiness  ?  No  !  I  have 
disclaimed  it,  while  he  is  miserable. 

Mrs.  Bev.  The  world  may  mend  with  us,  and 
then  we  maybe  grateful.  There's  comfort  in 
that  hope. 

Bev.  Ay ;  it  is  the  sick  man's  cordial,  his  pro- 
mised cure;  while  in  preparing  it  the  patient 
die& What  now  ? 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy,  A  letter,  sir.         [Delivers  it,  and  exU. 
Bev,  The  hand  is  Stukely's. 

[Opens  it,  and  reads  it  to  himself. 


Mrs  Bev.  And  briogn  good  news^-at  katti 
will  hope  so What  says  he,  love? 

Bev.  Why  thi»^r-too  mudi  for  patience.  Yet 
he  directs  me  to  conceal  it  from  you.  [Resdil 
'  Let  your  haste  to  see  me  be  the  only  proof  ot 
'  your  esteem  for  me.  I  have  determined,  aan 
'  we  parted,  to  bid  adieu  to  Englaod ;  dun«gn- 
'  ther  to  forsake  my  conntiy,  uum  owe  my  free- 
'  dom  in  it  to  the  means  we  talked  of.  Keep  dn 
^  a  secret  ^  home,  and  hasten  to  the  ruined 

R.  Stokslt.' 
Ruined  by  friendship  !  I  must  relieve  or  fol- 
low him. 

Mrs  Bev.  Follow  hiin,  did  you  say?  TheBl 
am  lost  indeed ! 

Bev.  O  this  infernal  rice !  how  has  it  sssk 
me !  A  vice,  whose  highest  joy  was  poor  to  m 
domestic  happiness.  Yet  how  liave  I  porsued  it: 
turned  all  my  comforts  to  bitterest  pangs,  and  all 
my  smiles  to  tears.  Damned,  damned  infams: 
tion! 

Mrs  Bev.  Be  omI,  my  life !  Wliat  are  the 
means  the  letter  talks  of?  Have  yoiK— htfc  I 
those  means  ?  Tell  me,  and  ease  me.  I  bsve 
no  life  while  you  are  wretched. 

Bev.  No,  no :  it  must  not  be.  TSs  I  alone 
have  sinned ;  'tis  I  alone  must  sufier.  YoutfasU 
reserve  those  means  to  keep  my  child,  and  his 
wronged  mother,  from  want  and  wretchedne& 

Mrs  Bev.  What  means  ? 

Bev.  1  came  to  rob  you  of  them— but  cannot, 
dare  not — Those  jewels  are  your  sole  suppoit— 
I  should  be  more  th^  monster  to  reqoest  them. 

Mrs  Bev.  My  jewek !  Trifles,  not  worth  the 
speaking  of,  if  weighed  against  a  husband's  peace; 
let  them  but  purchiise-  that,  and  the  worU'^ 
wealth  i^  qf  less  value. 

Bev.  Amazing  goodness  1  How  little  do  I  seen 
before  such  virtues ! 

Mrs  Bev.  No  more,  my  kwe.  I  kept  then  t3 
occasion  called  to  use  Uiem ;  now  is  the  ooca- 
bion,  and  I  will  tesa^  them  cheerfully. 

Bev.  Why,  we  will  be  rich  in  love  then.  Bat 
this  excess  of  kindness  melts  me.  Yet  for  s 
friend  one  would  do  much— H^  has  denied  a^ 
nothing. 

Mrs  Bev.  Come  to  my  closet — ^But  let  jip* 
manage  wisely.    We  have  no  more  to  give  fain. 

Bev.  Where  learnt  my  love  this  ezceUeaa? 
Tis  lleavrn-s  own  teaching:  that  Heaven,  which 
tu  an  angel's  form  has  given  a  mind  more  kweif . 
I  am  unworthy  of  you,  but  will  deserve  you  b«^ 
tcr. 

Henceforth  my  follies  and  neglects  shall  oeatf» 

And  all  Co  come  be  penitence  and  peace; 

Vice  shnll  no  more  attract  me  with  her  cfaanss, 

Nor  pleasure  reach  me,  but  in  these  dear  anai 

[EstM^ 


MOOHB.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


§Bl 


ACT    HL 


SCENE  I^— Stukely's  Lodgingt, 

Enter  St  UK  ELY  and  Bates. 

Stuke.  So  niDs  the  'World,  Bates.  Fools  are 
Che  imtural  prey  of  knaves ;  natuK  designed  them 
soywhea  she  made  lambs  for  wolves.  The  laws, 
that  fear  and  policy  have  framed,  nature  dis- 
claims :  she  knows  but  two,  and  those  are  force 
and  cunning.  The  nobler  law  is  force ;  but  then 
Aiere\  daiuer  in  it :  while  cunning,  like  a  skilful 
miner,  works  safely  and  unseen. 

Batet,  And  therefore  wisely.  Force  must  have 
nerves  and  sinews;  cunning  wants  neither.  The 
d^iuf  that  has  it  shall  trip  the  giant's  heels  up. 

Siuke,  And  bind  him  to  the  ground.     Why, 

wc  wiiJ  erect  a  shrine  for  nature,  and  be  her  ora- 

des.    Conscience  is  weakness ;  fear  made  it,  and 

fear  nwintaina  it.    The  dread  of  shame,  inward 

reproacheii  and  fictitious  burnings  swell  out  the 

pnantom.    Nature  knows  none  of  this ;  her  laws 

Mtt  freedom. 

Bate$,  Sound  doctrine,  and  well  delivered ! 

^^e.  We  are  sincere,  too,  and  practise  what 

we  teach.    Let  the  grave  pedant  say  as  much. 

But  npw  to  business—the  jewels  arc  disposed  of, 

and  Beverley  again  worth  money.    He  waits  to 

cuttot  his  gold  oat,  and  then  comes  hither.    If 

my  de&ign  succeeds,  this  night  we  finish  with  him 

— iro  to  your  lodgings^  and  be  .busy — ^You  under- 

frtand  conveyances,  and  make  ruin  sure. 

Bsfes.  Better  stop  here.    The  sale  of  this  re- 
rersioM  may  be  talked  of— there's  danger  in  it 

Stuke,  No ;    'tis  the  mark  I  aim  at.    We  will 
thrive  and  taugh.    You  are  the  purchaser,  and 
third's  the  payment    [Giving  a  pocket  hook.'y-' 
Be  thinks  you  rich ;  and  so  you  shall  be.    £n- 
4|uire  for  tides,  and  deal  hardly;  'twill  look  like 
honesty. 
Bd/es.  How  if  he  suspects  us  ? 
Siuke,  Leave  it  to  me.    I  study  hearts,  and 
when  to  work  upon  them.    Go  to  your  lodgings; 
and  if  we  oume,  be  busy  fi^er  papers.    Talk  uf  a 
thoughtless  aee,  of  gaming  ana  extravagance; 
you  have  a  face  for  it 

Bates.  A  feeling,  too,  that' would  avoid  it  .We 
p(Hh  too  far ;  but  I  have  cautioned  you.  If  it 
ends  ill,  you  will  think  of  me ;  and  so,  adieu. 

[ExU. 
Siuke,  This  fellow  sins  by  halves ;  his  fears  are 
conscience  to  hjnL  I  will  turn  these  fears  to  use. 
'<o0uea,  that  dread  shame,  will  still  be  greater 
rocucs  to  hide  their  guilt — this  shall  he  thought 
^f.  Lewaon  grows  troublesome — ^we  must  get 
rid  of  him— he  knows  too  much.  I  have  a  tale 
Ttir  Beverley ;  part  of  it  truth,  too— he  shall  call 
E^wsQo  to  acooont— if  it  succeeds,  'tis  well ;  if 
MH,  we  niuftt  try  other  meaoft^bttt  here  he  comes 
—1  must  di«en>ble.  * 

VDL.L 


Enter  Beverlet. 
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Look  to  the  door  there !  \In  a  seeming  frighf.} 
— My  friend  !  I  thought  ot  other  visitors. 

Bev.  No;  these  slmll  guard. you  from  them — 
[Offering  notes.]  Take  them,  and  use  tliem  caur 
tiously — ^The  world  deals  hardly  by  us. 

Stuke,  And  shall  I  leave  you  destitute?  No: 
your  wants  are  the  greatest  Another  climatje 
may  treat  me  kinder.  The  shelter  of  to-nig|bt 
takes  me  from  this. 

.  Bev,  Let  these  be  your  support,  then — yet  is 
there  need  of  parting  r  1  may  have  means  again ; 
we  will  share  them,  and  live 'wisely. 

Stuke,  No :  I  should  tempt  you  on.  Habit  is 
nature  in  me :  ruin  cannot  cure  it  Even  now  I 
would  be  gaming.  Taught  by  experience  as  I 
am,  and  knowing  this  poor  sum  b  all  that  is  left 
us,  I  am  for  venturing  still — and  say  I  am  to 
bliftne — yet  will  this  little  supply  our  wants  ?  No, 
we  must  put  it  out  to  usury.  Whether  'tis  mad- 
ness in  me,  or  some  restless  impulse  of  good  for- 
tune, I  yet  am  ignorant ;  but 

Bev,  Take'it,  and  succeed  then.  I  will  tX7  op 
more.  * 

Stuke,  *Tib  surely  impulse ;  it  pleiuis  so  strong- 
ly— but  you  are  cold — we  will  even  part  here, 
then..  And  for  this  last  reserve,  keep  it  for  bet- 
ter uses ;  *1  will  have  none  of  it.  I  thaak  you, 
though,  and  will  seek  fortune  singly :  one  thing  I 
had  forgot^ 

Bev,  What  is  it? 

Stuke,  Perhaps,  'twere  best  forgotten.  But  I 
am  open  in  my  nature,  and  zealous  for  the  ho* 
nour  of  my  friend-— ^Lewson  speaks  freely  of 
you. 

Bev,  Of  you,  I  know,  he  docs. 

Stuke,  I  can  forgive  him  for  it;  but,  for  my 
friend  I  am  angry. 

Bev.  What  says  he  of  me  ? 

Stuke,  That  Charlotte's  fortune  is  embezzled-*- 
he  talks  of  it  loudly. 

Bev,  He  shall  be  silenced,  then — ^how  heard 
you  of  it  ? 

Stuke,,  From  many.  He  questioned  Bates 
about  it    You  must  account  with  him,  he  says. 

Bev,  Or  he  with  me — and  soon,  too. 

Stuke,  Speak  mildly  to  him.  Cautions  ave 
best 

Bev,  I  will  think  on  it — but  whither  go  you  ? 
.  Stuke.  From  poverty  and  prisons — no  matter 
whither.    If  fortune  changes,  you  may  hear  from 
me. 

Bev,  May  these  be  prosperous,  then.  [Offer- 
ing the  noteSf  which  he  re/uies,]  Nay,  thcv  are 
yours — I  have  sworn  it,  and  will  have  nothlqg-^ 
take  them  and  use  them. 

Stuke*  JSiogiy?  I  wiU  not— my  cares  are  for  |dt 
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friend ;  for  his  lost  fortune  and  mined  family. — 
All  separate  interests  I  disclaim.  Togetbei;  we 
have  /alien ;  together  we  must  rise.  My  heart, 
my  honour,  and  affections,  all  will  have  it  so. 

Bev,  I  am  weary  of  being  fooled. 

Stuke.  And  so  am  I — ^here  let  us  part,  then — 
ihese  bodings  of  good  fortune  shall  all  be  stifled  ; 
call  them  folly,  and  forget  them — ^this  one  em- 
brace, and  tlien  farewell.      [Offering  to  embrace, 

Bev.  No;  stay  a  moment — how  my  poor 
heart's  distracte'd!  I  have  these  bodings  too; 
but  whether  caught  from  you,  or  prompted  by 
my  good  or  evil  genius,  I  know  not — the  trial 
sliall  determine — and  yet,  my  wife. 

Stuke.  Ay*  ay,  she  will  chide. 

Bev.  No ;  my  chidings  are  all  here. 

[Pointing  to  hit  heart. 

Stuhe.  I  will  not  persuade  you. 

Bev.  I  am  persuaded;  by  reason  too;  the 
strongest  reason — necessity.  Oh,  could  I  but  re- 
gain the  height  I  have  fallen  from !  Heaven  should 
forsake  roe  m  my  latest  hour,  if  I  again  mixed  in 
these  scenes,  or  sacrificed  the  husband's  peace, 
his  joy  and  best  affections,  to  avarice  and  in- 
famy. 

Stuke.  I  have  resolved  like  you ;  and  since  our 
motives  are  so  honest,  why  should  we  fear  suc- 
cess? 

Bev.  Come  dn,  then — ^where  shall  we  meet  ? 

Stuke.  At  Wilson's — yet  if  it  hurts  you,  leave 
me :  I  have  misled  you  often. 

Bev.  We  have  misled  each  other — but  come ! 
Fortune  is  fickle,  and  may  be  tired  with  plaguipg 
MS — ^there  let  us  rest  our  hopes. 

Stuke.  Yet  think  a  little 

Bev.  I  cannot — thinking  but  distracts  me. 

When  desperation  leads,  all  thoughts  are  vain ; 

Beaaon  would  lose  what  rashness  may  obtain. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. — Changes  to  Beverley's  Lodgings. 

Enter  Mrs  Beverley  and  Charlotte. 

Char,  Twas  all  a  scheme,  a  mean  one ;  un- 
worthy of  my  brother. 

Mrs  Bev.  No ;  I  am  sure  it  was  not — Stukely 
is  honest  too ;  I  know  he  is— this  madness  has 
undone  them  both. 

Char.  My  brother's  irrecoverable — you  are  too 
spiritless  a  wife — a  mournful  tale,  mixed  with  a 
few  kind  words,  will  steal  away  your  soul.  The 
world's  too  subtle  for  such  goodness.  Had  I 
been  by,  he  should  have  asked  your  life  sooner 
than  those  jewels. 

Mrs  Bev.  He  should  have  had  it  then.  [Warm* 
/y.]  I  live  but  to  oblige  him.  She,  who  can 
love,  and  is  beloved  like  me,  will  do  as  much. — 
Men  have  done  more  for  mistresses,  and  women 
for  a  base  deluder :  and  shall  a  wife  do  less  ? 
Your  chidings  hurt  me,  Charlotte. 

Char.  And  come  too  late;  they  might  have 
U^ved  you  £lse.    IIow  could  he  use  you  so  ? 


Mrs  Bev.  Twas  friendship  dad  it  Hisbevt 
was  breaking  for  a  friend. 

Char.  The  friend  that  has  betrayed  faiiiL 

Mrs  Bev.  Pr'ythec  do  not  think  so. 

Char.  To-morrow  he  accounts  with  me. 

Mrt  Bev.  And  fairly — ^I  will  not  donU  it 

Char.  Unless  a  friend  has  wanted — I  hare  oo 
patience — Sister !  sister !  we  are  bonnd  to  ccne 
this  friend ! 

Mrs.  Bev.  My  Beverley  speaks  nobly  of  his. 

Char.'  And  Lewson  tndy — ^Bat  L'dispfetse 
you  with  this  talk.r-^—To-morrow  wUl  instract 
us. 

Mrs.  Bev.  Stay  till  it  comes  then— I  ^nM 
not  think  so  hardly. 

Char.  Nor  I,  but  from  conviction— Yet. we 
have  hope  of  better  days.  My  ancle  is  infini, 
and  of  an  age  that  thr»itens  lioarly — Or,  if  ke 
lives,  you  never  have  effended  him;  and  for  (fir 
tresses  so  unmerited  he  will  have  pit^. 

Afrs.  Bev.  I  know  it,  and  am  chieerfoL  We 
have  no  more  to  lose ;  and  for  what's  gone,  if  it 
brings  prudence  home,  the  purchase  was  vdl 
made. 

Char.  My  Lewson  will  be  kind  tooL  ^lak 
he  and  I  have  life  and  means,  you  shall  dhide 
with  us— And  see,  he's  here. 

Enter  Lewsov. 

We  were  just  speaking  of  you. 

Lew.  T'ls  best  to  mtemipt  you  then.  Fcv 
characters  will  bear  a  scrutiny  f  and  where  Hie 
bad  outweighs  the  good,  he  is  safest  that  is  lea^ 
talked  of.     What  say  you,  madam  f 

[To  Charbttf 

Char.  That  I  hate  scandal,  tboogh  a  «<RBas 
— therefore  talk  seldom  of  you. 

Mrs.  Bev.  Or,  with  more'  truth,  that  thootb  a 

woman,  she  loves  to  praise therefore  tai&s 

always  of  you.    Ill  leave  you  to  deride  ti.  [Etit, 

Lew.  How  good  and  amiable !  I  came  to  tilt 
in  private  with  you  ;  of  matters  that  oonceni  voc. 

Char.  What  matters? 

Lew.  First  answer  me  sincerely  to  what  I  aak. 

Char.  I  will— But  you  alarm  me. 

Lew.  I  am  too  grate,  perhaps ;  but  be  asesred 
of  this,  I  have  no  news  that  tioubitt  mc,  sod 
therefore  should  not  you. 

Char.  I  am  easy,  then — ^propose  your  ^ce^ 
stion. 

Lew.  It  is  now  a  tedious  twelvemonth,  amx 
with  an  open,  and  kind  heart,  you  said  joa  bred 
me. 

Char.  So  tedious,  did  yon  say? 

Lew.  And  when,  in  consequence  of  sodi««tct 
words,  I  pressed  for  marriage,  you  iimi-e  a  vdiis* 
tary  promise,  that  you  woul^  live  fnr  use. 

Char.  You  think  me  changed,  then  ?  [^b^-^* 

Lew.  I  did  not  say  so.  A  thoosand  time*  I 
have  pressed  for  the  performance  of  this  pr^ 
mise :  but  private  cares,  a  brother's  and  a  such 
ruioy  were  reasons  for  delaying  it, 
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Char.  I  had  no  oth^  reasons.—- Where  will 
this  cod?  ^ 

Lew,  It  shall  end  presently. 
Char,  Go  on,  sir. 

Lew.  A  promise,  such  as  this,  given  freely^  not 
extorted,  toe  world  thinks  bindins ;  but  I  think 
otherwise. 

Char.  And  would  release  me  from  it  ? 

Lew,  You  are  too  impatient,  madam. 

Char,  Cool,  sir— quite  cool-— Pray  go  oOi 

Lea.  Time,  and  a  near  acquaintance  with  my 
fftoItSy  may  have  brought  change — if  it  be  so,  or 
for  a  moment,  if  you  have  wished  this  promise 

were  unmade,  here  I  acquit  you  of  it ^This  is 

Biv  fjuestion,  then ;  and  with  such  plainness  as  I 
ask  it,  I  shall  entreat  an  answer.  Have  you  re- 
pented of  this  promise  ? 

Char,  Stay,  sir.  The  man,  that  can  suspect 
me,  shall  find  me  changed Why  am  I  doubted  ? 

Lew.  My  doubts  are  of  myself.  I  have  my 
&alt%  and  you  have  observation.  Jf  from  my 
temper,  my  words„^or  actions,  you  have  conceived 
a  thought  against  mc,  or  even  a  wish  for  separar 
tioQ,  all  that  has  passed  is  nothing. 

Char,  You  startle  mc — But  tell  me — ^I  must 
be  answered  first.  Ts  it  from  honour  you  speak 
this }  Or  do  you  wish  me  changed  ? 

Lew.  Heaven  knows  I  do  not  Life  and  my 
Chariotte  are  so  connected,  that  to  lose  one, 
were  loss  of  both.  Yet  for  a  promise,  though 
giveo  in  love,  and  meant  for  binding ;  if  time  or 
accident,  or  reason  should  change  opinion — with 
ne  that  promise  has  no  force. 

Char,  Why,  now  Fll  answer  you.  Your 
doabts  are  prophecies ^I  am  really  changed. 

Lew,  Inoeea ! 

Char.  I  could  torment  you  now,  as  you  have 
lae;  but  it  is  not  in  my  nature.  That  I  am 
chan^,  I  own :  for  what  at  first  was  inclina- 
tion is  now  grown  reason  in  me ;  and  from  that 
reason,  had  I  the  world — nay,  were  I  poorer  than 
tiie  poorest,  and  you  too  wanting  bread,  with  but 
a  hovel  to  invite  me  to——*!  would  be  yours, 
and  happy. 

Lew.  My  kindest  Charlotte!  [Taking  her 
hand.]  Thanks  are  too  poor  for  tliis — and  words 
too  weak !  But  if  we  love  so,  why  should  our 
ttoion  be  delayed  ? 

Char.  For  happier  times.  The  present  are 
too  wretchcd- 

Lew.  I  may  have  reasons^  that  press  it  now. 

Char,  What  reasons  ? 

Lew,  The  strongest  reasons;  unanswerable 
ones. 

Char.  Be  quick  and  name  them. 

Lor.  No,  madam ;  I  am  bound  in  honour  to 
anke  conditions  first  ■  I  am  bound  by  inclina- 
<ioQ  too.  This  sweet  profusion  of  kind  words 
paias,  while  it  pleases.    I  dread  the  losing  you. 

Char.  Astonishment !  what  mean  you  ? 

Lew,  First  promise,  that  to-morroW|  or  the 
^xt  day,  you  will  be  mine  for  ever. 


Char,  I  do— though  misery  should  succeeds 

Lew,  Thus,  then,  I  seize  you !  And  with  you 
every  joy  on  this  side  Heaven ! 

Char,  And  thus  I  seal  my  promise.  [Embra* 
citut  him.]    Now,  sir,  your  secret 

Lew,  Your  fortune's  lost. 

Char,  My  fortune's  lost !  I'll  study  to  be  hum* 
ble,  then.  But  was  my  promise  claimed  for  this  ? 
How  nobly  generous!  Where  learned  you  this 
sad  news  ? 

Lew,  From  Bates,  Stukely's  pnme  agent  I 
have  obliged  him,  and  he's  grateful — He  told  ic 
md  in  friendship,  to  warn  me  from  my  Char- 
lotte. 

Char,  Twas  honest  in  him,  and  I'll  esteem 
him  for  it 

Lew,  He  knows  much  more  than  he  has  told. 

Char,  For  me  it  is  cooiuh^  And  for  your  ge- 
nerous love,  I  thank  you  from  my  soul.  If  you 
would  oblige  me  more,  give  mc  a  little  time. 

Lew,  Why  time  ?  It  robs  us  of  our  happiness. 

Char,  I  have  a  task  to  learn  first  The  little 
pride  this  fortune  gave  me  must  be  subdued. — 
Once  we  were  eqiud;  and  might  have  met  obli- 
ging and  obliged.  Biut  now  it  is  otherwise;  and 
for  a  life  of  obligations,  I  have  not  learned  to 
bear  it 

Lew,  Mine  is  that  life.    You  are  too  noble. 

Char,  Leave  mc  to  think  on  it 

Lew,  To-morrow,  then,  you  will  &x  my  bappi- 
ness? 

Char,  AH  that  I  can,  I  will. 

Lew,  It  must  be  so ;  we  live  but  for  each 
other.  Keep  what  you  know  a  secret;  and 
when  we  meet  to-morrow,  more  may  be  known. 
Farewell.  [Exit. 

Char.  My  poor,  poor  sister !  how  would  this 
wound  her!  But  I  will  conceal  it,  and  speidc 
comfort  to  her.  [Exit, 

SCENE  IIL — Changei  to  a  room  in  a  gaming 

house, 

£iif«r  BcvcRLET  and  SruKisiY. 

Bev.  Whither  would  you  lead  m^[Distractedly* 

Stuke,  Where  we  may  vent  our  curses. 

Bev,  Ay,  on  yourself,  and  those  damned  coun- 
sels, that  nave  destroyed  me.    A  thousand  fiends, 
were  in  that  bosom,  and  let  all  loose  to  tempt 
me — I  had  resisted  else. 

Stukc,  Go  on,  sir — ^I  have  deserved  this  from 
you. 

Bev,  And  curses  everUsting — Time  is  too 
scanty  for  them — 

Stuke.  What  have  I  done  ? 

BeOi  What  the  arch-devil  of  okl  did^-sobthed 
with  false  hopes  for  certain  ruin. 

Stuke.  Myself  unhurt;  nay,  pleased  at  your 
destruction — So  your  words  mean.  Why,  tell  it 
to  the  world.  I  am  too  poor  to  find  a  friend  in 
it 

Ba.  A  friend !  Wha^s  he?  I  had  a  friend. 
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Stuke.  And  have  one  still. 

Bev.  Ay;  111  tell  you  of  this  friend.  He 
found  me  happiest  of  the  happy.  Fortune  and 
honour  crowned  me ;  and  love  and  peace  lived  in 
my  heart.  One  spark  of  folly  lurked  there ; — 
that  too  he  found ;  and  hy  deceitful  breath  blev^ 
into  flames,  that  have  consumed  me.  This  frien,d 
were  you  to  me. 

Stuke,  A  little  more,  perhaps — The  friend, 
vfho  gave  his  all  to  save  you ;  and,  not  succeed 
ing,  chose  ruin  with  you.    But  no  matter,  I  have 
undone  you,  and  am  a  villain. 

Bto.  No;   I  think  not ^Thc  villains  are 

vritlun. 

Stuke.  What  villains  ? 

Bev.  Dawson  and  the  rest — We  have  been 
dupes  t;o  sharpers. 

Stuke,  How  know  you  this  ?  I  have  had  doubts 
lis  well  as  you ;  yet  still  as  fortune  changed  I 
blushed  at  ray  own  thoughts.  But  you  have 
proof,  perhaps. 

Bev,  Ay,  damned  ones.  Repeated  losses — 
Night  after  night,  and  no  reverse — Chance  has 
to  nand  in  this.  * 

Stuke,  I  think  more  charitably ;  yet  I  am  pee- 
fish  in  my  naturr,  and  apt  to  doubt — ^The  world 
speaks  fairly  of  this  Dawson,  so  it  does  of  the 
rest.  We  have  watched  them  closely  too.  But 
'tis  a  right  usurped  hy  losers,  to  think  the  winners 
knaves — Wc  will  have  more  nlftnhood  in  us. 

Bev,  I  know  not  what  to  think.  This  night 
has  stung  me  to  the  quick — Blasted  my  reputa- 
tion too — I  have  bound  my  honour  to  these  vi- 
|)ers;  played  meanly  upon  credit,  'till  I  tired 
them ;  and  now  they  shun  me  to  rifle  one  ano- 
ther.   W^hat  is  to  be  done  ? 

Stuke,  Nothing.  My  counsels  have  been  fatal. 

Bev.  By  Heaven  I'll  not  survive  this  shame — 
Traitor !  'tis  you  have  brought  it  on  me.  [Ta- 
king holdqfhhnJ^  Shew  me  the  means  to  save 
me,  or  111  commit  a  murder  here,  and  next  upon 
myself  I 

Stuke.  Why  do  it  then,  and  rid  me  of  ingrati- 
tude. 

Bev.  Prithee  forgive  this  language — I  speak  I 
know  not  what — Rage  and  despair  are  in  my 
heart,  and  hurry  me  to  madness.  My  home  is 
horror  to  me— 111  not  return  to  it.  Speak  quick- 
ly ;  tell  me,  if,  in  this  wreck  of  fortune,  one  hope 
remains?  Name  it,  and  be  my  oracle. 

Stuke.  To  vent  your  curses  on — You  have  be- 
stowed them  liberally.  Take  your  own  counsel ; 
And  should  a  desperate  hope  present  itself,  it 
will  suit  your  despcnite  fortune.  Ill  not  advise 
you. 

Bev.  What  hope?  By  heaven  111  catch  at  it, 
however  desperate.  I  am  so  sunk  in  misery,  it 
cannot  lay  me  lower. 

Stuke.  You  have  an  uncle. 

Bev.  Ay,  what  of  him  ? 

Stuke,  Old  men  live  loi^  by  temperance ; — 
wUie  their  heirs  starve  on  ezpectatioiu 
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Bev.  What  mten  y6u  f 

Stuke.  That  the  reversion  of  his  estate  i» 
yours,  and  virill  bring  money  to  pay  debts  with; 
Nay  more, it  may  retrieve  what's  past 

bev.  Or  leave  my  child  a  beggar. 

Stuke.  And  what  is  his  father  !  a  dlshononra- 
ble  one  ;  engaged  for  sums  he  cannot  pay — ^Tfaac 
should  be  thought  of. 

Bev.  It  is  ray  shame — ^the  poisoiiy  that  in- 
flames me^.  Where  shall  we  go?  To  whom?  I 
am  impatient  till  all  is  lost. 

Stuke.  All  may  be  yours  again — ^Your  nuui  b 
Bates — He  has  large  funds  at  his  cotnmlind,  and 
will  deal  justly  by  you. 

'  Bev.  I  am  resolved — ^Tell  them  within  we  will 
meet  them  presently;  and  with  fall  purses,  too 
-- — Come,  follow  me. 

Stuke.  No.  I  have  no  hand  in  this;  nor  do  I 
counsel  it — Use  your  discretion,  and  act  frafa 
that    You  will  And  me  at  my  lodnngs. 

Bev.  Succeed  what  will,  thn  ni^c  111  dare  the 
worst; 
Tis  loss  of  fear  to  be  completely  corsed. 

Stuke.  Why,  lose  it  then  for  ever.— — Fear  is 
the  mind's  worst  evil ;  and  'tis  a  friendly  office  to 
drive  it  from  the  bosom.  Thus  far  has  fortune 
crowned  me — Yet  Beverley  is  rich  ;  rich  in  his 
wife's  best  treasure — her  honour  and  afiectioiis, 
I  would  supplant  him.  there  too.  But  it  b  the 
curse  of  thinking  minds  to  raise  up  difficuldes. 
Fools  only  conquer  women.  Fearless  of  dancer^ 
which  they  see  not,  they  press  ou  boldly^  and,  by 
persisting,  prosper.  Yet  may  a  talc  of  art  do 
much — Charlotte  is  sometimes  absent  The  seeds 
of  jealousy  are  sown  already.  If  I  mistake  not, 
they  have  taken  root  too.  Now  is  the  time  to 
ripen  them,  and  reap  the  harvest.  The  softest 
or  her  sex,  if  wronged  in  lovt,  or  thtnldng:  thai 
she's  wronged,  becomes  a  tygress  in  revenge. — 
I'll  instandy  to  Beverley's—No  matter  lor  dan- 
ger.— When  beauty  leads  us  on,  it  is  indiacTPtioa 
to  reflect,  and  cowardice  to  doubt  [Etit* 


SCENE  TV. -^Changes  to  Beverley's 


Enter  Mr*  Beverley  and  Lvcr. 


ngu 


Mrs  Bev.  Did  Charlotte  tell  you  any  thing? 

Lucy.  No,  madam. 

Mrs  Bev.  She  looked  confused,  methought; 
she  had  business  with  her  Lewson ;  which,  when 
I  pressed  to  know,  tears  only  .were  her  answer. 

Lucy.  She  seemed  in  haste,  too— Yet  ber  re* 
turn  may  bring  you  comfort 

Mrs  Bev.  No,  my  kind  giri ;  I  wa»  not  boni 
for  it  But  why  do  I  distress  thee?  Thy  syai- 
pathizin^  heart  bleeds  for  the  ills  of  others. — 
What  pity,  that  thy  mistress  cannot  reward  thee! 
But  there  is  a  Power  above,  that  sees^  and  will 
remember,  all.  ^Knocking.]  Prithee  soothe 
with  the  song  tnou  sung^t  Ust  s^it.    It 
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this  chunge  of  fbrtnne ;  and  there  is  a  melancbo* 
hf  10  it  that  pleases  me. 

Lucy,  I  fear  it  hurts  you,  madam.  Your  good- 
ness too,  draws  tears  from  me.  But  I  wiU  drj 
them,  aod  obey  you. 

SONG. 

When  Damon  languuked  at  tnyfoeiy 

And  I  believed  him  true. 
The  momentt  of  delight  Kovo  tweet  ! 

But,  ah  !  how  swift  theyjlew  ! 
The  sunny  hill^  thejtawery  vale. 

The  garden  and  the  grove^ 
Have  echoed  to  his  ariUnt  tale^ 

A^d  vows  rf  endless  love. 

The  conquest  gained^  he  left  his  prixe^ 

He  left  her  to  complain^ 
To  talk  of  joy  with  weeping  eyes. 

And  meature  time  by  pain. 
But  Heaven  will  take  the  mourner's  part, 

In  pity  to  despair; 
And  the  last  iifh,  that  rends  the  heart, 

Shall  wajt  the  spirit  there: 

Mrs  Bev.  I  diank  thee,  Lucy ;  I  thank  Heaven 
too,  ray  griefs  are  none,  of  these.  Yet  Stukely 
ileaU  in  hints ;  he  talks  of  rumours ;  I  will  urge 

him  to  speak  plainly. Hark !  there  is  some 

ooe  eotenng. 

Lucy.  Perhaps  it  is  my  nntaster,  madam.  [Exit. 

Mrs  Bev,  Let  him  be  well  too,  .  and  I  am  sa- 
tisfied. [Goes  to  the  door  and  listens,]  No,  it  is 
Mother's  voice ;  his  had  been  music  to  me.  Who 
» it,  Lucy? 

Ee^nter  Lvct  with  Stukelt, 

Xnry.  Mr  Stukely,  madam.  [Exit. 

Stake,  To  meet  you  thus  alone,  madam,  was 

«hat  I  wished.  Unseasonable  visits,  when  friend- 

a  warrants  them,  need  no  excuse ;  therefore  I 
enone.- 

Mrs  Bev,  What  mean  you,  sir  ?  And  wh^re  is 
your  friend  ? 

Stuke,  Men  may  have  secrets,  madam,  which 
their  best  friends  are  not  admitted  to.  We  part> 
cd  in  the  morning,  not  soon  to  meet  again. 

Mrs  Bev,  You  mean  to  leave  us  then;  to  leave 
^r  countij  too  ?  [  am  no  stranger  to  your  rea- 
sons, and  pity  your  misfortunes. 

Stukc  Your  pity  has  undone  you.  Could  Be- 
rcrley  do  this  ?  That  letter  was  a  false  one ;  a 
«ean  contrivance  to  rob  you  of  your  jewels. — I 
'nx>te  it  not. 

3ff«  Bev,  Impossible !  Whence  came  it  then  ? 

Stuke,  Wronged  as  I  am,  madam,  I  must  speak 
pbioly. 

Mrs  Bev,  Do  so,  and  ease  me.  Your  hints  have 
troubled  mc.  Reports,  you  say,  are  stirring — 
itrpfirts  of  whom  r  You  wished  me  not  to  cre- 
dit them.    What,  sir,  are  these  reports  ? 

Stake,  I  thought  them  slander;  madam ;  and 


cautioned  yop  in  friendship,  lest,  from  ofiBciout 
tongues,  the  tale  had  reached  you  with  doubl* 
a^ravation. 

Mrs  Bev,  Proceed,  sir. 

Stuke.  It  is  a  debt  due  to  my  fame ;  doe  to 
an  injured  wife  too— We  are  both  injured. 

Afrf  Bev.  How  injured  ?  And  who  has  isju^ 
red  us? 

Stuke,  My  friend,  your  husband. 

Mrs  Bev,  You  would  resent  for  both,  then— 
But  know,  sir,  mj  injuries  are  my  own,  and  d« 
not  need  a  champion. 

Stuke,  Be  not  too  hasty,  madam.  I  come  not 
in  resentment,  but  for  acquittance.  You  thought 
me  poor;  and  to  the  feigned  distresses  of  a  friend 
gave  up  your  jewels. 

Mrs  Joev,  I  gave  them  to  a  husband. 

Stuke,  Who  gave  them  to  a 

Mrs  Bev.  What,  whom  did  he  ^ve  them  tof 

Stuke,  A  mistress. 

Mrs  Bev,  No,  on  my  life  he  did  not 

Stuke.  Himself  confessed  it,  with  curses  on 
her  avarice. 

Mrs  Bev.  I  will  not  believe  it — He  has  no  mis* 
tress ;  or  if  he  has,  why  is  it  told  to  me  ? 

Stuke,  To  guard  you  against  insults.  He  told 
me,  that,  to  move  you  to  compliance,  he  forged 
that  letter,  pretending  I  was  ruined,  ruined  by 
him  too.  The  fraud  succeeded:  and  what  n 
trusting  wife  bestowed  in  pity,  was  lavished  on  a 
wanton  ! 

Mrs  Bev.  Then  I  am  lost  indeed  I  and  my  af- 
flictions .arc  too  powerful  forme.  His  follies  I 
have  borne  without  upbraiding,  and  saw  the  ap- 
proach of  poverty  witliout  a  tear.  My  affec- 
tions, ray  strong  affections,  supported  me  through 
every  tnal. 

Stuke.  Be  patient,  madam. 

Mrs  Bev.  Patient !  the  barbaroos,  nngrateful 
man  !  And  does  he  think,  that  the  ^ndemcss  of 
my  heart  is  his  best  security  for  woundii^;  int 
But  he  shall  find,  that  injuries  such  as  these,  can 
arm  my  weakness  for  vengeance  and  redress. 

Stuke.  Ha !  then  I  may  succeed.  [Aside.]  Re- 
dress IS  in  your  power. 

Mrs  Bev.  What  redress? 

Stuke.  Forgive  me,  madam,  if,  in  my  seal  to 
serve  you,  I  hazard  your  displeasure.  Think  of 
your  wretched  state.  Already  want  surrounds 
you.  Is  it  in  patience  to  -bear  that  ?  To  see  your 
helpless  little  one  robbed  of  his  birth-right  ?  A 
sister,  too,  with  unavailing  tears,  lamenting  her 
lost  fortune  ?  No  comfort  left  you,  but  ineffec- 
tual pity  from  the  few,  outweighed  by  iiisulta 
from  the  many  ? 

Mrs  Bev.  Am  I  so  lost  a  creature? ^^Vell, 

sir,  my  redress? 

Stuke.  To  be  resolved  is  to  secure  it.  The 
marriage  vow,  once  violated,  is,  in  the  sight  of 
Heaven,  dissolved. — Start  not,  but  hear  me.  ^Fis 
now  the  sunmier  of  your  youth ;  time  has  not 
cropt  the  roses  fiom  your  cheek,  though  sorrow 
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long  has  washed  them.  Then  vise  your  beautr 
wisely,  aod,  freed  by  injuries,  fly  from  the  cruel- 
lest of  men  for  shelter  with  the  kindest ! 

Mrs  Bev.  And  who  is  he? 

Stuke.  A  friend  to  the  unfortunate;  a  bold 
one  too,  who,  while  the  storm  is  bursting  on  your 
brow,  and  lightning  flashing  from  your  eyes,  dares 
tell  you,  that  he  loves  you. 

Mrs  Bev.  Would  that  these  eyes  had  Heaven's 
own  lightning,  that,  with  a  look,  thus  I  might 
Uast  thee !  Am  I  then  fallen  so  low  ?  lias  po- 
▼erty  so  humbled  me,  that  I  should  listen  to  a 
hellish  ofibr,  and  sell  my  soul  for  bread  ?    Oh, 

Tillain,  villain! But  now  I  know  tlice,  and 

thank  thee  for  the  knowledge. 

Stuke.  If  you  are  wise,  you  shall  have  cause 
to  thank  me. 

Mrs  Bev.  An  injured  husband^  too>  shall  thank 
diee. 

Stuke.  Yet  know,  proud  woman,  I  have  a  heart 
as  stubborn  as  your  own :  as  haughty  and  impe- 
tious ;  and  as  it  loves,  so  can  it  hate. 

Mrs.  Bev.  Mean,  despicable  villain !  I  scorn 
thee  and  thy  threats.  Was  it  for  this,  that 
Beverley  was  false  ?  that  his  too  credulous  wife 
should,  m  despair  and  vengeance,  give  up  her  hon- 
our to  a  wretch  ?■  But  he  shall  know  it,  and  venge- 
ance shall  be  his. 


Stuke.  Why  send  Um  for  deliali6e  tben.  TeO 
him  I  love  hn  wife ;  but  that  a  worthless  bis- 
band  forbids  our  union.  I  wiU  make  a  widov 
of  you,  and  court  you  honourably. 

Mrs.  Bev,  Oh,  coward,  coward  !  thy  ml 
will  shrink  at  him.  Yet,  in  the  thought  ai  mini 
may  happen,  I  feel  a  woman's  fears.  Keep  tkj 
own  secreti  atod  begone.    Who^s  tberv  t 

Enter  LrcT. 

Your  absence,  sir,  would  please  me. 

Stuke.  I  will  not  ofiend  you,  madam. 

[£^  Stukefy  mUk  Lay. 

Mrs.  Bev.  Why  opens  not  the  earth  to  s«^ 
low  such  a  monster?  Be  conscience,  then,  hii 
punisher,  till  Heaven,  in  mercy,  gjives  lum  pao* 
tence,  or  dooms  him  in  his  justice. 

Ite-eaf  cr  Luct. 

Come  to  my  diamber,  Lucy  ;  I  have  a  tale  to 
tell  thecy  snail  nnke  thee  weep  for  tbj  poor 
mistress. 

Yet  heaven  the  guiltless  suflerer  regards ; 

And  whom  it  most  afflicts  it  most  rewaids. 

[Erentt. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I.— Beverley's  lodgings. 


I 


£nter  Mrs.  Beverley,  Charlotte,  and  Lew- 
son. 

Chor.  The  smooth-tongued  hypocrite ! 

Lew.  But  we  have  found  htm^  and  will  requite 

Iiin» ^Be  cheerful,  madam;  [To  Afrs,  JBer.^ 

and  for  the  insults  of  this  ruffian  you  shall 
have  ample  retribution.   « 

Mrs,  Bev,  But  not  by  violence — ^Remember, 
jou  have  sworn  it ;  I'  had  been  silent  else. 

Lew,  You  need  not  doubt  me ;  I  shall  be  cool 
•8  patience. 

Jlfrt.  Bev.  See  him  to-morrow  then. 

Lew.  And  why  not  now  ?  By  Heaven,  the 
veriest  worm  that  crawls  is  made  of  braver  spirit 

than  this  Stukely ^Yet,    for  my  promise,    I 

will  deal  gently  with  liim — I  mean  to  watch  hi& 
looks — From  those,  and  ftom  his  answers  to 
my  charge,  much  may  be  leanit.  Next  1  will  to 
Bates,  and  sift  him  to  the  bottom :  if  I  fail  there, 
the  gans  is  numerous,  and  for  a  bribe  will  each 

betray  the  other Good  night ;  I  will  lose  no 

time.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Bev.  Tlicse  boisterous  spirits,  how  they 
wound  me !  But  reasoning  is  in  vain.  Come, 
Charlotte,  we  will  to  our  usual  watch.  The 
night  grows  late. 

Char.  I  am  fearful  of  events;  yet  pleased — 
To-morrow  may  relieve  ua»  [Going. 


Enter  jAZvti, 


How  now,  good  Jarvis  ? 

Jar.  I  have  heard  ill  news^  madam. 

Mrs.  Bev.  What  news  ?  .Speak  qmckly. 

Jar.  Men  are  not  what  they  Seem.  I  fesr  vae 
Mr.  Stukely  is  dishonesL 

Char,  y^  e  know  it,  Jarvis.  But  what's  yxi 
news? 

Jar.  That  there's  an  action  against  nymastr, 
at  his  friend's  suit 

Mrs.  Bev.  Oh,  villain,  SiUain !  'twas  this  be 
threatened,  then !  Kun  to  that  den  of  robbers 
Wilson's — Your  master  may  be  there.  Eotneat 
him  home,  good  Jarvis.  Say  I  have  bosbcs 
with  him — But  tell  him  not  of  Stukely— It  m«y 

provoke  him  to  revenge Haste,  hasoe,  p^ 

Jarvis.  [Eiit  J^ru. 

Char.  Tliis  minister  of  hell !  Oh»  I  oouid  tear 
him  piece-meal ! 

mrs.  Bev.  I  am  sick  of  such  a  worW — -^^ 
Heaven  is  just ;  and,  in  iUown  goodtiioe,  vtU 
hurl  destruction  on  such  monsters.        [Eit*^- 

SCENE  IL— CAaa^ej  to  Stukely'i  faf?"^ 

Enter  Stukely  and  Bates  aeriiv* 

Bates.  Where  have  you  been  f 
Stuke.  Fooling  my  time  away  ;  plsjia: 
tricks,  like  a  tame  monkey,  to  entertaia  a 
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—No  nuitter  where 1  have  been  vexed  and 

disappointed.  Tell  me  of  Beverley ;  how  bore 
be  his  last  shock  ? 

BattL  like  ona  (so  Dawson  says)  whose 
6«nses  had  been  numbM  with  misery.  When 
ail  was  lost,  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the  ground, 
aad  stood  some  time,  with  folded  arms,  stupid 
and  motionless ;  then  snatching  his  sword,  that 
hang  against  the  wainscot,  he  sat  him  down,  and, 
with  a  look  of  fixed  attention,  drew  figures  on 
the  floor.  At  last,  he  started  up,  looked  wild, 
and  trembled ;  and,  like  a  woman  seized  with 
her  sex's  fits,  laughed  out  aloud,  while  the  tears 
irickled  down  his  face — ^so  left  the  room! 

Stuke,  Why,  this  was  madness. 

Batet.  The  madness  of  despair. 

Stuke.  We  must  confine  him  then.  A  prison 
would  do  well.  [A  knocking  at  the  door.]  Hark  ! 
that  knocking  may  he  his.  Go  that  way  down. 
[ExU  Bo/f«.]— Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Lewsok. 

Le9.  An  enemy — an  open  and  avowed  one. 

Stuke.  Why  am  I  thus  broke  in  upon  ?  This 
house  is  mine,  sir ;  and  should  protect  me  from 
insult  and  ill-manners. 

Lev.  Guilt  has  no  place  of  sanctuary ;  where- 
ever  found,  it  is  virtue's  lawful  game.  The  fox's 
hold  and  tyger's  den  are  no  -security  against  the 
hoiiter. 

Stake.  Your  business,  sir  ? 

Lew.  To  tell  you,  that  I  know  you Why 

thi«  confusion  ?  That  look  of  guilt  and  terror  ?  is 
Ileverley  awake  ;  or  has  his  wife  told  tales  ? 
The  man,  that  dares  like  you,  should  have  a  soul 
to  justify  his  deeds,  and  courage  to  confront 
accusers :  not,  with  a  coward's  fear,  to  shrink 
beneath  reproof. 

Stake.  Who  waits  there  ? 

[Aloud,  and  in  confution. 

Lew.  By  Heaven,  he  dies  that  interrupts  us. 
[Cutting  the  door.]  You  should  have  weighed 
your  strength,  sir;  and  then,  instead  of  climbing 
to  Iiigh  fortune,  the  world  had  marked  you  for 
vhnt  you  are,  a  little  paltry  villain. 

Stuke,  You  think  I  fear  you. 

Lew.  I  know  you  fear  me.  This  is  to  prove 
it.  [Pulls  him  fry  the  tleeve.]  You  wanted  pri- 
vacy— A  lady's  presence  took  up  your  attention 
— Now  we  are  alone,  sir.  Why,  what  a  wretch  ! 
[FUn^t  him  from  him.]  The  vilest  insect  in  crear 
tion  will  Cum,  when  trampled  on;  yet  has  this 
thing  undone  a  man — by  cunning  and  mean  arts 
undone  him.  But  wc  have  found  you,  sir ;  traced 
JfHJ  through  all  your  labyrinths.  If  you  would 
«aire  yourself,  fall  to  confession :  no  mercy  will 
be  «hewn  else. 

Stuke.  First  prove  me  what  you  think  me — till 

then,  your  tbreatcnings  are  in  vain And  for 

tliis  insult,  vengeance  may  yet  be  mine. 

I^ew.  Infamous  coward !  why,  take  it  now 
?beo— {I>rcw^  and  Stukelif  rttiret.]  Alas,  I  pity 


thee ! ^Yet  that  a  wretch  like  diis  sbonld  over* 

come  a  Beverley !  It  fills  me  with  astonishment ! 
^A  wretch,  so  mean  of  soul,  that  even  despe- 
ration cannot  animate  him  to  look  upon  an  ene- 
my. Yon  should  not  have  thus  soared,  sir,  iin* 
less^  like  others  of  your  black  profession,  you  had 
a  sword  to  keep  the  fools  in  awe,  your  villainy 
had  ruined. 

Stuke.  Villainy  !  It  were  best  to  curb  this  li- 
cence of  your  tongue ;  for  know,  sir,  while  there 
are  laws,  this  outrage  on  my  reputation  will  nOt 
be  borne  with. 

Lew,  Laws!  Darest  thou  seek  shelter  from 
the  laws,  those  laws,  which  thou  and  tliy  infernal 
crew  live  in  tlie  constant  violation  of?  Talke^ 
thou  of  reputation  too,  when,  under  friendship*^ 
sacred  name,  thou  hast  betrayed,  robbed,  and 
destroyed? 

Stuke.  Ay,  rail  at  gaming ;  it  is  a  rich  topic, 

and  affords  noble  declamation Go,  preach 

against  it  in  the  city :  you  will  find  a  congrcgar 
tion  in  every  tavern.  If  they  should  laugh  at 
you,  fly  to  my  lord,  and  sermonize  it  there :  he 
will  thank  you,  and  reform. 

Lew.  And  will  example  sanctify  a  vice?  No, 
wretch;  the  custom  of  my  lord,  or  of  the  cit,  that 
apes  him,  cannot  excuse  a  breach  of  law,  or 
make  the  gamester^s  calling  reputable. 

Stuke.  Rail  on,  I  say— But  is  tliis  zeal*f«r 
bej^ared  Beverley?  Is  it  for  him,  that  I  am 
treated  thus  ?  No ;  he  and  his  wife  might  both 
have  groaned  in  prison,  had  but  the  sistor^  for- 
tune escaped  the  wreck,  to  have  rewarded  the 
disinterested  love  of  honest  Mr  Lewson. 

Lew.  How  I  detest  thee  for  the  thought!  But 
thou  art  lost  to  every  human  feeling.  Yet  let  mc 
tell  thee,  and  may  it  wring  thy  heart,  that  though 
my  friend  is  ruined  by  thy  snares,  thou  hast,  un- 
knowingly, been  kind  to  mc. 

St  nice'.  Have  I  ?  It  was,  indeed,  unknowingly. 

Lew.  Thou  hast  assisted  me  in  love ;  given  ine 
the  merit,  tliat  I  wanted ;  since,  but  for  thee,  my 
Charlotte  had  not  known  it  was  her  dear  self  I 
sighed  for,  and  not  her  fortune. 

Stuke.  Thank  roe,  and  take  her  then. 

Lew.  And,  as  a  brother  to  poor  Beverley,  I 
will  pursue  the  rohbe^  that  has  stripped  him; 
and  snatch  him  from  his  gripe. 

Stuke.  I'hen  know,  imprudent  man,  he  is 
within  my  gripe ;  and  shfjuid  my  friendship  for 
him  be  slandered  once  again,  the  hand,  that  ha» 
supplied  him,  shall  fall  and  crush  him. 

Lew.  Why,  now  there  is  a  spirit  in  thee!  This 
is  indeed  to  be  a  villain !  But  I  shall  reach  thee 
yet — Fly  where  thou  wilt,  my  vengeance  shall 
pursue  thee — And  Beverley  shall  yet  be  saved ; 
be  saved  from  thee,  thou  monster !  nor  owe  his 
rescue  to  his  wife's  dishonour.  [Exit, 

Stuke.  [Pauiing.]  Then  ruin  has  enclost^d  me. 
Tursc  on  my  coward  heart !  1  would  be  bravely 
villanous ;  but  it  is  my  nature  to  shrink  at  dan- 
ger, and  he  has  found  me.    Yet  fear  brings  cau- 
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tioD,  and  that  security ^More  mischief  must  be 

done  to  bide  the  past Look  to  yourself,  otfi- 

eioud  Lewrson — tliere  may  be  danger  stirring 

Uow  now.  Bates  ? 

Enter  Bates. 

Bateg,  What  is  the  matter  P  It  was  Lewson, 
and  not  Beveriey,  that  left  you — I  heard  him 
loud — You  seem  alarmed  too. 

Stuke:  Ay,  and  with  reason — ^We  are  disco- 
vered. 

Bates,  I  feared  as  much ;  and  therefore  cau- 
tioned you.     But  you  were  peremptory. 

Stuke.  Thus  fools  talk  ever;  spending  their 
idle  breath  on  what  is  past,  and  trembling  at  die 
future.  We  must  be  active.  Beverley,  at  worst, 
is  but  suspicious ;  but  Lewson's  genius,  and  his 
hate  to  me,  will  lay  all  open.  Means  must  be 
found  to  stop  him. 

Bates,  Wliat  means? 

Stuke^  Dispatch  him ^Nay,  start  no 

Desperate  occasions  call  for  de^rate  deeds* 
We  live  but  by  his  death. 

Bates,  You  cannot  mean  it  ? 

Stuke.  I  do,  by  Heaven, 
-  Bates^  Good  night,  then.  [Going, 

Stttke,  Stay.  I  must  be  heard,  then  answered. 
Perhaps  the  motion  was  too  sudden ;  and  human 
weakness  starts  at  murder,  though  strong  neces- 
sity compels  it,  I  have  thought  long  of  this;  and 
my  first  feelings  were  like  yours ;  a  foohsh  con- 
science awed  m^  which  I  soon  conquered.  The 
man,  that  would  undo  me,  Nature  cries  out,  pn- 
do.  Brutes  know  their  foes  by  instinct;  and 
where  superior  force  is  given,  they  use  it  for  de- 
struction. Shall  man  do  less  ?  Lewson  pursues 
vs  to  our  ruin ;  and  shall  we,  with  the  means  to 
crush  him,  %  from  our  hunter,  or  turn  and  tear 
him  ?  It  is  folly  even  to  hesitate. 

Bates.  He  has  obliged  me,  and  I  dare  noc 

Stuke.  Why,  live  to  shame  then,  to  .begp:ary 
and  punishment.  You  would  be  privy  to  the 
deed,  yet  want  the  soul  to  act  it.  Nay,  more,  had 
my  designs  been  levelled  at  his  fortune,  you  had 

Stepped  in  the  foremost And  what  JA  life 

without  its  comforts  ?  Those  you  would  rob  him 
erf,  and,  by  a  lin^cring  death,  add  cruelty  to  mur- 
der. ,  Henceforth,  adieu  to  half-mado  villains — 
There  is  danger  in  them.    What  you  have  got  is 

yours ;  keep  it,  and  hide  %vith  it ^I  will  deal 

my  future  bounty  to  those  that  merit  it. 

Bates.  What  is  the  reward  ? 

Stuke.  Ecjual  division  of  our  gains.  I  swoar  it, 
and  will  be  just. 

Bates,  Think  of  the  means  then. 

Stuke.  He  is  gone  to  Beverley*s ^Wait  for 

Irtm  m  the  street — It  is  a  dark  nicht,  and  fit  for 
misdiiof.     A  dasit^er  would  be  usefuh 

Bates.  He  sleeps  no  more 

Stuke,  Consider  the  reward.  When  the  deed 
is  donr,  I  have  farther  busiucbs  witii  you.  Send 
Dawson  to  i^e. 


Bate$,  Think  it  already  done— «iid  so,  im- 
well.    •  [Ent. 

Stuke.  Why,  farewell  Lewson,  then ;  and  fare- 
well (o  my  fears.  This  night  secures  me.  I  wiU 
wait  the  event  within.  [EriL 

SCENE  III^— CAanffs  to  the  street.  Slcg€ 

darkened. 

Enter  Beverlet. 

Bev,  How  like  an  out-cast  do  I  waodei? 
Loaded  with  every  curse,  that  drives  the  soul  to 
desperation — ^Tlie  midnight  robber,  as  he  walks 
his  rounds,  sees,  by  the  glimmering  lamp^  n^y 
frantic  looks,  and  dreads  to  meet  me.  Whither 
am  I  going  ?  My  home  lies  there ;  all  that  is  dear 
on  earth  it  holds  too ;  yet  are  the  gates  of  death 
more  welcome  to  me — ^I  will  enter  it  no  more^ 
Who  passes  there  ?  It  is  Lewson — ^He  meets  me 
in  a  gloomy  hour ;  and  memory  tells  me  be  ha$ 
been  meddling  with  my  fame. 

Enter  Lewson. 

Lew,  Beverley !  Well  met.  I  have  been  busy 
in  your  a&irs. 

Bev.  So  I  have  heard,  sir;  and  oow  must  thank 
you  as  I  ought. 

Le»,  To4Dorrow  I  may  deserve  your  thanks. 
Late  as  it  is,  I  go  to  Bates.  Discoveries  are  mia- 
king  that  an  arch-villain  trembles  ait. 

Bev.  Discoveries  are  made,  sir,  that  yms  shall 
tremble  at  Where  is  this  boasted  spirit,  this 
high  demeanour,  that  was  to  call  me  to  acooont? 

You  say  I  have  wronged  my  sister ^Now  say 

as  much.  But  first  be  ready  for  defence,  as  I  am 
for  resentment.  [Drmms. 

Lew.  What  mean  you  ?  I  Understand  you  not. 

Bev,  The  coward's  stale  acquaintance !  who, 
when  he  spreads  foul  calumny  abroad,  and 
dreads  just  vengeance  on  him,  cnes  out^  *  What 
mean  you  f  I  undersfaud  you  not.* 

Lew.  Coward  aud  calumnv!  Wbenoe  are 
those. words?  fiut  I  forgive,  and  pity  yoo. 

Bev.  Your  pity  had  boon  kinder  to  my  fame. 
But  you  have  traduced  it;  told  a  vile  stoiy  to 
the  public  ear,  that  I  have  wronged  my  sister. 

LetD.  Tis  false.  Shew  me  the  man,  that  dares 
accuse  me, 

Bev.  I  thought  you  brave,  and  of  a  soul  supe- 
rior to  low  qiAiioe;  but  I  have  found  you,  and 
will  have  vengeance.  This  is  no  place  for  aiiga- 
meat. 

Lew.  Nor  sliall  it  be  for  violence.  Impradeol 
man !  who,  in  revenge  for  fancied  injuries,  wouki 
pierce  tlie  heart  tbftt  loves  him.  But  hooest 
friendship  acts  from  itself,  unmoved  by  slander 
or  ingratitude'  The  life  you  tliirst  for  shall  be 
employed  to  serve  you. 

iiev.  4  is  thus  you  would  compound  then 
First,  do  a  wrong  beyond  forgiveness,  and,  tore- 
dress  it,  load  me  with  kiudnesses  unsolicited.*^- 
rii  not  receive  it    Youf  zeal  is  troubkajn>c. 
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Lem.  No  niatter.    It  fth&ll  be  aaefal. 
Bev,  It  witl  not  be  accepted. 
Ltm,  It  must.    You  koow  me  not. 
Bev,  Ye8»  for  the  slanderer  of  my  fame ;  who, 
under  shew  of  friendship,  arraigns  me  of  injus- 
tice,- bonins  in  every  ear  fourbreach  of  trust, 
and  familr  mshonour. 
Ltw,  Have  I  done  this  ?  Who  told  you  so  ? 
Bev,  The  world — ^Tis  talked  of  every  where. 
It  pleased  you  to  add  threats  too.    You  were  to 
call  me  to  aoooont-^Wbyy  do  it  now,  then:  I 
shall  be  prond  of  such  an  arbiter. 

Lac,  Put  up  your  sword,  and  know  me  better. 
I  never  mjured  you.  The  base  sugg^tion  comes 
from  Stokely :  I  see  him  and  his  aims. 

Bev.  What  aims?  TU  not  conceal  it;  'twas 
Stukely  that  accused  you. 

Ltw,  To  rid  him  of  an  enemy — Perhaps  of 
two— He  fears  discovery,  and  frames  a  tide  of 
faisehood,  to  ground  revenge  and  murder  on. 
Bcv,  I  most  have  proof  of  this. 
lor.  Wait  till  to-morrow,  then. 
Ber.  I  will. 

Liw,  Good-night ^I  go  to  serve  you — For- 

ere  what  is  past,  as  I  do ;  and  cheer  your  family 
with  smiles.  To-morrow  may  confirm  them,  ana 
make  all  happy.  [Exit, 

Brr.  [PauMing^  How  vile,  and  how  absurd  is 
nao  !  His  boasted  honour  is  but  another  name 
fur  pride,  which  easier  bears  the  consciousness 
of  guilt,  than  the  world's  just  reproofs.  But  'tis 
the  fashion  of  the  times;  ana  in  defence  of 
falsehood  and  false  honour  men  die  martyrs.  I 
knew  not  that  my  nature  was  so  bad. 

[Standi  muting. 

Enter  Bates,  iini2  Jarvis. 

/cr.  This  way  the  noise  was;  and  yonder's 
inv  poor  master. 

BaUt.  I  heard  htm  at  high  words  with  Lew- 
ion.    The  cause  I  know  noL 

Jar.  I  heard  him  too.    Misfortunes  vex  him. 

Bates,  Go  to  him,  and  lead  him  home.    But 

he  comes  this  way        I  will  not  be  seen  by  him. 

[Exit. 

Bev.  [Sturiing,]  What  fellow's  that  ?  [Seeing 
Jdrvis.]  Art  thou  a  murderer,  friend  ?  Come,  lead 
the  way ;  |  have  a  hand  as  mischievous  as  thine ; 
a  heart  as  desperate  too— Jarvis ! — ^Fo  bed,  old 
man ;  the  cold  will  chill  thee. 
^  /or.  Why  are  you  wandering  at  this  late  hour  ? 
Your  swonl  drawn  too?  For  Heaven's  sake, 
tkeath  it,  sir — ^The  sight  distracts  mc. 

Bev.  Whose  voice  was  that?  [Wildfy.] 

Jar.  Twas  mine,  sir.  Let  me  intreat  you  to 
give  the  sword  to  me. 

Bev.  Ay,  take  it— quickly  take  it— Perhaps  I 
am  not  M>  cursed,  but  Heaven  may  have  sent 
thee  at  tlib  moment  to  snatch  me  from  perdi- 
tion. 

Jar.  Then  I  am  blessed. 
Vol.  I. 


Bev.  Continue  ao,  and  leave  me:  my  sor^ 
rows  are  contagious.  No  one  is  blessed  that  is 
near  me. 

Jar.  I  came  to  seek  you,  sir. 

Bev.  And  now  thou  hast  found  me,  leave  me. 
My  thoughts  arc  wild,  and  will  not  be  disturbed. 

Jar.  Such  thoughts  are  best  disturbed. 

Bev.  I  tell  thee  that  they  will  not.  Who  sent 
thee  hither  f 

Jar.  My  weeping  mistress. 

Bev.  Am  I  so  meek  a  husband,  then,  that  n 
oommanding  wife  prescribes  my  hours,  and  sends 
to  chide  me  for  my  absence !— Tell  her  1*11 
not  return. 

Jar.  Those  words  would  kill  her. 

Bev.  Kill  her!  Would  they  not  be  kind,  then  ? 
But  she  shall  live  to  corse  me — I  have  deserved 
it  of  her.    Does  she  not  hate  me,  Jnrvis  ? 

Jar.  Alas,  sir,  forget  your  griefs,  and  let  me 
lead  you  to  Iter !  The  streets  are  dangerous. 

Bev.  Be  wise,  and  leave  me  then.  The  night's 
black  horrors  are  suited  to  my  thoughts—* 
These  stones  shall  be  my  resting-place.  [Lies 
down.]  Here  shall  my  soul  brood  oer  its  mise- 
ries, till,  with  the  fiends  of  hell,  and  guilty  of  the 
earth,  I  start  and  tremble  at  the  rooming's  light. 

Jar.  For  pity's  sake,  sir — ^Upon  my  knees,  I 
beg  you  to  quit  this  place,  and  these  sad  thoughts. 
Let  patience,  not  despair,  possess  yon — Rise,  I 
beseech  you  There  is  not  a  moment  of 

your  absence,  that  my  poor  mistress  does  not 
groan  for. 

Bev.  Have  I  undone  her,  and  is  she  still  so 
kind  ?  [Starting  tip.J  It  is  too  much — My  brain 
cannot  hold  it — On,  Jaryis,  how  desperate  is  that 
wretch's  state,  which  only  death  or  madness 
can  relieve ! 

Jar.  Appease  his  mind,  good  Heaven,  and  give 
him  resignation!  Alas,  sir,  could  beings  in  the 
other  world  perceive  the  events  of  thi«$,  how  would 
your  parents'  blessed  spirits  grieve  for  you  even 
m  Heaven !  Let  roe  conjure  you,  by  their  ho- 
noured memories;  by  the  sweet  innocence  of 
your  yet  helpless  diild,  and  by  the  ceaseless  sor- 
rows of  my  poor  mistress,  to  rouse  your  man- 
hood, and  struggle  with  these  griefs. 

Bev.  Thou  virtuous,  good  old  man  ?  thy  tears 
and  thy  entreaties  have  reached  my  heart, 
through  all  its  miseries. 

Jar.  Be  but  resigned,  sir,  and  happiness  may 
yet  be  yours. 

Bev.  Prithee  be  honest,  and  do  not  flatter  mi- 
sery. 

Jar.  I  do  not,  sir.  Hark!  I  hear  voices — 
Come  this  way ;  we  may  reach  home  unnoticed. 

Bev.  Well,  lend  me  then. — ^Unnoriccd,  didst 
thou  say  ?  Alas,  I  dread  no  looks  but  of  thoae 
wretches  I  have  made  at  home !  O,  had  I  lis- 
tened to  thy  honest  warnings,  no  earthly  blessing 
had  been  wanting  to  me !  I  was  so  happy,  that 
even  a  wish  for  more  than  I  possessed,  vras  arro- 
gant presumption.  But  I  have  warred  against  the 
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power,  that  Uessad  mfe ;  and  now  am  forced  to 
the  hell  1  meiiL  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  TV.-^Changet  to  Stukely's  lodgings. 

Enter  Stukely  and  Dawsox. 

Stuke.  Come  hitliel*,  Dawsoa*  My  limbs  are 
on  the  rack,  and  my  soul  shivers  in  me,  till  this 
nivht's  business  be  complete.  Tell  me  thy 
thoughts ;  is  Bates  determined,  or  does  he  wa- 
ver ? 

Daw.  At  first  be  seemed  irresolute;  wished 
the  employment  had  been  mine  ;  and  muttered 
curses  on  his  coward  hand,  that  trembled  at  the 
deed. 

Htuke.  And  did  he  leave  you  so  ? 

Date.  No ;  we  walked  together^  and«  sheltered 
by  the  darkness,  saw  Beverley  and  Lewson  in 
warm  debate*  But  soon  they  cooled,  and  then 
I  left  them  to  hasten  hither ;  but  not  till  it  was 
resolved  Lewson  should  die. 

Stuke^  Thy  words  have  given  me  life.  That 
quarrel,  too,  was  fortunate ;  for,  if  my  hopes  de- 
ceive me  not,  it  promises  a  grave  to  Beverley. 

Daw.  You  misconceive  me.  Lewson  and  he 
were  friends. 

Stukc.  But  my  prolific  brain  shall  make  them 
enemies.  If  Lewson  falls,  he  falls  by  Beverley. 
An  upright  jury  shall  decree  it.  Ask  me  no  ques- 
tions ;  but  do  as  I  direct  This  writ,  [Takes  out 
u  pocket-book*'}  for  some  days  pest,  I  have  trea- 


sured here  till  a  coavenient  time  called  for  its 
use.  That  time  is  come.  Take  it,  and  give  it 
to  an  of&ccr.    It  must  be  served  this  instant. 

[Gices  «  jMpo'- 

Daw.  On  Beverley ! 

Stake.  Luok  at  iL  It  is  for  the  suins  that  I 
have  lent  him. 

Daw.  Must  he  to  prison,  then  f 

Stuke.  I  asked  obedience,  not  replies  1>a 
night  a  jail  must  be  his  lodging  It  is  probaUe 
he  is  not  gone  home  yet.  Wait  at  lus  door,  and 
see  it  executed. 

Daw.  Upon  a  beggar  ?»  lie  has  no  meam 
of  payment. 

lytuke.  Dull  and  insensible  ! — If  Lewson  6e\ 

who  was  it  killed  him  ? Why)  he  that  V4> 

seen  quarrelling  witii  him :  and  I,  that  kne«  U 
Beverley's  intents,  arrested  him  in  friendship— 
A  little  late,  perhaps ;  but  'twas  a  Tirtiioas  act 
and  men  will  thank  me  for  it.  Now,  sor,  ywi 
understand  mc  f 

Daw.  Most  perfectly ;  and  will  about  iL 

Stuke.  Haste,  then;  and  when  it  is  deop, 
come  hack  and  tell  me. 

Daw.  Till  then,  farewell  [£nf. 

Stuke.  Now,  tell  thy  tale,  fond  wife  !  And, 
Lewson,  if  again  tliou  canst  insult  me,  I  viil 
kneel,  and  own  thee  for  my  master. 

Not  avarice  now,  but  vengeance  fires  toy  breast 

And  one  short  hour  must  make  me  cirsed  or 
blessed.  [Eiit. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  l.^C4mtinuei, 

Enter  Stukely,  Bates,  and  Dawson. 

Bates.  Pooa  Lewson ! — But  I  told  you  enough 
last  night.   The  thought  of  him  is  horrible  to  me. 

Stuke.  In  the  street,  did  you  say  ?  And  no  one 
near  him  } 

BtUes.  By  his  own  door ;  he  was  leading  me 
to  his  house.  I  pretended  business  with  him, 
and  stabbed  him  to  the  heart,  while  he  was 
reaching  at  the  bell. 

Stuke.  And  did  he  fall  so  suddenly? 

Bates.  The  repetition  pleases  you,  I  see.  I 
told  you  he  fell  without  a  groan. 

Stuke.  What  heard  you  of  him  this  morning  ? 

Bates.  That  the  watch  found  him  in  their 
rounds,  and  alarmed  the  servants.  1  mingled 
with  the  crowd  just  now,  and  saw  him  dead  in 
his  own  house -The  sight  terrified  me. 

Stuke.  Away  with  terrors,  till  his  ghost  rise 
and  accuse  us.  Wc  have  no  living  enemy  to 
fear,  unless  it  is  Beverley;  and  him  we  have 
lodged  safe  in  prison. 

Bates.  Must  he  be  murdered  too? 

Stuke.  No ;  I  have  a  scheme  to  make  the  law 
bit  murderer.    At  what  hour  did  Lewson  fall  ? 


(Bates.  The  clock  struck  twelve]  as  t  turned  t* 
leave  him.  Twas  a  melancholy  bcU,  I  thoadi^ 
tolling  for  his  death. 

Stuke.  The  time  was  lucky  for  us Bewei^ 

ley  was  arrested  at  one,  you  say?     [7b  Dane*' 

Daw.  Exactly. 

Stuke.  Good.  Well  talk  of  this  presentK. 
The  women  were  with  him,  I  think  ? 

Daw.  And  old  Jarvis.  I  would  have  toM  yw 
of  them  last  night,  but  your  thoughts  were  ti»* 
busy. — It  is  well  you  have  a  heart  of  stone;  tht 
tale  would  melt  it  else^ 

Stuke.  Out  with  it,  then. 

Dau\  I  traced  him  to  his  lodgings ;  and,  wt- 
tending  pity  for  his  misfortunes,  kept  the  dav 
open,  while  the  officers  seiied  him.  Twa»  a 
damned  deed — but  no  matter-^— I  fbttoved  bit 


instructions. 
Stuke.  And  what  said  he? 
Daw*  He  upbraided  me  with  treadictTi  called 

Jrou  a  villain,  acknowledged  the  sums  yon  hsA 
ent  him,  and  submitted  to  his  fortnneL 
Stuke.  And  the  women-—— 
Daw.  For  a  few  minutes  astooishmeat  ke^ 
them  silenL    They  looked  wildly  at  one  aaodKr, 
while  the  tears  streamed    down  dicir  cbeciv 
But  rage  and  fuiy  soon  gave  them  wonb;  aa^ 
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then,  in  the  very  bitterness  of  despair,  they  cur- 
sed me,  and  the  monster  that  had  employed  mc. 
Stuke,  And  you  bore  it  with  philosophy  ? 
Daw,  Till,  the  scene  changed,  and  then  I 
raeltcd.  I  ordered  tho  olficers  to  take  away 
their  prisoner.  Tlie  women  shrieked,  and  would 
have  followed  him ;  but  we  forbade  them.  It 
was  then  they  fell  upon  their  knees,  the  wife 
fainted,  the  sister  ravin&  and  both,  with  all  the 
eloquence  of  misery,  endeavouring  to  soften  us. 
I  never  felt  compassion  till  that  moment ;  and 
had  the  officers  been  moved  like  me,  we  had  left 
the  business  undone,  and  fled  with  cur^ses  on  our- 
selves. But  their  hearts  were  steeled  by  cus- 
tom. The  tears  of  beauty,  and  the  pangs  of 
afiection,  were  beneath  their  pity,  Thc*y  tore 
him  fron^  their  arms,  and  lodged  him  in  prison, 
with  only  Jarvis  to  comfort  him. 

Stuke.  There  let  him  lie,  till  we  have  farther 
business  with  him.  And  for  you,  sir,  let  me  hear 
no  more  of  your  compassion A  fellow,  nur- 
sed in  villany,  and  employed  from  childhood  in 
the  business  of  bell,  should  have  no  dealings  with 
compassion. 

Daw,  Say  you  so»  sir  ? — You  should  have  na- 
med the  devil  that  tempted  me 

Stuke.  It  is  false.  I  found  you  a  villain,  and 
therefore  employed  you  : — But  no  more  of  this ; 
we  have  embarked  too  far  in  mischief  to  recede, 
lewson  is  dead*  and  we  aie  all  principals  in  his 
murder.  Thii^k  of  tliat — ^Tbere  is  time  enough 
fw  pity,  when  oarsclves  are  out  of  danger.  Be- 
verley still  lives,  though  in  a  gaol.  His  ruin  will 
sit  heavy  on  htm ;  and  discoveries  may  be  made 
to  undo  as  all.  Something  must  be  done,  and 
speedily.  You  saw  him  quarrelliifg  with  Lewsr>n 
in  the  street  last  night  ?  [To  Bates. 

Batet,  I  did ;  his  steward,  Jarvis,  saw  him  too. 
Stuke,  And  shall  attest  it.  Here  is  matter  to 
work  upon.  An  unwilling  evidence  carries  weight 
with  him.  Something  of  my  design  I  have  hint- 
ed to  you  before.  Beverley  must  be  the  author 
of  this  murder;  and  we  the  parties  to  convict 
him. — But  how  to  proceed  will  require  time  and 
duHight  Come  along  with  me ;  the  room  with- 
in is  fitted  for  privacy. — But  no  compassion,  sir 

[To  Dawaon.'y—'We  want  leisure  for  it, ^Tliis 

w«y.  [Exeunt, 

^£X£  n.<— C^an^ei  to  Beverley's  lodgingt. 

Enter  Mrt  Beverley  and  Cb4Elotte, 

Mn,  Beo.  No  news  of  Lewson  yet? 

Char.  None.  He  went  QVt  eariyy  ^d  knows 
not  what  has  happened. 

Mrs  Bev.  The  clock  strikes  eight-  ■!  will 
wiit  no  longer. 

Char,  Stay  but  till  Jarvis  comes.  He  has  sent 
twice  to  stop  us  till  we  see  him. 

Mrt  Bev,  I  have  no  life  in  this  scparatioiv^ 
Oh,  what  a  night  was  last  night !  I  would  not 
pass  another  such  to  purchase  worlds  by  it — ^My 


poor  Beverley  too !  What  mast  he  have  felt? — 
The  very  thought  distracts  me — To  have  him 
torn  at  midnight  from  roc  !  A  loathsome  prison 
his  habitation  !  A  cold  damp  room  his  lo(i^ing  ! 
The  bleak  winds,  perhaps,  blowing  upon  his  pil- 
low !  No  fond  wire  to  lull  him  to  his  rrst !  and 
no  reflections  but  to  wound  and  tear  him  !  '  Tis 
too  horrible — I  wanted  love  for  him,  or  they  had 
not  forced  him  from  me.  They  should  have 
parted  soul  and  body  first — I  was  too  tame. 

Char.  You  must  not  talk  so. All  that  we 

could  we  did;  and  Jarvis  did  the  rest — ^The  faith- 
ful creature  will  give  him  comfort  Why  does 
he  delay  coming  ? 

Mrs  Bev.  And  there  is  another  fear.  His  poor 
master  may  be  claiming  the  last  kind  office  Irom 
him — liis  heart,  perhaps,  is  breaking. 

Char.  See,  where  he  comes— ijis  looks  are 
cheerful  tup. 

Enter  Jarvis. 

Mrs  Bev.  Are  tears,  then,  cheerful  ?  Alas,  he 

weeps !    Speak  to  him,  Charlotte 1  have  no 

tongue  to  a«k  him  questions. 

Char,  How  dues  your  master,  Jarvis  ? 

Jar.  I  am  old  and  foolish,  madam ;  and  tears 
will  come  before  my  words. — But  do  not  you 
weep  [Tq  Mr$  Bev.];  I  have'  a  tale  of  joy  for 
you. 

Mrs  Bev.  What  tale  ? — Say  but  he  is  well,  and 
I    ave  joy  enough. 

Jar,  Hw  mind,  too,  shall  be  well — ^all  shall  be 
well~-I  have  news  for  him,  that  will  make  his 

fi>or  heart  bound  again. Fie  upon  old  age^^ 
ow  childish  it  makes  me !  I  have  a  tale  of  joy 
for  you,  and  my  tears  drown  it. 

Chgr,  Shed  them  in  showers,  then,  and  make 
baste  to  tell  it. 

Mrs  Bev,  What  is  it,  Jarvis  ? 

Jar,  Yet  why  should  I  rejoice,  when  a  good 
man  dies?  Your  uncle,  n^idaQi,  died  yesterday. 

Mrs  Bev,  My  unde  I Oh,  Heavens ! 

Char,  How  heard  you  of  his  death? 

Jar,  His  steward  came  express,  madam-— I  met 
him  in  the  street,  enquiring  for  yqur  lodgings, — I 
should  not  rejoice,  perhaps;  but  he  y(^9  old,  and 
my  poor  master  a  prisoner,  ^)'qw  he  shall  Hve 
again.  Oh,  it  is  a  brave  fortune ! — 2|nd  it  was 
death  to  me  to  see  him  a  pi>isQncr, 

Char.  Where  left  you  the  steward  ? 

Jar.  I  would  not  bring  him  hither,  to  be  a  wit* 
ncss  of  your  distresses ;  ;uid  besides,  I  wanted* 
once  benire  I  die,  to  be  the  messenger  of  joy  to 
you.    My  good  master  will  be  a  man  again ! 

Mrs  Bev,  Haste,  h^ste  then ;  and  let  us  fly  to 
him  !    We  are  delaying  our  own  happiness. 

Jar.  I  had  forgqt  f|  coach,  madam,  and  lucy 
has  ordered  one. 

Jlfrs  Bev,  Where  was  the  need  of  that?  Tlie 
news  has  given  mc  wiiijss. 

Char.  I  have  no  joy,  till  my  poor  brother  sliare 
it  with  mc.    How  did  he  pass  the  ni^ht,  J^nib? 


092 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[Moots. 


Jar.  Why  now,  madaniy  I  can  tell  yoa.  Like 
a  man  diamine  of  death  and  horrors.  When 
they  led  him  to  his  cell — ^for  it  was  a  poor  apart- 
ment for  my  master — he  flung  himself  upon  a 
wretched  bed,  and  li^  speechless  till  day-break. 
A  sigh,  now  and  then,  and  a  few  tears,  that  folr 
lowed  these  sighs,  were  all  that  told  me  he  was 
alive.  I  spoke  to  him,  but  he  would  not  hear  me; 
and  when  I  persisted,  he  raised  his  hand  at  me, 
and  knit  his  brow  so— I  thought  he  would  have 
struck  me. 

Mrf  Bet,  Oh,  miserable ! — but  what  said  he, 
Jarvts?  Or  was  he  silent  all  night? 

Jar.  At  day-break  he  started  from  the  bed, 
and,  looking  wildly  at  me,  asked  who  I  was.  I 
told  him,  and  bid  him  be  of  comfort. — Bc^ne, 
old  wretch,  says  he — I  have  sworn  never  to  know 
Gomfort.->^My  wife !  mv  child !  my  sister !  I 
have  undone  them  all,  and  will  know  no  comforL 
Then  falling  upon  his  knees,  he  imprecated  curses 
upon  himself  I 

Mrt  Bev.  This  is  too  horrible ! — ^But  you  did 
itot  leave  him  so  ? 

Char,  No,  I  am  sure  be  did  not 

Jar,  I  had  hot  the  heart,  madam.  By  degrees 
I  brought  him  to  himself.  A  shower  of  tears 
came  to  bis  relief;  and  he  called  me  his  kindest 
friend,  and  begeed  forgiveness  of  me  like  a  child. 
My  heart  throboed  so^  I  could  not  speak  to  him. 
He  turned  from  me  for  a  minute  or  two,  and, 
suppressine  a  few  bitter  sighs,  enquired  after  his 
wretched  mmily. — ^Wretched  was  his  word,  ma- 
dam— Asked  how  you  bore  the  misery  of  last 
night — ^If  you  hao  the  goodness  to  see  him  in 
prison :  and  theii  begged  me  to  hasten  to  you.  I 
told  him  he  must  be  more  himself  first — He  pro- 
mised me  he  would ;  and,  bating  a  few  sudden 
intervals,  he  became  composed  and  easy*— And 
tlien  I  left  him ;  but  not  without  an  attendant-- 
a  servant  in  the  prison,  whom  I  hired  to  wait 
upon  him. — It  is  an  hour  since  we  parted.— I 
was  prevented,  in  my  haste,  to  be  the  messenger 
of  joy  to  you. 

Mrs  Bev,  What  a  tale  is  this  ?  But  we  have 
staid  too  long — a  coach  is  needless. 

Char,  Hark  !  I  hear  one  at  the  door. 

Jar.  AndLncy  comes  to  tell  us— we  will 
away  this  moment 

Mrt  Bev,  To  comfort  him,  or  die  with  him. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  III. — Changes  to  Stukely's  lodgings. 

Enter  Stukelt,  Bates,  and  Dawson. 

Stuke.  Here's  presumptive  evidence  at  least-*- 
or  if  we  want  more,  why  we  must  swear  more. 
But  all  unwillingly — we  gain  credit  by  reluctance. 
I  have  told  you  how  to  proceed.  Beverley  must 
die — we  hunt  him  in  view  now,  and  must  not 
slacken  in  the  chace.  ^Tis  either  deatli  for  him, 
.  or  shame  and  punishment  for  us.  Think  of  that^ 
and  reracmbci*  yotir  instruction*— you,   Bates^ 


mnst  to  the  priaon  immediately.  I  wooU  Ik 
there  but  a  few  minutes  before  you ;  and  jn, 
Dawson,  must  follow  in  a  few  minutes  tfta.  So 
here  we  divide — but  answer  me;  areyouiaoM 
upon  this  business  like  men? 

Bates,  like  villainy  father— but  yoo  msj  d^ 
pend  upon  us. 

Stuke,  like  what  we  are,  then— yoa  nsb  us 
answer,  Dawson — oompa»Qo,  I  suppoM^  kii 
seized  you. 

Daw.  No ;  I  have  disdumed  it^-oj 
is  Bates's— you  may  depend  upon  me. 


Stuke.  Consider  the  reward!  BkhesnAtt- 
cority !  I  have  sworn  to  divide  with  too  to  dw 
last  shilling — so  here  we  separate,  till  we  oNd 
in  prison— remember  your  matmctiooa,  sod  lie 
men.  [£msL 

SCESE IV.-^  Changes  to  a  prisom,  BEvnin 
tf  discofvered  sitting.  After  a  short  pnst,  k 
starts  upf  and  comes  forward, 

Pev.  Why,  there's  an  end,  then;  Ihavcjodfid 
deliberately,  and  the  result  is  death.  How  the 
self-murderer^  account  may  staodt  ^  ^■'^  ^' 
But  this  I  know — the  load  A  hateful  life  opcie»- 
ses  me  too  much — the  horrora  of  my  aoal  vt 
more  than  I  can  bear— {Oj^s  to  lneeL\  Ft* 
ther  of  mercy !  I  cannot  pray— despair  has  bid 
his  iron  hand  upon  me,  and  sealed  me  for  penkh 
tion— <x>nscience !  consdcnoe!  thy  damoon  ize 
too  loud— here^s  that  shall  aiteooe  thee.  [Tska 
a  phial  out  of  fus  pockety  amd  iooks  at  it.]  Tboa 
art  most  friendly  to  the  miaerabl«.  Come,  tbca, 
thou  cordial  for  sick  minds— oome  to  my  hevt 
[Ihinks,]  Oh,  that  the  grave  would  buy  ac- 
mory  as  well  as  body !  For  if  the  soul  sees  sod 
feels  the  sufieringa  of  thoae  dear  ones  it  kvt» 
behind,  the  Everlastine  has  no  Tengeanoe  to  ttur- 
ment  it  deeper — I  wiR  thbk  no  more  of  it-;fe> 
flection  comes  too  late— once  there  was  a  ohm 
for  it— but  now  ^tis  past    Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Jaeti% 

Jar,  One,  that  hoped  to  see  you  with  bettff 
looks — ^why  do  you  turn  so  from  mc?  I  bavr 
brought  comfort  with  me.  And  tee,  who  coati 
to  give  it  welcome ! 

Bev,  My  wife  and  aster !  Why,  *tis  but  osc 
papg  more,  then,  and  farewell  world.       [it^ 

Enter  Mrs  Beteelet  and  CHAauom. 

Mrs  Bev.  Where  is  he?  [Runs  mid  twkem* 
Aim.]  Oh)  I  have  him !  I  nave  him !  And  ocm 
they  shall  never  part  us  more— I  have  news,  1<'*^* 
to  make  you  happy  for  ever-^but  do  not  I00& 
coldly  on  me ! 

Char,  How  is  it,  brother? 

Jlf  rs  Bev.  Alas !  he  hears  us  not— speak  m 
me,  love.    I  have  no  heart  to  see  you  tbns. 

Bev,  Not  I  to  bear  the  sense  of  so  muchsbiise 
— this  is  a  sad  place ! 
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Mrt  Bto.  We  came  to  take  jroa  from  it  To 
tell  you  the  world  goes  well  apun.  Thai  Prov>> 
fleooe  has  leen  our  sorrows,  and  sent  the  means 
to  help  them— TOUT  imde  died  yesterday. 

Beo.  My  unde !  No^  do  not  say  so !  Ob,  I  am 
sid  at  heart! 

Mn  Ben.  Indeed !  I  meant  to  bring  yoo  com- 
fort 

Beo,  Tell  me  be  tives  then — if  you  would  bring 
me  comfort,  tell  me  be  lives. 

Mn  Bev.  And  if  I  did— I  have  no  power  to 
ndie  the  dead — he  died  yesterday. 

Bet.  And  I  am  heir  to  him  ? 

Jar.  To  his  whole  estate,  sir — bat  bear  it  pa- 
tiently—pnay  bear  it  oatiently. 

Bn.  Well,  welH>aiiiin^.]  Why,  fame  says 
I  sm  rich,  then  P 

Ifrt  Beoi  And  truly  so^why  do  yon  look  so 
wildly? 

Bet.  Do  1}  The  news  was  unexpected.  But 
hashefeftmeall? 

J^r.  All,  alt,  sir— he  could  not  leave  itfromyou. 

Bev.  I  am  sonr  for  it 

CW.  Sony!  Why  sorry? 

Bet.  Your  unde's  dead,  Chariotte. 

Char.  Peace  be  with  his  soul  then— is  it  so  ter- 
nble,  that  an  old  roan  should  die  ? 

Bet,  He  should  have  been  immortal. 

Mn  Bet.  Heaven  knows  I  wished  not  for  his 
desth.  Twas  the  will  of  providence,  that  he 
ahoaki  die — why  are  you  disturbed  so  ? 

Bet.  Has  death  no  terrors  in  it  ? 

Mn  Bev.  Not  an  old  man's  death.  Yet  if  it 
troubles  you,  I  wish  him  living. 

Bev.  And  I,  with  all  my  heart 

Ckar.  Why,  what's  the  matter ! 

Bet.  Notiiinp— how  heard  you  of  his  death? 

Mn  Bev.  His  steward  came  express.  Would 
I  had  never  known  it  I 

Bet.  Or  had  heard  it  one  day  sooner — for  I 
hftve  a  tale  to  tell,  shall  turn  vou  into  stone;  or, 
if  the  power  of  speech  remain,  you  sliall  kneel 
^own  and  corse  me. 

Mn.  Bev.  Alas !  what  talc  is  diis  ?  And  why 
ve  we  to  corse  you— I  will  bless  vou  for  ever. 

Bev.  No ;  I  have  deserved  no  blessings.  The 
«orld  holds  not  such  another  wretch.  All  this 
lar^  fortune,  diis  second  bounty  of  Heaven,  that 
mizht  have  healed  our  sorrows,  and  satis6ed  our 
utmost  hopes,  in  a  cursed  hour  I  sold  last  night 

Ckar.  Sold  !  How  sold  ? 

Mn.  Bev.  Impossible ! — ^It  cannot  be ! 

Bev.  That  devil  Stukcly,  with  all  hell  to  aid 
him,  tempted  me  to  the  deed.  To  pay  ftilse 
Mts  of  nonoor,  and  to  redeem  past  errors,  I 
mid  die  reversion  Sold  it  for  a-  scanty  sum, 
ttd  lost  it  among  villains. 

Char.  Why,  farewell  all  then. 

Bev.  liberty  and  life— Come,  kneel  and  curse 
me  I 

Mn.  Bev.  Then  hear  me.  Heaven !  [Kneeit.] 
U)ok  down  with  mercy  on  his  soroh^!  Give 


softness  to  his  looks,  and  quiet  to  his  heart !  Take 
from  his  memory  the  sense  of  what  is  past,  and 
cure  him  of  despair  1  On  me !  on  me !  if  miseir 
must  be  the  lot  of  either,  multiply  misfortunes ! 
I  will  bear  them  patiently,  so  he  is  happy !  These 
hands  shall  toil  for  his  support !  These  ^es  be 
lifted  up  for  hourly  blessinn  on  him !  And  every 
duty  of  a  fond  and  faithful  wifjs  be  doubly  done 
to  cheer  and  comfort  him  !<^So  hear  me !  So  re- 
ward me !  I^'^*'^* 

Bev.  I  would  kneel  too,  but  that  oAsnded 
Heaven  would  turn  my  prayers  into  curses* 
What  have  I  to  ask  for !  I,  who  have  shook 
hands  with  hope  ?  Is  it  for  length  of  days  that  I 
should  kneel !  No ;  my  time  is  limited.  Or  is  it 
for  this  world's  blessiiigs  upon  you  and  yours  ? 
To  pour  out  my  heart  in  wishes  for  a  ruined  wife, 
a  child,  and  sister  ?  Oh,  ik>  !  for  I  have  done  a 
deed  to  make  life  horrible  to  you    ■. 

Jffs  Bev.  Why  horrible  ?  Is  poverty  so  horri- 
ble ? — ^The  real  wants  of  life  are  few.    A  little ' 
industry  will  supply  them  all — And  cheerfulness 
will  follow — Tt  is  the  iMrivilege  of  honest  industiyy 
and  we  will  enjoy  it  tnlly. 

Bev.  Never,  never — Oh,  I  have  told  you  bu$ 
in  part    The  irrevocable  deed  is  done. 

Mn  Bev.  What  deed ! — ^And  why  do  you  look 
so  acme! 

Bev.  A  deed,  that  dooms  mv  soul  to  ven- 
geance— ^That  seals  your  misery  here,  and  mine 
hereafter. 

Mn  Bev.  No,  no :  you  have  a  heart  too  good 
for  it — ^Alas !  he  raves^  Charlotte — ^His  looks  too 
terrify  me— Speak  comfort  to  him — ^He  can  have 
done  no  deed  of  wickedness. 

Char.  And  yet  I  fear  the  worst ^What  i* 

it,  brother? 

Bev.  A  deed  of  horror. 

Jar.  Ask  him  no  questions,  madam — This  last 
misfortune  has  hurt  his  brain.  A  little  time  will 
give  him  patience. 

Enter  Stukelt. 

Bev.  MThy  is  this  villain  here  ? 

Stuke.  To  ^ve  you  liberty  and  safety.  There, 
madam,  is  his  discharge.  [Giving  a  pe^er  to 
Mn  Beverfy.\  Let  hmi  fly  this  moment  Th^ 
arrest  last  nipit  was  meant  in  friendship;  but 
came  too  late. 

Char.  What  mean  you,  sir? 

Stuke.  The  arrest  was  too  late,  I  say ;  I  would 
have  kept  hb  hands  from  blood,  but  was  too  late. 

MnBet.  Ifis  hands  from  blood !— Whose 
blood? — Oh,  wretch!  wretch! 

Stuke.  From  Lewson's  blood. 

Char.  No,  villain!  Yet  what  of  Lewson? 
Speak  quickly. 

Stuhe.  You  are  ignorant  then !  I  thought  I 
heard  the  murderer  at  confession. 

Char.  What  murderer  ? — And  who  is  murder- 
ed ?  Not  Lewson  ?— Say  he  lives,  and  I'll  kneel 
and  worship  you. 
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Stuke.  In  pi^,  so  I  would;  but  that  the 
tongues  of  all  cry  murder.  I  came  in  pity,  not 
in  malice;  to  save  the  brother,  not  kill  tne  sister. 
Your  Lewson*s  dead ! 

Char,  O  horrible!  Why,  who  has  killed 
him?  And  yet  it  cannot  be.  What  crime  had 
he  committed  that  he  should  die?  Villain !  he 
lives  !  he  lives !  and  shall  revenge  these  pangs ! 

Mrs  Bet.  Patience,  sweet  Charlotte ! 

Char,  O,  'tis  too  much  for  patience ! 

Mr9  Bev.  He  comes  in  pity,  he  says !  O,  ex- 
ecrable villain !  The  friend  is  killed,  then,  and 
this  the  murderer  ? 

Bev.  Silence,  I  charge  you ! Proceed,  sir. 

Siuke.  Na  Justice  may  stop  the  talc — ^and 
here  is  an  evidence. 

Enter  Bates. 

Bates,  The  news,  I  see,  has  reached  you. 
But  take  comfort,  madam.  [To  Char,]  There 
is  one  without  inquiring  for  you.  Go  to  him, 
and  lose  no  time. 

Char.  O  misery  !  misery !  [Erit. 

Mrs  Bev.  Follow  her,  Jarvis.  If  it  be  true 
that  Lew8on*s  dead,  her  grief  may  kill  her. 

Bates.  Jarvis  must  stay  here,  madam.  I  have 
some  questions  for  him. 

Stuke.  Rather  let  him  fly.  His  evidence  may 
erush  his  master. 

Bev.  Why,  ay ;  this  looks  like  management. 

Bates.  He  found  you  quarrelling  with  Lewson 
in  the  streets  last  night.  [To  Bev. 

Mrs  Bev.  No ;  I  am  sure  he  did  not. 

Jar.  Or  if  I  did 

Mrs  Bev.  It  is  false,  old  man — ^They  bad  no 
quarrel ;  there  was  no  cause  for  quarrel. 

Bev.  Let  him  proceed,  I  say Oh!  I  am 

sick !  sick ! Reach  a  chair.   [He  sits  down. 

Mrs  Bev.  You  droop  and  tremble,  love. 

Your  eyes  are  fixed  too.  Yet  you  are  inno- 

cent.   If  Lewson's  dead,  you  killed  bim  not. 

Enter  Dawson. 

Stuke.  Who  sent  for  Dawson } 
Bates.  Twas  I — We  have  a  witness  too  you 
little  think  of-~Without  there  ! 
Stuke.  What  witness  ? 
Bates.  A  right  one.    Look  at  him. 

Enter  Lewson  and  Charlotte. 
Stuke.  Lewson  I  O  villains  I  villains ! 


[lb  Bates  and  Dotrsim. 
the 


Mrs  Bev.  Risen  from  the  dead !  Why,  this  is 
unexpected  happiness? 

Char.  Or  is  it  his  ghost?  [7b  Stuhefy.]  That 
sight  would  please  you,  sir, 

Jar.  What  riddle  is  this  ? 

Bev.  Be  quick  and  tell  it-^My  minutes  are 
but  few. 

Mrs  Bev.  Alas !  why  so  ?  You  shall  live  long 
and  happily. 

Lew.  While  shame  and  punishment  shall  rack 


I  that  viper.    [Pointing  to  Siukely.]  The  tale  » 

I  short — I  was  too  busy  in  his  secrets,  and  then* 

fore  doomed  to  die.    Bates,  to  prevent  the  mtf 

der,  undertook  it— I  kept  aloof  to  gite  it  at- 

dit.1 — 

CAar.  And  give  me  pangs  onatterrable. 
Lew.  I  felt  them  all,  and  would  have  told  jm 
— But  vengeance  wanted  ripeni:^.    The  riiiiuii 
scheme  was  bqt  half  executed.     The  amst  bf 
Dawson  followed  the  supposed  murder-^.^Bd 
now,  depending  on  his  once  wicked  assodam,  be 
comes  to  fix  the  guilt  on  Beverier. 
Mrs  Bev.  Oh  execrable  wretdi ! 
Bates.  Dawson  and  I  are  wttneaes  of  dai. 
Lew.  And  of  a  thousand  frauds.    His  fanam 
ruined  by  sharpers  and  imise  dice ;  and  Stnbeh 
sole  contriver  and  possessor  of  all. 

Daw.  Had  he  but  stopped  oo  this  aide  mnsder, 
we  had  been  villains  stilL 

Mrs  Bev.  Thus  Heaven  turns  evil  ibId  pood; 
and,  by  permitting  sin,  warns  men  to  virtae; 

Lew.  Yet  puniaiies  the  instmn^eaL  So  iball 
our  laws;  though  not  with  death.  Bat  deatii 
were  mercy.  Shame,  beggafy,  and  impriMc- 
ment,  unpitied  misery,  the  stinss  of  oonsdeDcf, 
and  the  curses  of  mankind  shut  make  hfie  baie> 
ful  to  him — till  at  last  his  own  hand  end  \am^ 
How  does  my  friend  ?  [T*  Iks. 

Bev.  Why  well.     Who  is  be,  that  asks  ne? 
Mrs.  Bev.  Tis  Lewson,  love— Why  do  ym 
look  so  at  him  ? 

Bev.  They  told  me  he  was  murdered.  [If  iUy. 
Mrs.  Bev.  Ay ;  but  he  Uvea  to  save  us. 
Bev.  Lend  me  your  hand — ^The  itMim  tuns 
round. 

Mrs.  Bev.  O  Heaven ! 

Lew.  This  villain  here  disturbs  him.  B/tamf 
him  from  lib  sight — ^And  for  your  lives  see  titsc 
you  guard  him.  [Stuktlif  is  taken  ofhy  Danm 
and  Bates.]  How  is  it,  sir  ? 

Bev.  1'is  here — and  here.  [Poissiimg  ftf  itf 
head  and  heart.]  And  now  it  tears  me ! 

Mrs.  Bev.  You  fed  convulsed  too— What  n  k 
disturbs  you  ? 

Lew.  This  sudden  turn  of  joy,  perhaps— Ik 
wants  rest  too— Last  night  was  dreadful  to  bioL 
His  brain  is  giddy. 

Char.  Ay,  never  to  be  cured — ^Wliy,  farocfaer ! 
— O!  I  fear!  I  fear! 

Mrs.  Bev.  Preserve  him.  Heaven .' — Mj  kn  l    1 
my  life  !  look  at  me  ! — How  his  eyes  fiame !  | 

Bev.  A  furnace  rages  in  this  heart — I  imt 
been  too  hasty, 
Mrs  Bev.   Indeed  !— O  me !   O  me  (--Bdpi 


Jarvis !  Fly,  fly  for  help !  Your 
—-Weep  not,   but  fly !   [Exit  JarvU]  Whu  i» 
this  hasty  deed  ? — ^Yet  do  not  answer  mt—Mj 
fears  have  euessed. 

Bev.  CaU  back  the  messenger — ^Tis  not  ia  ■«- 
dicine's  power  to  help  me. 

Mrs  Bev.  Is  it  then  so  ? 

Bev.  Down,  restless  flames  l^J^sjfmg  kk  hni 
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OH  his  heart,!  down  to  your  native  hell — ^Thcre 
jou  bhall  rack  me — O !  for  a  pause  from  pain  ! 

Mrs.  Bet,  Help,  Charlotte !  Support  him,  sir ! 
\To  Ltxum^  This  is  a  killing  sight ! 

Brv.  Ttiftt  paug  was  well — It  has  numbed  my 
seojes. — Where's  my  wife  ? — Can  you  forgive  me, 
Iwf  ? 

Mn  Btv,  Alas !  for  what  ? 

Btv.  [Stariing  ofoinA  And  there's  another 
ptng--Now  all  is  quiet — Will  you  fomve  me  ? 

Mn  Bev.  I  will — tell  me  for  whatf 

Bev.  For  meanly  dying. 

Mrs  Bev,  No        do  not  say  it 

Bev.  As  truly  as  my  soul  must  answer  it- 
Had  Jarvis  staid  this  morning,  all  had  been  well. 
But  pressed  by  shame — pent  in  a  prison — tor- 
mented with  my  pangs  for  you — driven  to  des- 
pair and  madness — I  took  the  advantage  of  his 
absence,  corrupted  the  poor  wretch  he  left  to 
guard  me,  and — swallowed  poison. 

Mn  Bev,  O  fatal  deed  * 

Char.  Dreadliil  and  cruel ! 

Bev.  Ay,  most  accursed — And  now  I  go  to  my 
account  This  rest  from  pain  brings  death ;  yet 
'lis  Heaven's  kindness  to  me.  I  wished  for  ease, 
a  moment's  ease,  that  cool  repentance  and  con- 
tritioD  might  soften  vengeance. — Bend  me,  and 
Jet  Die  kneel.  [They  lift  him  from  his  chair,  and 
<apf»orl  him  on  his  knees.^  Vi\  pray  for  you  too. 
Thou  power,  that  madest  me,  hear  me !  If  for  a 
Ufe  of  frailty,  and  this  too  luuty  deed  of  death, 
thy  justice  dooms  me,  here  I  acquit  the  sentence. 
But  if  enthroned  in  mercy  where  thou  sittest,  thy 
pity  has  beheld  me,  sencl  me  a  gleam  of  hope ; 
that,  in  these  last  and  bitter  moments,  my  soul 
may  taste  of  t»mfort !  and  for  these  mourners 
ncrr,  O !  let  their  lives  be  peaceful,  and  their 
deaths  happy  I     ■  Now  raise  me. 

[ney  lift  him  to  the  chair. 
Mrs  Bev.  Restore  him,  Heaven !  Stretch  forth 
tb?  arm  omnipotent,  and  snatch  him  from  the 
grat-c !— O  save  him  !  save  him  ! 

Bev.  Alas '  that  prayer  is  fruitless.  Already 
Heath  has  seixed  me — Vet  Heaven  is  gracious — 
I  a^ed  for  hope,  as  the  bright  presage  of  for- 
giTcaeas,  and  like  a  light,  bhizing  through  dark- 


ness, it  came  and  cheered  me — ^It  was  all  I  lived 
for,  and  now  I  die. 

JIf r«  Bev.  Not  yet !— Not  yet !— Suy  but  a 
little,  and  I  will  die  too. 

Bev.  No ;  live,  I  charge  you.  We  have  a  little 
one.  Though  I  have  left  him,  you  will  not  leave 
him.  To  I^wsou's  kindness  I  bequeath  him.  Is 
nut  this  Charlotte  ?  We  have  lived  in  love,  though 
I  have  wronged  you.  Can  you  forgive  me,  Char- 
lotte? 

Char.  Foreive  you  !  O  mv  poor  brother ! 

Bev,  Lend  me  your  hand,  love So— raise 

me  -No it  will  not  be— —My  life  is  fi- 
nished—O  !  for  a  few  short  moments,  to  tell 
you  how  my  heart  bleeds  for  you — ^That  even 
now,  thus  dying  as  I  am,  dubious  and  fearful  of 
hereafter,  my  bosom  pang  is  for  your  miseries 

— support  her.  Heaven ! — And  now  I  go O, 

mercy !  mercy !  [Diet. 

Lew.  Then  all  is  over^— IIow  is  it,  madam  ? 
My  poor  Charlotte  too ! 


Enter  Jkuvis* 

Jar.  How  does  my  master,  madam  ?  Here  is 

help  at  hand Am  I  too  lute  then? 

[Seeing  Beverley, 

Char,  Tears !  tears !  why  fall  you  not 

O  wretched  sister ! Speak  to  her,  Lewson 

Her  grief  is  speechless. 

Lew.  Remove  her  from  this  sight — Go  to  her, 
Jarvis — ^Lead  and  support  her.  Sorrow  like  hers 
forbids  complaint — Words  are  for  lighter  griefs — 
Some  ministering  angel  briiig  her  peace  !  [Jarvis 
and  Charlotte  lead  her  ofi]  And  thou,  poor 
breathless  corpse,  may  thy  departed  soul  nave 
found  the  rest  it  prayed  for !  Save  but  one  error, 
and  this  last  fatal  deed,  thy  life  was  lovely.  Let 
frailer  minds  take  warning;  and  from  example 
learn,  that  want  of  prudence  is  want  of  virtue. 

Follies,  if  uncoutrouled,  of  every  kind. 

Grow  into  passions,  and  subdue  the  mind ; 

With  sense  and  reason  hold  superior  strife. 

And  conquer  honour,  nature,  fame,  and  life. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


BOADICEA. 


BY 


GLOVER, 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


MEN. 
DuMNORix,  chief  of  the  Trinobantians, 


WOMEN. 


BoADiCEA,  queen  efthe  Iceniatu, 
Venusia,  wife  qfUumnorix, 

Roman  AmbcModer^  Iceniams,  amd  T^iatkn- 
tian$. 


Scene — The  British  Camp  before  the  Tent  of  Dumnonx, 


ACT    L 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Boadicea,  Dumnorix,  Icenians,  Trint^ 
bantiam,  and  Roman  Ambatsador. 

Rom,  Am,  Suetonius,  leader  of  the  Roman 
arms. 
With  gentlest  greetingB  to  the  loenian  queen, 
And  Dumnorix,  the  Trinobantian  chie^ 
Sends  health,  and  profos  friendship.    Let  the 

wrongs, 
The  mutual  wrongs,  sustained  by  Rome  and  Bri- 
tain  

Boad,  May  stem  Andate,  war^s  victorious  god- 
dess. 
Again  resign  me  to  your  impious  rage, 
If  e'er  I  blot  my  sufierings  from  remembrance ; 
If  e'er  relenting  mercy  cool  my  vengeance. 
Till  I  have  driven  you  to  your  utmost  shores. 
And  cast  your  legions  on  the  crimsoned  beach  ! 
Your  costly  dwellings  shall  be  sunk  in  ashes : 
Your  fields  be  rava^d ;  your  aspiring  bulwarks 
Overturned,  and  levelled  to  the  meanest  shrub ; 
Your  gaping  matrons,  and  your  children's  blood. 
With  mingled  streams,  shall  dye.the  British  sword; 
Your  captive  warriors,  victims  at  our  altars. 
Shall  crowd  each  temple's  spacious  round  vritfa 
death  : 


Else  may  each  power,  to  whom  the  DraidibcBd, 
Annul  my  hopes  of  conquest  and  levenge ! 

Dum,  [To  the  AwAau&dor.']  Yoo  oooie  to  «^ 
fer  terms.    Stand  form  and  answer. 
Did  not  Prasutagus,  her  dying  lord. 
On  your  insatiate  emperor  botow 
Half  of  his  rich  possnuons,  vaini  j  deeming 
Hie  rest  might  pass  unpillaged  to  his  diik&esf 
What  did  ye  then,  ye  sava^  sons  of  rapine? 
You  seized  the  whole  inhentanoe  bj  force; 
Laid  waste  our  cities;  widi  the  serrile  som^ 
Disgraced  a  royal  matron ;  yon  deflowered 
Her  spotless  dao^ters,  stole  oor  noblest  yoeti^ 
To  serve  your  pnde  and  luxury  an  Rome ; 
Our  priests  you  butchered,  and  oor  hoaiyeMen; 
Profaned  our  altars,  our  retiguHis  groves, 
And  the  base  image  of  your  Cesar  tbrast 
Among  the  gjods  of  Britain ;  and,  by  Heaven ! 
Do  you  repair  to  these  victorioos  teals 
With  proffered  peace  and  fiiendsfaip  f 

Rom.  Am,  Yes,  to  treat. 
As  faith,  benevolence,  and  justice  dictate. 

Dum.  How  shall  we  treat  with  thoae,  whose 
impious  hands 
Have  rent  the  sacred  bands  of  motnal  tract  ^ 
How  shall  we  treat  with  those,  whose  slony  beBC 
Compasuon  cannot  melt^  nor  shame  oonfiroa^ 
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Nor  hudoe  awe,  nor  piftty  restrnb, 
Nor  kindoess  win,  nor  gratitude  can  bind  f 
Ban,  Am,  Tboa  art  a  stranger  to  our  general's 
▼irtnes. 
No  pilUiger,  like  Catus,  but  a  soldier, 
To  calm  and  sober  discipline  inured ; 
He  would  redreaa,  not  widen,  ^our  complainti. 

Diua.  Can  he  restore  the  violated  maid 
To  her  untainted  purity  and  fame } 
Can  be  persuade  inexorable  death 
To  jieldTour  slauj^htered  elders  from  the  grave } 
No,  nor  by  soothing  tales  elude  our  %'engeance. 
Rom,  Am.  Yet  h«tt  ita  calmly,  ere  from  yonder 
bills 
You  call  the  legions  of  imperial  Rome, 
And  wake  her  eagles,  whicn  would  sleep  in  pence. 
BtMd,  Begone,  and  bear  defiance  to  yoor  le- 
gions. 
Tell  dion,  I  come ;  that  Boadicea  comes, 
Fierce  with  her  wrongs,  and  terrible  in  vengeance, 
To  roll  her  chariot  o'er  tlieir  firmest  ranks^ 
To  mix  their  soaring  eagles  with  tlie  dost, 
And  spurn  their  pride  beneath  her  horsei^  hoofs. 
Rom.  Am.  Then  be  prepared  for  war. 
Basd  Weareprepareo. 
Come  from  yoar  mils,  ye  fugitive  remains 
Of  shattered  cohorts,  by  their  fear  preserved. 
The  embattled  nations  of  our  peopled  isle. 
Yet  fresh  from  seventy  thousand  slaogfacered  Ro- 

nrena, 
SbaJI  add  yon  refuse  to  the  purpled  heap. 
And  yet  amid  triumphant  desolation, 
ThfHigh  flames  each  Roman  colony  devour, 
Hiough  each  distracted  matron  view  her  infant 
Crasp  with  its  tender  hands  the  piercing  spear ; 
Though  your  gret  fathers  to  the  fnlchion's  edge 
£ach  feeble  mm  surrender — ^^my  revenge 
^ill  phie  unsated,  and  my  greatness  want 
Bedress  proportioned  to  a  queen's  dismce. 

Ihnit.  Go,  and  report  diis  answer  to  Suetonius : 
Too  long  Imre  parentis  sighs,  the  cries  of  or- 
phans. 
And  tears  of  widows,  signalized  your  sway, 
•Snce  your  ambitiotts  JuKus  first  advanced 
His  murderous  standard  on  our  peaceful  shores. 
At  length,  onfectered  from  his  parent  sloth. 
The  Britieb  genius  lifts  his  ponderous  honds^ 
To  burl,  with  min,  hb  collected  wrath. 
For  all  the  wrongs  a  century  hath  borne, 
In  one  black  period,  on  the  Roman  race. 
Rom.  Am.  Vet,  ere  we  part,  yonr  price  of  ran- 
som name 
For  the  two  captive  Romans. 

Road.  Not  tlie  wealth, 
^liich  loads  the  palaces  of  sumptuous  Rome, 
Shall  bribe  my  fury.  Hence,  and  tell  your  legions. 
The  bunpy  ravens,  which  inhabit  round 
The  chalky  cBA  of  Albion,  shall  assemble 
To  feast  upon  the  limbs  of  these,  yonr  captains, 
•*^l  riot  in  the  gore  of  Roman  chiefs. 
These  masters  of  the  world ! — Produce  the  pri- 
soocTB.  [To  an  Icenian. 

Vol.  1.  ^ 


Entet  Eno^Arbus  and  Flam^ kius,  in  chain$^ 

Rood.  Stay,  if  thoa  wHt^  and  see  our  victims 
fall.  [To  the  AmbattddoK 

Enob.  [To  Botid,)  thtt  hot  oh  iho  thy  Aery 
eyes,  barbanan  ! 
Vain  are  thy  efforts  to  di^tfray  a  Ronuui. 
Life  b  become  unworthy  of  my  care ; 
And  these  vile  Umbs^  by  gamng  chains  disho* 

noured, 
I  give  roost  freely  to  the  wohres  and  thee  ! 
Rom.  Am.  Mistaken  queen,  the  Romans  do  not 
want 
These  instigations,  nor  thy  proud  defiance. 
To  meet  vow  numbers  in  the  vfcle  below. 
Encb.  [To  the  Amboi,]  Then,  i^herefore  dost 
thoa  linger  here  in  vain  ? 
Commend  us  to  Suetonius ;  bid  him  Mratght 
Arrange  his  conquering  legions  in  the  field, 
There  teach  these  rash  barbarians  to  repent 
Of  their  disdain,  and  wish  for  peace  too  late^ 
Roifi.  Am.  [To  the  pritoneri^  Ye%  to  Suetoni- 
us, and  the  Roman  camp, 
these  heavy  ooiftmendations  will  We  bear : 
That,  for  two- gallant  countrymen,  bttt  kVe 
And  indignation,  at  their  fate,  may  sharpen 
Each  weapon's  point^and  strengthen  every  ndrrle^ 
Till  humbled  Dritab  h«v6  app«Med  &eir  shaded 

[Mxit. 
Enob.  Come,  let  us  knOipf  oofT  fUtb. 
Road,  Prepare  for  i^eath. 
Enob.  Then  cease  to  loiter,  savage. 
Dam.  [To  Enob.]  Now,  by  Heaven, 
Wert  thou  no  Homin,  I  coula  save  ana  lof«  Ace. 
That  danntless  spirit,  in  anotfier  breasC^ 
And  in  a  blameless  cttuse,  wer6  truly  noMe^ 
But  shews,  in  thee,  the  murderer  and  rufSaV?. 
Enob.  Thy  hate  or  favour  are  alike  to  me. 
Flam.  [To  Dutn.]  May  I  demand,  ilhrstriotts 
Tnnobanfian, 
Why  must  we  fall,  because  nnc^rtdn  war 
Hath  made  us  captives  ? 

Dum.  Iff  in  open  battle, 
With  generous  valour  to  have  faced  o\rr  aTAs^ 
Were  ail  our  charge  against  thee;  thou  lili^tst 

rest, 
Secure  of  life ;  but  leading  thee  to  d(<e 
Is  execution  on  a  general  robber. 

Enob.  [To  Flam.]  And  dost  thou  nieanly  sue 

to  these  barbarians  ? 
Flam.  [To  Dttm.]  Though,  our  rapsdons  enmH 
trymen  have  drawh 
Your  just  resentment,  we  are  guiltiest  boA. 
Road.  [To  Flam,]  So  are  ten  thousand  iikfaAtSi 
whom  the  name^ 
The  single  name,  of  Roman  shall  condemn^ 
Like  thee,  to  perish  by  the  unsparing  swoVd. 
Flam.  Yet  more  than  guiltless,  we  ihay  plead 
desert 
With  Boadicra. 

Road.  Insolent  pretension ! 
A  Roman  plead  desert  with  Boadicea ! 
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This  shall  enlarge  the  poitioo  of  thy  sufierings; 
For  this,  not  only  shall  thy  blood  embnie 
Andate'ft  shrine,  but  torture  shall  be  added. 
And  fury  wanton  in  thy  various  pains, 

Enob,  [To  Boad,]  Produce  thy  tortures;  them 

and  thee  we  scorn. 
Ten,  Fall  back  with  reverence,  Trinobantian 
soldiers ! 
See  who  advances  from  your  general's  tent 

Enter  Venusia. 

Ven.  Victorious  sister,  may  the  unresisting  la- 
bour 
Of  fortune  weave  new  honours  to  adorn  thee, 
And  Dumnorix,  thy  colleague,  and  my  lord. 
But  if,  amid  these  warlike  consultations. 
Ere  yet  the  ordered  pomp  of  battle  moves^ 
A  supplicating  sound  may  reach  thy  ear, 
Stoop  from  thy  glory  to  an  act  of  mercy. 
Thy  doom  pronounced  on  these  unhappy  cap- 
tives—-^— 

Boad,  Ha! 

Fen.   Their  deservings^   and  thy  daughter's 
prayer. 
Mixed  with  my  own  compassion,  from  the  tent 
Have  called  me  forth,  a  suitor  to  thv  pity, 
That  thou  wouldst  hear  and  spare  them. 

Boad.  Spare  these  captives ! 

Dum,  Why  thb  request,  Venusia  ? 

Ven.  Give  them  hearing : 
They  can  unfold  a  story,  which  demands 
Your  whole  attention. 

Dum,  Let  us  hear.    Proceed.  [7b  F/onp. 

Flam,  The  Romans*  late  injustice  we  abhorred. 
Nor  ioined  the  band  of  spoifers.  In  that  season, 
We  chanced  one  day  to  wander  through  the  forest. 
Which  parts  our  confines  from  the  Icenian  land. 
We  found  a  beauteous  virgin  in  our  way. 

Boad,  Wretch,  dost  thou  hope  to  barter  vrith 
our  sister 
For  thy  base  life  ? 

Flfun*  I  fear  not  death,  oh,  queen  ! 
But  dread  dishonour,  even  among  my  foes. 

Enob,  Death  is  thy  terror ;  reason  else  would 
teach  thee, 
No  gratitude  with  cruel^  can  dwell. 

Fttim.  Deep  in  that  wood  we  met  the  lovely 
maid. 
Chased  by  a  brutal  soldier.    At  our  threats 
He  soon  retreated.    To  our  home  we  led  her. 
From  insult  guarded,  sent  her  back  with  honour : 
Nor  was  she  less  than  Boadicca's  daughter. 

Ven,  Now,  dearest  sister,  whose  successful 
standard 
Not  valour  more  than  equity  upholds ; 
And  thou,  my  husband,  who  dost  rise  in  arms, 
Oppressive  deeds  in  others  to  chastise. 
From  your  own  guiding  justice  will  you  stray. 
And  blend  deservers  with  the  herd  of  guilt  ? 

Dum.  And  are  you  Komaos?    Yes,  we  will, 
Venusia, 


Reuiy  their  worthy  deed.  Strike  off  their  fetters. 

Boad,  What  do  1  bear !  A  British  chiefs  com- 
mand! 
Who'er  unchains  a  Roman,  on  mankind 
Lets  loose  oppression,  insolence,  and  rapine. 
Sets  treason,  falsehood,  vice,  and  murder  free ! 

Ven.  Yet  diese  preserved  thy  Eouneliiie  £noii 
shame. 

Boad,  Not  less  the  victiin  of  eternal 
Was  she  conducted  to  their  hateful 
To  guard  her  honour,  and  be  less  than  rufians^ 
Had  been  repugnant  to  their  name  and  race ; 
But  fear  of  me  compelled  them  to  relieve  her. 
Then  shall  two  Romans,  nursed  in  (nod  sad 

falsejiood. 
From  childhood  trained  to  each  (japriwis  deed. 
By  coloured  pleas  to  shun  the  fate  they  merit. 
Here  find  regard  against  the  tliousand  mouths 
Of  Boadicea*s  suflfimngs  }  No^  this  monicnt 
Shall  they  expire  in  torture. 

Ven.  Yet  reflect; 
Of  all  the  paths,  which  lead  to  human  hAJa% 
The  most  secure  and  grateful  to  our  steps 
With  mercy  and  humanity  is  marked. 
The  sweet-tongued  rumour  of  a  gracioiis  deed 
Can   charm  from  hostile    hands    the    ophfied 

blade. 
The  gall  of  anger  into  milk  transform. 
And  dress  the  power  of  enmity  in  smiles. 

Boad.  Still  dost  thou  dare,  V'enu 

Dttifi.  Gendy,  sister : 
And,  trust  me,  these  resemble  virtooos 

Boad.  Was  I  not  virtuous,  wbofflD  the  Roaaaas 
lashed? 
Were  not  my  violated  children  virtuoos? 
Bear  them  this  instant  to  the  fiercest  rack  ; 
And,  while  their  trembling  limbs  are  stisaed 

with  torture. 
While,  through  the  cruel  agpny  of  pain. 
The  bloody  drops  bedew  their  shiverii^  cfaecis^ 
Tell  them  how  gentle  are  the  panjts  they  fieel. 
To  those  the  soul  of  Boadicea  proved. 
When  Roman  rage  her  naked  hmUs  exposed. 
And  marked  her  flesh  with  ever-durin^  shame  ! 

Dum.  iTo  the  Britons.]  Withhold  your  haad 

Boad,  \Vhat  means  the  Trinobantian  f 

Dum.  To  save  tl^  benefactors,  and  pmHaim, 
Whatever  by  valour  we  extort  from  fortune. 
We  yet  deserve  by  justice. 

Boad.  To  contend 
With  Boadicea,  and  protect  her  foes. 
Did  she  awaken  thy  ignoble  sloth, 
Which  else,  without  resentment  of  thy  wron^ 
Had  slept  obscure  at  home  ? 

Dum,  Forbear;  be  calm. 

Boad,  Yes,  under  bondi^  thou  hadst  tamebf 
bowed. 
Had  not  I  fired  thy  slow,  inactive  sooL 

Dum,  Not  with  unbridled  pas^on,  I  confess 
I  wield  the  sword  and  mount  the  wuriike  car. 
With  careful  eyes  I  viewed  our  »ufleriag  iak^ 
And  meditated  calmfy  to  aienge  her. 
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UnmoTed  by  rage,  my  soul  maintains  her  pur- 
pose 
Through  one  anatiered  course ;  and  oft  before 
Aa  I  bare  guided  thy  unruly  spirit, 
Apiinst  its  wildnesa  will  I  now  protect  thee, 
And  from  a  base,  inhuman  action  save  thee. 
BotuL  Thy  boasted  cahnness  is  the  child  of 
feaf; 
Thou  tremblest  to  exasperate  the  foe. 
Weil  was  it,  Britons,  in  our  former  conquests. 
That  I  presided  o'er  the  scene  of  slaughter  ; 
Else  had  those  thousands  of  the  Roman  youth, 
Whose  bodies  tie  extended  on  our  fields, 
Stood  at  this  hour  a  threatening  host  against  you. 
Come,  then,  ye  warriors !  follow  your  conductress, 
And  drag  these  slaves  to  death. 

Dmn.  They  will  not  move, 
Fixed  with  amaaement  at  thy  matchless  frenzy. 
Do  thou  revere  these  warriors,  who  with  scorn 
Observe  thy  foUv. 

Ven.  HusbcincI,  sister,  hear ! 
Oh,  if  my  humbled  vtNce,  my  prostrate  limbs. 
If  tears  and  sighs  of  anguish  may  atone 
For  this  pernicious  discord  I  have  raised 
Boad.  [To  Ven,]  Hence  with  thy  despicable 
sighs  and  tears  !  [2b  Dum.] 

And  thou,  presumptuous,  what  invidious  power. 
Foe  to  thy  safety,  animates  thy  pride 
Sdll  to  contend  with  Boadicea's  wrath  f 

Dum,  No,  by  Andate,  I  contend  not  with  thee. 
At  this  importuit  season,  when  the  soldier 
Thirsts  for  the  conflict,  it  would  ill  become  me 
To  trifle  here  in  discord  with  a  woman. 
Xay,  do  not  swell  that  haughty  breast  in  vain : 
Wlicn  once  the  sacred  evidence  of  justice 
Illuminates  my  bosom,  on  a  rock. 
Which  neither  tears  can  soften,  nor  the  gusts 
Of  passion  more,  my  resolution  stands. 
Boad,  Now  Heaven  fulfil  my  curses  on  thy 
head! 
May  every  purpose  of  thy  soul  be  frustrate. 
May  infamy  and  ruin  overtake  thee. 
May  base  oiptivity  and  chains  o'ervyhelm  thee. 
May  shameful  crimson  from  thy  shoulders  start. 
Like  mine,  dishonoured  with  a  servile  scourge ! 
With  pain  all  shivering,  and  thy  flesh  contracting, 
Low  ma/sC  thoa  crouch  beneath  tlie  expected 

stroke, 
£ren  from  the  hands  thou  savest ! 

Tenan,  Alaa,  great  princess  1 
Divert  this  wrath  against  the  impending  foe, 
Whose  formidable  ranks  will  soon  descend 
From  yonder  hill. 
BoodL  [To  the  Britom.]  Ungrateful  and  per- 
fidious 1 
Now  would  I  draw  my  spirit  from  your  camp. 
Leave  you  with  them  defenceless  and  exposed ; 
Then  should   your  shattered  chariots  be  o'er- 

throwD, 
Yoor  javeUns  broken,  and  in  hastv  flight 
Far  from  yoar  trembling  hands  the  buckler  cast, 
pid  not  the  insatiate  thirsty  which  burns  my  soul 


To  empty  every  vein  of  Roman  blood, 
Protect  you,  traitors,  from  my  indijEnadon. 
But,  by  the  ensanguined  altars  of  Andate, 
Thou,  Dumnorix,  be  sure,  shalt  rue  this  day; 
For  thou,  henceforward,  art  to  me  a  Roman. 

[Exit, 

Ven,  Oh,  Dumnorix ! 

pum.  Let  not  this  frantic  woman 
Grieve  thy  mild  nature — Romans,  cease  to  fear; 
These  are  my  tents :  retire  in  safety  thither. 

[Exeunt  Fiam.  and  Enok, 
Do  thou  go  forth  this  instant  and  command 

J  To  Tenaiu 
lion  round 
him. 
His  ponderous  spear  to  loosen  from  the  turf. 
And  brace  the  target  firmly  on  his  arm. 
His  car  let  every  charioteer  prepare. 
His  warlike  seat  eadi  combatant  assimie, 
That  every  banner  may  in  battle  wave. 
Ere  the  sun  reaches  his  meridian  height 

[Exit  Tenantiutk 

Ven.  Mv  lord  and  husband ! 

Dum.  Wherefore  dost  thou  hold  me. 
And  in  my  passage  thy  endearments  plant  ? 
I  must  prepare  this  moment  to  confront 
The  foul  and  ghastly  face  of  crael  war : 
And,  by  the  gods,  I  rather  court  at  present 
That  shape  of  horror  than  thy  beauteous  form. 
Then  go,  thou  dear  intruder,  and  remove 
Thy  sofbiess  from  roe. 

Ven.  I  will  stay  no  longer 
Than  brave  Tenantius  hath  performed  thy  oi^ 

dcrs. 
Long  have  I  known  thy  valour,  skilled  to  throw 
The  rapid  dart,  and  lin  the  unconc|uered  shield. 
A  confidence,  like  this,  hath  still  diffused 
Enough  of  firmness  through  my  woman's  heart. 
Ne'er  to  molest  thee  with  a  woman's  fears. 
This  day  excepted ;  now  my  weakness  governs, 
And  terror,  too  importunate,  will  speak. 
Hast  thou  encountered  yet  such  mighty  powers 
As  down  that  mountain' suddenly  will  rush  ? 
From  every  part  the  Romans  are  assembled, 
All  versed  in  arms,  and  terrible  in  valour. 

Dttim.  Tell  me,  thou  lovely  coward,  am  not  I 
As  terrible  ^' or  falls  the  Roman  sword 
On  the  tough  buckler,  and  the  crested  helm. 
With  deadlier  weight  than  mine?  Away,  and  fear 

not; 
5)ecure  and  calm,  repose  thee  in  thy  tent ; 
Think  on  thy  husband,  and  believe  he  conquers : 
Amid  the  rage  of  battle  he  will  think 
On  thee ;  for  thee  he  draws  the  martial  blade, 
For  thy  loved  infants  gripes  the  pointed  ash. 
Go»  and  expect  me  to  return  victorious ; 
Thy  hand  shall  dress  my  wounds,  and  all  be  welh 

Ven.  Far  better  be  our  fortune,  than  fur  thee 
To  want  that  ofiice  from  my  faithful  hand. 
Or  me  to  stain  thy  triumphs  with  my  tears ! 

Dum.  Fear  not.    I  tell  thee,  when  thou  seest 
spy  liinba 
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With  dust  bespread,  my  bmws  with  glorious 

sweat, 
And  some  distioguished  wouod   to  grace  my 

breast, 
Thou,  in  the  fuhiess  of  thy  love,  shalt  view  me, 
And  swear,  I  seem  most  comely  in  th^  sight. 
Thy  virtue,  then,  shall  view  me  worthier  of  thee, 
Than  did  thy  fondness  on  our  nuptial  day. 

Ken.  It  shall  be  so.    All  wounded  thou  shalt 
find 
My  heart  prepared  to  stiQe  its  regret. 
And  smooth  my  forehead  with  obedient  calnness. 
Yet  hear  me  further ;  something  will  I  oflfer 
More  than  the  weak  ejects  of  female  dread ; 
Thou  goest  to  fight  in  discord  with  thy  colleague: 
It  is  a  thought,  which  multiplies  my  fears. 

Dum,  Well  urged,  thou  dearest  counsellor, 
who  best 
Canst  heal  this  mischief.   Let  thy  meekness  try 
The  soft  persuasion  of  a  private  conference, 
To  win  from  error  a  bewildered  sister. 
While  none  are  present  to  alarm  her  pride. 

Ven,  I  go,  but,  trembling,  doubt  my  vain  at- 
tempt ; 
Unless,  oomraissioned  vrith  thy  dear  injunctions, 
IMy  soul,  eierted  to  perform  thy  pleasure, 
Could  give  persuasion  all  my  force  of  duty. 


Dum.  Haik  T  we  are  smunoned. 


Enter  Tekamtics. 

Temmn,  Bvery  band  is  fonned : 
The  Elomans,  too,  in  close  arraQgemeat  rtud. 
DtiML  Ye  warriors,  destined  to  bfpa  the  od* 

set, 
My  Trinobaatians !  it  is  time  to  seek 
The  embattled  foe.    And  you,  aft^d^ffgodi! 
hook  down  benignant  on  a  righteous  ciase. 
Indeed  we  cannot  give  you,  like  the  RoiBsaiy 
A  proud  and  sumptuous  ofierin|^ :  we  abound  sot 
In  marble  temples,  or  in  splendid  altsrs: 
Vet  though  we  want  this  vain,  loxurioits  pooip, 
Rough  though  we  wander  on  the  monrtsm*! 

head, 
Throu^  the  deep  vale,  and  o'er  the  cragu  nxk, 
We  still  demand  your  favour;  we  can  Aem 
Hands,  which  for  justice  draw  the  avcflfiogsirdlt 
Firm  hearts,  and  manners  undebased  hj  fiaod. 
To  you,  my  dauntless  friends,  what  need  «f 

words  ? 
Your  cities  have  been  sacked,  yoor  chiUreo  dsisi 
Your  wives  dishonoured — ^Lo  f  on  yonder  Idh 
You  see  the  spoilers ;  there  the  ruffians  sttad. 
Your  hands  are  armed :  then  follow,  and  reves^ 


SCENE  L 


ACT.    II. 


Enter  Flauijiivs  9nd  Enobakbus. 

JVan.  Ho !  Enobarbus,  thou  may'st  now  come 
forward. 
What  has  thv  angry  soul  been  brooding  o^  f 

JE?»o6.  Well,  tiK»u  hast  sued,  and  hast  obtained 
thy  suit; 
Of  these  barbarians  meanly  hast  implored 
Thy  wretched  life,  and  hast  it.    Must  I  thank 

thee 
For  this  uncommon  privilege  to  stand 
A  tame  spectator  of  the  Roman  shame. 
To  see  exulting  savages  o'ertum 
Our  walls  and  ramparts,  see  them  with  the  spoils 
Of  our  waste  dwellings,  with  our  captive  eagles 
And  ancient  trophies,  ravished  from  our  temples, 
March  in  rude  triumph  o-er  the  gods  of  Rome  ? 

Flaitt.  What,  thou  hadst  rather  die ! 

Enok  And  thou  hadst  rather 
live,  like  a  dog,  in  chains^  than  die  with  courage, 
Thou  most  unworthy  of  the  Roman  name  ! 

Flam.  Did  those,  who  now  inhabit  Rome,  de- 
serve 
The  name  of  Romans,  did  the  ancient  spirit 
Of  our  fore&thers  still  survive  among  us, 
I  should  applaud  this  bold  contempt  of  life. 
Our  ancestors,  who  lived  while  Home  was  free^ 
Might  well  prefer  a  noble  (ate  to  chains; 
They  lost  a  blessing  we  have  never  knowii ; 


Bom  and  inured  to  servitude  at  home. 
We  only  change  one  master  for  another, 
And  Dumnorix  is  far  beyond  a  Xero. 

Enob,  Mean'st  thou  to  mock  me  } 

Fimm.  No^  I  mean  to  shew 
Thy  stem  opinions  suit  not  with  the  times. 

Enob.  Still  by  our  valour  we  coatnil  tbc 
vrorld. 
And  in  that  duty  will  I  match  the  fennosL 
If  our  forefathers*  manners  be  neglected. 
Free  from  that  blame,  I  singly  will  miotsa 

them. 
My  sentiments  are  moulded  by  my  s|]irit, 
Which  wants  thy  pliant  qualities  to  yiekl 
With  every  gust  of  fortune,  rude  or  mild, 
And  crouch  beneath  example,  base  or  wertliy. 

Flam,  WeU,  if  thou  canst  not  brook  a  Bntak 

master 

Enob.  No^  nor  tliy  wanton  folly  will  I  hraok, 
Which  sporta  alike  with  sinvery  or  Ireedom, 
Insensible  of  shame. 

lYfffii.  Suppose  I  free  thee. 

Enob.  Free  me ! 

^lam.  This  day,  if  fbrtone  be  propilioas. 

Enok  Ha  I  do  not  cheat  ne  with  dckv«^ 
foble. 
And  trifle  with  my  bonds. 

Flam.  Ily  all  my  hopes, 
I  do  not  triRe. 

Mn»b.  Wilt  Ihott  give  my  becaoi 
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Once  mora  to  Imdde  on  the  aoldiei^s  haroeM^ 
And  meet  in  battle  our  insulting  foes  ? 
Shall  mj  keen  falchion  gore  the  flying  rout. 
And  raise  a  bleeding  trophy  to  revenge. 
For  each  indignity,  which  Kome  bath  borne? 
Hold  me  no  longer  in  suspense !  instruct  me. 
From  whence  tlKse  hopes  proceed ! 

Fkm,  Thou  fcnow'st  I  loved 
The  British  princess. 

Enob.  Hast  thou  raited  my  hopes 
To  freedom,  future  victory,  and  honour, 
And  dost  thou  talk  of  love  ? 

Flam,  That  love  shall  save  us. 
Tboa  SBw'st  the  gentle  Emmeline  but  now 
Stole  to  oar  tent,  and  g»ve  the  teoderesC  wel- 
come. 
Unchtnged  I  found  her,  soft  and  artless  stilL 
The  generous  maid  already  hath  suggested 
The  means  of  flight.    The  battle  once  begun, 
While  every  Briton  is  intent  on  war, 
Ilenelf  will  guide  us  to  a  place  of  safe^« 

Enob,  Now  I  commend  thee. 

Fiam.  Thou  approvest,  then  ? 

Enob.  Ay. 

Flam,  And  see^  the  joyful  moment  is  approach- 

See,  where  the  unnumbered  Tnnobantians  spread 
In  rude  disorder  o'er  the  vale  beneath. 
Whose  broad  extent  this  eminence  commands, 
Mark  their  wide-waving  multitude,  confused 
Widi  mingling  standards,  and  tnmultuous  cars : 
Bot,  far  superior  to  the  rest,  behold. 
The  brave  and  generous  Dumnoriz,  erect 
Widi  eager  hope,  his  lofty  javelin  shakes^ 
And  with  onpoltsbed  majesty  adorns 
The  front  of  war. 

Enob.  I  mark  the  rabble  well ; 
And  soon  shall  view  the  Romans  from  their  sta- 
tion 
Between  thoee  woodsy  which  ihade  the  adverse 

hills, 
Sweep  with  resistless  ardour  to  the  vale. 
And  trample  o'er  the  savages  like  dust 

\A  march. 

Flam.  That  smiling  vale  with  pity  I  contem- 
plate. 
And  mish  more  gentle  footsteps  might  be  seen 
To  press  its  verdure,  and  that  softer  notes. 
Than  wai^s  terrific  clamours,  might  be  tuned 
From  those  surrounding  shades,  to  join  the  mur- 
murs 
or  that  fair  channel,  whose  sonorous  bed 
Receives  the  strearo,  descending  from  this  grove 
To  form  the  limpid  mase,  which  shines  below, 

Enob,  T  see  it  glistening  in  the  noon-day  son. 
Bot  British  eore  will  change  its  ^lass^  hue. 

Ftam.  Oh !  mi^t  we  rather  on  its  friendly  banks 
Fjvct  a  grateful  monument  to  peace ' 
'I  Hat  she,  her  sway  resuming,  might  afford  me 
To  riasp  the  gallant  Dumnorix,  and  style  him 
^ly  friend,  my  benefactor,  and  preserver. 
'''or.d  from  before  this  tempest,  while  )t  paisas. 


Enter  Boadicca  and  Icemans. 

Bead.  Oh !  I  could  drive  this  javelin  througli 
my  heart. 
To  ease  its  tortures.    Disobeyed !  Controuled ! 
Even  in  my  army's  sight !  Malignant  powers, 
If  such  there  be,  who  o*er  revenge  preside, 
Who  steel  the  breast  with  ever-dunog  hate. 
And  aid  black  rancour  in  its  purposed  mischief 
Be  present  now,  and  guide  my  indignation ! 

[PaM$u, 
The  Trinobantians  are  advanced  before  me. 
Let  them  sustain  the  onset ;  let  the  Romans 
On  Dumnorix  with  every  cohort  pressy 
Till  he  entreat  for  Boadicea's  aid. 
Then  shall  my  eager  eyes  enjoy  his  ruin; 
And  when  the  insulting  boaster  is  o'erthrown. 
His  bands  dispersed,  or  gasping  in  the  dust. 
Then  will  I  rush  exulting  in  my  car, 
like  fierce  Andate,  on  the  wearied  foe 
Lead  rout  and  slaughter,  through  a  tide' of  gore 
Impel  my  clotted  wheels,  redeem  the  day, 
And,  from  the  mouth  of  danger  snatching  con- 
quest. 
Crown  my  revenge  with  glory. 

Enter  Venusia. 

Ven,  Stand  apart. 
At  my  request,  icentana.    O,  unbend 

[To  Boadicea. 
That  lowering  brow,  and  hear  a  suppliant  sister  ! 
So  prone  to  error  is  our  mortal  frames 
Time  could  not  step  without  a  trace  of  horror^ 
If  wary  nature  on  the  human  heart, 
Amid  Its  wild  variety  of  passions^ 
Had  not  impressed  a  soft  and  yielding  senses 
That,  when  offences  give  resentment  birth. 
The  kindly  dews  of  penitence  may  raise 
The  seeds  of  mutual  mercy  and  forgiveness. 

JBoad,  Weak  wretch,  and  yet  whose  impotence 
aspires 
To  mix  in  warlike  councUs,  and  determine 
The  fate  of  captives,  won  iii  fields  of  death, 
Thou  wouldst  do  better  to  reserve  thv  tears; 
Thou  shalt  have  cause  fpr  penitential  torrents. 

Ven,  They  will  not  m^t  a  second  birth  of 


woe; 


At  thy  severity  they  burst  already. 
Why  turns  on  me  that  formidablaaspect^ 
Wont  with  commanding  sternness  to  behold 
Its  foes  abashed,  and  victory  its  vassal  ? 
Yet  how  much  brighter  is  the  wreadi  of^iorj. 
When  interwove  with  clemency  and  justice  f 
Thou  goest  to  battle ;  there  obtain  renown ; 
But  learn  compassion  from  my  tears^  nor  tinnk 
Benignity  enfeebles,  or  dishonours 
The  most  exalted  valour. 
Boad.  Shall  the  tears 
Of  abject  importunity  detain  me, 
While  Vengmnce,  striding  from  his  grislv  dei^ 
With  fell  impatience  grinds  his  iron  teeth. 
And  waits  my  nod  to  satisfy  hb  hunger? 
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Hence  to  the  employment  of  thy  feeble  distaff! 
Ven.  Not  skilled^  like  thee,  in  war^s  ennobling 
toils, 
Inferior  praise,  and  humbler  tasks  I  courts 
And  own  my  safety  in  thy  loftier  virtues ; 
Yet  not  like  thee,  with  unforgiving  wroth. 
Could  I  resign  a  sister  to  her  grief 
At  this  tremendous  hour,  so  near  dedding 
The  fate  of  both.    One  gentle  word  beattm. 
And  I  will  leave  thee  widi  obedient  haste ; 
Nay,  I  will  seek  the  altars,  and  request. 
That  in  the  future  triumphs  of  this  day, 
Heaven  may  refuse  to  Dumnorix  a  ahitfe, 
And  give  thee  all. 

BoiuL  Does  Dumnorix  consent 
To  sacrifice  the  Romans  ?  Art  thou  mute  ? 
Still  does  he  brave  me  ?  But  your  favoured  cap- 
tives 
Shall  not  escape.    They  soon  shall  join  the  vic- 
tims, 
Which  this  unconauered  javelin  shall  reserve 
To  solemnize  the  tall  of  Home's  dominion. 
Then  to  nw  glorj  Dmnnorix  shall  bend ; 
In  sight  of  Britain  shall  his  baffled  pride 
The  pomp  of  public  sacrifice  behold, 
Behold  and  pine.    You  take  a  band  of  soldiers, 

[To  an  Icenean, 
Watch  well  around  the  Trinobantian  tents, 
And  guard  these  Romania  as  your  lives.    I  tell 
diee,  [To  Venusia, 

Their  gore  shall  yet  besmear  Andates  altar. 
Fen,  In  silent  awe  I  heard  thy  first  resent- 
ment. 
Yet  hoped,  the  well-known  accents  of  affection. 
In  kindness  whiqiered  to  thy  secret  ear. 
Might  to  thjr  breast  recall  its  exiled  pity, 
That  gentle  inmate  of  a  woman's  heart. 

BowL  Durst  thou,  presumptuous,  entertain  a 
thought 
To  gh^e  this  bosom,  nerved  with  manly  strength, 
The  weak  sensations  of  a  female  spirit  ? 

Fen.  When  I  remind  thy  elevated  soul. 
That  we  by  mutual  interest  are  but  one, 
And  by  the  indissoluble  ties  of  birth ; 
Are  those  sensations  weak,  which  nature  prompts  ? 
With  justice  strengthened,  can  her  powerful  voice 
Tiad  no  persuasion  ? 

BoodL  None.    Provoke  no  m6re 
With  plaindve  murmurs  my  indignant  ear. 
Thou,  and  thy  husband,  authors  of  my  shame^ 
Before  the  assembled  diiefs,  may  rest  assured. 
No  prayers  shall  soften,  no  atonement  bribe. 
And  no  submission  shall  appease  the  wrong. 
May  desolation  tram^e  on  my  dwelling 
A  second  time,  rapanous  force,  again. 
And  insult,  revel  throu^  my  inmost  chambers. 
If  I  forgive  you !  Thou  hast  food  for  anguish; 
GO|  and  indulge  its  appetite  at  leisure. 

Ven.  Yes,  I  will  hasten  to  the  holy  shrine, 
Tl^re  wring  my  hand%  and  melt  in  copious  sor- 
row, 
fHot  for  my  injured  self,  but  the^  remorseless ! 


To  mourn  thy  faded  honours,  wlud^  defonnetf 
By  harsh  injustice  to  thy  hlainek*ss  firiend^ 
Ne'er  will  revive  in  beauty.    Not  aooon^ 
Not  trophies  rising  round  thee,  not  the  tfanif 
Of  drchng  captives^  and  their  compxred  stutf- 

ards. 
Nor  glorious  dust  of  victory,  can  hide 
From  just  reproach  thy  unrelenting  woni, 
While  none  deplore  thee,  but  the  wroo^  \V 

nusia.  [Inf. 

BoaiL  Stern  power  of  war,  my  patronfisiBd 

guide. 
To  thee  each  Roman  captive  I  devote. 
Come  then,  vindictive  f^dess,  in  thy  tenon; 
CKerwhelm  with  rage  his  sacrilegions  bead. 
Who  would  defraud  thv  altars!  Oooofoood 
His  ranks,  his  steeds,  ms  ciiarioti^  snd  tkj  b- 

Tour 
To  me,  thy  martial  votaress,  confine, 
In  sex  like  thee,  and  glowing  with  thy  fires! 
[Exeunt  ail  but  Emabarhus  and  Fkaimt- 
Enob.  Do  thou  come  forward  now,  tad  v, 

what  terrors 
lias  thy  dejected  soul  been  brooding  oVr? 
Yon  furipus  dame,  who  filled  thee  90  nithdrcsi, 
Is  marching  onward.     Raise  thy  head,  and  kuk ; 
See,    where  even  now  with  soUen  pride  she 

mounts 
Her  martial  seat;  yet  wondrous  slow,  bj  Bet- 

ven. 
Her  car  descends,  nor  soon  will  readi  the  nk. 
Thou  lookst  desponding.    Art  thou  still  disatf- 

ed? 
Thinkst  thou  yon  dreadful  woman  will  retsn? 
From  us  she  moves^  though  slowly ;  thca  uie 

comfort ! 
Flam,    Far  other  cares  than  tetror  fiU  bv 

breast 
JE1U16.  What  means  thb  languor?  Wherefore 

heaves  that  sigh? 
F/oni.  O  Enobarbus,  wilt  thoo  bear  njweik- 

ness? 
I  see  tlie  moment  of  deliverance  near. 
Yet  pine  with  grief. 

Enob,  Whate'er  the  folly  be. 
With  which  diy  bosom  teema^  the  pAooaimai 

it! 
Flam,  To  see  the  dearest  dbject  of  mj  smI 
Just  see  her  after  such  a  tedious  absence. 
Then  vanish  from  her  si^t  perhaps  for  ever: 
When  these  reflections  nse,  the  sweet  eidiasse 
From  bonds  to  freedom,  which  to  her  I  owe, 
Is  mixed  with  bitterness,  and  joy  subsides. 
£no6.  Why  didst  thou  leave  the  hir  b*^ 

fields, 
Thou  silken  slave  of  Venus?  What  couM  wfft 
Thee  to  explore  these  boisterous  northern  cbian* 
And  change  yon  radiant  sky  for  Britsin^s  doiKi^ 
What  dost  tlioo  here,  effeminate  ?  By  Hesinw 
Thou  shouldst  have  loitered  in  Campania*sriUai) 
And  in  thy  g^irden  nursed,  with  caLraiil  hsu^ 
The  gaudy-vested  progeny  of  Flan  i 
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Or  indoiently  paced  the  pebbled  shore. 

And  eyed  the  beating  of  the  Tuscan  wave. 

To  waste  thy  irksome  leisure.     Wilt  thou  tell 

me, 
What  thoQ  dost  here  in  Britain }  Dost  thou  come 
To  si^  aiKi  pine  ?  Could  Italy  afibrd  . 
No  food  for  these  weak  passions  ?  Must  thou 

traverse 
Such  tracts  of  land,  and  visit  this  cold  region. 
To  love  and  languish  ?  Answer  me,  what  motive 
First  brought  thee  hither  ?  But  forbear  ta  urge 
It  was  in  quest  of  honour ;  for  the  god 
Of  war  disclaims  thee. 

Fkm,  Well,  suppose  I  answer. 
That  friendship  drew  me  from  the  golden  Tiber, 
With  thee  to  combat  this  inclement  sky, 
Will  it  oflfend  thee? 

£)io6.  No,  I  am  thy  friend, 
And  I  will  make  a  Roman  of  thee  still ; 
But  let  me  see  no  languishing  dejection 
More  on  thy  brow,  nor  hear  unmanly  sighs. 
Gods !  canst  thou  dream  of  love,  when  vc 


yonder 


The  Roman  legions^  all  arrayed  for  battle. 
Are  now  descending ;  see  their  dreaded  eagles. 
Their  daaling  helmets,  and  their  crimson  plumes; 
A  grove  of  javelins  glitters  down  the  steep ; 
Thej  point  their  terrors  on  the  astonished  foe; 


Soon  will  they  charge  die  Britons  in  the  vale. 
And  with  the  auspicious  glories  of  this  day 
Enrich  the  annals  of  imperial  Rome. 

0  curst  captivity !  with  double  weight 

1  feel  thee  now  !  malicious  fate !  to  suSer 
A  Roman  thus  to  stand  confined  in  bondage, 
And  see  the  triumphs,  which  he  cannot  share. 
By  Heaven,  Flaminius !  I  will  never  bear  it. 
^  here  is  thy  Briton  ?  Will  she  lead  us  hence? 
Else,  by  the  god  of  vrar,  unarmed  I  rush 

To  join  the  ^orious  scene,  which  opens  there. 
Plam.  I  see  her  coming,  and  will  fly  to  meel 

her.  rjBjfi/. 

Enob.  Our  time  is  short,  remember,  ab  not 

dally. 
I  have  a  tfaion^t,  lies  ripening  in  my  breast, 
And  teems  with  future  glory ;  if  the  fi^ht 
Prove  undecisive,  and  these  tents  subsist. 
Soon  will  I  bid  thee,  hostile  camp,  farewelL 
Thou  sawest  me  come  in  thraldom ;  I  depart 
A  fugitive :  if  ever  I  return. 
Thou  shalt  receive  me  in  another  gpise ; 
Then  shalt  thou  feel  me ;  when  mv  shining  helm 
Shall   strike   cold    terror  through  thy  boldest 

guards. 
And  from  its  lofty  crest  destruction  shake. 

[ExU. 


ACT   IlL 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Flaminius  and  Exobarbus. 

Flam,  OuK  luvdy  guide  attends  us.    Thy  im- 
patience 
Oath  called  me  loiterer. 

Enoh.  Thou  mayest  loiter  still, 
fhou  canst  not  hasten,  nor  retard  our  fate, 
^Vhich  is  irrevocably  fixed. 

Fkm.  What  saycst  thou  ? 

Enob,  I  say,  prepare  to  die.    If  Boadioea 
^tom  once  more,  our  destiny  is  fixed. 
yiiateV»r  her  merciless  revenge  may  purpose, 
ilate  with  conquest,  or  incensed  by  loss, 
f  on  the  rack  to  strain  our  bursting  sinews, 
f  from  the  bleeding  trunks  to  lop  our  limtM, 
)r  with  slow  fires  protract  the  hours  of  pain, 
Ve  most  abide  it  all.    Collect  th^  spirit,  * 
^d,  like  a  Roman,  dauntless  wait  tny  doom. ' 

flam,  I  hear  thee,  but  thy  meaning — 

Enob,  Hear  again : 
feforc  the  tent  some  paces  as  I  stood, 
M  joyful  saw  the  Tnnobantian  guard, 
H  w  neglectful,  from  this  quarter  drawn 
^o  view  the  impending  bnttic ;  on  a  sudden 
i  tnirsed  Icenian  cast  his  jealous  eye 
Uhwart  my  steps,  then  ctul'd  a  numerous  band, 
Vtv)  prowl  an>und  us,  as  a  desliii'd  prey. 

Flam,  Malicious  fortune ! 

Enob,  Now  thou  seest  my  meaning. 


Ham,  Our  flight  were  vain,  while  these  observe 
us. 

Enob,  True. 
What  has  thy  tame  submission  now  availed. 
Thy  abject  supplication  to  barbarians? 
Iladst  thou  with  courage  met  thy  fate  at  firsts 
We  had  been  dead,  ere  now. 

Flam.  To  view  the  sun 
Through  his  gay  progress  from  the  mom,  till 

even. 
Possess  my  friends,  my  parents,  and  my  love, 
Within  the  circle  of  my  native  walls, 
Were  joys  I  deemed  well  worthy  of  my  care ; 
But  since  that  care  is  fruitless,  I  can  leave 
This  light,  my  friends,  my  parents,  love,  and 

country. 
As  little  daunted  at  my  fate  as  thou. 
Though  not  so  unconcern^. 

Enob,  Oh,  Mars  and  Vesta ! 
Is  it  a  vision,  which  you  raise  before  me 
To  charm  my  eyes  ?  Behold  a  scene,  Flaminius, 
To  cheer  a  Roman  in  the  gasp  of  death  \ 
Fhe  Britons  are  defeated ;  look,  Flaminius 
Back  from  the  vale  in  wild  tumultuous  flight 
richold  their  numbers  sweeping  toward  the  hill ; 
Vlready  some  are  swarming  up  its  side. 
To  rcnch  their  camp  for  shelter ;  pale  dismay 
With  hostile  rage  pursues  their  broken  rear, 
While  massacre,  unchidden,  cloys  his  famine^ 
And  qua&  the  blood  gf  nations    Oh !  in  vaio 
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Dost  dioQ  oppose  tfay  bosom  to  the  tide 

Of  war,  ana  brandish  that  recovered  standard! 

Vain  is  thy  animating  voice  to  those. 

Whom  fear  makes  deaf !    Oh,  Damnorii !  thy 

toib 
Are  fruitless ;  Britun  in  die  scale  of  fate 
Yields  to  the  weight  of  Rome.    Now,  life,  fare- 

weU! 
Shine  on,  bright  Phoebus!   those  who  rest  be- 
hind 
To  share  thy  splendors,  while  I  nnk  in  darkness, 
Are  far  beneath  my  envy.    I  resign 
These  eyes  with  pleasure  to  eternal  shades; 
They  now  have  seen  enough. 

Fiam.  Whence  this  despair  ? 
A  blind  confusion  fills  the  spacious  camp. 
Already  consternation  hath  dispersed 
Our  guard.   Even  Dumnorii  retires — He  comes ; 
Avoid  him — Trust  me,  I  am  well  instructed, 
And  will  conduct  thee  to  a  safe  retreat. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Dvmkosix  with  a  standard, 

Dum.  Thoa  hard-kept  remnant  of  our  rfmtter- 
ed  fortune. 
Stand  there  before  the  partial  eye  of  Heaven, 
Which  has  preferred  tne  Romans'  splendid  al- 
tars 
To  the  plain  virtue  of  a  British  heart 
Presumptuous  freniy !  Why  is  Heaven  reproach- 
ed? 
Oh,  Boadicea,  thou  perfidious  mischief ! 

Enter  Venusia. 

Ten,  Now  let  my  duty  o*er  my  fear  prevail. 
Fill  my  whole  breast  with  tenderness,  and  heal, 
With  sweetest  comfort,  thy  distress. 

Dnm,  My  wife ! 
Thou  most  unlike  to  yon  degenerate  woman, 
Her  country's  bane ! 

Ven,  I  tremble  at  thy  words. 

Dum,  Be  not  dismayed ;  the  camp  is  still  our 
own. 
Night  is  impending,  and  die  Romans  halt 

Ven.  But  what  of  Boadicea  ? 

I>ttjii.  Hear,  and  mourn. 
The  Trinobantians  scarce  had  filled  the  vale. 
When,  from  a  narrow  pass  between  the  woods, 
Forth  burst  the  Romans  wedged  in  deep  array. 
I  found  our  struggle  vain,  and  sent  for  aid 
To  Boadicea;  she,  with  scorn,  replied, 
I  did  uot  want  the  assistance  of  a  woman ; 
Nor  left  her  station,  till  my  broken  ranks 
Were  driven  among  the  Icenians ;  in  a  moment 
All  was  confusion,  slaughter,  and  defeat 

Enter  Boadicea, 

DttiR.  Gods !  art  thou  safe  f 

Ven,  Oh  !  most  unhappy  sister ! 
When  l&st  we  parted,  cruel  were  thy  words, 
A  sore  presage  of  endless  grief  to  me  ; 
Yet  my  desponding  spirit  ne'er  forobodedy 


That  tfaoa  oooldst  deviate  from  a  prosperr j 

course. 
When  every  S*^e  ooMpired  to  swell  tfay  dorr. 

BotuL  Throw  not  on  me  the  crime  of  en...  i- 
fortune. 

Dum.  Dost  thou  blame  fortune,  traitress? 

Boad.  Then  the  bUme 
Take  on  thy  single  head. 

Dum,  Avoid  my  debt ! 

Boad.  Thou  ledst  Use  van. 

i>aaii.  Avaunt! 

Boad.  Thon  fled*st  the  first 
Now  find'st  too  late  the  importance  of  a  ^•t-i 

Dum.  Too  true  I  find  a  wonao  cursed  «.:. 


power 
To  blast  a  nation's  wdfare.    Heatvenly  mlc-^ ! 
How  have  our  Britons  merited  this  smuue  ? 
Have  we  with  fell  ambition,  like  the  Romanv 
Unpeopled  realms,  and  made  die  world  a  dt  yr' ' 
Have  we  your  works  defaced ;  or  bow  dt>cn«!2 
So  large  a  measure  of  your  bitterest  wrath. 
That  you  should  clothe  this  spirit  of  a  wolf 
In  human  form,  and  blend  her  lot  with  otirs } 

Boad.  Beset  with  perils,  aa  I  am,  porwed 
By  rout  and  havoc  to  the  endrdii^  toil; 
Untamed  by  this  reverse,  my  lofty  soul. 
Upbraiding  still  tfay  arrogance,  demands, 
Who  spared  the  captive  Robmub  f  Who  pr..T> 

ked 
My  just  resentment?  Who,  in  power,  in  naiue 
And  dignity  inferior,  but  elate 
With  blind  presumption,  and  by  envy  stunc. 
Dared  to  dispute  with  me  supreme  oominoiMi, 
Then  pale  and  trembling  turned  his  back  on  dan- 
ger? 

Ven.  Oh,  once  united  by  the  ftiendliest  tio 
And  leaders  both  of  nations,  shall  tins  land 
Still  view  its  bulwarks,  tottering  with  disuni'ip. 
Enluuice  the  public  and  their  own  misforturk^' 
Thou,  my  complacent  lord,  were  wont  to  siix^-Ij 
That  manly  front  at  pity's  just  complaint ; 
And  thou,  entrusted  with  a  people's  weifarCf 
A  queen  and  warrior,  let  disdain  no  morr* 
Live  in  the  midst  of  danger — See  Venusia 
Upon  her  knees 

Dum.  Shall  thy  perfections  kneel 
To  this 

Ven.  Oh  !  stop,  nor  give  resentment  uttcraiv  r. 
In  such  a  cause  the  proudest  knee  might  sne 
To  less  than  Boadicea — Turn  not  from  me ! 

[ToBof" 
Look  on  a  prostraiDe  sister;  dunk,  thou  heaiM* 
Our  cliildren's  plaintive  notes  enforce  013?  pravtr, 
And  Albion's  genius  mix  his  solemn  moan : 
That  lamentations  through  thy  ears  resound. 
From  all  the  wives  and  mothers  of  those  ^^^ 

sands. 
Whose  limhs  lie    stretched  on  yonder  tieid  J 

death; 
Tliose  wretched  wives  and  mothers,  oh !  rtfln** 
But  for  the  fatal  discord  of  this  dav. 
With  other  looks,  with  other  cries  and  {^sturi-> 
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With  diftrent  transpoitfl^  and  with  different 

ietr% 
Blight  ha? e  received  their  sons  uid  husbands 

oooie* 
Than  thej  wUl  now  survey  their  pale  remains, 
Which  there  lie  aiangled  oy  the  kontan  swocd. 
To  feed  the  raven's  hunger — ^yet  relent ! 
Yet  let  restoring  union  close  our  wounds^ 
And  to  Impair  this  ruin  be  thj^  praise ! 
Dan.  nise,  rise.     Thy  mildness^  whose  per* 
soasivediarm 
No  craeify,  but  hers,  ooold  hear  unmoveij^ 
hi  viio  would  render  placable  and  wise 
That  mahce,  inhnmanitj,  and  freniy» 
Which  have  already  wMted  such  a  store 
Of  glonr  and  success. 
BoaiOhl 

Dum,  Dost  thou  groan  ? 
Btmd.  Noy  no>  I  do  not  feel  a  moment's  paia. 
Dim.  Thy  words  arc  imise.    Thy  heart  over- 
flows with  an^sh. 
Boad.  No^  I  despise  both  thee  and  fortune 

stilL 
Dum,  By  Heaven,  I  know  distraction  rends 
diy  soul. 
And  to  its  view  presents  the  approaching  scene 
Of  ihame  and  torture,  when  the  indignant  Ro- 


Etact  a  tenfold  vengeance  for  thdr  sufierings ; 
And  when  thoa  passesc  through  their  streets  in 

chains, 
The  jost  derinon  of  insulting  foes, 
A  fraotie  woman,  who  resigned  her  hopes. 
And,  to  indulge  an  empty  pride,  betrayed 
Her  children,  friends,  and  ooontry;  then  recal^ 
What  once  was  Boadicea,  felien  how  low 
From  all  her  honours,  by  her  folly  fallen 
f^roin  power,  from  empire,  victory,  and  ^017, 
To  vilest  bonds,  and  ignominious  stripes. 
BoodL  May  curses  uast  thee,  worse  than  I  can 

utter, 
And  keener  pangs  than  whips  or  shackles  seize 

thee! 
Ven,  Oh !  sister,  how  unseemly  is  this  rage ! 
Whom  dost  thou  load  with  these  ungenerous 

corses^ 
Thv  faithful  friend,  thy  counsellor  and  brother, 
Wdom  thou  hast  injured,  injured  past  the  power 
Of  reparation.    Dost  thou  call  for  whips 
To  pnnt  those  venerable  limbs  with  shame, 
For  bonds  to  bumble  that  majestic  head. 
Which  foes  themselves  must  honour  }  Yet^  if 

chains 
Mast  be  our  late,  what  cruel  hand  hath  forged 

them, 
But  thine  alone?  Hiy  hand  hath  heaped  destruc- 
tion 
On  liim»  thy  once  revered  ally,  on  me. 
On  my  poor  children,  guiltless  of  aSenoef 
Vot.  I. 


And  on  thy  own,  who  claimed  protection  from  thee ; 
Yet  thou,  obdurate,  to  thy  rage  a  prey. 
Dost  chide  remorse  and  pity  from  thy  breast 

I>iii9i.  Source  of  thy  own  afflictions !  to  behold 
thee  [To  Boadicea, 

Detracted  thus,  thus  fallen  and  lost,  to  see 
Thus  strongly  painted  on  thy  labouring  features 
The  panp  thou  feel'st  witKin,   awakca  compas- 
sion. 

Boad,  Ha !  no— —divine  Andate  shall  uphold 
me 
Above  thy  pity.    Thtnk'st  thou,  Boadicea 
Is  thus  deserted  by  her  patron  godde«s. 
Thus  void  of  all  resources  ?  Think  so  still. 
And  be  deceived.    Even  now  I  fsel  her  aid ; 

[Aside. 
I  feel  her  here ;  the  warlike  queen  inspires 
My  pregnant  soul ;  the  mighty  plan  is  forming ; 
It  grows,  it  labours  in  my  ardent  bosom; 
It  springs  to  life^  and  calls  for  instant  action ; 
Lead  on,  eaert  thee,  goddess !  till  the  furies, 
Which  heretofore  have  thundered  at  thy  heels, 
Start  at  the  naw*bom  horrors  of  this  night. 

[Exii. 

Ven.  Oh !  Dumnorix,  how  virtue  hath  recoiled 
Upon  itself !  my  interposing  pity. 
Thy  manly  firmness  in  a  generous  act. 
Gave  diese  disasters  being. 

Dum.  I  forbid  thee 
To  blame  thy  virtues,  which  the  gods  approve. 
And  I  revere.    Now  leave  me  to  ooncerty 
With  our  surviving  chiefs,  the  means  of  safety. 

Ven.  Oh  !    that,  like  me  compliant^  at  thy 
word, 
Peace,  a  benign  companion,  would  attend. 
And  moderate  thy  cares,  while  I  depart !  [£ri^. 

Dum,  Have  I  been  guilty?  answer  me,  my 
heart. 
Who  now  wouldst  burst  my  agonising  breast^- 
Hath  Dumnorix  been  guilty  ?  Wilt  thou,  Britain^ 
To  me  impute  the  horrors  of  this  day  f 
Perhaps  a  Roman's  policy  had  yiehled. 
And  to  a  colleague's  cruelty  anci  pride 
Had  sacrificed  humanity  and  justice: 
I  did  not  so^  and  Albion  is  destroyed. 
Yet,  oh,  be  witness,  all  ye  ^nerous  spirits. 
So  lately  breathing  in  those  heaps  of  death, 
That  in  this  day's  extremity  and  peril. 
Your  Dumnorix  was  mindful  of  his  charge; 
My  shivered  javelin,  my  divided  shield. 
And  blunted  sword,  be  witness  for  vour  master, 
You  were  not  idle  in  that  dreadful  Bour; 
Nor  even  amid  the  carnage  piled  around  me. 
Will  I  reliiMuish  my  pursuit  of  hope 
Hope  may  elude  me-— For  myself  I  fear 
But  my  Venosia — Ha !  prepare,  my  soul 
There  is  thy  struggle,  on  her  tender  mind 
To  graft  thy  firmness,  which  can  welcome  death. 
And  hold  it  gain^  when  liberty  is  lost        [Ent. 

40 
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ACT  I^^ 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Dumnorix. 

Dum.  Till  good  Tenanttus  and  the  rest  re- 
tum, 
I  have  been  led  by  solitary  care 
To  yon  dark  branches  spreading  o'er  the  hrodk, 
Which  murmurs  through  the  camp;  this  mighty 

cam|iy 
Where  once  two  hundred  thousand  sons  of  wbT) 
With  restless  din,  awaked  die  midnight  hour. 
Now  horrid  stillness  in  the  vacant  tents 
*  Sits  undisturbed ;  and  these  incessant  rills^ 
Whose  pebbled  channel  breaks  their  shallow 

stream, 
Fill  with  their  melancholy  sound  my  ear% 
As  if  I  wandered  like  a  lonely  hincj. 
O'er  some  dead  fallow,  fu  from  all  resort  i 
Unless  that,  ever  and  anon,  a  groan 
Burstb  from  a  soldier,  pillowed  on  his  sfaidd 
III  torment,  or  expiring  with  his  wounds^ 
And  turns  my  iitcd  attention  into  horror. 
Venusia  comes — ^The  hideous  scene  around  me 

Now  prompts  the  hard  but  necessary  duty. 

Yet  ho#  to  name  thee,  death,  without  thy  ter- 
mors! 

£n/er  Vehusia* 

Ven.  Thou  didst  enjoin  my  absence.    I  de- 
parted. 
With  ill-timed  care  if  now  retumin^-*^ 
Dum:  No.- 
Ven   Alas !  deep-plunged  in  sadness  still  I  find 

thee. 
Dtifii.  Dost  thou?  Come  nearer.    Thou  hast 
seen  this  day. 
How  thy  perfidious,  thy  imreterate  sister 
Hath  stained  m^  glory,  and  my  fortune  baffled ; 
Thou  hdst  received  me  vanquished,  who  before 
Was  used  to  greet  thee  with  the  sound  of  con- 

3uest 
1  me  truly ;  Am  I  still  the  same 
In  my  Venusia's  eyes  ? 

Ven*  What  means  my  lord  } 
Dum,  Am  I  still  loved  and  honoured,  as  be- 
fore? 
Ven.  Canst  thoo  suspect  that  fortune  rules  my 
love  ? 
Thy  power  and  honours  may  be  snatched  away, 
Thy  wide  possessions  pass  to  other  lords, 
Anid  frowning  heaven  resume  wfaate'er  it  guve. 
All  but  my  love,  which  ne'er  shall  know  decay. 
But  ev*n  in  ruin  shall  augment  its  fondness 
Dum.  Then  will  my  £ctates  be  regarded  still. 
Ven.  Impart  this  moment  thy  revered  com- 
mands; 
And  if  it  prove  within  my  slender  power 
To  ease  thy  troubles,  I  will  bless  tne  godi^ 
And,  unrepining,  to  our  fate  submit. 


I>iMi«  Think  not  my  own  ralamitifti  distress 


I  can  encounter  fortune's  utmost  nudioe : 
But,  oh!  for  thee,  Venusia 

Ven.  Do  not  fear« 
While  in  these  ftithfnl  arms  I  bold  my  lord, 
I  never  shall  complain.    Let  evesy  ill. 
Let  ruin  and  captivi^  o'ertdke  me. 
With  thee  I  will  be  happy. 

Dum.  Ha!  Venusia! 
Could  thou  and  I  find  happiness  together. 
Deprived  of  freedom  ?  Dost  thou  ntuk  ? 

yen.  I  do. 

Dum.  Thou  art  most  fair;  but  could  tbij  l0«^ 
face 
Make  slavery  look  comely?  Could  tke  touch 
Uf  th^  soft  hand  convey  delight  tt>  aiine, 
With  servile  fetters  on  f 

Ven.  Why  dost  thou  ggze 
Thus  stedfastly  upon  me  f 

Dum.  I  would  nave  thee 
Reflect  once  more  upon  the  loss  of  freedooL 

Ven.  It  is  the  heaviest,  sure,  of  horaBD>«oes;. 

Dum:  Learn  one  thing  morc^  and,  thoog^  t^ 
lentless  Heaven 
Its  care  withdraws  from  this  ill-destiDed  isie^ 
Thou,  in  the  fall  of  nations^  shalt  be  safe. 
Oh  !  heed,  Venuua !  never  did  thy  wel&re 
Raise  in  my  breast  such  tender  cares  before; 
Else  from  the  public  danger  would  I  sj^are 
These  precious  moments  to  assist  thy  wtue  ? 

Ven.  Thou  makest  me  all  atte&tioau 

Dttin.  Reach  thy  hand. 
Now,  while  I  hold*  thee,  do  I  bless  Andate, 
That  this  free  hand,  protected  by  my  swords 
Hath  not  yet  kntiwn  the  shameful  doocn  of  faoad- 
age- 

Ven.  Nor  shall  I  know  it ;  thy  unshaken  vaknr 
Will  be  my  safeguard  stilL 

Dum.  If  fate  confounds 
My  utmost  effbrts,  can  I  then  protect  thee  I 

Ven.   Why  dost  thou  leave  me  to 
Why  fill 

My  breaist  vrith  tenors?  Never  did  I  see  thee, 
1  ill  this  sad  hour,  thus  hopeless  and  dejected. 
Oh !  how  shall  I,  a  woman,  weak  and  feaifisl. 
Sustain  my  portion  of  the  general  vroe^ 
If  thou,  in  perils  exercised  and  war. 
Dost  to  ill  fortune  bow  thy  gallant  spirit  ? 

Dum,  Think  not,  Venusia,  I  abaiidon  hope. 
No,  on  the  verge  of  ruin  will  I  stand. 
And,  dauntless,  combat  with  our  evil  tee ; 
Nor  till  its  rancbur  bear  me  to  the  boOooiy 
My  soul  shall  ever  entertain  de^nir : 
But  as  the  wisest  and  the  best  rewlved 
Cannot  controul  the  doubtful  chance  of  war, 
I  would  prepare  thee  for  the  worst  event. 
Ven.  rly  where  thou  wilt,  my  £utkrfai  stqtf 
shall  follow. 
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I  can  punoe  thy  oonne  with  naked  feet, 
Though  roamiiig  o'er  the  rough  aod  pointed 

Or  through  the  pathless  tract  of  deepest  woods ; 
By  thj  dear  hand  supported,  would  f  pass 
Toraugh  the  cold  snow,  which  hides  the  moan- 

tain's  hrowy 
And  o'er  the  froien  surface  of  the  vale. 
Dum,  Thou  best  of  women !  I  believe  thou 
wouldst; 
Believe  thy  oooatant  heart  would  teach  those 

limbs. 
Thus  soft  and  fsentle,  to  support  all  hardships 
Aod  bold  with  me  society  io  toil. 
But  ihoQld  we  want  the  wretched  power  to  dj, 
What  then? 
Fen.  What  then? 

Dum,  The  Homans  may  surround  us. 
Ven,  How  wouldst  thou  act  in  such  a  dread- 
ful season? 
Dum.  Ne'er  shall  the  hands  of  Dnmnorix  en- 
dure 
The  shame  of  fetters ;  ne'er  shall  Rome  behold 
This  breast,  which  honourable  war  hath  seamed, 
Psot  with  the  load  of  bondage :  generous  wounds ! 
Ye  deep  engraven  characters  of  glory. 
Ye  faithful  monitors  of  Albion's  cause, 
0^  when  vour  midaight  anguish  had  rebuked 
Oblivious  slumber  from  my  watchful  pillow, 
And  in  her  danger  kept  my  virtue  waking : 
You,  when  that  office  can  avail  no  more, 
Will  look  more  graceful  on  my  death-cold  bo- 

Than  to  be  shewn  before  the  scoffing  Romans, 
^uld  they  behold  that  Dumnorix  in  shackles. 
Whom  they  once  dreaded  in  the  field  of  war. 
Ven.  Attisi  me,  Heaven ! 
Dum.  Speak  out    I  watch  to  hear  thee. 
My  powers  are  all  suspended  with  attention. 
Fen.  What  shall  I  do  ? 
Dvai.  Explain  thy  thoughts. 
Fen.  I  cannot. 

Daap.  Why  canst  thou  not?  Remember  who 
thouart. 
And  who  thy  husband  is. 
Fen.  The  first  of  men, 
Joined  to  the  least  deserving  of  her  sex. 
Dasi.  Viev  thy  own  he£rt;  be  consooos  of 
thy  merit ; 
And.  in  bis  strength  confiding,  be  secure, 
That  thoo  art  wmhy  of  the  greatest  man, 
And  not  onMaal  to  the  noblest  task. 

Fen.  Oh,  I  will  strug)i;le  to  assert  that  chum ! 
Yet,  dearest  lord,  extend  thy  whole  indulgence, 
Nor  ufldeservine  of  thy  love  esteem  me. 
Willie  trembling  thus. 

Dum,  I  know  thy  native  softness. 
Y(t  wherefore  dost  thou  tremble?  Speak,  my 
love. 
Fen,  Oh,  I  have  not  thy  courage,  not  been 
usedy 
like  thee,  to  meet  ^  dreadful  shape  of  death; 


I  never  felt  the  anguish  of  a  wound ; 
Thy  arm  hath  still  kept  danger  at  a  distance : 
If  now  it  threatens,  and  my  heart  no  more 
Must  beat  with  safety,  it  is  new  to  me. 

Dttifi.  It  is,  my  jove.    My  tenderness  implies 
No  expectation,  that  thy  gentle  mind 
Should  be  at  once  Aimiliariied  with  fate. 
Not  insunnountable  I  bold  our  danger. 
But  to  provide  against  delusive  fortune. 
That  thou  nuiy'st  bear,  unterrified,  the  lot. 
Which  best  shall  suit  thy  dignity  and  name. 
Demands  thjr  care ;  take  counsel  of  thy  virtue. 

Fen.  1  will. 

Dum.  And  arm  thy  breast  with  resolution. 

Fen.  Indeed  I  will,  and  ask  the  gracious  gods 
To  fill  my  heart  with  constancy  and  spirit. 
And  shew  me  worthy  of  a  man,  like  tliee : 
Pert^ajM  tlieir  succour,  thy  revered  injunction. 
And  high  example,  may  contniul  my  terrors. 
But,  Oh  !  what  power  shulft  sootlie  another  care, 
Than  life  more  precious,  and  a  keener  pang 
Than  deatli's  severest  agony,  relieve ; 
The  sad  remembrance  of  my  helpless  infants, 
Our  love's  dear  pledges,  who  before  me  rise 
in  orphan  woe,  detencelebs  and  forsaken. 
And  all  nay  borrowed  fortitude  dissolve ! 

Dum,  'Thou  perfect  pattern  of  maternal  fond- 
uess. 
And  conjutpd  compliance,  rest  assured, 
That  care  was  never  iib!«ent  from  my  miuI. 
Confide  in  me ;  thy  children  shall  be  safe. 

Fen.  How  safe? 

Dum.  Shall  live  in  safety.  Thou  shalt  know. 
Mean  time  retire.  Our  anxious  chiefs,  retumedi 
Wait  my  commands,  and  midnight  is  advancing. 

[Erit  Fenusm, 
She  goes — -her  love  and  duty  wiU  surmount 
This  hideous  task-»— Oh,  morning,  bright  in  hope^ 
(Closed  by  a  night  of  horror,  which  reduces 
This  poor— *dear  woman,  yet  in  blooming  years, 
Blessed  in  her  husband,  in  her  o&pring  blessed, 
Perhaps  to  cut  her  stem  of  being  short 
With  ni;r  Qwn  tender  hand— -«if  ever  tears 
Might  sort  with  valour,  nor  debase  a  soldier. 
It  would  be  now-: Ha !  whither  do  I  plunge  ? 

£a/fr  Ebiuncus,  Tekantius,  and  Trinoban- 

twm, 

Dum.  Well,  my  brave  friends,  what  tidings  ? 

£^ran.  Through  thy  quarter. 
With  weary  steps,  and  mourning,  have  we  tra- 
versed 
A  silent  desert  of  unpeopled  tents, 
Quite  to  the  distant  station  of  the  Icenians. 
llieir  chiefs  we  found  in  council  round  the 

queen; 
The  multitude  was  arming :  twenty  thousand 
Were  yet  remaining,  and  unhurt  by  war, 
Unhke  our  Trinobantians,  who,  unaided. 
The  fatal  onset  bore.    Those  huge  battalions. 
Which  Rome  so  dreaded,  arc,  alas !  no  more. 

Dum,  Bq  QQt  dej^ted.    Far  the  greater  part 
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Are  fled  for  shelter  to  their  native  roofs, 
And  will  rejoin  us,  when  wkli  force  repaired 
We  may  dispute  our  island  still  with  Rome, 
But  have  you  gained  access  to  Boadicea? 
Ebran.  We  have. 
Dum.  What  said  she  f 
Ebran,  She  api)roved  thy  counsel. 
Dum,  You  tola  her,  then,  my  purpose  to  re- 
treat 
Through  yonder  forest? 

Ebran.  To  herself  al<Hie 
We  told  it. 

Dum,  I  commend  you.    You  have  saved  us 
A  conference,  both  needless  and  nnpleasing. 
Ebran,  She  further  bade  us  note,  how  all  the 
Icenians 
Were  then  in  arms,  and  ready  to  advance. 

Dum,  Return,  and  tell  her,  (let  thy  phrase, 
Ebrancus, 
Be  soft  and  humble)  ^e  two  hours  be  virasted, 
We  must  begin  our  march.    Do  yoa  explore 

[To  the  other  TrmAantiam, 
The  secret  passage,  and  with  winged  haste 
Biing  back  your  tidings.   Thou,  Tenantius,  wait ; 
[Exeunt  Eh-ancu9  and  Trinoba$Uiani. 
To  thee  my  inmost  bosom  I  must  open. 
And  to  thy  friendship  trust  my  tenderest  cares. 
Thou  must  pursue  thy  journey,  heed  me  well. 
Quite  through  the  foresN—^Dost  thou  know  the 
pass? 
Tenan,  Yes;  where  those  gushing  waters  leave 
the  grove. 
To  seek  the  valley  deeper  in  the  shade, 
From  the  same  fountain  flows  a  smaller  brook, 
AVhose  secret  channel  through  the  thicket  winds. 

And  will  conduct  me  farther  down  the  vale 

Dum.  Which  once  attained,  proceed  i|nd  gain 
my  dwelling. 


Give  me  thy  boneit  hand.  Cone 
Thy  faithful  bosom  would  I  ckop  to 
Perhaps  thy  aeneral  aiid  thou  msj 
Embfiice  Bgpm. 

Tenon.  What  means  arf  feariess  ckief? 
Why  hast  tlioa  called  this  wmcoabmtiw» 

tare 
Into  thy  soldier's  cyei  ? 

Dum.  Thou  dost  not  weep^ 
My  gallant  veteran  !  I  have  been  to  falsne. 
A  tenderness,  resaking  firam  a  cue, 
Which  struggles  here,  subdued  me  for  s  mooesl 
This  shaU  be  aooo  diadmited,  and  aUbeadL 
I  have  two  boys:  if, af)er  all  my  ciort^ 
(I  speak,  not  prompted  faj  dcspssr,  bot  csitka) 
Rome  should  prevail  against  me,  and  osr  bfci 
Abortive  fall,  take  thoa  these  hriplcss  iafssn; 
With  thee  transport  tfaon  Co  oar  noithen  fina- 

tiers^ 
And  hSde  them  deep  in  CaledoniaB  woods. 
There,  in  tbeir  growing  years^  escite  and  cknk 

The  dear  remembrance  of  their  native  £ekk; 
That,  to  redeem  iliem  from  the  Itafias  spder, 
If  e'er  some  kind  occasion  sfaoold  iatile, 
Forth  from  Uieir  ooreit  they  may  spring  oMbni^ 

•  ed. 
Ne'er  let  the  race  of  Domnom  divert 
One  tlioufifat  from  Albion  to  tiicir  own  npast 
Remind  them  often  of  their  fttthei^s  toib, 
Whom  thoa  leaveit  grappliqg  to  the  iaftaodiiitf- 

tnne. 
And  if  beneath  this  iebnd's 
I,  to  avoid  disgraceful  chains^  most 
Fain  vroald  my  spirit  in  the  hope  deport, 
That  on  the  ruins,  which  sorroaiMl  my  £ill 
A  new-bom  stractare  may  hereafter  otsad, 
Raised  by  my  virtue,  tiviag  in  my  sobs.  [£mtf 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I. 


E/i^er  Vekusia. 


Vtn,  A  HOLLOW  sound  of  tumult  strikes  my 
ear; 
Porhaps  tlie  howl  of  some  nig^t-roaming  wolves, 
Who,  waked  by  hunger,  from  their  gloomy  haonts 
Are  trooping  forth,  to  make  their  tell  repast 
On  my  fresh-bleeding  countrymen,  whose  limbs 
Overspread  the  valley.    Shall  I  mourn  your  fall, 
XiOst  friends,  who,  couched  in  death,  forget  yoar 

ceires, 
T,  who  may  shortly  join  your  ghastly  band. 
Unless  that  forest  yield  its  promis€«l  aid  ? 
O  hope,  sweet  flatterer !  whose  delusive  touch* 
Sheds  on  afflicted  minds  the  balm  of  comfort, 
Relieves  the  load  of  poverty,  sustains 
The  captive,  bending  with  the  weight  of  bonds^ 
And  smooths  the  pillow  of  disease  and  pain, 


Send  back  dw  expkmng  mesoenoer  widi  jot. 

And  let  me  hail  tbee  from  thatfiioMyj  giov^- 

• 

Enter  Dtmkorix. 

Dmm.  Why  hasttibou  left  tky  caoch? 

Ven,  I  hettrd  a  sound, 
like  tumult  at  a  distance. 

DvNi.  So  did  I, 
As  near  the  opmnng  faos  I  oloody  to  wHeb 
Our  mesoenger^  retnin. 

EnUr  Ebeahcua. 

What  means  this  haste  ? 
Why  lookst  thoa  pAii 

Ebrem.  With  thy  instractiflBBS  dmi^ed, 
I  sought  the  Icenian  quarter.    All  arond 
Was  s^de and  sifeBce.    W^esilmikd, 
No  voice  replied.    To  Boadioea*s  feflt 
VTitfa  fearful  baM  I  ci«d    Her  dv^fjbieis  tktft 
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I  found  in  oonatenttioQ.    I  enquired 

The  crate:  they  anMrered  only  with  their  tears ; 

Till  from  the  pnnoen  Fimmfiline  at  last 

I  learned,  that  all  the  Iceoians  were  that  hour 

In  silent  inarch  departed;  but  their  course 

She  ooold  not  tell  me :  that  her  furious  mother 

Had,  with  a  fell,  determined  look,  enjoined  them 

To  wait  her  pleasore,  which  should  soon  be 

known; 
Mean  time  to  mt  iamiofreable  and  mute. 

EiUer  an  leenean  carrying  a  bowl. 
Vol  Mt  DuauMiiii»  defend  me ! 

This  wiki  demeanoor — wilt  thou  speak,  loenean  ? 
Fear  not,  my  love;  thy  Dumnorix  is  near. 
What  is  that  bowl,  thon  carriest? 

leen.  Honoured  chief. 
If  auclit  appears  disordered  in  my  gesture, 
WbiOk  ill  beoones  the  reverence  I  owe  thee^ 
Charge  that  dement  to  my  horrid  errand, 
And  not  to  me. 

Vol  What  willbefaU  ns  now ! 

Dask  [lb  ika  Jceaeoa.]  Wilt  thou  b^? 

Jcea.  I  come  from  fioadioea. 

Dm  Where  is  she? 

lem.  Far  adnmoed  o'er  yoikder  vale. 

Dum,  With  what  intention  ? 

l€€tL  To  assail  the  Romans* 

Dum.  Asaail  the  Romans ! 

/cea.  To  surprise  their  camp, 
At  das  dead  hour,  with  unexposed  slaughter. 
Before  she  nwrched,  to  me  tnis  secret  charge 
lo  words  like  these  she  gave.    '  Observe  our 


When  I  have  passed  the  camp's  extremest  verges 

Back  to  my  daughteta  and  Venusia  speed : 

Tell  iheov  1 9>  ^^ar  fortune  to  restore. 

If  unsuccessful,  never  to  return. 

Should  that  stern  doom  attend  me,  bid  them 

Ibe  last,  best  pk,  which  dying  I  can  leave 


'  That  of  my  blood  no  part  may  prove  dishonour- 
ed. 
'  The  Trinobantian,  of  his  Roman  friends 
'  So  wey  deenvin^  laay  accept  their  grace.' 
rhis  said,  with  wild  emotion  in  her  breas^ 
Her  risaj^e  blackening  with  despair  and  horror, 
She  sinuglit  eommitred  to  my  trembling  hands 
Two  fatal  bowls,   which   flow    with  poisoned 


I  hare  aoeompUdbed  half  mf  berrid  task 
With  Boadioea's  daughters. 

i>ksi.  Pmiir  we— n ! 
Who  hopes  with  fury  and  despair  to  oiatch 
The  vigplsQoe  and  conduct  of  Suetomos. 

IcoL  Freoa  this  ill-fated  hand  receive 


the 


Whose  hne  asid  odour  wan«nt  it  the  jaioe 
or  Uint  benumbing  plant,  the  Druids  gather ; 
That  plant,  wkeae  drow^  moisture  lolls  the 


And,  with  a  silent  inflnenoe,  eapels 

The  unresistine  spirit  from  her  seat 

Dam.  Blistttcn  woman!   did  she  deem  Ve- 
nusia 

Was  unprovided  of  this  friendly  potion—-^ 

Perform  thy  orders ;  bear  it  to  my  tent. 

Thou  mayst  not  want  it  yet take  comfort, 

love. 

Enter  a  uamd  Icenian, 

2d  Jcea.  Oh !  Dumnorix  ! 

Dum,  Icenian,  spare  thy  voice. 
Thy  flight,  thy  terror,  and  thy  wounds  interpret 
Too  plainly. 

Halcen.  We  are  vanquished. 

Dual.  I  believe  thee. 

3d  Icen,  Ohi  I  have  much  to  tell  thee—but  I 
faint. 

DaiN.  [To  Ebraneui,]  Conduct  him  henqe,  and 
learn  the  whole  event, 

[Exit  Icenian^  tnth  Ebrancus. 

Ven.  On  you,  celestial  arbiters,  we  calL 
Now  as  we  stand  environed  by  distress, 
Now  weigh  our  actions  past,  deformed,  or  lair. 
If  e^'er  oppression  hath  aefiled  his  valour, 
In  help  and  pity  to  the  woes  of  others, 
Our  hearts  been  scanty,  and  our  hands  reserved, 
Let  our  transgressions  ratify  our  doom : 
Else  with  your  justice  let  our  merits  plead, 
To  hold  its  shield  before  us,  and  repei 
These  undeserved  misfortunes ! 

Data.  Heaven  may  hear, 
And  through  that  forest  lead  us  still  to  safety. 
Ua ! .  no ;  each  power  against  us  is  combined; 
What  but  their  anger,  levelled  at  our  heads. 
Could  bring  Tenantius  back,  so  strictly  charged 
To  seek  our  home — the  iotmepting  foes 
Have  seised  the  secret  pass. 

Ven,  Whose  guardian  care  ^ 

Now  to  the  gloomy  shelter  of  a  desert, 
To  solitary  innocence  and  peace. 
Will  guide  our  friendless  orphans  ? 

Dum,  True,  Venusia. 
Through  every  trial  Heaven  is  pleased  to  lead 

us, 
Droop  not--one  comfort  never  can  forsake  vs. 
The  mind,  to  virtue  trained,  in  every  state^ 
Rejoicint^  grieving,  dying,  must  possess 
The  exalted  pleasure  to  exert  that  virtue. 

£a/fr  Tenaktius. 

Ven,  Speak,  speak,  Tenantius ! 

Tenan,  We  pursued  our  course^ 
But  had  not  travelled  far,  before  we  heard 
The  sound  of   footsteps  dashing  through   the 

brook, 
Whose  windmg  channel  marks  the  secret  way. 
Not  long  we  stood  in  wonder,  ere  a  troop 
Of  Romans  sallied  forth,  and  made  us  captives. 

I>aai.  Wlty  then,  farewell  to  what  waa  led  of 
hope. 

Tenan,  Not  so,  my  lord. 
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VetL  Speak.    What  resource  is  left  ? 

Tenan.  We  were  conducted  to  the  Boman 
leaders; 
One  fierce  and  haughty,  gentler  far  the  other, 
Who  calmed  his  stem  companion,  gave  us  com- 
fort. 
Named  thee  with  reverence;  then,  an  ardent  zeal 
Disclosing  for  thy  safety,  and  requesting 
A  short,  but  friendly  conference  between  you, 
With  courtesy  dismissed  us. 

Ven,  Is  he  near  ? 

Tenan.  Hard  by  he  waits  for  an  impatient  an- 
swer, 
Just  where  the  pass  is  open  to  the  tent. 

Dum.  What  would  the  Roman? 

Ven,  liasten  back,  Tenantios, 
And  say,  that  Dumnorix  consents  to  parley. 

Dum,  Ha !  trust  our  freedom  in  a  Roman's 
power? 

Tenan,  Unarmed  and  single  will  the  Roman 
join  thee. 

Dttm,  Oh,  ineffectual  effort ! 

Ven,  Only  see  him. 
If  but  to  parley  for  thy  children's  safety. 
Weak  as  I  am,  unequal  to  these  conflicts, 
I  would  embrace  destruction,  ere  request  thee 
Once  to  comply  with  aught  below  thy  greatness. 

Dum.  Let  him  approach. 

» 

Snter  Ebrancub. 

V 

What  hast  thou  learnt,  my  soldier  ? 

Ebran.  Like  ours,  die  Icenian  force  is  all  de- 
stroyed. 

Dum.  Arid  Boadicea. 

Ebran.  Nought  of  her  I  know, 
But  that  she  found  the  Roman  host  embattled, 
Which  she  had  fondly  deemed  immersed  in  sleep. 

J)um,  And  so  is  fallen  a  vicdm  to  her  folly. 
Ritire.  [Esit  Ebrancui. 

Enter  Flaminius. 

Tenan.  [To  Flam,']  Thy  helmet  cast  aside,  re- 
stores thee 
To  my  remembrance.    Lo !  thy  benefactors. 

Flam,  Brave  Dumnorix ! 

Dum.  My  captive ! 

Flam,  Yes,  Flaroinius, 
Who  owes  to  thy  humanity  his  life. 

Dum.  Where  hast  thou  hid  thee  from  my  no- 
tice? Rather, 
Whence  now  retum'st,  ennobled  with  command, 
No  more  in  thraldom,  but  a  Roman  leader? 

Flam,  Amid  the  tumult  of  your  late  defeat 
We  sought  the  adjacent  forest ;  thence  we  pas- 
sed 
The  vale  below,  and  reached  the  Roman  tents. 

Dum.  And  now  are  masters  of  our  late  re- 
treat— 
Had  I  been  cruel,  Britain  had  been  safe. 

Flam.  Was  this  an  act  unworthy  of  a  soldier  ? 

Dum.  Our  woes  are  all  the  progeny  of  folly, 
Not  charged  to  tliee  or  fortune* 


Ven.  Heaven,  well  pleased. 
Perhaps  ordained  this  unforeseen  erent, 
That  our  benevolence  to  brave  Flimunios 
Its  due  return  of  gratitude  should  find. 

FUtnL  The  life  you  gave  me,  to  your  mtml 
welfare 
I  here  devote.    My  influence,  my  power. 
My  thoughts,  my  care,  to  soliien  your  aflbctiois, 
SKall  all  combine.    Surrender  to  your  frieod, 
Before  Suetonius,  with  hb  leeioos,  poois 
On  your  defenceless  camp,  wlio  km  in  anus 
Hath  stood,  expecting  the  appointed  sgnal. 
Which  he  enjoined  us  with  the  dawn  to  rev. 

Dum^  Though  thou  didst  well,  aocepone  Me 
from  me. 
That  i^ft  from  thee  must  Dumnorix  refuse. 

fl^.  Thou  wilt  not  rob  my  gratitude  of  pover. 
To  shew  how  well  thy  goodness  was  bestowed  1 

DtffR.  Wouldst  thou  see  me  led   > 
A  sullen  captive,  and  through  haag^  Rome, 
Inelorious^  count  my  paces  to  the  dink 
Of  my  own  chains?  This  faithful  woraaa  too^ 

Ven,  Like  thee,  disdains  a  being  so  ineMaifd. 

liam.  Oh,  let  me  water  with  my  tears  yosr 
feet  I 
If  every  drop,  which  issues  from  iny  heart, 
Could  from  the  doom  you  justly  scorn  secvt 

you. 
Before  you  now  the  purple  sluice  riiottld  open; 
And  let  my  knees,  in  humblest  adoratiaa. 
Before  sucli  elevated  nrtue  bend. 
Ob,  god-like  Britons !  my  acknowledged 
And  benefactors,  if  my  sool  retain  not 
Your  memory  for  ever  dear  and  sacred. 
May  disappointment,  pjoverty,  and 
Deform  mv  life,  and  pining  siduM 
My  youth/ul  eyes  untimely  in  the  _ 

Dum,  I'hou  seem'st,  of  all  the  Roniaas,  to 
possess 
A  heart  which  feels  for  others.     Riae  and  heir. 
Though  we  reject  the  wretched  boon  of  life. 
Thou  may'st,  Flaminius,  yet  repay  (nir  boontT. 

F/am.  Then  will  I  ask  no  otiier  grace  mo 
Heaven. 

Dum.  We  have  two  chiidi 

Ven.  Oh,  my  bleeding  heart ! 
My  poor,  deserted  infants,  whom 
No  more  muSt  cherish,  nor  my  lulling 
Hush  in  the  quiet  of  my  sheltering  b 

Dum,  [Aside,]  Vet  shall  not  this 
I  will  ieel 
A  father's  anguisli,  but  conceal  the , 
[To  Flam.]  Know,  then,  I  mtani  'this  iuMil 

friend,  Tenantius, 
Should  traverse  yonder  wood  to  rendi  my  duel* 

ling, 
Which  lies  remote,  and  thence  convey  my  son 
Far  from  these  borders,  to  extremeat  north, 
Where  they  might  rest  secure,  nor  stere  the  JH 
Doomed  to  their  parents.     Wilt  tboa  let  him 
pass? 
Flam,  I  will,  and  Jov^  be  witness  lomy  wei^  1 


! 
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DwR.  Give  thj  last  diaige,  Venufliay  toTenan- 

tins. 
One  word  apart  with  thee,  my  Roman  friend. 
As  thou  art  generoiu,  answer  me  with  truth. 
When  most  cbou  make  thj  signal  ? 

Fiam.  At  the  dawn, 
Whote  beams,  though  faint,  already  tinge  the 
east 

DiMi.  What  time  will  bring  jour  legions  near 
tbihtent? 

flam.  An  hour  at  farthest 

Dunu  I  have  heard,  Flaminius, 
Of  your  forefathers'  sfnrit,  how  they  fell 
Oft  on  their  swards  to  shun  if^oble  bondage. 
T\\\i  part  have  we  to  act ;  and,  friendly  Roman, 
When  ibou  shalt  see  our  cold  remains— my  own 
Are  little  worth  attention— Oh,  remember 
Veousia's  gpodness,  and  her  gentle  clay 
Defend  fmm  shame  and  insiUt  I 

Flam,  Thou  dost  pierce 
My  heart-^I  cannot  answer — But  believe 
These  tears  sincere. 

Dsi*.  Enough.    Perform  thy  promise. 
Hiy  obligations  will  be  then  discnarged. 
Farewell    Fulfil  thy  general's  commands. 

[EiU  Fiamimut, 

Fen.  [7b  Tenan.]  Thoa  future  parent  of  my 
orphan  babes,        * 
)oon  as  their  generous  minds  imbibe  thy  pre- 
cepts, 
\nd  thj  example  warms  their  budding  virtues, 
[)o  not  for^^t  to  tell  them,  that  no  perils^ 
Vor  death  m  all  its  terrors,  can  efface 
Uatenial  love ;  that  their  ill*fated  motheri 
\iiu(1  this  awfnl  season  of  distress, 
•^ept  but  for  tfaem»  and  lost  her  fears  in  fond- 


DiMw.  We  have  been  long  companions,  brave 
Tenantius, 
Fhy  leader  I,  once  fortunate  and  great, 
Ind  thou  my  faithful  and  intrepid  soldier. 
"iay,  do  not  weep ;  we  have  not  time  for  wail- 

tf  thj  approved  fidelity  and  love^ 
%j  chief,  just  entering  death's  unfolded  gates^ 
*tops,  and  once  more  conjures  thee  to  retain 
liis  his  last  cbarge  in  memory — his  children. 

[Exit  Tenanthu, 
ye  sun  is  risen.    All  hail !  thou  last  of  days 
o  this  nigh>fimshed  being.     Radiant  power ! 
'boa  through  thy  endless  journey  mayest  pn>- 

clairo, 
"bat  Diunnora  died  free,  for  thou  shalt  view  it. 
lehold !  the  appointed  signal  from  the  grove^ 
ost  as  Flamiiuas  warned  us,  is  upreared, 
0  call  Suetonius  and  his  lemons  on. 
'Ome  DeaolaCion,  Tyranny,  resort 
o  thy  new  seat ;  come.  Slavery,  and  bend 
he  neck  of  Albion,  all  her  sons  debase^ 
lod  andent  virtue  from  their  hearts  expel ! 
f*)v,  then,  ye  honoured  mansions  of  our  fothers, 
e  hallowed  altariy  and  ye  awful  grovei^ 


The  habitation  of  our  gods,  farewell ! 
And  yet  the  guilty  authoress  of  these  woes 
Deserves  a  share  of  praise,  who,  still  retaining 
One  unextinguished  spark  of  generous  honour. 
Scorned  to  remain  spectatress  or  partaker 
Of  Albion's  fall,  ana,  dying,  still  is  ffet. 
Need  I  say  more^  Venusia? 
This  last  embrace.    And  now  prepare,  Venusia. 

Ven.  Oh,  my  lord ! 

DuwL  Why  heaves  that  Mi } 

Ven,  Alas,  I  am  a  woman  1 

Dum,  True,  a  defenceless  woman,  and  exposed 
To  keener  sorrow  by  thy  matchless  beauty ; 
That  charm,  which  captivates  the  victor^s  eye, 
Yet,  helpless  to  withstand  his  savage  force, 
Throws  wretched  woman  under  double  ruin. 
B«^ wherefore  this  ?  Thy  virtue  knows  its  duty. 

Ven,  Stay  but  a  little! 

Dum,  Would  I  might  for  years ! 
But  die  that  thought !— False  tenderness,  away ! 
Thou  British  genius,  who  art  now  retiring 
From  this  lost  region,  yet  suspend  thy  flighty 
And  in  this  conflict  lend  me  all  thy  spirit 
We  only  ask  thee  to  be  free,  and  die.       [Aude. 
Well,  my  Venusia,  is  \hj  soul  resolved^ 
Or  shall  I  still  afibrd  a  longer  pause  ? 

Ven,  Though  my  weak  sex  by  nature  is  not 
armed 
With  fortitude  like  thine,  of  this  be  sure, 
That  dear  subjection  to  thy  honoured  will. 
Which  hath  mv  life  directed,  even  in  death 
Shall  not  forsake  me ;  and  thy  faithful  wife 
Shall  with  obedience  meet  thy  last  commands. 
But  canst  thou  tell  me  ?  Is  it  hard  to  die  ? 

Dum.  Oh !  ratlier  ask  me/  if  to  live  in  shame, 
Captivity,  and  sorrow,  be  not  hard  f 

Ven.  Oh,  miserable ! 

Dum,  In  a  foreign  land 
The  painful  toils  of  servitude  to  bear 
From  an  imperious  mistress  ^ 

Ven.  Dreadful  thought  I 

Dum.  Or  be  insulted  with  the  hateful  love 
Of  some  proud  master  ? 

Ven,  Oh,  proceed 
No  further ! 

Dum.  From  thy  native  seat  of  dwelling, 
From  all  tbe  known  endearments  of  thy  home, 
From  parents,  children,  friends,  and— husband 
torn! 

Ven.  Stop  there,  and  reach  the  potion ;  nor  to 
drink 
The  cure  of  troubles  will  I  longer  pause. 

(Exit  Dumnorix, 
ight. 
Both  in  my  oflspring  and  their  godlike  nre, 
A  dying  matron  bends  her  grateful  knee. 
Ye  all-disposing  powers!  as  now  these  bless- 
ings 
Must  reach  their  period,  to  my  sons  transfer 
That  copious  goodness,  I  have  shared  so  long  I 
Through  my  resigning  soul  that  promise  breatlie, 
And  my  last  moiaents  comfort  thus  with  peace ! 
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Dum.  [Askky  Beeing  Venutia  am  her  Amees.] 
Iloldy  resolution ;  now  be  doaMr  aimed. 

[He  gives  her  the  bawl,  and  ihe  drinki. 
Now  stand  awhile  before  the  fanning  breease  ; 
So,  with  its  subtle  enevgj,  the  potion^ 
htaa  rudely  stealii^  on  the  powers  of  lif<^ 
Will  best  perform  its  office,  to  remove 
Pain,  fear,  and  grief,  for  ever  from  thy  breast 
Dost  thou  not  feel  already  every  terror 
B^n  to  lessen?  that  a  calm  succeeds 
Within  thy  bosom,  banishing  the  sense     * 
Of  present  pain,  and  fear  of  future  woes? 
How  dost  thou  fare^  Venusia  ? 

Ven,  I  peroeiva 
No  alteration;  every  sense  remains  • 

Yet  unimpaired.  Then,  while  these  moments  last, 
Let  me  on  thee  direct  my  eyes  to  gaze, 
While  unobstructed  still  their  sight  csndures ; 
Let  me  receive  thee  to  my  faithful  bosom. 
Before  my  heart  is  motionless  and  cold. 
Speak  to  me,  Dumnorix,  my  lord,  my  husband ! 
Give  one  kind  accent  to  thy  dying  wife. 
Ere  yet  my  ears  be  frozen,  and  thy  voice 
Be  heard  no  longer ;  ioin  thy  lip  to  mine. 
While  I  can  feel  thv  last  and  tcmerest  kisses 

Diiar.  Yes,  I  will  utter  to  thy  dying  ear 
All  my  fond  heart,  sustain  thee  on  my  bosom. 
And  cheer  diy  parting  sfMrit  in  its  flii^ht. 
Oh,  wheresoe  er  thy  fleeting  breath  ^lall  pasa^ 
Whate'er  new  body,  as  die  Druids  sing, 
Thou  shalt  inform  hereaf^r,  still  thy  soul, 
Thou  gentle,  kind,  and  ever-pleasing  creature. 
Shall  bear  its  own  felicity  along, 
Stin  in  its  native  sweetness  shul  be  blessed, 
And  in  its  virtue,  which  can  thus  subdue 
The  fear  of  death,  still  brave  the  power  of  for- 
tune! 
But  thou  begMi'st  to  droop ! 

Ven,  My  eyes  grow  diny. 

Dtcm.  Keep  firm,  my  heart !  [Aiide. 

Ven.  -A  heaviness,  like  sleep, 
O'ercomes  my  senses — Every  limb  is  faint  ■ 
Thy  voice  is  scarce  distinguished  in  my  ears. 

DtiJN.  Indeed! 

Vem.  Alas !  thou  kiok'st  so  kindly  on  me ! 
My  weak  and  darkened  sight  deoeivet  me  sne^ 
Or  thy  fond  eye  did  never  yet  overflow 
With  tenderness  like  this. 

Dmr.  I  never  viewed  thee 
For  the  last  time. 

Fen.  Look,  look  upon  me  still 

Why  dost  thou  turn  thy  face  away? 

Dttm.  For  nothing. 

Vet  Nay,  thou  art  weeping  Dumnom—And 
wfaerefora 
Wouldst  thou  conceal  thy  tears? 

I>wn.  I  cannot  hide  them. 

Ven,  And  dost  thou  weep  ? 

Dm.  I  do. 

Ken.  Then  ifidst  tbM  love  me 


With  such  eacess  of  foodnem  ?    For  Vi 
Do  these  soft  streams  bedew  chat  awM  face? 

Di0R^  Love  thee !  Behokl,whea  Albion  gmos 
around  me, 
Yet  thou  these  qHrinp  of  tendemesa  canst  open. 
To  wet  the  dieeks  of  British  Dumnom. 

Ven.  Oh,  ecatacy !  which  stops  my  paitiaianl 
And  gnres  it  vigour  to  enjoy  these  ttvnsporb!- 
Onoe  more  receive  me  to  ttiy  breast. 

Dum.  Venusia! 

Ven.  Thy  tenderness  makes  death  de&jlKfd 
tome- 
Ob,  I  would  speak  i-— -woald  arnvfer  to  thjko^ 


My  fanltering 

Dmn.  What  sayst  dion? 

Ven.  Cease  to  grieve 
No  pain  molests  me— eveiy  patn  is 
Support  my  drowsy  bmthen  to  that 
Wnere  death— serenely  smiles. 

{He 

Enter  Flaminivs,  speaking  ta  ika 

hind  the 


^4 


Flam.  My  warlike  friends. 
Keep  back-^Our  troops  on  eveir  sde 
1  cannot  long  controul  them.     Yet  I 

To  enter  there Bf  Heaven,  he  bres^  and  «6 

me! 


Ba-enter  Dumnobix,  mUh  his 

Dim.  Importunate  Flaaainins !  ait  thoa 
To  rob  my  dying  moments  of  their  ifuiet? 

Fiam.  Foigpve  the  crime  of  ignorance    foh 
give. 
Since  accident  hath  joined  us  oooe 
If  strong  compassion  at  thy  fate  jet  ^ 

Diun.  What!  when  Venusia  is  no  more? 

Flam.  No  more ! 

Dum.  No;  and  be  further  leasoocd  by  a  Bta- 
ton, 
Who,  since  his  union  vrith  the  best  of  womea, 
Hath  never  knowii  an  interval  of  loyc^ 
And  at  this  solemn  pause  yet  mrits  in  fbodaes!; 
While  death's  blade  curtain  abroads  my  cohA 

Venusia, 
Of  dearer  value  doth  my  soul  gstom  her. 
Hum  should  those  eyes  rekindle  into  latfre. 
And  every  charm  revive  with  double 
Of  winning  beau^,  if  alone  to  shine 
Amid  the  gloom  of  bondage. 

Flam.  I  will  urge 

No  more.    FareweU-Mmr  legions  bofcr  attk 

[£nr. 

Dml  Now  in  my  breast  resnme  lly 


Thou  manly  firmness,  which  so  oft  kss 
Through  every  toil  and  danger.    Ohy  n 
RiseXmyiortow,  anTc^nletrdirlas^^ 
Thy  hi^iest  task,  to  dose  a  life  of  gki^^ 
They  come !— Be  swif^  my  9word--lf  thee  to 

S 
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New  that  dear  day  dtendedy  best  becomes 
A  loldier's  ooongei  and  a  busbaod's  love. 

[JEril. 

Enter  EvoftAKBUS,  Flamxniu8>  and  RomQnt. 

£•06.  To  Boadioea's  quarter  I  advanced, 
At  tbj  request,  who^  since  ber  last  defeat. 
Blind  with  despair  and  disappointed  fury. 
Fled  to  her  tent ;  expiring,  there,  I  found  her. 
With  one  iU-faied  daughter,  both  by  poison ; 
Kor  had  the  friendly  Lmmeline  escaped, 
But  by  the  swift  prevention  of  my  hand. 
Dost  thou   not    thank   me,    whose   suggestion 

prompted 
Our  quick  return  to  seize  the  secret  pass  ? 
Tbott  gav'st  me  freedom ;  love  and  fame  repay 

thee. 
Flam,  If  thou  could'st  add,  that  Dumnorix 

survived 
Enok  [Looking  inio  the  tent,]  Thou  seest 

the  gods  have  otherwise  decreed. 


Forbear  to  mingle  vain  regret  with  conquest 
He  hath  done  nobly.    Fur  befall  his  urn ! 
Death  is  his  triumph,  which  a  captive  life 
Had  fodeited  to  Rome,  with  all  the  praise 
Now  from  the  virtuous  to  his  ashes  due. 
Flam.  Then  art  thou  fallen  at  last,  thou  migh- 
ty tower. 
And  more  than  Roman  edifice  of  glory  ? 
See,  too,  Venusia,  pale  in  death's  embrace, 
Presents  her  faded  beauties.    Lovely  ruin ! 
Of  every  (pace  and  virtue  once  the  seat ! 
The  last  kuid  office  from  mv  hand  receive. 
Which  shall  unite  thee  to  thy  husband's  side, 
And  to  one  grave  your  minglmg  reiiques  trust. 
There  soon  a  hallowed  monument  shall  rise ; 
Insculptored  laurel  with  the  myrtle  twined. 
The  well-wrought  stone  adorning,  shall  proclaim 
His  generous  valour,  and  thy  faithful  love. 

[Exeunt  omnei^ 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 

XuTRUS,  king  of  Athens. 

Ilyssus,  an  unknomn  youthy  attendant  on  the 

temple  at  Delphi, 
Aletes,  a  Grecian  sage, 
PaORBASy  an  old  Athenian. 

Priests  of  Apollo. 
Citizens  of  Athens. 


WOMEN. 

Creusa,  queen  of  Athens. 

Ptthia,  priestess  of  Apollo, 

Lycea,  and  other  women  attendisig  <m  lie^ieei. 

Virgins  belonging  to  the  temple, 
GuardSf  Ij^c. 


Scena—The  vestihule  of  the  teazle  rf  Apollo  at  Delphi,  and  the  laurel  grcve  attaining. 


ACT    L 


SCENE  L—The  Vestibule  <^  the  Temple. 

Enter  Iltssus  and  Virgins. 

Ilys.  Haste,  haste,  ye  virgins;  round  the  co- 
lumns twine 
Your  flowery  chaplets;  and  with  streams,  fresb- 

drawn 
Of  Castaly,  bedew  the  sacred  porch 
Of  the  great  god  of  day.    Already  see 
His  orient  beam  has  reached  the  double  top 
Of  high  Parnassus,  and  begins  to  shed 
A  gleamy  lustre  o'er  the  laurel  grove ! 
Haste,  haste,  ^e  virgins.    From  the  vale  beneath 
I  hear  the  noise  of  chariots  and  of  steeds, 
Which  hither  bend  their  course ;  for  every  sound 
Seems  nearer  than  the  former. — ^And  behold 
A  reverend  stranger,  who,  perhaps,  proclaims 
The  approach  of  some  great  monarcn,  to  consult 
AU-seetng  Phcebus,  or  implore  his  aid. 
Haste,  haste,  ye  vir^ns ! 

Enter  Phorbas. 
Phor.  Tell  me,  gentle  maids, 


And  thou,  fair  youth,  who  seem'st  to  lead  dK 

train, 
Is  this  the  temple  of  the  Ddpfaic  god  f 

Ilys.  It  is ;  and  on  the  middle  point  of  eaiA 
Its  £rm  foundation  by  immortal  hands 
Stands  fixed.— But  break  we  off;  the  folded  gfOcs 
Unbar,  and,  lo  !  the  priestes^  self  appean! 

[The  Pythia  speaks  as  the  deacendsfrm 
the  temple. 
Pyth.  Hence,  ye  profane !  nor  with  anbalio^ 
ed  step 
Pollute  the  threshold  of  the  Delian  kio^ 
Who  slew  the  F^on  !--Say,  from  whence  dKv 

art, 
And  what  thy  business,  stranger. 

Phor.  Sacred  maid, 
From  Athens  am  I  come,  the  harbinger 
Of  great  Creusa,  mine  and  Athens^  queen. 

Pyth.  Comes  she  on  pious  poipoK,  to  adozt 
The  mystic  shrine  oracular  ? 

Phor.  She  does ; 
And  with  her  comes  the  partner  of  her  be4 
.£olian  Xnthus :  he,  whose  powdfU  am 
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Saved  Athens  houk  her  fate;  and,  in  retara. 
From  good  Eiectheiu^  bounteous  hand  reooved 
Uis  dw^ter  and  his  crown. — ^Would  he  had 

found 
Some  other  reoompenoe !  [Half  aside. 

Fyth.  [Owrkearmgkim.]  Would  he  had  found ! 
Old  age  IS  talkatiYe^  and  I  may  learn 
Somewhat  of  moment  from  himw-^ Wherefore 

oome  they  ? 
Does  ftnune  threaten^  or  wide^wasting  plague 
Infest  die  land? 

Pkor.  lliank  Heaven,  our  crowded  streets 
Have  felt  no  dire  disease ;  and  plenty  still 
Laughs  in  our  bkxMsing  fields.    Alas !  I  fear 
The  childless  goddess^  who  presides  o'er  Athens, 
Has  found  a  surer  method  to  declare 
How  iU  she  brooks,  that  any  stranger  hand 
Should  wield  the  Athenian  sceptre. 

Pyih,  Does  from  her 
Hie  vengeance  come  ? 

PAor.  I  know  not  whence  it  comes  ; 
But  this  I  know,  full  fifteen  years  have  rolled 
Since  first  their  hands  were  joined,  and  rolled  in 


▼am; 


For  stIU  the  royal  pair  in  silence  mouni. 
Cursed  with  a 'barren  bed.    For  this  they  come, 
To  explore  the  latent  cause,  and  beg  of  Heaven 
To  grant  an  heir,  or  teach  them  where  to  ^ 
On  what  selected  head,  the  Athenian  crown. 

Pyih.  And  Heaven,  no  doubt,  will  hear  and 
grant  their  prayer^ 
njssos,  haste,  and  bid  the  priests  prepare 
Por  sacrifice.    You,  Nysa,  and  your  sisters, 
Vmid  the  lanrel  grove,  with  spc«d  perform 
The  morning's  due  lustration. 

rben  hither  all  returaw Myself,  meanwhile, 

Vill  tempt  the  vice  of  age,  and  try  to  draw  ' 
«ne  useful  secrets  from  him.  [Aside. 

"he  ((ood  king, 

)f  whom  you  speak,  Erectheus,  did  his  people 
^eem  and  love  him  as  they  ought?  for  fame 
slkcd  largely  of  his  worth.    He  was  a  king— 

Phor.  He  was  my  good  old  master ;  such  a 

king 
is  Heaven  but  rarely  sends.    Did  we  esteem 
jkI  bve  him,  dost  tlion  ask?  Oh,  we  adored  him; 
Fe  was  our  father,  not  our  king,r-These  tearsj, 
t  least,  may  speak  my  hearL-— We  must  not 

^  these  de|^nerate  times,  to  see  him  eq|ualled. 
ie  oever  did  an  unkind  act,  but  once, 
nd  then  be  thought  the  public  good  required  it; 
hough  much,  I  fear,  the  evils  we  lament 
rom  thence  derive  their  origin. 

Pytk.  What  aa? 
'hat  unkind  act? 

Phor.  O  maid,  'twere  long  to  tell 
be  whole  unhappy  story;  yet,  in  part, 
ear  what  to  me  appears  too  doaely  joined 

idi  these  our  present  ills.    There  was  a  youth, 
fhenian  bom,  out  not  of  roval  blood, 
b  name  Nicander;  him  umucky  fata 


Had  made  the  lover  of  our  present  queen, 
While  yet  a  maid.    What  will  not  love  attempt 
In  young  ambitious  minds?  He  told  his  pain. 
And  won  the  fair,  in  secret,  to  admit. 
And  to  return  his  passion.    The  good  king 
Was  for  a  time  deceived,  but  found,  at  last. 
The  audacious  fraud,  and  drove  the  guilty  youth 
To  banishment  perpetual.    Some  sav 
Twas  by  his  means  he  fell,  though  that  my  heart 
Consents  not  to  believe.    Thus  much  is  sure ; 
Nicander  wandered  forth  a  wretched  exile. 
And,  ere  few  days  had  passed,  upon  the  road 
Were  found  his  welMmown  garments  stained  with 

bkxNl. 
Sure  sign  of  murder,  and  as  sure  a  sign 
So  aeedy  robber  was  the  instrament. 

Pyth.  How  bore  Creusa  this  ? 

Phor.  At  first  her  sorrows 
Were  loud  and  frantic.  Time,  at  length,  subdued 
Her  mge  to  silent  grief.    The  good  old  king, 
To  soothe  her  woes,  consented  she  should  raise 
A  tomb  to  her  Nicander,  and  perform 
A  kind  of  annual  rites  to  parted  love. 

Pyth.  But  that  not  long  continued,  for  we  find 
She  married  Xuthus. 

Phor.  Twas  a  match  of  state ; 
He  saved  her  country,  and  she  gave  her  hand. 
Because  that  country  asked  iL    But  her  heart 
Is  buried  with  Nicander.    Still  to  him. 
And  Xanthus'  self  permits  it,  she  performs 
Her  yearly  ofierings,  and  adorns  with  flowers 

An  empty  tomb. Would  he  had  lived,  and 

reigned 
Her  wedded  lord !  we  had  not  wanted  then 
The  assistance  of  a  stranger  arm  to  guard 
The  Athenian  state ;  nor  had  we  then  been  driven 
To  search  for  heirs  at  DelphL 

Pyth,  Stop  thy  tongue. 
Or  speak  with  reverence  of  the  sacred  shrine  !-* 
Thy  words  Were  hasty,  but  thy  silence  now 
Makes  just  atonement  for  them. — Then,  perhaps, 
Thou  think'st  this  want  of  heirs  a  curse  entailed 
By  Heaven  on  Athens,  for  Nicander's  death 
Aiid  Xuthus*  reign? 

PAor.  I  am  Athenian  born, 
Nor  love  ^olian  kings,  however  great 
And  good  they  may  be. 

Pyth.  The  imperial  Xuthus 
Is  much  renowned. 

Phor.  Is  virtuous,  breve,  and  pious; 
Perhaps  too  pious. 

Pyth.  How ! 

Phor.  Forgive  me,  maid ; 
I  speak  my  thoughts  with  freedom. 

Pyth.  What  thou  speak'st 
To  me  is  sacred.    Then,  perchance,  thou  nmk'st 
His  journey  hither,  to  address  the  god. 
Among  those  acts  which  thon  wouldsC  call  too 
pious  ? 

Phor.  For  me  the  gods  of  Athens  would  suf* 
fice. 
Yet  do  I  pay  just  reverence^  holy  maid, 
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To  thee,  md  to  thy  shrine. 

PytL  Thy  zeai  for  Athens 
Is  too  intemperate.    But  the  train  retumsy 
And  interrupts  our  converse.    Say,  Uyssus, 
Are  they  prepared  ? 

Enter  Ilyssus  and  Virgint. 

Ifyi,  They  are,  and  only  wait 
The  approaching  vktinis. 

Pjftk.  By  yon  train,  the  queen 
Is  now  on  ner  anival.    Thou,  Byssus, 
Receive  her  here ;  while  I,  as  custom  wills, 
Deep  in  the  temple's  inmost  gloom  retire, 
And  wait  the  inspiring  god.    Ilyssus,  hear; 
When  thou  hast  paid  due  honours  to  the  queen. 
Haste  to  Aletes;  in  the  laurel  grove. 
Impatient  I  expect  him ;  tell  him,  youth, 
Things  of  uncommon  import  do  demand 
His  instant  presence.    But  the  croud  approadies. 
Stranger,  fareweU.    I  feel,  I  feel  within 
An  heaven-born  impulse,  and  the  seeds  of  truth 
Are  labouring  in  my  breast.    Stranger,  farewelL 
[The  Pythia  retumt  to  the  tempUj  and  the 
gate*  thut. 

Enter  Cbedsa  and  Attendants. 

Cre.  No  farther  need  we  conduct.    Bid  the 
guards 
Return,  and  wait  the  king. 

Phor.  Voe»  aught  of  moment 
Detain  him  on  the  road  ? 

Cre.  He  stops  a  while 
At  great  Trophouius'  cave,  that  he  may  leave 
No  duty  unperformed.    Heaven  grant  his  zeal 
May  meetwith  just  success! 

Ilyi.  Please  you,  great  qu^n. 
In  yon  pavilion  to  repose^  and  taste 
Some  light  refection. 

Cre»  Ha !  Lyoea,  Phorbas, 
What  youth  is  this?   There's  something  in  his 

eyes, 
His  shape,  his  voice — ^What  may  we  call  thee, 
youtli } 

Ifyt.  The  servant  of  the  god,  who  guards  this 
fane. 

Cre.  Bear'st  thou  no  name  ? 

Ifys,  liyssus,  gracious  otieen. 
The  priests  and  virgins  calls  me. 

Cre.  Ha?  Byssus! 
That  name's  Athenian.    Tell  me^  gentle  youth. 
Art  thou  of  Athens,  then  ? 

Ify$,  1  have  jio  country. 
Nor  know  I  whence  I  aniL 

Cre.  Who  were  thy  parents  ? 
Thy  father,  mother  ? 

iiyt.  Ever  honoured  queen, 
I  never  knew  a  mother^s  tender  cares. 
Nor  heard  the  instructions  of  a  father^s  tpngue. 

Cre,  How  cam'st  thou  hither  ? 

Ifys.  Eighteen  years  are  past. 
Since,  in  the  temple's  portal,  I  was  found 
A  sleejung  infant. 


U 


Cre.  Ei^iteen  years!  goodEeai 
That  fatal  time  recalls  a  sceoe  of 
Let  me  not  diink.    Were  there  no  maiki  tnifaew 
,  From  whom  or  whence  thoa  weit? 

Ilyt,  I  have  been  told 
An  osier  basket,  such  as  shepherds  wesve. 
And  a  few  scattered  leaves^  were  all  the  bed 
And  cndle  I  could- boast. 

Cre.  Unhappy  child ! 
But  more,  O  ten  times  more  unhappj  th^. 
Who  lost,  perhaps,  in  thee  their  only  ofipnaf ! 
What  pangs,  what  angoishmost  the  modwr  fad, 
Compelled,  no  doubt,  by  some  disastttiua  hxt— 
But  tnis  is  all  oonjectare. 

Ifyt.  O  greatqueen. 
Had  those  from  whom  I  qmmg  been  formed  fikc 

thee; 
Had  they  e^er  felt  the  secret  paogs  of 
They  had  not  left  me  to  the  desotworid 
So  totally  exposed.    I  rather  fear 
I  am  the  child  of  lowliness  and  Tice^ 
And  happy  only  in  my  ignorance. 
Why  should  she  weep?  Or  if  her 
For  even  a  stranger's  but  suspected 
How  is  that  pec^e  Uest  where  she  presides 
As  mother  and  as  queen !  Please  you  retire. 

Cre.  No»  stay.  Iny  senlimenta  at  least  bespcd: 
A  generous  education.    Tell  me,  yoiidi. 
How  has  thy  mind  been  fonned  ? 

Ilys.  In  that,  g^eat  queen, 
I  never  wanted  parents.    The  good  priests 
And  pious  priestess,  who  with  care  waminrd 
My  helpless  infancy,  lef^  not  my  youth 
Without  instruction.    But  O;  more  than  all. 
The  kindest,  best  good  man,  a  neighboonBg  sae^ 
Who  has  known  better  days,  though  now,  lesued 
To  a  small  cottage  on  the  mo«ntam*a  brow. 
He  deals  his  blessings  to  the  simple  swanis 
In  balms  aiid    powerful  herbs---4ie   taught  lac 

things. 
Which  my  soul  treasures  as  its  dearest  weafah, 
And  will  remember  ever.    The  good  priestsi, 
'Tis  true,  had  taught  the  same,  but  not  with  half 
That  force  and  energy;  oonvictioo'a  adf 
Dwelt  on  Aletes^  tongue. 

Cre.  Aletes^  saidst  thou  ? 
,  Was  that  the  good  man's  name  I 

Ilyi.  It  ifl^  great  oueen ; 
For  yet  he  lives^  ana  guides  me  by  his  rnqn^rk 

Cre.  What  did  he  teach  thee  ? 

Iiy$.  To  adore  high  Heaven* 
And  venerate  on  earth  heaven'a  imasie^  tmth ! 
To  feel  for  others^  woes,  and  bear  my  own 
With  manly  resignation.    Yet  I  own 
Some  things  he  taught  me,  which  hot  ill  ag^ee 
With  my  condition  here. 

Cre.  What  things  were  those  ? 

Hys.  They  were  for  exerdae,  and  to  uunfaia 
My  growing  strength.    And  yet  I  oftieo  toM  liaa 
The  exercise  he  taught  resembled  mocb 
What  I  had  heard  of  war.    He  was  binsetf 
A  warrior  once. 
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Cff .  And  did  those  sports  delight  thee  } 
liyt,  Grett  queen,  I  do  confess  my  soul  mix- 
ed with  them. 
Whenever  I  grasped  the  osier-platted  shield. 
Or  sent  the  mimic  javelin  to  its  mark, 
I  fdt  I  kfloir  not  what  of  spirit  in  me. 
Bat  then  I  knew  my  dotfy  uid  repressed 
TKc  swelliog  ardour.    'TIS  to  shades,  I  cried} 
The  serrant  of  the  temple  must  confine 
His  less  amlntious,  not  less  virtuous  cares. 
Cre.  Did  the  good  man  observe,  and  blame 

thy  ardour  ? 

Ihft.  He  only  smiled  at  my  too  forward  zeal ; 

Nay  seemed  to  think  such  sports  were  necessary 

To  soften  what  he  called  more  rigorous  studies. 

Cre.  Suppose,  when  I  return  to  Athens,  youth, 

Ihoo  shouldst  attend  me  thither !  wouldst  thou 

trust 
To  me  thy  future  fortunes  ? 

//yi.  O  most  gladly  I 
Bqc  dien  to  leave  these  shades,  where  I  was  nursed 
The  servant  of  the  god,  how  might  that  seem  ? 
And  eood  Aletes  too,  the  kind  old  roan 
Of  wbom  I  speak  ?  But  wherefore  talk  I  thus  ? 
YoQ  only  throw  these  tempting  lures  to  try 
The  ambition  of  my  youth.    Pleaw  you,  retire. 

Cre,  Ilyssos,  we  will  find  a  time  to  speak 
More  lar^ly  on  the  snbject ;  for  the  present 
Let  all  withdraw  and  leave  us.   Youth,  farewell ! 
1  see  the  place,  and  will  retire  at  leisure. 
Lycca,  Phorbas,  stay. 

liyt.  [AmuU.']  How  my  heart  beats  ! 
She  must  mean  something  sure;   though  good 

Aletes 
Has  told  me  polished  courts  abound  in  falsehood. 
Bqc  f  will  bear  the  priestess^  message  to  him, 
And  open  all  my  doubts.  [Exit. 

Pkor.  Great  queen,  why  stand*st  thou  silent  ? 
Somethii^  seems 
To  labour  in  thy  breast. 

Cre.  Alas  !  good  Phorbas, 
yidst  thou  observe  that  youth  }  When  first  my 

eye 
Glanced  on  his  beauteous  form,  methought  I  saw 
rhe  person  of  Nicander. 
Phar.  Grmdoos  queen, 
^our  heart  misleads  your  eyes.  The  image  there, 
'00  deeply  fixed,  makes  every  pleasing  object 
)ear  some  resemblance  to  itselt. 

Cre.  Lycea — 
Ind  yet,  though  thou  wast  there,  I  well  believe, 
1>v  youth  can  scarce  remember  how  he  looked, 
V'lieri  from  the  fi|^ht  triumphant  he  returned 
traced  with  the  victor  laurel ;  such  a  wreath 
a  now  flyssas  wears — Indeed,  Lycea, 
V  mother,  had  she  lived,  had  thought  as  I  do. 
^'av,  when  he  spake,  the  voice  too  was  Nican- 

der'a. 
know  not  what  to  think;  perhaps  'twas  fimcy, 
'erhaps  'twas  something  more. 
Pkor.  Illustrious  queen ! 
OQ  do  abuse  your  noble  mind,  and  lend 


To  mere  illusions  of  the  brain,  the  force 

And  power  to  make  you  wretched.    Grant  there 

were 
Some  slight  resemblance  of  Nicander's  form 
In  young  Ilyssus,  though  my  eyes  perceive  not 
Even  tl^  most  distant  likeness;  grant  there  were. 
Yet  wherefore  should  the  sight  so  nearly  touch 

thee? 
Casual  nmilitnde !  we  know  too  well 
Nicander  left  no  heir.  [She  teems  duturhed, 

I  say  not  this. 

Great  queen,  to  heighten,  but  relieve  your  sor- 
rows. 
And  banish  from  your  breast  each  vain  surmise 
Which  fancy  might  suggest 
.  •  Cre,  l^oo  well,  indeed, 
O  Phorbas,  much  too  well  indeed  we  know 
Nicander  left  no  heir  to  his  perfections, 
No  image  of  himself.    And  yet,  good  Phorba% 
Blame  not  my  folly,  nor  demand  a  reason 
If  I  intreat  thee  to  examine  strictly 
The  fortunes  of  this  young  unknown.  The  priests 
Or  priestess  may  know  more  than  they  entrust 
To  nis  unwary  youth.    The  sage  he  spake  of, 
Couldst  thou  not  search  him  out  ?  'tis  somewhere 

near 
He  dwells,  I  think,  upon  the  mountain's  brow. 
Thou  wonderest  at  me ;  call  it,  if  thou  please;, 
A  woman's  weakness ;  hut  obey  me,  Phorbas. 

Pkor.  You  say  I  wonder;  'tis  indeed  to  see 
My  honoured  queen  employ  her  dioughts  thus 

idly 
On  griefs  long  past ;  when  things  of  dear  concern 
To  her  and  Athens  should  alarm  her  nearly. 

Cre.  What  things  of  near  concern  ? 

Phor,  See'st  thou  not,  queen, 
Thy  crown,  Erectheus*  crown,  the  crown  of  A- 

thens. 
Wavering  in  fortune's  power  ? 

Cre.  The  gods  will  fix  it. 

Phor.  The  gods !  Ah,  great  Creusa,  may  my 
fears 
Be  vain  and  groundless ;  but  I  fear  the  gods 
Have  left  us  to  ourselves.    When  we  resigned 
The  Athenian  sceptre  to  a  stranger  hand, 
We  did  reject  their  guidance.    Wherefore  come 

we 
To  Delphi  now,  but  that  the  oflended  gods 
Have  turned  too  long  an  inattentive  ear 
To  our  ill-judged  petitions  ? 

Cre.  Why  ill-judged? 
We  asked  but  heirs. 

Phor.  We  did ;  for  Xuthus'  heirs, 
The  race  of  A!x>lus.    I  know,  great  queen. 
They  were  to  spring  from  thee ;  but  Heaven  pei^ 

mits  not 
Hie  native  pureness  of  the  Athenian  soil 
Shpuld  mix  with  foreign  clay.    I  wish  we  find 

not 
More  alien  kings  at  Delphi. 

Cre.  Think'st  thou  Xuthus 
Deceives  u%  then  ?  His  worth,  his  piety, 
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Forbid  the  thought    Besides,  the  sacred  place 
Admits  not  of  deceit 

Phor.  Credulity 
Is  not  the  vice  of  age.    Forgave  me,  qaeen, 
If  I  suspect  that  piety  which  brin^  us 
To  search  for  kings  at  Delphi.  Might  not  Athens 
Have   chosen  her  own  monarch?    Her  brave 

youth. 
Her  bearded  sages,  are  they  not  the  flower 
And  pride  of  Greece?  Nay,  might'st  not  thou, 

Creusa, 
With  liberal  Imnd  bestowed  the  imperial  wreath  ? 
And  who  has  better  right  ? 

Cre.  The  gods,  who  gave  it 
To  me,  and  my  great  ancestors. 

Phor,  Whale^r 
The  gods  bestow  can  never  be  resumed. 
Though  we  repent    The  pious  populace 
Will  reverence  kings  from  heaven  ! 

Cre.  And  wherefore  not? 

Phor.  O,  queen !  perhaps  my  fears  are  too  of- 
ficious ; 
But  let  thv  servant  beg— — 

Cre,  I  know  thy  zeal 
For  me,  and  for  thy  country.    Rest  assured, 
Creusa  never  will  consent  to  aught 
Which  can  endanger  Athens. 

Pfior.  My  heart  thanks  thee  ! 

Cre.  Meanwhile  the  youth,  Ilyssus 

Phor.  Should  the  king. 
Confirmed  by  oracles,  presume  to  fix 
A  stranger  ori  the  throne 

Cre,  lie  will  not  do  it 


Phar.  1  hope  he  will  not;  yet 

Cre.  The  youth  I  spake  of. 
Wilt  thou  enquire  ?— — 

Phor.  Should  Xathus  lay  aside 
His  usual  mildness,  and  assume  at  onoe 
The  monarch  and  the   husband,   cookist  4ki 
then 

Cre,  In  Athens'  cause  I  OMild  resist  tbem  aO. 
But  cease  these  vain  su^dons.     A  few  hour* 
Will  prove  thy  fears  were  groundless.   Mat 

while,  rhorbas, 
Thou  wilt  find  methods  to  inform  thyself 
Touching  this  unknown  youth. 

Phor.  By  yonder  guards. 
The  king  should  be  at  hand. 

Cre.  I  will  retire 
To  the  pavilion,  and  expect  him  there. 
Yet  hear  me,  Phorbas;  let  not  Xuthos  kflO# 
Why  thou  enquirest 

Phor.  Xuthus  has  other  cares. 

Cre.  The  priestess  tooy  I  would  cmier  with 
her: 
Though  that  Lycea  ma?  perform.   Farevell, 
And  prosper  in  thy  task — Alas>  Lvoea ! 

There  is  a  secret  labours  in  my  breast, 
But  fate  forbids  that  I  should  give  it  atteruoe. 
This  boding  heart  was  early  taught  to  fed 
Too  sensibfy;  each  distant  doubt  aUrms  it; 

It  starts  at  shadows But  retire  we,  miid. 

Grief  is  the  unhappy  charter  of  our  sex; 
The  gods,  who  gave  us  readier  tears  to  died, 
Gave  us  more  cause  to  shed  them.        [EkiuL 


ACT    IL 


SCENE  I.— 2%c  Laurel  Grove. 

Enter  Aletes  and  Ilyssus. 

AUt.  Seemed  she  disturbed  when  she  .beheld 
thee? 

Ifyg.  Much; 
And  when  I  gave  her  the  slight  hints  I  knew 
Relating  to  my  fortunes,  she  dissolved 
In  silent  tears :  such  soft  humanity 
Sure  never  dwelt  in  any  breast  but  hers. 
Nor  did  I  think  till  now  that  I  had  cause 
Of  discontent ;  but  6ince  she  wept  my  fate,   . 
I  seem  to  find  a  reason  in  her  grief, 
And  feel  myself  unhappy. 

Akt.  Why  unhappy  r 

Ify$.  I  know  not  why :  and  yet  to  be  confined 
Thus  to  a  single  spot,  to  draw  in  air. 
To  take  in  nourishment,  to  live,  to  die — 
For  this  was  man  designed  ?  Ah,  good  Aletes  ! 
Sure  thou  hast  taught  me,  godlike  man  was  made 
For  nobler  purposes  of  general  good. 
For  action,  not  for  rest    The  queen  proposed 
I  should  attend  her  to  the  Athenian  state; 
Wouldst  thou  advise  it  ?  Dost  thou  thiiJc,  Aletes, 
^he  meant  I  should  attend  her? 


I     Akt.  DoubdesB,  youdi. 
If  she  proposed,  she  meant  it 

Ilyi.  And  wouldst  tbou 
Advise  I  should  attend  her  ? 
Alet.  Wherefore  not  ? 
Ifyt.  May  I  desert  these  shades 
leave 
Thee,  thee,  my  good  Aletes  ? 

Alet,  O,  Ilvssus ! 
Strive  not  to  hide  thy  heart;  from 

not: 
I  formed  it,  and  I  know  it    Delphi 
Have  now  no  peace  for  thee ;  thy 
Ambition's  active,  unrelenting  fires. 
Thou.wishest  and  thou  hopest  thou 

what 
^Tis  glory  thou  wouldst  have.     Go 

youth. 
Where  virtue  calls  thee :  be  the 
Thou  canst  not  soar  too  high. 
Ilys.  My  more  than  fisther ! 
Thv  words  inspire  me,  and  I  feel « 

Unknown  before But  then,  my 

AUt.  Thy  birth ! 
I  Did  I  not  teach  thee  eariy  to  despise 


?  Or  GttI 
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A  casml  good  ?  Tboa  art  diywlfy  Ilyssiis. 
Inform  me,  ]fOUth,  wooldst  dioa  l>e  what  thou 

arty 
Thus  fair,  thus  brave,  thus  sensibly  aliTe 
To  glotVt  6Dett  feel,  or  give  up  all, 
To  be  descended  from  a  line  of  kings, 
The  tenth  perhaps  from  Jove  ?  I  see  thy  cheek 
Glows  a  repentant  blush — Our  greatest  heroes, 
Those  gods  on  earth,  those  friends  of  human  kind, 
Whose  great  examples  I  would  set  before  thee^ 
Were  once  unknown,  like  thee.   And  yet,  if  birth 
CoQcem  thee,  know,  prophetic  is  my  speech ; 
Thy  fate  is  now  at  work,  and  a  few  nours 
Iday  shew  thee  what  thou  art— My  words  alarm 
thee.  • 

Ih$,  They  do,  indeed.    Oh,  tell  me ! 

jilet.  *Tis  in  vain 
Thou  woifldst  enquire  from  me,  what  Heaven 

conceals 
Till  its  lit  time.    Didst  thou  not  say,  Ilyssua^ 
Hie  Pythia  would  be  here  ? 
Ifyt,  She  comes. 
Akt  Retire, 
And  leave  us  to  ourselves. 
Iki,  I  will — ^And  yet. 

Might  I  not  know 

Alet,  From  me  thou  canst  know  nothing. 
Ifyt.  A  few  hours,  said  von  ? 
Aiei,  Hence,  and  beg  of  Heaven 
To  prosier  the  event !  Ketire,  and  leave  us. 

[Exit  Ilywu, 

Enter  Pythia. 

Pffth*  ifoWf    good  Aletes,  if  thy  pregnant 
mind. 
Deep  judging  of  events,  has  ever  framed 
Such  artful  truths  as  won  believing  man 
To  think  them  bora  of  Heaven,  imd  made  my 


Renowned  in  Greece,  Oh,  now  exert  thy  power ! 
^To  common  cause  demands  it   Kings  ana  states 
(ire  our  toliciton,  and  Athens'  fate 
liangs  on  my  lips. 

Alet.  I  know  it.    And  now, 
if,  as  thou  sayest,  my  secret  kind  advice, 
ifld  worn  experience  in  the  ways  of  men, 
;Iave  gained  thy  altars  credit,  and  with  eifts 
jomded  thy  ahnnes,  now,  by  one  gratefiu  act, 
fhou  mayest  repay  me  all. 

Pyth.  What  act?  Oh,  q)eak! 
indgladly  I  obey. 

Alet.  An  act,  my  Pythia, 
^hicfa,  though  at  fizk  it  may  seem  bold  and 

dangerous, 
liall  in  the  end  add  lustre  to  thy  shades, 
lad  make  even  kings  protectors  of  thy  fane. 
Hi,  Pythia !  'twas  Uie  hand  of  Heaven  itself 
Vhidi  brought  these   royal   suppliants  to  thy 

shrine. 
oouJd  unfold  a  tale— but  let  it  rest 

dialt  ere  nigbt  know  aU^  and  blesi  withme 


The  indulgoit  Powe^  abote.    Only  in' this 
Obey  me  blindly,  Pythia.  * 

Py;A.^y;in  what?     ' 

Alii.  Declare  Uyssns  heir  to  Athen^  crown. 

Pyth.  Uyssus  heir !  What  meanest  thou?  Tis 
a  fraud 
Too  palpable.     ' 

Aut,  I  knew  'twould  startle  thee. 
But  'tis  because  thou  knowest  the  frand,  qiy 

Pythia, 
That  it  alarms  thee.    Didst  thou  really  think 
This  youth  were  heir  to  the  Athenian  crown, 
Woufdst  thou  not  seizfc  the  happy  gift  of  diance, 
And  to  the  world  proclaim  it  r 

Pytk.  True;  Ishoukl; 
And  bless  mv  fate,  that,  in  diese  sacred  shades, 
I  had  nursed  up,  unknowingly,  a  king 
For  my  protector.    But  what  then  might  seem 
The  consequence,  now  seems  the  cause,  Aletes : 
Will  £hey  not  say  t  made  the  king,  to  gun 
The  kind  protector? 

Alet.  So  to  thee  it  seems ; 
But  who  will  say  it  ?  The  believing  nmny 
Will  bow  with  reverence  and  imphdt  faith 
To  what  thy  shrine  ordains;  and  for  the  few 
Who  may  suspect  the  cheat,  true  policy 
WiU  keep  them  silent    Should  they  dare  detect 
A  fraud  like  this,  and  spura  at  right  divine, 
Where  .were  their  power  f  The  many-heade4 

beast 
Would  feel  the  slackened  rein,  and  from  his  bac^ 
Shake  -off  the  lordly  rider.    Nay,  should  Athens 
Be  blind  to  her  own  good,  the  states  of  Greece, 
Thou  know'st'it  well,  would  arm  in  thy  defence, 
And  force  her  to  receive  the  kine  thou  g^v'st  her. 
His  form,  his  unknown  birth,  his  winning  soft- 
ness, 
His  education  here  in  Heaven's  own  eye. 
All  plead  in  his  behalf.    And,  as  he  tells  me, 
The  queen  already,  with  unusual  marks 
Of  favour,  has  beheld  him.    For  the  kin^ 
A  pious  aWe  and  reverence  for  the  gods 
Is  nis  distinguished  attribute.    Thou  seem'st 
To  weigh  my  words.  To  clear  thy  doubts  at  once. 
Know,  many  days  are  past  since  first  I  knew    . 
Of  their  approach.    Tnou  think'st  I  should  have 

tolo  thee. 
It  needed  not    I  have  myself  prepared 
Each  previous  circumstanoe,  ana  found  due  means 
To  forward  the  event  -Thy  part  is  easy'; 
Behold  the  oracle. 

Pyth.  [Readi.]  **  A  banished  youth  is  Athens* 
cause  of  woe." 
How  know*st  thou  that  ? 

'   {Looking  earne$tfy  at  him. 

Alet.  Demand  not,  but  read  on. 

Pyth.  [Readi.]  ■"  For  that  youth,  banished  A- 
thens  must  receive 
Another  youth ;  and  on  the  young  unknown. 
Who  tends  my  shrine,  and  whom  I  call  my  son, 
Bestow  the  imperial  wreath,    The  god  declares 
No  more." 
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Alet,  ThoQ  fcem'st  atnaied. 

Pv^A.  I  am  indeed,  . 
To  nnd  thee  thus  instnicted  on  a  theme 
I  came  prepared  to  mentiuiL    The  queen's  pa»- 

sion, 
Her  lover  banished— 

Alet,  What  tliou  secst  I  know 
May  teli   tliee  I  know  more.     But  Baj  from 

whence 
Thon  gainent  thy  intelligence. 

P^th.  From  one . 
Whose  ceal  may  t^iwart  thy  schemes ;  a  wann  old 

man. 
And  firm  in  Athens'  cause,  who  came  to-day 
Before  the  rest,  and,  led  by  my  enquiries, 
Gave  me  those  hinta^  on  which  I  thoueht  to  build 
Prophetic,  doubtful  answers.    But  I  find 
My  best  instructor  here. 

Alet.  Perhaps  thou  dost. 
Of  this  rest  well  assured,  I  ne^er  had  asked 
Of  Pythia  aught  but  what  I  knew  with  safety 
She  might  comply  with. 

Pyth,  Tell  me  what  thou  know'sL 

Alet.  Not  yet ;  'tis  better  thou  remain  in  ig^ 
.  norance 
Till  all  be  finished..   But  pronounce  the  orade. 
And  leave  the  rest  to  me.    Dost  thou  distrust 
me? 

Py/A.  I  do  not.    Yet,  if  on  slight  hints  alone 
Thou  form*st  this  weighty  fraud,  consider  well 
What  may,  or  may  not  follow.    By  thr  looki^ 
There  should  be  something  hid.    Thy  coming 

hitlier 
Was  .much  upon  the  time  we  found  this  child ; 
And  sinc^,  with  what  almost  paternal  care 
Thou  hast  instructed  him  !'Tnough  that,  indeed. 
Might  wring  from  thjr  benevolence  of  heart, 
W'hich  I  have  known  is  boundless.    Say,  Alet^ 
What  should  I  think?  Thou  smil'st 

Alet.  Wilt  thou  obey  me  ? 

Pyth.  I  will :  and  yet,  if  'tis  a  fraud,  Aletes, 
The  warm  old  man,  of  whom  I  spake,  detests 
A  strann^  king.   Even  Xqthus'  self,  whose  worth 
He  dotli  acknowledge  great,  he  views  with  pain 
Upon  the  Athenian  throne. 

Alet.  I  know  him  well ; 
*Th  Phorbas.    Do  not  wonder  at  ray  worda^ 
But  find  a  means  tliat  I  may  see  the  queen 
lu  secret,  unobserved  by  prying  eyes^ 
And  all  that  old  man's  fears  and  rage  shall  va- 
nish. 
He  shall  with  joy  receive  a  stranger  king. 
Wilt  thou  devise  tlie  means? 

Pj^th.  I  now  begin 
To  hope  indeed.    Th^re  is  some  secret  hid 
Of  most  important  weight.  But  does  the  queen — 

AUt.  I  win  not  answer  thee ;  my  time's  too 
precious. 
Only  devise  some  means  that  I  may  see  her 
Quite  unobserved  by  all. 

Pjfth,  You  cannot  see  her 
TiUaUbepast.    Will  that  suffice  ? 


AUt,  It  wiiL 

Pyth.  Here  in  the  kurel  grove. 

Alet,  No  place  more  fit. 
But,  oh,  be  careful,  Pytfaia,  tint  the  kii^ 
Observe  us  not !  for  'ds  of  migli^  mooient 
He  should  believe  this  substkuted  youth 
Of  race  £olian.    To  which  end,  my  Pythii, 
I  have  among  the  priests  these  few  di^  nsM, 
When  they  suspected  not  the  approadi  of  XndiB) 
Dropped  doubtful  hints,  as  if  I  had  disowticd 
Some  antique  marks  amid  the  osier  twigs 
Which  formed  Ilyssus's  cradle,  that  dcoote 
He  sprang  from  .Solas.    And  at  the  cave 
Of  fireat  Trophonius,  have  I  taken  due  ewe 
Such  answers  should  be  given,  as  wovld  MMhoe 
One  of  less  faith  than  Xuthos  to 
An  heir  of  his  own  family. 

Pyth.  The  boy» 
Knows  he  of  thy  intentions  ? 

Alet.  No,  nor  must^ 
Till  ripening  time  permit.    His  late  depeMh 
Upon  nis  ignorance.    Soft,  who  oomea  iMfe  ? 

Pyth.  It  is  the  warm  old  man,  aod,  asl  ihnk^ 
Some  fair  attendant  of  the  queen.    Redie ; 
I  would  know  more,  but — Whcrefose  dart  ibos 

gaze 
So  ardentlv  upon  them  ? 

Alet.    Hence,  away ! 
We  must  not  now  be  seen.  [EttatL 

Enter  Ltcea  and  FflOBBAS. 

XjfC  This  place  seems  quite  retired.    Hera  if 
thou  wait, 
I  will  inform  the  queen,  and  her  impabcnoe 
Will  bring  her  on  the  instant.    Sorely,  Phorii«% 
Something  mysterious  lurks  beoeadi  her  snn, 
Her  strange  anxieties.    Since  thon  wcrt  whttei. 
This  unkiMwn  youth  alone  has  filled  her  thai^Mi; 
Of  him  alone  sne  talks,  reooonta  hia  ipords. 
Describes  his  looks,  bis  gestures,  loves  to  dwcQ 
On  each  particular.    Ere  thon  wert  900^ 
She  wished,  and  even  expected  thv  reCiira ; 
Dispatched  me  of^eo,  thou^  she  knew 

vain, 

To  watch  for  thy  arrival.    When  the  kinr 
Approached,  she  smoothed  her  hnnr,  «s  s  tr>kide 
The  strugglingis  of  her  mind ;  nsiy,  seemed  afitiii 
He  should  suspect  her  sorrows. 

PAor.  Then,  to  him 
She  mentioned  not  this  youth  ? 

Lye.  Her  conduct  there 
Was  most  mvsteriou&    With  a  voioe  of  leai; 
She  slightly  dropped,  that  she  had  aeesi  a  yaodl 
Whom  she  oouIq  msh  to  bear  wkfci  her  «>  A- 

thens. 
The  king  consented,  and,  with  miles^  ysoyused 
They  should  adopt  hink 

Fhor.  Ha!  adopt  him,  saidst  thou ? 

Lye.  In  shorty  he  spake;  hut  aC 
glow 
Of  sodden  joj  spread  o'er  her  &oe» 
Forgot  festram^  and  in  his  prain  gmt 
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Then  Hopped  «niii»  ud*  heatetiog,  strove 
To  check  its  mm,  as  fearful  to  betray 
Some  hidden  tnoeport. 

Fkor.  Whatioe*er  it  be, 
I  soon  shall  damp  her  joy.    Tbii  yooth,  Lyoea, 
Most  not  to  Athene— But  behoM,  the  queen ! 

Ijfc.  Oh»  how  impatieDt !  era  I  ooald  retiini 
To  Ml  her  ttarn  wert  here,  she  oomes  herself. 
Eager  to  Icam  thy  tidings. 

Enter  Caeusa, 

Cue.  Now,  my  Phorbas, 
'  Say  what  thou  kDOw*st  at  onoe.    The  king  al- 
ready 
Coosenti  he  thoald  attend  us. 

Fhor.  Nemr,  never 
Shall  Athens  see  that  yonth. 
Cft.  What  meanest  thou,  Phorbas  ? 
Pior.  Too  much  already  of  iEolian  blood 
Has  hapless  Athens  known. 
Crt.  iEoGan  blood  I 

Fkor.  The  king  amsents !  I  donbt  not  his  con- 
sent— 
Yes,  'twas  my  word,  great  queen,  JEolian  blood ; 
TUs  yooth  deacsends  from  iEolos. 

Cre.  Be  danib, 
Or  brii^  me  better  tidings. 
Fkor,  Wone  I  cannot; 
But  what  I  speak  is  truth. 

Cre,  P^moty  monster,  peace ! 
Thou  know'st  not  truth.    HTis  thy  affected  »al 
For  Athens,  for  thy  country,  that  suggests 
His  horrid  falaehood ;  'tis  thy  hate  of  Xuthos. 
PAor.  Whstt  means  my  queen?  Or,  how  hare 
i  oeed^cd 
Such  harsh  ezpressione  f  Does  my  honest  lore 
For  Athens  mnd  Creusa  subject  me 
To  sech  ukind  eospicioos? 

Cre.  Oracioiis  gods  1 
It  CBUMC  fa»— ^Oas,  ibigive  me,  Phorfans ! 
Iluwwao(  wluulsi^;  thy  woids  strike  diioii|^ 


They  pierce  mgr  rery  soul.    Oh,  I hadhoped !-» 
Bot  toll  me  all ;  though  I  babcre  thee  hoass^ 
Thy  seal  for  Athens^  and  for  me,  may  niake 


Too  hasty  of  belief.    Why  art  thou  silost  ? 

PA<^.   AmnsienMnt  stops  my  ttmgwt;   these 
•carta  of  passion, 
This  riolenoe  of  grief,  must  have  a-caose. 

Cne.  Pertuspe  my  haw;  peiimpsto  thee,  ^ood 


tW  boivtini^lieart  may  open  aH  ito  sorrews. 
fiat  tell  me  first,  what  are  thy  proofo^  From 


GainMst  thou  tfiis  cnrsed  intdligenoe? 

Thy  looka»  thy  wotds— I  knoir  sol  how  t»  an- 


Yet  if  there  be  oflenoe  in  what  I  speak, 
^7  ignormnoe  oflfends,  i^ot  I  offend. 
Know,  then,  Cretmi  from  the  priests  who  attend 
Vol.  I, 


to 


Iliia  IMphie  sfanee,  by  your  command  Ilearnt 
My  first  uitelligence. 

Cre.  And  did  they  say 
This  yondi  was  of  Aolian  race  ? 

PAor.  They  did  & 
At  least  their  words  imoorted  little  less. 
They  judged  me  Xuthnr  fiiend,  not  eoemj^ 
As  would  thy  rage  suggest,  and  aa  m  friend^ 
Dropped  hints  they  thought  would  please  mci 

Cre,  Then,  perhaps. 
It  was  not  trntti  they  spake;  diey  but  decesred 
Thy  ear  with  well^udged  flattery. 

Pkor.  What  fofiewed 
Confirmed  it  truth*    Has  the  king  mentioaed' 

thee 
What  promiass  were  given  him  at  the  ihrioQ 
Of  sage  Trophonius  ? 

Crg,  General  prsmises 
Of  sure  success^  no  morCL 

Fkor,  Know,  then,  gieatqneen. 
As  I  returned  fmn  oonreraa  with  the  priesiS| 
[  met  his  friend  and  bosons  farourite,  Lyoon. 
Joy  sparkled  in  his  cjmb,  and  his  vain  tongue 
O'eraowed  wilh  transpefC    I  observed  it  weU, 
And  gave  the  torrent  passage,  nay,  with  art. 
Even  led  it  blindly  forwind;  tiU  at  leng^ 
He  opened  his  whole  8oal,nnd»  under  seal 
Of  firmest  aecracy,  told  me  the  kii^ 
Would  find  an  heir  at  Delphi,  such  an  heir 
As  would  rejoice  the  unapparent  shades 
Ofhisgcaatanoeatoes.    Al  that  I  started. 
He  fonad  hiserrar  then,  and  told  mc^  gloang. 
That  great  Trophonius  had  almost  prodaimad. 
Though  net  capeesaly,.  Xuthvs  here  should  lind 
An  heir  of  his  awn  raoe. 

Cre,  Of  his  own  sane  I 

PAor.  So  said  he.    Whether  gniat  Ikophoaii 
spake 
This  oracle,  I  knoir  not ;  bat  I  know 
Too  well  whose  oracle  to  me  declared  it. 

Cre.  Think'st  thou  this  rmith 

Fkor,  Gtesit  ii  were  only  done 


To  try  my  aeal,  whyahonU  they^tvy  it  now» 
UnlesB  some  olloae  design  retpiired  that  trial  t 
Yes,  mighty  queen,  I  do  believe  this  voalh 
Is  our  intended'  king.    But,  by  yon  liui7e% 
If  it  be  he,  or  any  other  he 
Of  Xuthus'  race,  he  shall  not  veigninAtheoat 
Thbpaioaid  fat  shaU  dtink  hia  bleed. 

Cre»  Per  bear  I 
That  thought  dislraets  me^Thongh  pochaps  'tis 

Ohy  Phnrbas  I   Twas  my  hops^  my  wisl^  my 

That  yooSi  might  leign  in  Athens^    But  dif 

words 
Strike  deadly  damps,  liko  bsieful  aconite^ 
And  poison  nil  wimin. 
PAor.  W^hat  means  my  qneea? 
Cre,  O,  Phorbas !  0,*Lycea !  But  first  swear 
By  Nemesis,  and  the  tremendous  powers 
Who  punish  broken  faith,  no  won^  no  hint. 
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Shall  'scape  your  lips  of  all  your  queen  de- 
clares. 

Both,  We  swear. 

Cre.  Know,  then — Oh,  pain  to  memory ! 
I  had  a  son. 

Fhor,  A  son! 

Lye.  Good  Heaven ! 

PAor.  A  son ! 

Cre.  Oh,  my  fall  heart !  Thy  mother,  my  Ly- 
cea, 
Knew  all  die  fatal  process  of  my  woesy 
And  was  their  only  solace.    Phorbas,  yes^ 
I  had  a  son ;  but,  witness  every  god, 
Whose  genial  power  premdes  o'er  nuptial  leagues^ 
Nicander  was  my  wedded  lord.    That  night. 
That  fatal  night,  which  drove  him  forUi  from 

Athens, 
Forced  from  my  swelling  womb^  ere  yet  mature, 
Its  precious  burthen.    I'o  thy  mothers  cares, 
I  owed  my  life.    In  secret  she  assuaged 
My  piercing  pangs,  and  to  Nicandei^s  arms^ 
In  secret,  she  conveyed  the  wretched  infant. 
What  followed  welfthou  know'st  Nicander  fell. 
And  with  him,  doubtless,  fell  the  dear,  dear 

charge 
Consigned  to  his  protection.    Yet,  good  Phorbas^ 
When  I  beheld  tliis  youth,  his  looks,  his  voice, 
His  age,  his  unknown  birth,  all,  all  conspired 
To  cheat  me  into  hopes.    Alas,  how  fallen ! 
How  blasted  all! 

Phor.  Great  queen,  my  tears  confess^ 
An  old  man's  tears,  whicn  rarely  fall,  confess 
How  much  I  share  your  anguish.    Had  I  known 
Nicander  was  your  lord,  by  earth  and  Heaven 
I  would  have  raised  all  Attiens  in  lus  cause, 
Nay,  been  a  rebel  to  the  best  of  masters, 
£re  the  dear  pledge  of  your  unspotted  loves 
Should  thus  have  rallcn  untimely.    Now,  alas ! 
I  have  not  even  one  flattering  hope  to  give  thee. 
Till  now,  I  ofl  have  wondered  wtiy  so  far 
Their  rage  pursued  Nicander.    Tis  too  plain 
They  knew  the  predous  burthen  which  ne  bore, 
And  for  the  hapless  child  the  father  died. 

Cre,  Oh,  gods !  J  feel  the  truth  of  what  thou 
utter'st,     • 
And  my  heart  dies  within  me.    Oh,  Lyoea ! 
Who,  who  would  be  a  mother  ? 

Phor,  Be  a  queen, 
And  turn  thy  grief  to  rage.    Shall  aliens  nsort 
With  thy  misfortunes  ?  Shall  insulting  spoirers 
Smile  orer  the  ruins  of  thy  hapless  state. 
While  all  the  g:oldcn  han'est  is  their  own  f 
Shall  Xuthus  triumph  i.  Shall  his  race  succeed. 
While  thine  (I  mean  not  to  provoke  thy  tears) 
ITiy  tender  blossoms,  are  torn  rudely  off, 
Almost  or  ere  they  bloom  ? 

Cre.  It  shall  not  be ; 
No,  ye  immortal  powers  !  Yet  let  us  wait 
'J'ill  t)ie  dire  truth  glare  on  us.    One  short  hour, 


And  doubt  shall  fae  no  more.    Tben,  Fborias, 

then. 
Should  he  presume  to  place  on  AtbenaT  throae 
His  alien  race,  nay,  though  this  beauteous  joillv 
This  dear  resemblance  of  my  murdered  bid, 
Should  be  the  fatal  choice,  by  that  dear  slnde, 
Which  perished  as  it  reached  the  gates  of  life^ 
I  will — ^I  think  I  will — asnst  thy  vengeancfr— 
Soft !  who  comes  here?  Tia  be !  be^ir  inaooeo^ 
How  winning  soft  he  looks !  whatever  it  be, 
He  knows  not  the  deceiL    Look  oo  lam,  Ffaiv 

has; 
Nay,  thou  shalt  question  him. 

Phor.  Not  I.    Great  queen. 
Resume  yourself,  nor  let  this  fond  peiMiasiia 
Betray  you  to  a  weakness  you  ahoQld  blaab  sL 

Cre,  If  possible,  I  wtlL 

Enter  Iltssus. 

Ifyi.  Illustrious  queen. 
The  altar  stands  prepared,  and  all  things  wsit 
Your  royal  presence.    From  the  king  I  cone, 
His  messenger. 

Cre,  We  will  attend  bis  pleasure. 
Be  near  me,  Phorbas ;  I  may  want  tiay  cooastl 

J/yf.  She  looks  not  on  me,  sure^  as  she  »ss 
wonL 
I  will  speak  to  her.    [.imie.]    Pennit  mt,  gn- 

cious  queen, 
To  pay  my  humblest  thanks ;  for,  by  jour  means 
The  king  IS  kind  as  you  are. 

Cre.  Kise,  llyssus ! 
Perhaps  you  needed  there  no  advocate* 
Phorbas,  lead  on.    My  resolution  melts, 
And  all  my  sex  returns.    One  look  from  him 
Outweighs'a  thousand  proofs.    Phorbas^  lead  «% 
Or  I  am  lost  in  weakness. 

[Exeunt  Crttum  amd  PAorio. 

Hys.    [Stopping  LMcea,"]    Gentle  maid. 
Stay  yet  a  moment    \V  herefore  does  the  qoeea 
Look  coldly  on  me  ?  Know*st  tbou  if  in  aiig|bt 
I  have  offended  ? 

£5^.  Things  of  mightiest  impoft 
At  present  fill  her  nund,  nor  leave  thej  roon 
For  less  afiVrs*    My  duty  palls  me  hence.  [EiiL 

Ifys,  I  hope  it  is  no  more;   yet  each  apficar* 
ance 
Alarms  me  now,    Aletes,  thoa  hast  laised 
Such  conflicts  here,  such  hopes,  sucb  fean,  911C& 

doubts, 
Thf)t  apprehension  auks  beneath  their  wei^t. 
Well  might*st  thou  say  these  solitary  shades 
Have  now  no  peace  for  me.    Yet  ooce  thou 

taught  6t  me, 
That  the  pure  niind  was  its  own  soorce  of  peace. 
But  that  philosophy  I  find  bdon^ 
To  private  life ;  for  where  ambitioii  enters, 
I  find  it  is  not  tnie«  [£nt 
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ACT   IIL 


t  SCENE  Ir^The  VettUmU  of  the  Temple. 

£nter  Aletes. 
Akt  Wrr  should  I  doabt^  It  will,  it  must 

8Q0C66n. 

Yecl  oonld  wish  that  I  had  seen  Creusa 
Before  'twas  undertaken ;  for,  perhaps—^— 
Tis  better  as  it  is.    Her  part  had  then 
Been  difficult  to  act ;  now  what  she  does^ 
Asnstiiig  or  op|K)sing  the  design. 
Will  all  teem  natur^ — ^The  Pvthia  mire 
Willactas  Idirected Hark  !  the  rites 

^     Should  be  ere  this  performed.    Why  stay  they 
then? 
That  noise  proclaims  diem  finished,  and  the  crowd 
\VUl  soon  be  here — ^They  come:  I  must  not  yet 
Be  seen;  die  Pythia  in  the  laurel  grove 

.     May  tell  me  what  has  passed.  [£ri/. 

CasusA  detcends  kasiih  from  ike  Tempte^  in 
great  disorder^  Lycza  following. 

[       hfc  Stay,  mighty  queen ; 

You  know  not  what  you  do ;  your  rage  transports 

.    Yoo  leave  the  rites  uniinished,  and  the  crowd, 
la  wild  amaaement,  gaze  on  your  departure. 

Cre.  I  will  not  stay ;  nor  will  I  tamely  bear 
My  disappointed  hopes.    Oh,  honest  Phorbas ! 
Oh,  gooa  old  man  \  thy  penetrating  mind 
Saw  early  their  designs.    ''Us  to  supply 
Nicanders  loss  (Oh,  ne'er  to  be  supplied  !) 
That  we  most  call  in  strangers  to  the  thronei, 

And  yield  oar  sceptres  to  iEolian  hands* 
Yes,  ye  great  shades  of  my  progenitors, 

1  ijear  ye  call !  ye  shall,  ye  shall  have  vengeance ! 
L^.  Whatever  you  design,  conceal  at  least 

This  transport  of  your  rage. 
Cre.  Why  loiters  Phorbas? 

He  saw  my  anguish ;  wherefore  comes  he  not 

To  its  relief?  They  fool  me  past  endurance. 

Rely  they  on  the  weakness  of  my  sex  ? 

Lyoea,  they  shall  find  this  fbeUe  arm 

Jo  such  a  cause  can  lay  the  distaff  by, 

And  grasp  the  unerring  thunderbolt  of  Jove. 

Oh,  Phorvatk,  art  thou  come  ? 

Enter  pHORBAs/rom  ihe  temple. 

Pkor,  Now,  mighty  queen. 
Are  my  auapicioos  just  r  Is  Phorbas  honest  ? 

Cre,  As  lif^ht  as  truth  itself.    My  counsellor, 
My  bosom  friend ! 

Pkar.  Now  shall  a  casual  likeness, 
If  such  there  be,  a  semblant  cast  of  features, 
The  sport  of  nature  in  a  human  form. 
Shall  trifleSy  light  as  these,  weigh  down  convic- 
tion? 
f)h,  qoeco  !  from  first  to  last  the  apparent  scheme 
Qlares  on  us  now.  Why  were  we  brought  to  Del- 
phi. 


But  that  this  youth  has  long  been  nnitured  here 
In  secret  from  the  world  ?  perhaps  the  son 
Of  Xuthus'  self,  placed  here  at  first  to  hide 
The  guilt  and  shame  of  some  dishonest  mother, 
Thoi^  now  applied  to  more  pernicious  ends. 
Cre.  It  may  oe  so. 
Pkor,  And  why,  say  why,  to-day, 
While  Xuthus  stay^  behind  for  oracles 
He  wanted  not,  is  young  Ilyssus  bid 
To  meet  your  eyes,  and  win,  with  artful  tales. 
Your  easy  heart  ? 
Cre.  Bid !  Was  he  bid  to  do  it? 
Phor.  I  saw  the  priestess  whisper  something 
to  him. 
Then  loud  she  bid  him  wait  for  thv  approach. 
She  must,  forsooth,  retire  to  sacred  glooms, 
And  wait  for  inspiration.    Xuthus'  gold 
>Vas  what  inspired  the  traitress.  Yet,  good  IIea« 

ven. 
When  fmm  the  shrine  she  gave  the  fraudful  words. 
With  what  strange  art  the  holy  hypocrite 
In  mimic  trances  died ! — A  banisoed  youth 
Is  Athens'  cause  of  woe !    Too  truly  said, 
Though  for  a  wicked  purpose,  to  allure 
Thy  easy  (aith,  and  lead  thee  to  admit 
The  fraud  which  followed. 

Cre.  Never,  never,  Phorbas, 
Will  I  that  fraud  admit    How  readily 
Did  Xuthus,  when  my  foolish  fondness  asked  it. 
Consent  to  my  request !  Thou  heard'st  him  say 

[To  lye. 
We  should  adopt  this  youth ;  in  seemine  spor( 
He  spake  it,  but  even  then  the  insulting  tmnt 
Coooied  fatal  truths  beneath  the  ambigoooa 
phrase. 
Pkor.  Why  should  a  youth  designed  for  solir- 
tude 
8e  taught  the  arts  of  war  ?    He  saw  himself 
Hie  impropriety.    Who  is  this  sage 
That  has  instructed  him  ?  And  why  should  Lycon 
Overflow  with  sudden  joy,  but  that  he  found, 
Prom  thy  apparent  fondness  for  the  boy. 
Their  schemes  {p«w  practicabie.    Nay,  to-day. 
When  to  the  pncstess'  self  my  honest  love 
For  Athens,  and  dislike  of  stranger  kings, 
fiurst  freely  forth,  she  chid  my  hasty  add. 
Commended  Xuthus,  talked  oi^  piety 
\nd  reverence  to  the  gods ;  'twas  to  their  priests 
She  meant,  their  meddling  priests,  who  dare  pre- 
sume 
To  sport  with  thrones,  to  sell  their  gods  for  gold, 
\nd  stamp  rank  fislsehoods  with  the  seal  of  hea- 
ven ! 
lAfc.  Forbear,  you  are  too  loud  so  near  the 
temple ; 
Xuthus  himself  will  hear. 

Cre  We  would  be  heard, 
[nstruct  me,  Phorbas,  by  what  means  to  crosli 
This  impious  combiQation. 
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Tkor,  Athens  yet 
Has  honest  hearts.    Yes,  Phorbas  yet  has  friends 
Who  dare  be  patriots,  and  prefer  their  country 
lb  Xuthns'  kindest  smHe.    Some,  such  are  here, 
Even  worn  at  Delphi.    But,  iUuitrious  queen, 
We  must  with  caution  act.  The  naoM  of  Heaven, 
However  usurped,  adds  vigour  to  their  causey 
And  weakens  ours.    We  mig^t  in  iecret  find 
A  sure  revenge. 

Cre.  What? 

Fhor.  Death. 

Cre,  Of  Xuthus? 

PA0P.  His 
Might  follow,  but  the  more  immediate  caose 
Should  earliest  be  removed ;  the  boy. 

Cre.  The  boy ! 
Why  should  he  die  ?  Believe  me,  honest  Phorbas^ 
He  knows  not  of  the  fraud.    H»  every  look 
Proclaims  his  innocenoe.    If  impious  men 
Make  him  tfaeir  instrument  of  evil  deeds, 
Can  be  be  blamed  ?    fired  up  in  shades^  poor 

youth. 
He  never  knew  the  arts  of  base  mankind. 
Nor  should  he  share  their  punishment. 

Fh^r.  O  queen. 
They  have  too  well  succeeded.  Hub  fond  paMuniy 
Which  their  insidious  conning  first  inspired, 
Clings  close  about  your  heart,  and  may  at  last 

Undo  us  all ! But  hark,  that  noise  dedareB 

The  finished  rites.    Retire  we  to  tfaegrov^ 
And  there  wUi  I  enforce 

Cre.  No,  let  us  stay. 
I  will  confront  this  artful  pditicjan, 
And  shew  him  I  am  yet  a  queen. 

Fhor.  Perhaps 
^were  better  to  retire  till  our  full  scheme 
Were  ripe  for  venpeanre.— 'Yet  if  we  remain. 
High  words  must  nse,  which  will  alarm  her  pride, 
AaA  fit  her  for  my  pnrpoae.  [Ande. 

£nff  r  X  VTfius,lLYssu9,  Prie$tt,Virgintf  (htardSf 
i^c.frmi  the  temple. 

Xutt  [Coming  up  to  Creuia,]  Thy  looks, Creusa, 

thy  abrupt  dt^parture^ 
Affronting  to  the  god  fainisrif,  and  thtae 
His  sacred  mimsters,  too  plaialy  shew 
Irreverent  rage,  resisting  Heaven's  high  wiiJ. 
Nor  dost  thou  want,  I  see,  unthinking  woman, 
Inflamers  of  thy  foUy. — ^Bnt  of  this 
£aoa|h;  faehoid  the  vosth  whom  Heaven  designs 
Thy  heir,  and  mine  I 

Cre.  My  heir ! 

Xui.  Thy  heir,  Crcasa. 
What  means  tbat  haughty  look  ?  Why,  witbccui- 

tempt. 
Dost  thou  behold  him  ?  Is  he  changed,  Crenaa } 
Have  a  few  hours  so  totally  transforaaed  him  ? 
Is  all  that  winning  grace,  ai  which  thou  spakest 
Almost  with  rapture,  is  that  native  charm 
Of  iimooenee  all  veaiished  ?  Hear  him  qieak, 
Hear  if  he  taXki  less  seiuiblyi  than  when   . 


Thy  pleased  attention  hong  nnon  bis  woni% 
And  lent  each  syllable  an  added  grace 
What  hast  thou  found,  or  thy  grave  mooitor, 
What  has  be  found,  which  can  so  sxktenly 
Elave  wrought  this  wondrous  change  ?    Is  it  be> 


cause 


The  gods  have  thoodbt,  with  diee,  that  fae  dcsoKs 
A  crown  ?  or  is  it  mat  my  will  conaente  ? 
And  therefimre  thine^  provd  quecn^  petvcnd^ 

strives 
To  combat  thy  aftotions? 

Cre.  We^  nwthinks, ' 
Have  changed  affiectiaiis.    The  cah%  iteady  la- 

thosy 
Whose  equal  mind  neVr  knew  the  atomy  giola 
Of  disoomposinc  pasaiony  now  gbb  feel 
Indecent  vrarmm,  when  toucbed  by 
Nay,  he,  to  whom  the  tenderer 
Secaned  but  the  weakness  of  the  famBsn  fiance 
Now  wakes  inspired  with  some  "^^r^  aoltneib 
Have  oracles  the  power  to  raise  at  oaee 
The  kind  affections  ?    Or  did  he  conceal 
The  smothered  flame,  till,  aothorked  byHeafea^ 
It  might  burst  out  unquestioned  ? 

Xut.  Haughty  queen, 
I  understand  thee  well ;  tfaoa  tfaink'at  Aiayond^ 
A  substitute  of  mine,  and  darest  afiront 
Yon  awful  shrine^  the  fountain  of  pare  tiuth. 
But  by  that  god  who  bears  the  vengeful  bow. 
And  whose  large  eye        Yet  wherefore  abooMI 

strive. 
By  oaths,  to  undeceive  thee ;  breast^  like  bume^ 
Can  scorn  the  imputed  falsehood  dwj  dtbesiL 
Nor  am  I  now  to  leara  from  what  vile  aonroe 
Thy  vain  suaiicions  rise.  But  know,  proud  qaem^ 
This  youth  shall  reign  in  Athens ;  and  yet  more 
To  punish  thy  vain  pride,  since  thou  provokesi  it, 
I  do  believe  him  of  iEolian  raoeu 

Cre.  Thou  dost? 

Xut.  1  do.    A  race  as  glorioos,  qneav 
As  Cecrops'  boasted  lineage.    For  use  youth, 
Were  I  to  beg  the  choicest  boon  of  Hcsvcn 
From  my  own  loins  to  rise,  I  coold  not  hope 
A  nobler  offspring. 

Fhor.  nearest  tfaon  that?     [AMide  tm  Cr^am, 

Cre.  I  do^ 
And  will  revenge  the  insult 

Ifyi.  [KneeUng.]  GmdousquMn! 
What  have  I  done  which  should 

from  mc  ? 
Am  I  the  unhappy  caoae  of  theae 

Cre.  Kneel  not  to  me,  llyasna. 

Xut.  Kneel  not  .to  her; 
*Tts  I  am  thy  protector,  and  thy 
Nav,  now  thy  father. 

tfye.  Yet,  oh,  mighty  king, 
Permit  me,  at  her  royal  feet,  to  paj 
My  hnmblest  duty.    If  I  call  thee  fntiaer» 
She  sure  must  be  a  mother. 

[She  lame 

Xut.  ^se,  Ilyssusy   . 
Thou  oeest  she  standst  unmoved. 
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Ifyi.  No»  nowibe  aofUni! 
I  see  it  io  ber  ejes. 
Cre.  I  will,  I  wiU> 
Be  miscien  of  mj  aoaL    Wky  k&eelest  tboa, 

jfoath? 
I  Uame  not  tbee» 

JCtc/.  Me,  then,  tliou  blunest,  CreuM. 
I  am  the  object  of  tka  rage.    Tis  Xuthut 
Thoa  think'st  unworthy  of  the  Athenian  throne. 
Cn,  Athens  might  well  have  spared  a  foreign 
lustre, 
Secure  of  fame,  had  Xuthos  ne'er  been  bom. 
Xut.  Ungrateful  queen,  had  Xuthus  ne'er  been 
bom, 
What  now  had  Aliens beeni 

Cfe.  Perfaapa  in  ruins ; . 
^od  better  aO|  than  to  become  the  ^pny 
Of  needr  wandering  strangers. 

Xti^  £arth  and  Heaven ! 
This  the  return  ?— 1  knew  thou  never  lovest  me, 
Yet,  witness  Heaven,  I  ravished  not  thy  hand. 
Thou  gavest  it  suUenly,-  but  yet  thou  eavest  it ; 
And  I  well  hoped  thy  female  sense  of  honour. 
Of  doty  to  thy  lord,  mi^ht  have  secured, 
Ac  Jeast,  mv  fulure  peace.  Thy  tenderer  thoughts, 
The  wife's  best  ornameat,  I  knew  were  buriol 
In  a  plebeian  grave. 
Crc  Plebeian  grave ! 

XtU.  Fool  tbi^  I  was,  I  flattered  thy  vain  soi^ 
rowa^ 
Indulged  their  weak  excess,  ^nd  raised,  I  fipdL 
ImagMMfy  rivala  in  the  tomli : 
Bot  never  more,  Creuaa,  never  more 
Shalt  thoa  aflront  my  ill-requitted  fondness. 
I  wiU  deatroj  that  pageant  of  thy  paaaion. 
Tear  fram  that  idol  shrine  the  insulting  wreaths^ 
And  cancel  thy  mock  wonhip. 

i/jfs.  Gtacaons  queea, 
Aetire  a  whiie  I 

Crr.  Begone  ! — ^Insulting  tyrant. 
Touch  b«t  a  wreath  that^s  saared  to  Nicander, 
And,  by  pale  Hecate's  awful  rites  I  swear. 
Thy  life  shall  pay  the  forfeit;  nay,  the  lives 

Of  thy  whole  dastard  race. Plebeian  grave ! 

Had  that  pleb^an  Hved,  imperial  Xuthus 
liad  crottcfafid  beneath  his  teet. 

Xut.  Oh,  would  to  Heaven 
Tliis  sceptred  arm  could  raise  him  from  the  earth, 
That  thoa  nai^t'st  see  how  infamous  a  slave 
Thou  darest  prefer  to  Xuthus ! — Come,  llyssus, 
We  leave  her  Co  her  follies.    Look  not  on  her, 
She  merits  not  thy  tendemesa.    Away  1 
If  rcaaoB  ahottU  again  resume  its  seat. 
We  aaagr  esycct  her  at  the  .banquet    Come, 
All  here  nuiat  be  our  i^ests. 

ly  passion,  give  it  vent,  great 


And  let  it  burst  in  thunder  on  thy  foes ! 
i>e.  It  ahall,  ^  Heaven,  it  shall  U^l  thought 
till  now 
My  picfii  law  ttcnd,  bot  tfaii  nooater  dares 


Insult  even  misery  itielf.    Oh,  PboriMa» 
Forgive  me,  if  my  tears  will  foroe  a  passage. 
Now,  they  are  gone,  and  I  will  weep  no  more. 
Come,  faithful  counsellor  of  vengpaoce,  CQiae ! 
Instruct  me  how  to  act,  steel  all  my  soul; 
Let  not  remorse,  or  pity's  coward  voice, 
The  bane  of  noble  deeds,  intrude  to  cross  qs^ 
Nicander's  injured  ghost  shall  aid  our  oouoseb. 
Say,  shall  he  die  ? 

Phrnr,  Not  yeti  first  be  his  schemea 
Abortive  all,  his  politic  designs; 
Then  let  him  die  despised. 

Crt,  Agreed;  but  now? 

PAar.  Now,  at  the  banquet,  may  we  crush  at 
once 
His  full  blown  hopes.   Thti  fatal  cause  removal^ 
The  effect,  of  course,  must  oease. 

Cre,  What  cause  ? 

Flwr.  The  boy. 
I  see  thou  shudderest  at  it;  but,  great  queen. 
Hear  but  the  cogent  reasons  I  shall  offer. 
And  thou  wilt  think  as  I  do.    For  the  boy. 
Heaven  knows,  I  wish  to  spare  him ;  but  no  means. 
No  earthly  means  but  this^  can  curse  completely 
This  politic  designer.    Doubtlessy  long 
This  mvoorite  scheme,  to  place  on  Athens'  throne 
His  hated  race,  has  laboured  in  his  breast, 
And  all  his  hours  employed.    On  this  alone 
He  builds  the  firm  founoation  of  his  peace. 
His  happiness  to  come.  His  death  were  nothing: 
He  knows  his  friends^  the  minions  of  his  fortune^ 
He  knows  all  Greece,  such  is  their  dread  and  awe 
Of  Delphi's  shrine,  will  join  in  the  supdort 
Of  this  deceitful  claim ;  and  that  firm  nope 
Will  make  him  triumph  even  in  death,  and  laugh 
At  our  too  shallow  vengeance. 

Cre.  Laugh  he  shall  not. 
No,  I  will  punish  home.  ^ 

Fkor,  You  cannot  punish 
By  any  means  but  this.    And  know,  great  queeq, 
I  nave  a  poison  of  such  subtle  force, 
(Why  dost  thou  start?)  of  such  amazing  strength. 
Yet  so  peculiar  in  its  operation. 
That  it  shall  seem  the  surfeit  of  thtf  feast, 
Not  we  have  done  the  deed.     At  least  shall 

seem  so 
To  all  but  Xuthus'  self;  for  he,  methinks, 
Should  know  the  truth,  at  least  suspect  it  strongly^ 
And  yet  not  dare  revenge. 

Cre,  I  cannot  bear  it ; 
Howe'er  we  fail  in  our  revenge,  my  Pborbai^ 
The  boy  must  live. 

PAor.  Good  Heaven !  Is  this  Creusa  ? 
Is  tliis  the  vengeful  queen,  who  would  not  hear 
Kemorse  or  pity's  voice  ?  Farewell,  then,  Athens ; 
Yes,  my  poor  country,  thou  must  sink  enslaved  ' 
To  foreign  tyrants.    She,  who  should  defend 
Thy  rights,  thy  liberties,  stands  tamely  by. 
And  sees  the  yoke  imposed,  nay,  smiles  to  see  it : 
Thy  queen,  tlie  last  other  illustnous  line^ 
Consents  to  thy  destruction. 

Crt*  Never^  PhorbaSb 
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Do  what  thou  wilt    Widi  this  last  parting  pang 
I  glv^  him  to  thjf  rage.    Tet,  oh,  beware, 
1  see  him  not  aeain  1   One  look  from  him 
Would  baffle  aU  thy  schemes. 

Fhor.  Now,  at  the  banquet. 
Will  we  infuse  the  draught^  even  in  the  cup 
Which  the  king's  self  presents  to  his  young  heir, 
la  token  of  election. 

Crc.  Stay,  good  Phorbas. 

Thor.  Almdy  have  I,  for  the  just  design, 
Suborned  a  faithful  slave.    Nay,  should  it  fail, 
I  have  a  trusty  band,  a  chosen  few, 
Athenian  souls,  who  scorn  to  bow  the  knee. 
To  any  foreijgn  lord;  these  will  I  place 
At  the  pavilion  doors,  if  need  require^ 
To  second  our  attempt 

Cre,  Yet  stay,  good  Phorbos. 
How  kindly  diet  he  seem  to  sympathize 
With  my  (fistress !  Nay,  ahnost  chid  the  king^ 


When  his  loud 

Fhor,  He  had  been  taug|it  his 
Twas  all  design,  all  artifice  to  work 
Upon  a  woman's  weakness. 

Cre.  Thinkstthou  so? 

Fhor,  I  do.    But,  oh,  my  qneeiiy  be 
woman; 
Conquer  this  foible  of  thy  sei. 

Cre,  Heaven  knows 
How  much  it  costs  to  do  it !  Go,  then,  Ptioilns, 
I  cannot  bid  thee  prosper.  [Kxit  Fharhm^ 

Thou  knowst  what  I  feel.    Haste,  call  him  back. 

No,  stay 1  think  the  bitterness  is  past^ 

And  I  can  bear  it  now.    Lend  me  thy  ara!, 
I  would  retire,  Lycea.    Yet^  from  wliat 
Should  I  retire  ?  I  cannot  from  myself ! 
Oh,  boy !  thou  art  revenged ;  wkate^cr  tbaa  saA 

ferest 
Is  lighty  to  what  thy  murd'ress  feeb !     [Cnaa/. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  1.-7^  Laurel  Grove. 

Enter  Phorbas  and  Athenians. 

Fhor,  This  way,  my  friends;  at  the  pavilion 

doors 
Stand  ready  armed,  that,  if  we  need  yoar  aid. 
You  may  observe  the  sign,  and  crush  at  once 
These  vile  usurpers  on  Uie  rights  of  Athens. 
I  hope  we  want  ye  not    I  must  be  hid 
Awhile,  lest  Xuthus  should  suspect  my  presence. 
The  queen,  too^  may  repent ;  rll  therefore  shun 

her 
Till  the  deed's  done,  irrevocably  done.      [Atide, 
But  stir  not  dll  I  come — What  noise  is  that? 
Retire,  my  friends;  the  temple's  postern  door 
Grates  on  its  hinge.     Be  secret,  and  we  prosper. 

[Exeunt  teveraUy. 

Enter  Aletes  and  Pythia. 

Akt,  This  quarrel  was  unlucky.     A  slight 
Dfeadi 
Had  lent  my  purpose  strength ;  but  wrought  thus 

high 
It  may  defeat  our  hopes.    She  cannot  now, 
With  ease,  recede  from  her  too  rash  resolves, 
At  least  not  unsuspected.    Did  she,  say'st  thou, 
Rciect  thy  message  ? 

"^yth.  Scarcely  did  she  pay 
The  decent  dues  my  sacrea  office  daims. 
And  when  I  prest  her  more,  with  suUen  pride 
She  silently  withdrew. 

Akt,  See  her  I  must 
Where  went  she  ? 

F^th.  To  the  shades,  which  overhang 
The  Aonian  fount 

Aiet,  I  will  pursue  her  thither. 

Fytk,  It  may  not  be,  for  now  I  know  thy  se- 
cret, 
7is  my  turn  to  be  prudent    Know'st  thou  not. 


Thou  should'st  be  cautions,  nor  eipose  tliyielf 
To  prying  eyes  ?  I  heard  her,  as  she  puaed. 
In  broken  whispers  bid  Lvoea  haste 
To  Phorbas,  and  inform  that  trus^  frieml 
That  she  would  wait  him  in  the  laurel  grove. 
Uere^  then,  thou  ma/st  surprise  them  Doch^  aod 

crown 
At  once  thy  whole  design^ 

AUt,  Thou  counsellest  well. 
And  I  will  guide  me  by  thy  kind  advice. 
Oh,  Pythia,  how  did  every  thing  conspire 
To  g^ve  me  hopes,  that  I  should  place  the  \mw 
Secure  on  Athens'  throne,  unknovra  to  all 
But  those  whom  fate  had  made  hisfinncst  firieflds! 
The  very  means  I  used  to  make  it  sore, 
Have  been  most  adverse  to  the  cause  I 
Had  I  relied  on  Xuthus^  P>^f 
Nor  mentioned  jEoIus,  success  were 
And  let  me  hope  it  still.    What  most  I  hmr 
Is  the  queen's  warmth  of  passoo.    To  wfakb 

end 
I  must  proceed  with  tenderness,  and  hade, 
For  some  short  time,  Ilyssos  from  her 

ledge. 

I  have  unnDmb«»red  cautions  to  premise, 
Wliich  her  o'erflowiag  joy  may  haply  nrau 
The  banquet,  is  it  ready  r 

Fyth,  It  has  long. 
In  vain,  expected  its  illostrioos  guests. 
The  kin*;  already  has  foigpt  his  rape. 
And  hopes  returning  thought  may  more   the 

queen 
To  equal  amity :  he,  therefore,  finds 
Continual  causes  to  delay  the  fcast 
Alet,  Retire.     Perhaps  'tis  die;  I  hear  die 

steps 
Of  some  who  move  this  way.        [Erit  JFyUim^ 
What  means  he  here  ? 
Why  artUioaab6«Bt£ronithefaaaqBci»  ymah  ? 


] 
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Enter  Iltssus. 


Ifyt,  It  Iws  no  \oj%  for  ine.    I  fe^r,  Aletes, 
Tboa  and  the  Pythia  hsTo  most  foully  played 
For  my  advancement 
^/er.  Ha! 

liyt,  Where  are  the  parents, 
Whom  dioa  didst  pronuse  to  my  hopes  ?  Alas ! 
I  find  no  parents  here,  no  kind  regardi^ 
Ko  inespreme  fondness.    Stem  debate 
And  fool  disMntion  kindle  here  their  torsh 
To  usher  in  my  greatness.    Even  Crensa, 
Whose  tenderness,  I  know  not  how,  alanned 
Hy  throbbing  heart  with  bopes^  and  doubts,  and 

fean» 
UnTelt  before^  even  she  has  taught  her  eyes 
To  kx>k  with  strangenesson  me.    The  good  king, 
Who  yet  withdraws  not  his  protection  from  me^ 
Seems  hist  in  anxious  thought.    Unkind  Aletes, 
Art  thou  the  cause  of  this?  Say,  am  I  sprung 
Of  rsce  iEoban  ?  For,  by  Heaven  I  swear, 
By  that  pure  fountain  or  immortal  truth, 
I  will  not  brook  deceit  ,  I  will  again, 
However  the  glittering  mischief  tempt  my  youth, 
Become  that  nomble  unknown  thing  I  was, 
Radier  than  wear  a  crown  by  falsehood  gained. 
Speak,  then,  and  give  me  ease. 

Akt,  My  dearest  boy 

Iln  virtoe  charms  me,  though  it  may  prevent 
Ub  own  snooess.    Oh,  happy,  happy  Athens, 
Ttf  gain  a  kin^  like  him,  whose  honest  soul 
Starts  at  inmpned  fraud !  [Aside, 

lijfL  Speak  on»  Aletes, 
And  do  not,  by  that  look  of  tenderness, 
And  mnrmoring  to  thyself,  alann  me  more. 
AleL  What  should  I  speak  ?  This  very  mom, 

Uyssos, 
rhis  Terr  mora  I  told  thee  a  few  hours 
(V'oddflhew. thee  what  thonwert;  but  diyinn 

patience 
Brooks  not  that  short  delajr.    It  seems  Aletes^ 
^  lost  his  usual  credit  with  Ilyssus, 
^vca  with  the  youth  his  anxious  care  has  formed. 
Httok'st  thou,  the  man  who  taught  thy  feeUng 

heart 
To  Mart  at  falsehood,  would  himself  commit 
fbe  fraud  thou  shudderest  at?  What  have  I  done, 
'Vhioh  should  induce  thee  to  a  thought  so  base  ? 
^d  «*er  my  precepts  contradict  my  heart  ? 
^id  I  e'er  teach  a  virtue  I  not  practised  ? 
~I  see  thoo  art  confounded.   Know  then,  youth, 
blame  not  thy  impatience,  nay,  I  praise 
rhat  modesty  whioi  can  so  soon  resume 
tft  seat,  when  all  things  round  are  big   with 

wonder. 
^re  nieht  thou  shalt  know  all ;  till  then,  Ilyssus, 
)^te  as  Athens'  king. 
Si^  (>h,  good  Aletes, 

or^ive  my  rashness.    Yes,  I  know  thee  honest 
^  truth  itself,  and  know  the  wonderous  debt 
<)we  thy  goodness.    Yes,  if  thou  confess 
^l  have  reason  for  these  anxious  carei) 


Thou  wilt  permit  me  still  to  question  time. 
iVay,  look  upon  me  whilst  I  speak  to  thee. 
Perhaps  thoo  hast  some  secret  cause,  Aletes^ 
For  all  that  kind  attention  thou  hast  shewn  m^ 
From  infancy  till  now — ^Why  dost  thou  turn 
Thy  eyes  to  earth?  Tis  plain  thou  hast  a  cause  t 
Thou,  knowest  from  whom  I  spring;  how  canst 

thou  else 
With  ooniidenoe  assert,  that  yet  ere  nicht 
I  shall  know  all  ? — Say  this  at  leasts  Aktes;   . 
Shall  the  queen's  anger  cease  ? 

Akt.  It  shall,  IlysMis. 
Even  now  I  wait  lier  here ;  on  what  deagn 
I  must  not  yet  inform  thee.    The  next  time 
Thou  shalt  behold  her,  thou  wilt  find  a  change 
Incredible  indeed,  from  rage  to  fondness^ 
From  cold  reserve  to  tears  of  bursting  ioy. 

[Jfyttus  ii  going  to  tpeak  eagerfy^ 
— Ask  me  no  more. — Yet  something  didst  thou  say 
Relating  to  the  cause  which  fixed  me  here, 

Thv  guardian,  thy  instructor,  and the  time 

Will  come,  when  thou  wilt  know  it  all,  Ilyssu^ 
And  bless  my  memory. 

Ifys,  Thou  weepest,  Aletes! 
My  tears  will  mingle  too. 

Alet,  Forbear,  and  leave  me. 
Yet  stay  a  while,  for  now  perhaps  we  part 
To  meet  no  more. 

i/jff.  No  more !  Thoa  wilt  not  leave  me 
When  most  I  vrant  thy  care !  'Twas  my  firsi 

thought, 
Twas  the  first  boon  I  asked  of  the  good  kinf^ 
That  thou  migbt'st  be  my  kind  instructor  still. 
He  praised  my  gratitude,  and  I  had  promised 
To  bring  him  to  thy  cottage.    He  himself 
Shall  be  a  suitor  to  thee. 

Alet,  Thou  hast  asked 
Thou  knowest  not  what ;  it  cannot  be,  Ilyssus^ 
That  Xuthus  and  Aletes  e*er  should  meet 
On  terms  of  amity*    The  smiles  of  greatncM 
To  me  have  lost  their  value.    For  thv  love 
I  could  do  much,  and  to  be  severed  Kom  thee 
Pulls  at  my  heart-strings.    But  resistless  fate 
Has  fixed  its  seal,  and  we  must  part  for  ever, 
How  hard  loeW  it  seem.    Thy  youth  will  sooiy 
Amidst  the  busy  scenes  of  active  greatnesis 
Forget  its  monitor :  but  I  must  bear. 
In  hopeless  solitude,  the  pongs  of  absence. 
Till  thought  shall  be  no  more. 

liyt.  Oh,  heavenly  powers ! 
Then  there  is  sumething  dreadful  yet  concealed, 
I  cannot  part  from  thee  in  ignorance. 
Tell  me,  Aletes ! 

Alet.  Would  I  could  !  But  now 
It  must  not  be. — Haste  to  the  banquet,  youth; 
Thy  du^  calls  thee  thither. 
«   Ifys.  Go,  1  cannot. 
Till  thou  assurer  me  we  shall  meet  again. 

Alet.  U  possible,  we  wilt    If  not,  remember,  * 
When  thou  shalt  know  thyself,  tluUon  thyself 
Thy  fate  depends ;  that  virtue,  glory,  happiness 
Are  close  connected,  and  their  sad  reverse 
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Is  vice,  it  pam,  is  infamy.    Alas ! 
These  were  the  lessons  of  thy  prirate  life. 
This  I  have  told  thee  oft,  hot  my  fond  tongue 
Runs  o'er  its  former  precepts,  and  forgets 
Thou  now  must  mount  a  throne ;  a  larger  scene 
Of  duty  opens. 

Ily$,  Yet  the  tender  friend, 
Who  should  direct  roe,  leaves  me  to  myself. 
Canst  thou  abandon  me  ? 

AUt.  Would  fate  permit, 
I  would  attend  thee  still.    But,  Oh,  Ilyssns, 
Whatever  becomes  of  me,  when  thou  shall  reach 
That  envied  nkiacle  of  earthly  greatiiess> 
Where  faitbnil  monitors  but  rarely  follow, 
Even  there,  amidst  the  kindest  smiles  of  fortune, 
Forget  not  thou  wert  once  distressed  and  friend- 
less. 
Be  strictly  just ;  but  yet,  like  Heaven,  with  mer- 
cy 
Temper  dly  jnstice.    From  thy  purged  ear 
Banish  base  flattery,  and  spurn  ttie  wretch. 
Who  would  persuaide  thee  thou  art  more  than 

man; 
Weak,  erring,  selfish  man,  endued  with  power 
To  be  the  mmister  of  public  good. 
If  conquest  charm  thee,  and  die  pride  of  war 
Bkize  on  thy  nght,  remember  thou  art  placed 
The  guardian  of  mankind,  nor  baild  thy  fame 
On  rapines^  and  on  mmrders.    Should  soft  peace 
livite  to  hiirary,  the  pleasing  bane 
Of  happy  kingdoms^  know,  from  thy  example, 
llie  bliss  or  woe  of  nameless  millions  springs, 
Their  virtue^  or  th^ir  vice.    Nor  think  by  laws 
To  curb  lic^entious  man ;  liiose  laws  alone 
Can  bend  the  lieadstrong  many  to  their  yoke. 
Which  make  it  present  interest  to  obey  them. 
Oh,  boy ! 

Enitr  Pytbia  hmttify, 

I^fft.  nysstts !  wherefore  art  thou  here  ? 
The  king  etpects  thee,  and  the  banquet  waits. 

J0^  I  cannot  go. 

Akt,  Thou  must;  thy  Arte  depends 
Upon  thy  absence  now.    The  queen  approacb^. 
After  the  banquet  I  again  will  see  thee. 
And  thou  sMt  know  die  whole.    I  will,  b?  H«ii- 
ven.  [Erk  Ifytms, 

Fythia,  away,  and  wait  me  in  the  temple. 

{Krit  Pyihia. 
She  saw  them  not ;  on  her  CdMrscied  brow 
Sits  brooding  care.    She  speaks  f  my  heart  beats 

thick, 
And  my  tongue  trembles  to  perform  ks  office. 
Now  fate  attend,  and  perfect  tlnne  own  work ! 

Enter  Chevsa. 

Cre.  To  what  have  I  consented  ?  Ha  !   Who 
art  thou. 
That  thnS  intmdest  on  sacred  privacy,  '  • 
When  the  o*erburthened  mind  unloads  its  griefs, 
Its  hoarded!  miseries  ? 

AUt.  Thy  better  genias ! 


Crc  That  voice  is  sure  fiuniliar  to  niy 
Who  art  thou  ?  Speak ! 

Akt,  One  whom  advenity 
Has  tau^t  to  know  himself.    I  bring  thee  tidiap 
Of  an  unhappy  man,  who  wrong^  tlwe  noch, 
But  much  repented  of  the  wrongs  he  did  tbee ; 
Of  thy  Nicander,  qjueen. 

Cre.  Nicander,  say'st  thoa  ? 
Oh,  then  thoo  art  indeed  mv  better  fgenius ! 

AUt.  Now  aim  thy  souf  for 


yet  to 
oome ! 
Perhaps  he  lives. 
Cte.  He  lives ! 

[Lookimg  on  him  wUk  mmnemmt 
AUt,  [After  gre^  irreaotmium  mmd  timaln 
wttkkmmif,]    BcMd  Ua  here ! 

What  has  my  nshness  doK!  The  blush  of  life 
Has  left  her  cheek,  the  pulse  foneta  to  omvcl 
Where  shall  I  turn  ?  I  cammt  oaUfor  sadi. 
Nor  can  I  leave  her  thus.    She  breasfas^  she  sdml 
Yes,  vesy  Creusa,  thy  Nicander  lma» 
And  be  will  catch  at  least  thb  dear  embraot^ 
Thoogli  now  thoe  art  another's ! 

Cre,  Gracious  godsl 
It  ii^  it  is  Nicander,  'tb  my  lord ! 
Oh,  T  am  only  thine !  no  power  en 
Shall  e'er  divide  us  more. 
It  cannot  be,  my  senses  all  deceive 
And  yet  it  is.    Oh,  let  me  gaie  upon  tlwe. 
Recall  each  trace  which  mans  ttee  §ormj 
And  gives  me  back  the  image  of  niy  heart ! 
How  time  and  grief  have  changed  thee !  Bet  ay 

love 
Can  know  no  change.    Mylord,myIifiM.y  hu. 

band! 
Where  hast  thou  wandered  ?  How  Isaat  tfaoe  bmetk 

hid 
From  love's  all-piercmg  si^?  The  bloodjr  nif- 

fians, 
How  dUst  the  «»ipe  their  »«e?  Or  <i><l 

wreak 
Upon  file  helpless  ienooeBt  alone 
Tiimr  impious  vengeance  f 

Nic.  Nor  on  me,  nor  him 
Did  vengeeoce  fall. 
Cre.  Does  he  live  ^ 
Nie.  He  does. 
Cre,  Oh,  honest  Pheibas !  Mwder 

tue. 
Nic.  TheimbMnenierwasall 
Contrived  for  thy  dear  sake ;  ■» 
Pursued  oar  steps:  I  foond  thntl' 

tfiee 
Beyond  redress,  nor  knew  another 
But  b^  my  dilatli,  to  save  thee  firam 
Despair  I  thought  might  conquer  IsM^i 
Once  more  be  Athens'  pride,     lbs 

charge 
Forbade  a  t^al  deadi :  I  tbersfoie 
With  blood  my  well-lmown  gaflDsnl^ 
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Cft,  A  caned  e£Rect  Bat  I  have  nearer  fears : 
How  cam'st  thou  hither  ?  Wherefore  to  these 

shades? 
The  boj,  where  is  he  ? 
Nie,  Far  from  henofr—^- 
Cre.  Thank  Heaven ! 

Nie,  He  lives  in  peace  and  safety.    What  dis- 
turbs thee? 
Cre.  Nothing——!  dare  not  tell  him  what  I 
fearedy 
Hif  honest  hreut  might  shudder  at  the  guilt, 
Ihoiigh  now  it  he  more  needful.    [JjtSe.]    The 

dear  boy. 
Say,  ig  he  bnve  ? 
rfic.  As  woman  could  desire. 
Cft,  And  formed  like  thee  ? 
Aic  His  person  far  exceeds 
What  mj  most  vigorous  youth  could  boast,  Cre» 


And  hb  firm  mind  is  wisdom's  aged  strength^ 
With  allyouth's  graces  softened. 

Cre.  Tis  too  much* 
Oh,  hamnr  mother !  Call'st  thou  him  Nicander  ? 
Nic,  No,  Ion;   'twas  the  qame  that  matron 
chose, 
Who  gave  him  to  my  caie. 

Of.  Tlien  Ion  be  it ; 
Ion  ihaU  reign  in  Athens.    Know'st  thou,  love^ 
The  cursed  des^pi  which  this  ^lian  here, 
And  the  vile  maid 

Nk.  The  priestess,  it  should  seem, 
Widi  Xutfaua,  has  conspired  to  fix  his  race 
Od  Acheny  throne. 

Cre.  But  never  shall  his  race 
That  sceptre  wield. 

Aic.  It  never  shall,  Creusa. 
i  have  a  mean» 
Cre,  My  means,  thank  Heaven,  are  surer.  [Aiide. 
Aic  But  I  will  tell  thee  all  from  first  to  last 
lear,  then,  and  weigh  my  words,  for  fate  is  in 

them* 
Inthos,  the  Athenian  king^*- 
Cre,  I  think  not  of  him. 
Xic.  Bewsre  of  that.    Whate'er  thou  think'st. 


iutfatts  roast  9tiU  reign  on,  thy  lord  and  hus- 
band. 
Cre.  Xothna,  my  lord !   then  what  art  thou, 

Nicander? 
osi  thou  deaptse  me  for  a  crime  thyself 
ait  forced  me  to  commit  ?  My  soul  was  thine, 
ren  iHien  I  gave  mv  hand,  and  still  remams 
iidaonted,  undefiled. 
Sic,  I  know  it  vrell, 

too  dearest,  best  of  women.    My  torn  heart 
rops  blood  while  I  propose  it,  yet  we  must, 
c  most  for  ever  part    Forboir,  Creusa ! 
at  killing  look  strikes  through  me.    Think,  Oh, 

think, 
hat  in  this  aee  of  absence  I  have  borne, 
m  combated  esich  tender  thought,  and  lived 
>r  thy  dear  aake^  a  victim  to  despair. 
Vol,  L 


Bat  now  if  thou  consenti'st,  all,  all  is  mine. 
And  I  forgive  my  fate.    The  dear,  dear  boy, 
I  have  a  means  to  place  him  on  the  throne 
Secure  as  we  coula  wish. 

Cre,  Secure  he  shall  be ; 
I  will  proclaim  him  to  the  world  as  mine, 
And  Athens  shall  with  joy  receive  its  sovereign ; 
The  tyrant  Xuthus  shall  be  taught  to  fear 
A  master^s  frown. 

Nic,  Thv  rashness,  my  Creusa, 
May  ruin  all. 

Cre.  I  will  be  rash,  if  this 
Be  rashness,  to  declare  to  earth,  to  Heaven, 
A  mother^s  heartr-felt  joy,  whose  only  child. 
Snatched  from  the  grave,  unhoped  for,  comes  to 

claim. 
With  every  eraoe  and  every  virtue  crowned, 
The  impenalseat  of  his.  great  ancestors. 
And  shall  we  want  a  means  ? 

Nic.  We  need  not  wait ; 
For  by  my  care  the  important  means  is  found 
Already,  and  no  human  power  but  thine 
Can  hinder  our  success.    I  would  have  hid 
The  secret  from  thee  till  thy  wished  consent 
Had  given  my  purpose  strength ;  but  thou  de> 

feat^st 
My  utmost  caution,  and  wilt  force  me  tell  thee, 
Ilmus  is  youns  Ion ! — Ha !  Creusa ! 
What  nyeans  this  look }  Good  Heaven !  How  her 

eye  fixes ! 
Wh%t  have  I  ()one  f  What  said,  which  could  at* 

tacl^ 
The  seats  of  sense  with  this  amazing  force  ? 
My  wife,  my  queen.  Oh  speak ! 

Cre.  Off,  touch  me  not: 
Thou  panst  not  bring  relief.    Oh,  I  am  cursed 
Beyond  all  power  of  aid !  Tliou  too  art  cursed, 
And  know'st  it  qot !  He  diss,  he  dies,  Nican- 
der! 
Nic,  Amazement!  Who? 
Cre,  Oh,  had  he  not  been  mine. 
His  youth,  his  softness,  each  attracting  grace 
I  should  have  staid  whole  ages,  ere  in  thought 
I  had  consented  to  so  damned  a  deed. 
Tears,  tears,  why  burst  ye  not  ?  But  what  have  I 
To  do  with  tears  ?  Those  are  for  tender  mothers. 
The  t^ress  weeps  not  o'er  her  mangled  prey. 
He  di^  he  dies,  Nicander ! 

iVic  Who?  Ilyssus? 
Speak,  speak,  Creusa ! 

Cre,  Phorbas  urged  the  deed. 
And  I  consented ;  at  the  feast  he  dies 
By  poison.    Oh,  my  soul ! 

Nic,  Fly,  then,  tnis  instant ! 
Perhaps  thou  may'st  prevent  it ;  as  thou  cam*st 
He  parted  henoe.    I  anew  not  to  his  death ! 
Cre,  I  go,  I  fly. 

Nic,  Yet  stay,  thy  rashness  there. 
If  fate  has  saved  him,  may  undo  us  yet 
The  Pythia !  true,  the  Pythia  shall  rush  in 
To  stop  the  fami  banquet,  and  declare 
The  feast  unhallowed;  at  this  lucky  moment 
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She  waits  me  in  the  temple.    Stay,  Creusa. 

lEjtit  Nkander, 
Cre,  The  Py tliia,  no ;  I  will  myself  outstrip 


The  li^tnin^s  speed.    Whateier  be  the  etcnt, 
Tis  not  too  uite  to  die.  [Exit 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  L—The  Laurel  Grave. 

Enter  Puorbas  and  Lycea. 

Xyr.  Oh,  earth !  Oh,  Heaven !  Oh»  wretched, 
wretched  Athens ! 

Phgr,  Speak  op,  Lycea ;   wherefore  art  thou 
silent  ? 

Why  dost  thou  lead  me  to  this  secret  shade  f 
What  mean  thy  flowing  tears  ? 

Li/c,  The  queen,  the  queen  I 

Phor.  Say,  what  of  her.? 

Xryc.  I  know  not ;  all  to  me 
Is  terror  and  confusion. 

Phor.  What  thou  know'st 
Relate. 

I^c,  She  sent  me  forth  to  seek  thee,  Phorbas ; 
I  found  thee  not,  but  met,  at  my  retuvn, 
Creusa's  self.    Despair  was  in  her  eyes. 
With  hasty  steps  she  shot  impatient  by  me. 
Nor  listened  wnen  I  spake.    J.  followed  wonder- 
ing. 
And  entered  the  pavilion. 

Phor,  The  pavilion  ! 
Why,  went  she  to  the  banquet  ? 

Lye.  Eager  went, 
Despair  and  anguish  mixing  in  her  look. 
But,  0  good  Heaven !  how  changed  was  that  de- 
spair 
To  inexpressive  joy,  when,  from  the  crowd, 
She  learnt  Ilyssus  had  delayed  the  feast, 
And  won  the  king  once  more  to  ask  her  presence. 
'  Where  is  he  ?  let  roe  clasp  him  to  my  breast,* 
She  cried ;  '  I  now  no  longer  will  resist 
'  Heaven's  high  command.'  Imperial  Xuthus  rose. 
With  transport,  to  receive  her ;  and  loud  shouts 
Proclaimed  the  people's  joy.    When,  death  to 

sight! 
Eternal  pain  to  memory  !  the  slave 
Presents  the  goblet;  '  Fill,*  she  cried,  ^a  third ! 

*  T,  too,  will  Imil  Ilyssus  king  of  Athens. 

'  Butj  ^rst,  all  swear,  swear  by  immortal  Jove, 
'  By  the  far  darting  god  who  here  presides, 

*  And  the  chaste  guardian  bf  pur  native  fanes, 

*  Swear  here,  swckr  all,  and  binding  be  tlie  oath, 
f  Ilyssus  only  shall  be  Athen^  king.' 

Phor.  What  could  she  mean  ? 

Lye.  Attentive  Xuthus  caught. 
With  joy,  tlie  happy  omen,  and  all  swore 
Illysus  only  should  be  Athens'  king. 
This  done,  I  saw  her  from  Ilyssus?  hand 
Snatch  the  dire  goblet,  and  to  him  resign 
Her  own  untouched.    The  slave,  who  mixed  the 

draught, 
Tunied  pale  and  trembled  ;  I,  with  eager  zeal. 
Pressed  forward;  but  in  vain  ;  she  firmly  gra^d 


The  bowl,  and  drank  it  to  the  dregpb 
Phor.  The  poison,  ha! — ^I  knew  ber  fooU 

fondness 
Would  start  at  mordei^s  name.    Bat 

die? 
Why  turn  upon  herself  her  imfuona 
Twas  madness  all;  or  else  some 


f 


vance, 
Some  fresh  ^lian  fraud.    I  care  not  wbmL 
1  yet  will  blast  their  schemes.    Yea,  let  her  £e, 
By  ber  own  foUj  perish.    Athens  s^ 
Survives,  and  smdl  survive.    I  muit  be  wmMtb 
She,  doubtless,  will  betray  me  to  the  kmgy 
And  cut  off  even  this  last  resource.    Lyoea^ 
Be  secret,  and  thy  country  shall  be  iiee. 

I^c  Were  it  not  better,  Phorbns^  fim  to  see 
her. 
Perhaps,  some  secret  unrerealed  maj  Intk 
Beneath  this  shew  of  nnexampled  rashness. 
She  left  die  banquet  soon,  ana,  with  the  Pythis, 
Entered  the  temple. 

Phor.  With  the  Pytlua,  sav'st  dioa? 
Then  there  is  mischief  toward. 

Xyc  Yet  now  alone 
We  may  surprise  her,  for  I  saw  the  maid 
Quick  from  the  fane  return  with  hasty  steps, 
As  if  dispatched  on  some  impcMtant  nw^^ssgc ; 
Perhaps  to  find  thee  out.    Sore  thonihonhki  see 
her. 
Phor.  And  perish,  ha!  No^  no,  my 
country, 
Too  much  already  have  I  been  deceived  ; 
I  will  not  leave  tnee  in  a  woman's  power. 
Yet  hold,  Lycea  may  inform  her  of  thea^ 
And  my  designs  prove  yet  aboitive.    Mnuly 
Thy  presence  may  be  needful. 
Lye.'  Mine !  good  Heaven ! 
In  what }  Creusa  will  require  my  aid ; 
At  least  my  tears  are  doe  to  my  poor  queen 
In  her  last  moments. 
.  PAor.  Stay,  she  wants  them  not ; 
I  know  the  poison's  force  too  well. 
To  fear  a  death  so  sodden.    This  way, 
Nay,  thou  must  go;  I 'shall  have  hnmaiem  kr 

thee, 
Some  secret  message  to  the  queen,  Lyoen, 
Which  thou  alone  canst  bear.  '  " 


SCENE  H. 

Enter  Pythia  and  NiCAxncm. 

Pyth.  'Twas  he,  I  saw  him,  and 
him. 
Sure  he  should  be  informed !  Tboo 


ir<  i 


not. 
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Nk,  Hiis  action  of  the  queen  sits  near  my 

heart. 
Pytk  She  bade  me  tell  thee— But  why  waste 
«retlme? 
HxMi  DOW  maVst  enter  at  the  postern  gate, 
Vnaeea  b7  all. 
Nk,  Why  didst  thou  not  rush  in,  and  stop  the 
feast? 
Thy  speedr  presence  there  had  saved  us  alL 
Fytk  Whatoottldldo?  The  queen  was  there 
already. 
And  all  seemed  peace  and  ioy;  could  I  suspect 
That  poison  lurked  beneath  so  fair  a  seeming  ? 
Nic  She  breaks  through  my  designs.-^Unhap- 
PT  woman ! 
My  soul  bleeds  for  her,  and  confusion  hangs 
On  everj  rising  thought    The  dear,  dear  boy ! 
Where  is  he?  at  the  banquet  still ? 
Pyth.  He  is. 

Nic,  And  where  Creusa  ? 
Pytk  I  already  told  thee, 
fiut  Ukhi  regardest  not,  in  the  temple's  gloom 
Kccired  she  sitSy  expecting  thy  approach. 
We  there  may  settle  all.  , 

Nic,  1  fear  her  much. 
ThoQ  seest  her  passions  are  too  near  concerned 
To  be  of  use  to  us;  thy  cooler  sense 
Must  here  direct  us.    both  the  poison's  power 
Affect  her  Yet? 

Pyth.  Not  vet ;  I  would  have  tried 
Some  powerful  antidote  to  quell  its  force ; 
But  she  refusea  life,  and  only  begs 
To  see  her  son  and  thee. 

Nic.  I  will  attend 
Upon  the  instant.    But  first  hear  me,  Pvthia; 
Thou  seesi  oo  what  a  precipice  we  stand ; 
It  were  in  vain  to  hope  we  could  conceal 
The  truth  from  Xuthus ;  from  the  rest  we  may; 
*irt  thv  task,  therefore— 

Pyik.  What  ?  to  own  the  fraud. 
And  publish  to  the  king,  that  Delphi's  shrine 
h  not  oracular  ?  Ha ! 

Nic.  To  the  king 
Twere  better  sure  to  publish  the  deceit 
Than  to  the  world ;  and,  where's  the  means  but 

thia. 
To  hide  it  ?  Br  Creusa's  art  thou  say'st 
He  is  already  bound  in  solemn  oaths 
To  leave  Ilyaaua  heir  to  Athens'  throne. 
Canst  rhou  not  add  still  stron6;er  oaths,  or  ere 
Thou  dost  reveal  the  secret  of  our  fate  ? 
Then  who  shall  dare  to  break  them?  Shall  the 

rhou  know*st  his  scrupulous  piety  extends 
Almost  Co  weakness.    What  should  tempt  him 
^  to  it  ? 

?rpU9a  dead  can  frame  no  schemes  against  him ; 
rbe  boy  to  him  sdooe  must  owe  his  greatness ; 
KvfA  fur  Xicaoder,  never  more  shall  Greece 
iear  his  for^oUtto  name. 

Pytk.  It  must  be  so; 
Vnd*  yet 


Nic  What  yet  ?  To  Phorbas  thou  with  ease 
Ma/st  own  the  truth.  He  will  not  start  at  fraud 
In  sacred  things.  But  see,  the  queen  approaches, 
Impatient  of  our  stay.    She  changes  not ! 
The  bloom  of  health  is  still  upon  her  cheek ! 
Fain  would  I  hope- — But  hopes,  alas!    are 

vain. 

What  hast  thou  done,  Creusa  ? 
Cre.  ^Entering.]  Saved  Ilyssus ! 
Nic.  Thou  mightst  have  lived  with  honour. 
Crt.  lived !  good  Heaven ! 
I  start,!  tremble  at  the  thoughts  of  life. 
Canst  thou  reflect  on  what  I  had  designed. 
On  what  I  am,  and  what,  alas !  I  have  been. 
And  not  perceive  death  was  my  only  refuge  ? 
Am  I  not  Xuthus'  wife  ?  and  what  art  thou  ?        ' 
O  hadst  thou  seen  the  torments  of  my  soul. 
When  in  one  hasty  moment  it  ran  o'er 
The  business  of  an  age,  weighed  all  events, 
Saw  Xuthus,  thee,  Ilyssus,  Athens,  bleed 
In  one  promiscuous  carnage  !  light,  at  length, 
Burst  through  the  gloom,  and  heaven's  ovi'n  voice 

proclaimed 
One  victim  might  suffice. 
For  Xuthus  honour  strove,  and  mightier  love 
Assumed  Nicander's  cause.    Who^  then,  could 

fall? 
Could  Xuthus?  Could  Nicander ! — ^No;  Creusa. 
Nic.  Would  thou  hadst  been  less  kind  !— Hot, 

O  my  queen. 
To  blame  thee  now  were  vain< 
Crci  To  blame  !  'tis  praise, 
nris  triumph  I  demand.    He  lives !  he  reigns ! 
Young  Ion  lives !  voung  Ion  reigns  in  Athens ! 

0  bring  him,  Pythm,  bring  him  to  my  arms; 
Let  me  but  pour  a  last  sad  blessing  o'er  him. 
And  death  has  lost  its  terrors. 

How  now,  Lycea  T 

Enter  Lyceai  htutily, 

lye*  Mighty  queen,  I  know  not 
If  thy  command  would  authorize  the  attempt, 
But  rhorbas,  with  an  armed  Athenian  band, 
Now  enters  the  pavilion,  to  destroy 
The  king  and  young  Ilyssus. 

Nic.  £arth  and  Heaven ! 
What  say'st  thou,  maid  ? 

Cre.  O  let  me  fly  to  save  him ! 
Here  shall  their  poniards 

Nic.  Rest  thou  there,  Creusa. 
Thy  embassies  to-day  have  oroved  too  fatal. 
My  life  for  his  I  save  him  mm  the  stroke. 
And  on  the  instant  send  him  to  thy  arms. 
Now,  fate,  be  doubly  mine !  [Exit. 

Crt.  Ofl^  let  me  go>  I  will  not  be  restrained. 
Th^  tear  him  piecemeal ! 

Pyth.  Patience,  mighty  queen ! 
What  man  can  do  Niamder  will  perform. 

Crc  He  is  a  father  only  to  my  child. 

He  cannot  tell  them  what  a  motner  feels. 

Phorbas  was  bora  the  corse  of  me  and  mine. 

1  might  have  known  to  what  his  impious  rage 
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Would  ai^  him  on^  and  ihodd  have  fint  in- 
formed him. 
Gods !  must  I  never  know  sweet  peace  again ! 
Not  even  in  death  have  rest ! 
Pyth.  Behold,  who  comes 
To  bless  thee  ere  thou  diest,  and  cease  to  muimur 
At  Heaven's  high  will. 

Enter  Iltssus. 


Enter  NicivDEm. 


Cre.  It  is,  it  is  Ilyssus 
My  son,  my  son  I 

Ilys,  Good  Heavens !  and  do  I  live 
To  see  a  parent  melt  in  fondness  o'er  me 
Aletes  saved  me  from  the  soldiers'  armsy 
And  bade  me  fly  to  find  a  mother  here. 
Art  thou,  indeed,  that  mother,  mightv  queen ! 
And  may  I  call  thee  so  ?    Thou  art  f  thy  looks, 
Thy  tears,  thv  kind  embraces— all,  all  proclaim 
The  truth.-^0  let  me  thus,  thus  on  my  knees—- 
Cre,  lUse,  rise^  my  child ;  I  am,  I  am  thy  mo- 
ther. 
Ilyt.  O  sacred  sound,  Ilyssus  is  no  more 
That  outcast  youth.    A  mother  and  a  queen 
He  finds  at  once. 

Cre.  But  art  thou  safe,  my  child  ? 
Hast  thou  no  wound  ? 

Ifyi.  The  old  grey-headed  man, 
Who  brought  this  mom  the  news  of  thy  arnval. 
Had  raised  against  my  breast  his  eager  svrord, 
Defenceless  I ;  when  good  Aletes  came 
And  snatched  me  from  the  stroke.  I  would  have 

staid. 
Unarmed  with  him  have  staid,  but  his  command 
Was  absolute,  that  I  should  fly  to  find, 
What  I  have  found,  a  mother !         [Emhradng, 
Tet,  oh,  queen ! 

Why  am  I  thus  encompassed  round  with  won- 
der? 
May  I  not  know  this  riddle  of  my  fate  ? 
Why  first  condemned  to  pass  my  infant  days 
In  this  obscure  retreat?    If  I  am  thine. 
Thy  son,  illustrious  queen,  sure  I  was  bom 
To  thrones  and  empu'es  ? 

Cre.  Thou  art  bom  to  thrones. 
And  shalt  in  Athens  reign. 

Ilyt,  As  Xuthus'  heir  } 
Is  Xuthus,  then,  my  sire  ?  For^ve  me,  queen, 
I  have  a  thousand,  and  a  thousand  doubts 
Can  Xuthus  be  my  sire  ? 
Pyth.  Forbear,  Ilyssus, 
Nor  press  thy  fate  too  fiir.    When  time  permits, 
Thou  shalt  know  all. 

Cre.  Shalt  know  it  now,  Dvssas. 
Not  Xuthus  is  thy  sire,  but  tnat  brave  man, 
Who  but  this  instant  snatched  thee  from  thy  fate. 
And  by  that  act  proclaimed  himself  a  father. 
Ifyi.  Aletes? 

Cre.  Not  Aletes,  but  Nicander, 
My  wedded  lord,  thy  sire ! — ^And  see,  he  comes 
To  bless  thee,  and  confirm  the  sacred 
Good  Ueaveoy  he  bleeds  1 


Nic  To  death,  to  death,  Ci 
Amid  the  fray  I  met  the  fate  I  sought  for. 
All  else  is  safe,  and  Xuthus  now  panoes 
A  scattered  few,  who  fall  beneath  his  sword. — 
Where  is  my  boy?        Ye  guards  of  imwcracf ! 
How  has  he  beoi  beset,  aira  how  escaped ! 
Where  is  my  boy  ?  for  I  may  own  him  now. 
And  clasp  mm  to  my  breast;  no  more  Aleln^ 
The  sage  instractor  of  a  jooth  unlmowii. 
But  the  dear  father  weeping  o'er  his  diikL 

Ify$.  Oh,  sir,  what  gratitade  before  impucd 
Let  duty  nay. 

Nic.  1  nave  no  time  to  waste 
In  fondness  now.    Hear  my  last  woHa,  Ursan^ 
And  bind  them  to  thy  heart.    Thou  sdll  nuui 

live 
The  son  of  Xuthus.    The  good  Pythia  here 
Will  tell  thee  all  the  story  of  diy  fate: 
And  ma/st  thou  prosper  as  thou  dost  obey 
Her  sacred  counsel !    Xuthus^  too,  most  iaam 
The  fatal  tale ;  but  to  the  worid  beside 
It  must  be  hid  in  darkness. 

Pytk.  Phorbassure 
Should  be  informed. 

Nic.  Phorbas  has  breathed  his  kst ; 
And  the  bribed  slave,  who  mixed  the 

draueht^ 
Fell  by  this  nand. — ^Ilyssus^  oh,  forewdl ! 
I  will  not  bid  adieu  to  diee,  Creuaa; 
Thy  colour  changes,  and  the  lamp  of  liie 
Fades  in  thv  eye ;  we  soon  shall 

Ilyssus,  oh  t 

J/tff .  How  hard  he  grasps  mv  band ! 
My  lord,  my  father !    Have  I  (earned  so  htt 
To  call  thee  by  that  name,  and  must  I  lose^ 

For  ever  lose  ? Good  Henven !  she  graspi  ae 

too! 
What  means  it,  Pythia  ?  the  cold  damps  of  deadi 
Are  on  her. 

Cre.  Oh !  my  diild,  enquire  no  farther; 
lis  fitdns  we  soould  part.    Lyoea,  Pythia, 
Intreat  of  Xuthus — ^yet  I  need  not  fear 
His  goodness;  though  I  wronged  Ud,  IbdDy 

wroi^ed  him. 
He  vet  will  prove  a  father  to  my  child, 
And  from  the  worid  conceal  the  fatal  trsdL 
Oh,  I  am  cold— what  bolts  of  ice  shoot  throe^ 

me! 
Ho^  my  limbs  riiiver !— ^Nearer  yc^  niy  child ; 
My  fight  grows  dim,  and  I  could  wish  to  > 
For  ever  on  thee. — -—Oh !  it  will  not ' 
Ev'n  thou  art  lost,  Ilyssus  i 

^  [JWet. 

J/jfi.  She  dies,  she  dies !    Was  1,  dica,  oily 
mocked 
With  a  vain  dream  of  bliss,  to  be  phmgn!  back 
In  deeper  misery  ?    Did  I  but  hear 
The  tender  name  of  child  breathed  foaAy  oVr 


I 


me, 
To  make  me  fed  what  'tis  to  hw  tfaati 
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Oh,  I  am  ten  dmes  more  an  orphan  now. 
Than  when  I  knew  no  parents  f 

Enter  Xuthus^  ^e, 
Xut,  Where  is  this  murdcresa^  wAio^  with  vile 


Seemed  to  consent  to  oars  and  Heaven's  designs^ 
OdIt  to  make  us  a  more  easy  prej 

To  her  awaswns  f Ha,  Creusa  dead ! 

And  the  brave  stranger  who  preserved  us  all ! 

Is  be,  too^  dead  ? ^Ihehoy 

PviL  IItbsus  lives. 
And  thou  hast  sworn,  great  kin&  that  he  shall 

reign 
Soprone  in  Athens.    Saj,  dost  thoa  confirm 


That  oath? 

Xui.  I  do,  hj  Heaven ! 

Pyth,  Ask  hiere  no  more« 
The  fatal  tale  b  for  thy  private  ear. 
Retire,  and  learn  it  all.    For  poor  Creosa, 
She  wrooged  not  diee,  upon  herself  akme 
She  drew  Heaven's  vengeance.    And  too  sard j 

proves, 
That  murder,  but  intentional,  not  wrought 
To  horrid  act,  before  the  eternal  throne 
Stands  forth  the  first  of  crimes.  Whodareassnm^ 
Unwarranted,  Heaven's  high  prerogative 
O'er  life  and  death,  with  cboble  force  shall  find 
Turned  on  themselves  the  mischiefs  they  design- 
ed. [Exeunt  aiimet. 
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MEN. 

fiARBAROSSA,  uturpcr  of  Algiert, 
Selim,  urn  of  the  deceaed  prince. 
Othman,  hU friend. 
SAi>i,fnend  to  Otlunan. 
AhADiv f  partizan  qf  Barharoem. 
Officer. 


Slave. 

WOMEN. 

Zaphtra*  wndom  of  the  deeeated  primet, 
iRBMEy  daughter  to  Barbaroua. 
Slave. 

Offieersj  Attendamts, 


Scene-^-The  Boyal  Palace  (fAlgien.* 


l^mt^Afem  hours  ahout  wudmight. 


ACT    L 


SCENE!. 

Enter  Othxan  and  a  Slave. 

0th.  A  STRANGER,  sft/st  thoQy  that  eDquires  of 
Othman? 

Slaoe.  He  does ;  and  waits  admittance. 

0th.  Did  he  tell 
His  name  and  quality  ? 

Slave,  That  he  declined  : 
But  called  himself  thy  friend. 

0th.  Where  didst  thou  see  him  ? 

Slave.  Even  now,  while  twilight  closed  the  day, 
I  spied  him 
Musing  amid  the  ruins  of  yon  tower, 
That  overhangs  the  flood.    On  my  approach. 
With  aspect  stem,  and  words  of  import  dark. 
He  questioned  me  of  Othman.    Then  the  tear 
Stole  from  his  eye.  But  when  I  talked  of  power 
And  courtly  honours  here  conferred  on  thee. 
His  frown  grew  darker :  '  All  I  wish/  he  cried, 
'  Is  to  confer  with  him,  and  then  to  die !' 

0th.  What  may  this  mean  ?~-^onduct  the 
stranger  to  me.  [Exit  Slave. 

Perhaps  some  worthy  citizen,  returned 
From  voluntary  exile  to  Algiers^ 
Once  known  in  happier  days. 


Enter  Sadi. 


Ah,Sadihere! 

My  honoured  friend ! 

Sad^  Stand  off— pollute  roe  not ! 
These  honest  arms^  though  worn  with  want,  &>• 

dain 
Thy  goreeous  trappings,  earned  br  fool  dishonoor. 

bth.  Forhear  thy  rash  reproaches :  for  hfnrs^ 
This  habit^  which,  to  thy  mistaken  eye. 
Confirms  my  guilt,  I  wear  a  heart  as  tme 
As  Sadi's  to  my  king. 

SadL  Why  then  beneath 
This  cursed  roof,  this  blade  nsorper's  palac^ 
Darest  thou  to  draw  infected  air,  and  nve 
The  slave  of  insolence !  Why  lick  the  dost 
Beneath  his  feet,  who  laid  Alg^Mers  in  luin  ? 
But  age,  which  should  have  taoglit  tfacc 

caution. 
Has  taoeht  thee  treachery ! 

0th.  Mistaken  man ! 
Could  passion  prompt  me  Co  lioenuoas  Bpcech 
like  thine 

Sad^.  Peace,  false  one !  peace !  The  dare  to 
power 
Still  wears  apliant  tongue,— ^Ob,  dame!  to  dwcQ 
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Wtdk  raordar,  lust^  and  raptne  1  did  he  not 
Come  from  the  depths  of  Barca't  solitude, 
With  fair  pretenoe  of  faith  and  finn  alliance  ? 
Did  not  oar  grateful  king,  with  open  anna, 
Reoehrehim  as  his  ^est  ?  O  fatal  hour ! 
Did  he  not,  then,  with  hot,  adulterous  eve, 
Gaze  on  the  queen  Zaphira  ?  Yes,  'twas  lust, 
Last  gare  the  infernal  whisper  to  his  soul. 
And  bade  him  morder,  if  he  would  enjor  f 

0  coamUcated  hcnrrors !  hell-bom  treacnery  ! 
Then  fell  our  country,  when  good  Selim  died  I 
Yet  thoa,  pernicious  traitor,  unabashed. 
Canst  wear  the  murderer^s  badge ! 

0th,  Mistaken  man ! 
Yet  hear  me,  Sadi 

SadL  What  can  dishonour  plead  ? 

Otk,  Yet  blame  not  prudence. 

SadL  Prudence !  the  stale  pretenoe  of  erery 
knave! 
The  traitor^s  ready  maak ! 

pth.  Yet  atiU  I  love  thee; 
Still,  unprovoked  by  thy  intemperate  zeal: 
Coald  passion  prompt  me  to  licentious  speech, 
Bechink  thee ! — ^mi^t  I  not  reproach  thy  flight 
With  the  foul  names  of  fear  and  perfidy  f 
Didst  thou  not  fly,  when  Barbarossa's  sword 
Reeked  with  the  blood  of  thy  brave  country- 
men? 
What  then  did  T  .'--•Beneath  this  hated  roof, 
lo  pity  to  m^  widowed  queen- 

Sadi,  In  pi^  ? 

Otk,  Yes,  Sadi;  Heaven  is  my  witness,  pity 
swayed  me. 

Sadi,   Words,  words!  dissimulation   all,  and 
guilt! 

Otk,  With  honest  guile  I  did  inroU  my  name 
In  the  black  list  of  Kurbarossa's  friends : 
In  hope,  that  some  propitious  hour  might  rise, 
iVlien  Heaven  would  dash  the  murderer  from 

his  throne, 
Aod  give  young  Selim  to  his  orphaned  people. 

Sadi,  Indeed !  can'st  thou  be  true  } 

Otk,  By  Heaven,  I  am. 

SadL  Why  then  dissemble  thus  ? 

Otk,  Have  I  not  told  thee  ? 

1  held  it  vain  to  stem  the  tvrant's  power 
fir  the  weak  efforts  of  an  iu-timed  rage. 

Sadi,  Eooogh :  I  find  thee  honest ;  and  with 
jMide 
Will  join  tfay  counsels.    Thi9|,  my  faithful  arm, 
Wasted  with  misery,  shall  gain  new  nerves 
For  brave  resolves.    Can  aught^  my  friend,  be 

done? 
Can  aught  be  dared  ? 

0th,  We  groan  beneath  the  scourge. 
This  very  mom,  on  false  pretence  of  vengeance 
For  the  foul  murder  of  our  honoured  king. 
Five  gniltJese  wretches  perished  on  the  n^. 
Our  lon^-loved  friends,  and  bravest  citizens. 
Self-banished  to  the  desert,  mourn  in  exile: 
While  the  fell  tyrant  lords  it  o'er  a  crew 
Of  abject  ayoophantSy  the  needy  toob 


Of  power  usurped,  and  a  degenerate  train 
Of  slaves  in  arms. 

SadL  O  my  devoted  country ! 
But  say,  the  widowed  queen — my  heart  bleeds 
for  her. 

Otk.  If  pain  be  life,  she  lives :  But  in  sudi 
woe. 
As  want  and  slavery  might  view  with  pity. 
And  bless  their  happier  lot !  Hemmed  round  by 

terrors. 
Of  every  joy  through  seVen  long  years  bereft, 
She  mourns  her  murdered  lord,  her  exiled  son. 
Her  people  fallen :  the  murderer  of  her  lord. 
Returning  now  irom  conquest  o'er  the  Moora^ 
Tempts  her  to  marriage :  spurred  at  once  by  lust^ 
And  black  ambition.    But  with  noble  firmnen^ 
Surpassing  female,  she  rejects  his  vows, 
Scorning  the  horrid  union.     Meantime  he. 
With  ceaseless  hate,  pursues  her  exiled  son; 
And — O  detested  monster !  [He  wuptr 

Sadi,  Yet  more  deeds 
Of  eruelty !  Just  Heaven ! 

0th,  His  rage  pursues 
The  virtuous  youth,  even  into  foreign  dimes. 
Ere  this,  perhaps,  he  bleeds.   A  murdering  ruffian 
Is  sent  to  watcn  his  steps,  and  pltuige  the  dagger 
Into  his  guiltless  breast. 

SadL  Is  this  thy  faitk ! 
Tamely  to  witness  to  such  deeds  of  hoiror ! 
Give  me  thy  poignard;  lead  me  to  the  tyrant. 
What  though  surrounding  guards— 

0th,  Repress  thy  rage. 
Thou  wilt  alarm  the  palace,  wilt  involve 
Thyself,  thy  friend,  in  ruin.    Haste  thee  hence : 
Haste  to  the  remnant  of  our  loyal  friends, 
And  let  maturer  councils  rule  thy  zeal. 

Sadi,  Yet   let  us   ne'er  foiget  our   prince's 
wrongs. 
Remember,  Othman,  (and  let  vengeance  rise) 
How  in  the  pangs  of  death,  and  in  his  gore 
Weltering,  we  found  our  prince  !   The  deadly 

da^r 
Deep  in  his  heart  was  fixed !  His  royal  blood. 
The  life>blood  of  his  people,  o'er  the  bath 
Ran  purple  I  Oh,  remember  I  and  revenge ! 

0th,  Doubt  not  my  zeaL   But  haste,  and  seek 
our  friends. 
Near  to  the  western  port  Almanzor  dwells, 
Yet  unseduced  by  Barharossa's  power. 
He  will  disclose  to  thee  if  aught  be  heard 
Of  Selim's  safety,  or  (what  more  I  dread) 
Of  Selim's  death.    Thence  best  may  our  resolves 
Be  drawn  hereafter.    But  let  caution  guide  thee. 
For  in  these  walks,  where  tyranny  i^id  guilt 
Usurp  the  throne,  wakeful  suspicion  dwells, 
And  squint-eyed  jealousy,  prone  to  pervert 
Even  looks  and  smiles  to  treason. 

Sidt.  I  obey  thee. 
Near  to  the  western  port,  thou  sayest. 

0th,  Even  there. 
Close  bv  the  blasted  palm-tree,  where  the  mosque 
O'erlooks  the  city.    Haste  thee  beno^  m^  ffi^nd. 
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I  would  not  hanre  diee  found  widiin  these  walls. 

[FloMirisk. 
Andhaik!  these  warlike  sounds  proclaim  the  a|^ 

proach 
Of  the  proud  Barharossa,  with  his  train. 

Begone 

SadL  Mmcj  dire  disease  and  pestilence 
Hang  o'er  his  steps !  Farewell    remember,  Oth* 

many 
Thy  qneen'fl^  tfaj  prince^  and  thy  counti/s 

wrongs.  [£n>  SadL 

0th,  When  I  fbiget  diem,  be  contempt  my 

lot! 
Ye^  for  the  lore  I  bear  them,  Imast  wrap 
Vj  deep  resentments  in  the  qieckws  guise 
Of  smiles^  and  fair  deportment. 

Enter  Barbarossa,  Guardt,  ^ 

Bar,  Valiant  Othman, 
Are  diese  rile  slaves  impaled  ? 

0th,  My  lordy  they  are. 

Bar,  Did  not  the  rack  extort  confession  from 
them? 

0th,  They  died  obdmrate:  while  the  melting 
crowd 
Wept  at  their  groans  and  anguish. 

Air,  Curse  on  their  womanish  hearts !  What^ 
pity  slaves^ 
Whom  my  supreme  decree  condemned  to  toi^ 

ture? 
Are  ye  not  all  shnres,  to  whom  my  nod 
Gives  life  or  death  f 

0th,  To  doubt  thy  will  is  treason. 

Bar.  I  love  thee^  faithful  Othman :  but  why 
sits 
That  sadness  on  thv  brow :  For  oft  I  find  thee 
Musing  and  sady  while  joy  for  my  return, 
My  sword  victorious,  and  the  Moon  o'erthrown, 
Resounds  through  all  mv  palace. 

0th.  Mighty  warrior! 
The  soul,  intent  on  offices  of  love, 
Will  oft  neglect,  or  scorn,  the  weaker  proof 
Which  smifes  or  speedi  can  give. 

Bar.  Well ;  be  it  so. 
To  guard  Algiers  from  anarchy's  misrule, 
I  sway  the  regal  sceptre.    Who  deserves. 
Shall  meet  protection :  and  who  merits  not. 
Shall  meet  my  wrath  in  thunder.  But 'tis  strange, 
That  when,  with  open  arma^  I  would  receive 
Young  Selim ;   would  restore  the  crown,  whidi 
death 

Reft  from  his  father's  head ^He  scorns  my 

bounty, 
Shuns  me  with  sullen  and  obdurate  hate. 
And  proudly  kindles  war  in  foreign  clime% 
Against  my  power,  who  saved  his  bleeding  coun- 
try. 

0th,  Tis  strange  indeed  ■ 

Enter  Aladin. 

Ala,  Brave  prince,  I  bring  thee  tidings 
Of  high  concern  to  Algiers  and  thee. 


? 


Young  Selim  is  no  more. 

OtL  Sdimnomore!  Indeed! 

Bar.  Indeed !  why  that 
He  wa^  our  bittereat  foe, 

0th,  So  perish  all  thy  causdi 

Bar.  What  says  the  rumour? 
How  died  the  pnnoe,  and  where  ? 

Ala.  The  rumour  tells, 
That  flyins  to  Oran,  he  there  b^ged  accaas 
From  Ferainand  of  Spain,  to  invade  A%iea 

Bar.  From  Christian  dogs ! 

0th,  How!  league widi infideb ! 

Ala,  And  there  held  council  with  die  hsai^ 
Spaniard, 
To  conquer  and  dethrone  tfiea :  but  in  nia: 
For  in  a  dark  encounter  with  two  sfawea^ 
Wherein  the  one  fell  by  his  yootfafbl  ina, 
Selim  at  length  was  slam. 

Bar,  Ungrateful  boy ! 
Oft  have  1  courted  him  to  meet  my  kiadncsB; 
But  sdll  in  vain ;  he  shunned  me  l&e  a  pofr 

lence: 
Nor  could  I  e^er  behold  him,  sinoe  die  don 
Covered  his  manly  cheek.    How  maiqr  yem 
Numbered  he  ? 

0th,  1  think,  scarce  thirteen,  when  ha&ikr 
died;  ^ 

And  now,  some  twenty. 

Bar,  Othman,  now  for  proof 
Of  undissembled  service.    Well  I  know, 
Thy  long  experienced  faith  hath  placed  dieelii^ 
In  the  queen's  confidence :  the  crown  I  vcsr 
Yet  totters  on  my  head,  till  marriage-ritts 
Have  made  her  mine.    Othman,  she  nunt  k 

won. 
Plead  thou  my  cause  of  love :  bid  her  dry  sp 
Her  fruidess  tears :  paint  forth  her  long  orisn; 
Wake  all  thy  eloquence :  Make  her  bat  aiae, 
And  sudi  unsought  reward  shall  crown  thy  vA, 
As  shall  out-soar  thy  wishes. 

0th.  Mighty  king, 
Where  duty  bids,  I  go. 

Bar.  Then  luurte  Uiee,  Othman, 
Ere  yet  the  rumour  of  her  son**  deoca« 
Hath  reached  her  ear;  ere  yet  the  mourafbl  tik 
Hath  whelmed  her  in  a  new  abyss  of  woe, 
And  quendied  all  soft  aflfection,  save  for  Ina. 
Tell  her,  I  come,  boine  on  the  wim  of  ktve! 

Haste fly 1  follow  tiiee.    [EntOtkmgM, 

Now,  Aladin, 

Now  fortune  bears  us  to  the  wished-fbr  port : 
We  ride  secure  on  her  most  prosperous  ialiov. 
This  was  the  rock  I  dreaded.    Dost  not  dusk 
The  attempt  was  greatlv  daring  ? 

Ala.  Bold  as  needful. 
What  booted  it,  to  cut  the  old  serpent  oC 
While  the  young  adder  nested  in  his  pboe? 
,Bar.  True:  We  have  conquered  now.   Al- 
giers is  mine. 
Without  a  rival.    Ibus,  great  soub  anne ; 
And  boldlv  snatch  at  crowns,  beynod  tne  reack 
Of  coward  oonsdenoe.    Yet  I  wonder  sBocb, 
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Omtr  retonis  not:  OoKty  whom  I  icnt 

On  this  high  trust.    I  fear,  'tis  he  hath  fallen. 

Didst  thou  not  my  two  slaves  encountered  Selim  ? 

Aia,  Ajf  two ;  'tis  rumoared  so. 

Bar.  And  that  onfi  fell  ? 

Aia.  Even  so:   by  Selim's  hand;   while  his 
companion 
Planted  his  happier  steel  in  Selim's  heart 

B..O^,fr^,Um..    Fn».«y  right 

I  ^ve  my  sipiet  to  the  trusty  slave : 
And  bade  him  send  it,  as  the  certain  pledge 
Of  Sclim's  death,  if  sickness  or  captivity, 
Or  wayward  fate,  should  thwart  his  quick  return. 
Ak,  Hie  rumour  yec  is  young ;  perhaps  fore- 
runs 
The  trus^  slave's  approach. 
Bar.  We'll  wait  the  event 
Mean  time  give  out^  that  now  the  widowed 

(|tteen 
Hath  dned  her  tears,  prepared  to  crown  my  love 
%  marriage^tes :  spread  wide  the  flattering  tale : 
For  if  pcrsuasioa  win  not  her  consent. 
Power  shall  compel. 

Ak,  It  is,  indeed,  a  thought 
Which  prudence  whispers. 

Bar,  Thou,  brave  Aladin, 
Hast  been  the  firm  companion  of  my  deeds  i 
Soon  shall  ny  friendship's  warmth  reward  thy 

faith. 
This  night  my  will  devotes  to  feast  and  ioy. 
For  conquest  o'er  the  Moor.    Hence,  Aladin ; 
And  see  the  nigbt«w«tch  close  the  palace  round. 

[Exit  Aladin, 
Vow  to  the  queen.   My  hear  expands  with  hope. 
I^t  hi|^  ambition  flounsh :  in  Selim's  blood 
It!»  root  is  struck :  from  this,  the  rising  stem 
Proudly  shall  branch  o'er  Afric's  continent. 
And  stretch  from  shore  to  shore.    My  wayward 
dauKhter! 

Enter  Ireks. 

What,  drowned  in  tears?  Still  will  thy  folly 

thwart 
Each  purpose  of  my  soul  ?  When  pleasures  spring 
Beneath  our  feet,  thou  spum'st  the  proffered  boon, 
To  dwell  with  sorrow.    Why  these  sullen  tears? 

Irene.  Let  not  thete  tears  offend  my  father's  eye; 
Thi7  are  the  tears  of  pity.    From  the  queen 
I  Cf>me,  thy  suppliant 

Bar,  On  some  rude  request 
What  wooldst  thou  uiige  ? 

Irene.  Tby  dread  return  from  war, 
^nd  profiered  love,Jiave  opened  every  wound 
rhe  %oft  and  lenient  hand  of  time  had  closed. 
\(  ever  gentle  pi^  touched  thy  heart, 
Now,  let  it  melt  f  urge  not  thy  harsh  command 
To  tee  her !  ber  distracted  soul  is  bent 
To  mourn  in  solitude.    She  ask»  no  more. 

Bar,  She  mocks  my  love.    How  many  tedious 


Have  I  endured  ber  coyness?  H«d  not  ^v, 
Vol,  I, 


And  great  ambition,  called  me  from  Algiers, 
Ere  this,  my  power  had  reaped  whad  she  denies. 
But  there's  a  cause,  which  touches  on  my  peace. 
And  bids  me  brook  no  more  her  false  delavs. 

Irene.  Oh,  frown  not  thus !  Sure  pity  neW  de» 
served 
A  parentis  frown !  but  look  more  kindly  on  me. 
Let  thy  consenting  pity  mix  with  mine. 
And  heal  the  woes  of  weeping  majesty ! 
Unhappy  aueen ! 

Bar,  what  means  that  gushing  tear  ? 

Irene,  Oh,  never  shall  Irene  taste  of  peace. 
While  poor  Zaphira  mourns ! 

Bar,  Is  this  my  child  ? 
Perverse  and   stubborn! — ^As  thou  lovest  thy 

peace. 
Dry  up  thy  tears.    What !  damp  the  general  tri 

umph 
That  echoes  through  Algiers !  which  now  shall 

pierce 
The  vaulted  Heaven,  as  soon  as  fame  shall  spread 
Young  Selim's  death,  my  empire's  bitterest  foe 

Irene,  O  ffenerous  Selim !  [Weep$, 

Bar,  Ah  !  there's  more  in  this ! 
Tell  me,  Irene,  on  thy  duty,  tell  me. 
As  thou  dost  wish,  I  would  not  cast  thee  ofl( 
With  an  incensed  father^s  curses  on  thee. 
Now,  tdl  me  why,  at  this  detested  name  of  S»> 

lim. 
Afresh  thy  sorrow  streams? 

Jreiie.  Yes,  I  will  tell  thee, 
For  he  is  gone,  and  dreads  thy  hate  no  more ! 
My  father  knows,  that  scarce  five  moons  are  p^ 
Since  the  Moors  seized,  and  sold  me  at  Oran, 
A  hopeless  captive  in  a  foreign  clime. 

Bar,  Too  well  I  know,  and  rue  the  fatal  day. 
But  what  of  this  ? 

Irene,  Why  should  I  tell,  what  horrors 
Did  then  beset  my  soul  ?  Oft  have  I  told  thee. 
How  midst  the  throng,  a  youth  appeared:  hit 

eye 
Bright  as  the  morning  star ! 

Bar,  And  was  it  &lim? 
Did  he  redeem  thee  ? 

Irene,  Witli  unsparing  hand 
He  paid  the  allotted  ransom  :  And  overbade 
Avarice  and  appetite.    At  his  feet  I  wept^ 
Dissolved  in  tears  of  gratitude  and  joy. 
But,  when  I  told  my  quality  and  birth. 
He  started  at  the  name  of  Barbarossa; 
And  thrice  turned  pale.  Yet,  with  recovery  mildt 
'  Go  to  Algiers,'  he  cried ;  '  protect  my  mother, 
'  And  be  to  her,  what  Selim  is  to  thee.' 
Even  such,  mv  father,  was  the  eenerous  youth, 
Who,  by  the  hands  of  bloody,  bloody  meq. 
Lies  numbered  with  the  dead. 

Bar.  Amazement  chills  me ! 
Was  this  thy  unknown  friend  ooncetUed  from  me  f 
False,  faithless  child ! 

Irene,  Could  gratitode  do  less  ? 
He  said  thy  wrath  pursued  him ;  thence  cooju-* 
red  me 

4S 


738 


BRITISH  DRAMA, 


[Bbowb. 


Not  to  reveal  bii  name. 

Bar.  Tb«u  treacherous  maid ! 
To  stoop  to  freedom  from  thy  father*s  foe ! 

Irene,  Alas,  my  father ! 
He  never  was  thy  foe. 

Bar.  What !  plead  for  Selim ! 
Away.    He  merited  the  death  he  found ! 
O  coward  !  traitress  to  thy  father's  glory  ! 
Thou  shouldst  have  lived!  a  slave,  been  sold  to 

shame, 
Been  banished  to  the  depth  of  howling  deserts, 
Been  aught  but  what  thou  art,  rather  than  blot 
A  fathers  honour  bv  a  deed  so  vile : 
Hence,  from  my  sight !  Hence,  thou  unthankful 

child ! 
Beware  thee :  shun  the  queen :  nor  taint  her  ear 
Vfith  Selim's  fat^.     Yes^  she  shall  crown  my 

love; 


Or,  by  our  prophet^  she  sfaaU  dread  my  power! 

[Ent  Bmimmm. 
Irene.  Unhappy  queen ! 
To  what  new  scenes  of  horror  art  tfaoo  doooKd ! 
O  cruel  father !  hapless  duld !  whom  mlr 
Compels  to  call  him  cruel !  Generous  oeuoil 
Poor  injured  queen  !  She  but  intreats  to  ctie 
In  her  dear  father's  tents !  thilher,  good  quees, 
My  care  shall  speed  thee,  while  suspicion  deqa. 
What  thoush  my  frowning  father  pour  his  nge 
On  my  defenceless  head  ?  Yet  innoceooe 
Shall  yield  her  firm  support ;  and  consdoosTiitiie 
Gild  all  my  davs.    Could  I  but  save  Zapbin, 
Let  the  storm  beat.  111  weep  and  pr^,  bll  Ae» 
(Bereft  of  her  loved  lord,  ot  every  joy  bwdt !) 
And  heaven,  forget  my  father  e'er  was  cmeL 

[EtiL 


A  C  T  n. 


SCENE  L 


Zap  H  IRA,  and  female  tlaveSy  djiscvoer^d. 

Zf^h.  When  shall  I  be  at  peace !  O  righte- 
ous heaven. 
Strengthen  my  fainting  soul,  which  fain  would 

rise 
To  confidence  in  thee !  But  woes  on  woes 
Overwhelm  me !  first  my  husband,  now  my  son, 
Both  dead !   both  slaughtered  by  the   bloody 

hand 
Of  Barbaros^ !  Sweet  content,  farewell ! 
Parewell,  sweet  hope  !  grief  is  my  portion  here. 
Q  dire  ambition !  what  mfemal  power 
Unchained  thee  from  thy  native  depth  of  hell, 
To  stalk  the  earth  with  thy  destructive  train, 
Murder  and  lust !  to  waste  domestic  peace, 
^4  9v?ry  heart-felt  joy  ! 

Enter  QthmaNt 

O  faithful  Othman ! 

Our  fears  were  true !  my  Selim  is  no  more ! 

Oth.  Has,  then,  the  fatal  secret  reached  thine 
ear? 
Inhuman  tj^nt ! 

Zaph.  Strike  him,  heaven,  with  thunder, 
^or  let  Zaphira  doubt  thy  provideuce ! 

Qth.  Twas  what  we  reared.     Oppose  liot 
heaven's  high  will. 
Nor  struggle  with  the  ten-fold  chain  of  fate. 
That  links  thee  to  thy  woes !  Oh,  rather  yield. 
And  wait  the  happier  hour,  when  innocence 
Shall  weep  no  ippre.   Rest  in  that  pleasing  hope, 
And  yield  thyself  to  heaven.     My  honoured 

queen, 
Tbe  king 

Zaph.  Whom  stil'st  thou  king? 

Oth.  Tis  Barbarossa. 
Up  means  to  see  thee 

Zaph.  Curses  blast  the  tyrant ! 


Does  he  assume  the  name  of  king  ? 
Oth.  He  does. 

Zaph,  O  title  vilely  porchaaed !'  by  the  fafand 
Of  innocence !  by  treatchery  and  mmder ! 
May  heaven  incensed  pour  down  its  vengoDcs 

on  him ; 
Blast  all  his  joys,  and  turn  tfaem  into  honor; 
Till  phrenzy  rise,  and  bid  him  curse  the  boar 
That  gave  his  crimes  their  birth  I  my  (task 

Othman, 

My  sole  surviving  prop !  canst  tfaou  devise 
No  secret  means,  by  which  I  may  escape 
This  hated  palace  I  with  undanutied  step 
r*d  roam  the  waste,  to  reach  my  fathers  vaks 
Of  dear  Mutija !  Can  no  means  be  found. 
To  fly  diese  blackening  horrors  that  surrooBd 

me? 
Oth.  That  hope  is  vain.  The  Qrnmt  knows  tbj 

hate; 
Hence,  day  and  ni^t,  bis  watchfal  guards  cdi> 

ron  thee, 
Impenetrable  as  walls  of  adamant. 
Curb,  then,  tliy  mighty  griefs :  justice  and  trtfk 
He  mocks  as  shadows.    Rouse  not  then  bis  sb- 

Let  sdft  persuasion  and  mild  eloqnenoe 
Redeem  that  liberty,  which  stem  rebokf 
Would  rob  thee  of  for  ever. 

Zaph.  Cruel  task ! 
For  royalty  to  bow,  an  injured  queen 
To  kneel  fpr  liberty !  ana  oh !  to  whom } 
Even  to  the  murderer  of  her  lord  and  son ! 
0  perish  first,  Zapbira !  yes.  111  die ! 
For  what  is  life  to  me !  my  dear,  dear  kxd! 
My  hapless  child  !  yes,  I  will  foUow  yoo. 

Oth.  Wilt  tliou  not  see  hiin,  then  ? 

Zaph.  I  will  not,  Othman. 
Or  if  I  do,  with  bitter  imprecation. 
More    keen  than  poison  &hot   from  serpo^* 
tPOguea^ 
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ni  poar  my  cuntd  on  him ! 

0th.  Wilt  Zaphira 
Thit0  meulr  tiiik  in  woman's  fnudeM  rage^ 
When  she  sooald  wake  revenge  ? 

Zapk  Revenge  ?  O  tell  me — 
Tell  me  but  how !  what  can  a  helpless  woman? 

Otk  Gain  but  the  tyrant's  leave,  and  reach 
thy  father: 
Pour  thy  complaints  before  him  :  let  thy  wrongs 
Kindle  his  inoignation  to  pursue 
This  vile  usurper,  till  unceasing  war 
Blast  bis  ill-gotten  power. 

ZiiqtlL  Ahl  sayst  thou,Othman?         [Rising. 
Thy  words  have  shot  like  lightning  through  my 

frame, 
And  all  my  soul's  on  fire.  Thou  faithful  friend ! 
Yes;  with  more  gentle  speech  I  will  soothe  his 

pride; 
Regiun  my  freedom ;  reach  my  father's  tents ; 
Hiere  pamt  my  countless  woes.    His  kindling 


Shall  wake  die  vallies  into  honest  vengeance : 
Tlie  sudden  storm  shall  pour  on  Barbarossa ; 
And  every  glowing  wamor  steep  his  shaft 
Jo  deadlier  paiBoo,  to  revenge  my  wrongs. 
Oik  There  spoke  the  queen.    But  as  thoa 
lov^st  thy  freedom. 
Touch  not  OD  Selim's  death.    Thy  soul  will  kin- 
dle. 
And  passion  mount  in  fiamea  that  will  consume 
thee. 
ZapL  My  murdered  son !  Yes,  to  revenge  thy 
death, 
ni  speak  a  language  which  my  heart  disdains. 
0/A.  Peace,  peace!   the  tyrant  comes:  now, 
injured  queen. 
Plead  for  thy  freedom,  hope  for  just  revenge, 
And  check  c«ch  rising  passion !    [Ejeii  Otkman, 

Enter  Barbarossa. 

Bar,  Hail,  aovereign  fair!  Thrice  honoured 
queen !  in  whom 
9Aanty  and  majesty  conspire  to  charm ! 
Miold  the  oonqoeror,  whose  deciding  voice 
^  speak  the  tate  of  kingdoms,  at  &y  feet 
lies  vanquished  by  thy  power ! 

ZapA.  O  Barbarossa.' 
^o  more  the  pride  of  conquest  e'er  can  charm 
4y  widowed  neart !  With  mv  departed  lord 
iy  love  lies  buried !  I  should  meet  thy  flame 
Vitb  suUeD  tears  and  cold  indifference. 
l)en  turn  thee  to  some  happier  fair,  whose  heart 
lay  crown  thj  growing  love,  with  love  sincere ! 
'or  I  have  none  to  ^ve. 

Bar.  Love  ne^r  should  die : 
Tk  the  soura  cordial :  'tis  the  fount  of  life; 
lierefore  should  spring  eternal  in  the  breast 
^oe  object  lost,  another  should  succeed ; 
kod  all  our  life  be  love. 

Zaph.  Urge  me  no  more :  thou  might'st  with 

equal  hope 
ir'^oo  the  cold  marble  weeping  o'er  a  tomb. 


1 


To  meet  thy  wishes.  Bat  if  ^enerdnl  love 
Dwell  in  thv  breast,  vouchsafe  me  proof  sincere : 
Give  me  safe  convoy  to  the  native  vales 
Of  dear  Mutija,  where  my  father  reigns. 

Bar.  O  blind  to  proflfered  bliss !  what  1  fondly 
ouit 
Hus  lofty  pahioe,  and  the  envied  pomp 
Of  empire,  for  an  Arab's  wandering  tent. 
Where   the  mock  chieftain  leads  bis  vagrant 

tribes 
From  plain  to  plain,  as  thirst  or  famine  sways; 
Obscurely  vain,  and  faintly  shadows  out 
The  majesty  of  kines !  Far  other  joys 
flere  shall  attend  thy  call :  the  winged  bark 
For  thee  shall  traverse  seas ;  and  every  dime 
Be  tributary  to  Zaphira's  charms. 
To  thee,  exalted  fair,  submissive  realms 
Shall  bow  the  neck;    and  swarthy  kings  and 

queens, 
From  the  far  distant  Niger  and  the  Nile, 
Drawn  captive  at  my  conquering  chariot  wheels^ 
Shall  kneel  before  thee. 

ZapL  Pomp  and  power  are  toys, 
Which  even  tne  mind  at  ease  may  well  disdain; 
But,  ah !  what  mockery  is  the  tinsel  pride 
Of  splendour,  when  by  wasting  woes  the  mind 
lies  desolate  within !  Such,  such,  is  mine  I 
O'erwhelmed  with  ills,  and  dead  to  eveiy  joy; 
Envy  me  not  this,  last  request,  to  die 
In  my  dear  father's  tents. 

Bar.  Thy  suit  is  vain 

Zaph.  Thns  kneeling  at  thy  feet        I  do  be* 
seech  thee. 

Bar.  Thou  thankless  fair ! 
Thus  to  repay  the  labours  of  my  love  f 
Had  I  not  seiied  the  throne  wlien  Selim  died^ 
Ere  this  thy  foes  had  laid  Algiers  in  ruin : 
I  diecked  the  warring  powers,  and  gave  you 
peace. 

Zaph.  Peace  dost  thou  call  it !  what  can  worse 
be  feared 
From  the  war's  rage,  than  violence  and  blood  ^ 
Have  not  unceasing  horrors  marked  thy  reign  ? 
Through  seven  long  years  thy  slaughtering  sword 

hath  reeked 
With  goiltless  blood. 

Bar.  With  guiltless  blood  ?  Take  heed— ^ 
Rouse  not  my  slumbering  rage,  nor  vindicate 
Thy  country's  guilt  and  treason ! 

Zaph.  Where  violence  reigns^  there  innocence 
is  guilc^ 
And  virtue,  treason.    Know,  Zaphira  scorns 
Thy  menace.    Yes ;  thy  slaughtering  sword  hath 

reeked 
With  guiltless  blood    Through  thee  exile  and 

death 
Have  thinned  Algiers.    Is  this  thy  boasted  peace  ? 
So  might  the  tyger  boast  the  peace  he  brings, 
When  he  o'erlcaps  by  stoalth,  and  wastes  the 
fold. 

Bar.  Ungrateful  queen !  I  will  give  thee  proof 
of  love. 
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Beyond  thy  sex's  pride !  Make  thee  but  mine^ 
I  will  descend  the  tbroney  and  call  thy  son 
From  banishment  to  empire. 

Zaph.  Ob,  my  heart ! 
Can  I  bear  this ! 

Inhuman  tyrant !  Curses  on  thy  head ! 
May  dire  remorse  and  anguish  haunt  thy  throne, 
And  'gender  in  thy  bosom  fell  despair ! 
Despair  as  deep  as  mine ! 

Bar,  What  means  Zaphira^ 
What  means  this  burst  of  grief? 

Zaph.  Thou  fell  destroyer ! 
Had  not  guilt  stee^  thy  hear^  awakening  con- 

sdence 
Would  flash  conriction  on  thee,  and  each  look, 
Shot  from  these  eyes^  be  armed  with  serpent 

horrors, 
To  turn  thee  into  stone !  Relentless  roan ! 
Who  did  the  bloody  deed  ?  Oh,  tr^mUe  guilt, 
Where'er  thou  art  f  Look  on  me !  Tell  me,  ty- 
rant, 
Who  slew  my  blameless  son? 
Bar,  What  envious  tongue. 
My  foe,  hath  dared  to  taint  my  name  with  slan* 

der? 
This  is  the  rumour  of  some  cocening  slave. 
Who  thwarts  my  peace.  Believe  it  not,  Zaphira ; 
Tliy  Selim  lives :  nav,  more,  he  soon  shall  reign. 
If  thou  consent  to  bless  me. 

Zaph,  Never,  Oh,  never— —Sooner  would  I 
roam 
An  unknown  exile  through  the  torrid  climes 
Of  Afric,  sooner  dwell  with  wolves  and  tycers. 
Than  mount  with  thee  my  murdered  Selim's 
throne ! 
Bar.  Rash  queen,  forbear;  think  on  thy  cap- 
tive state : 
Remember,  that  within  these  palace  walls^ 
I  am  omnipotent :  that  every  Lnee 
Bends  at  my  dread  approach :   that  shame  and 

honour, 
Reward  and  punishment,  await  rav  nod. 
The  vassals  of  my  pleasure.    Yield  thee,  then : 
Avert  the  ggthenng  horrors  that  surround  thee. 
And  dread  my  power  incensed. 

Zaph,  Dares  thy  licentious  tongue  pollute  mine 
ear 
With  that  fool  menace  !  Tyrant !  Dreadst  thou 

not 
The  all«seeing  eye  of  Heaven,  its  lifted  thuixder. 
And  all  the  reddening  vengeance  which  it  stores 
for  crimes  like  thine  ?  Yet^  know,  Zaphira  scorns 

thee! 
Though  robbed  by  thee  of  every  dear  support. 
No  tyrant's  threat  can  awe  the  free-bom  soul, 
Thnt  greatly  dares  to  die.  [Exit  Zaphira, 

Bar.  Where  should  she  learn  tlie  tale  of  Se- 
lim's  death ! 
Could  Othman  da^e  to  tell  it?  If  he  did, 
My  rage  shall  sweep  him,  swifter  than  the  whirl- 
wind. 
To  instant  death !  Curse  on  her  steadiness ! 


She  lords  it  oW  my  heart    There  k  adnrai 
Of  nujesty  in  virtue,  that  disarms 
Reluctint  power,  and  bends  the  slnigjbogvill 
From  her  most  firm  resolve. 

Fnler  Aladih. 

OAladin! 

Hmely  thou  com'st,  to  ease  my  laboarinpthm^ 
That  swells  with  indignation  and  despur. 
This  stubborn  woman 

J  la.  What,  unconqnered  still  ? 

Bar.  The  news  of  Selim's  Arte  hilh  mM 
her  ear. 
Whence  could  this  come  ? 

Ala.  I  can  resolve  the  doubt. 
A  female  slave,  attendant  on  Zaphira, 
O'erheard  the  messenger  who  broo^  die  tal^ 
And  gave  it  to  her  ear. 

Bar.  Perdition  sene  her ! 
Nor  threats  can  move,  nor  promise  now  ailsie 
Her  haughty  soul :  nay,  she  defies  my  po««rr 
And  talks  of  death,  as  if  her  female  fona 
Inshrined  some  hero's  spirit. 

Ala.  Let  her  rage  foam. 
I  bring  thee  tidings  that  will  ease  drv  ptio. 

Bar.  Say'st  tbon  ?  Speak  on— ^,  give  "^ 
quick  relief! 

Ala.  The  gallant  youth  is  come,  who  akv  faa 
son. 

Bar.  Who?  Omar? 

Ala.  No ;  Unhappy  Omar  fell 
By  Selim's  hand.    But  Achniet,  whom  he  joioed 
ifis  brave  associate,  so  the  youth  bids  ttU  toi 
Revenged  his  death  by  Selim's. 

Bar.  Gallant  youtli ! 
Bears  he  the  signet  ? 

Ala,  Ay. 

Bar,  That  speaks  faxra  tme.* Coodoct  tun. 

Ahidin.  [EiitAkdu^ 

This  is  beyond  my  hope.    The  secret  pled^ 
Restored,  prevents  suspicion  of  the  deed. 
While  it  con6rms  it  done. 

Enter  Seli  u  disguised  at  Achvst,  amd  Ausix 
Selim,  Hail,  mighty  Barbarossa !  As  the  pMet 

Of  Selim's  death,  behold  thy  ring  reslorea : 
,  That  plcH^  will  speak  the  rest 

Bar.  Rise,  valiant  youth ! 
But  first,  no  more  a  slave — T  give  dkee  ficcdi*- 
Thou  art  the  youth  whom  Omar  (now  m  mtm^ 
Joined  his  companion  in  this  brave  attempt? 

;Sr/ifi».  I  am. 

Bar.  Then  tell  me  how  you  sped. Whfl* 

found  ye 
That  insolent  I 

Selim,  We  found  him  at  Gran, 
Plotting  deep  mischief  to  thy  throne  and  peopk 

Bar,  Well  ye  repaid  the  traitor.— 

Selim,  As  we  ought 
While  night  drew  on,  we  leapt  upon  oor  prr. 
Full  at  hu  heart  brave  Omar  aimed  ihepos"'^* 
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Whkh  Selim  thonniin^  wreodied  it  from  his 

handy 
Then  plunged  it  in  his  breast    I  hasted  on, 
Too  late  to  save,  yet  1  revenged  my  friend : 
My  thinty  dagger,  with  repeated  blows, 
Searched  every  artery :  They  fell  together, 
Gaspinn;  in  folds  of  mortal  enmity ; 
And  thas  in  frowns  expired* 

Bar.  Well  hast  thoo  sped. 
Thf  d^9^r  did  its  office,  faithful  Achmet; 
Anid  hi|;h  reward  shall  wait  thee.-^One  thing 

more 
Sc  the  thought  fortunate ! — Go,  see  the  queen. 
For  know,  the  rumour  of  her  Selim's  deatn 
ilath reached  her  ear :  Hence  dark  suspicions  rise, 
Glancing  at  me.  Go,  tall  her,  that  thou  saw'st 
Her  son  expire ;  that,  with  his  dying  breath|. 
He  did  conjure  her  to  receive  my  vows, 
And  f^ve  her  country  peace.— That,  sure  will  lull 
Suspicion.    Aladin,  that  sura  will  win  her. 

Aia.  ^s  wisely  thought. — ^It  must 

Enter  Othmak. 

Bar,  Most  welcome,  Othman. 
Behold  this  gallant  stranger.    He  hath  done 
TV  state  good  service.    Let  some  high  reward 
Await  him,  such  as  may  o'erpay  his  seal. 
Conduct  him  to  the  queen ;  for  he  hath  news 
Worthy  her  ear,  from  her  departed  son ; 
i»ch  as  may  win  her  love — Come,  Aladin ; 
The  banquet  waits  our  presence :  festal  joy 
Laughs  in  the  mantling  goblet ;  and  the  night, 
Jliununed  by  the  tapers  dazzling  beam, 
Hivals  departed  da^.         [Exeunt  Bar.  and  Ala. 

Seiim,  What  anxious  thought 
HoJIs  iu  thine  eye,  and  heaves  thy  labouring 

breast  f 
Why  joinest  thou  not  the  loud  excess  of  joy, 
That  riots  through  the  palace  f 

Oik.  Darest  unoa  tell  me. 
On  what  dark  errand  thou  art  here  ? 

Selim.  I  dare. 
Do9t  not  perceive  the  savage  lines  of  blood 
Deform  my  visage }  Read'st  not  in  mine  eye 
Hemorselesa  fury  ? — I  am  Selim's  murderer. 
Oik.  Selim's  murderer ! 
Selim.  StRit  not  from  me. 
My  dag^r  thirsts  not  but  for  regal  blood  •     ■■ 
Why  this  anmzement  ? 
Otk.  Anwaeroeot  ?— No— Tls  well — ^Tis  as  it 

should  be 

lie  was,  indeed,  a  foe  to  Barbarossa. 
Selim.  And  therefore  to  Algiers : — Was  it  not 
so? 
Why  dost  thou  panse  ?  What  passion  shakes  thy 
frame? 
OtM.  Fate,  do  thy  worst !   I  can  no  more  dis- 
semble ! 

Tan  I,  nnroored,  behold  the  murdering  ruffian, 
^oicarcd  with  my  prince*s  blood ! — Go,  tell  the 

tyrant, 
Othman  defies  liis  power;  that,  tired  with  life, 


He  dares  his  bloody  hand,  and  pleads  to  die. 

Selim.  What !  didst  thou  love  this  Selhn  ? 

Otk.  All  men  loved  him. 
He  was  of  such  unmixed  and  blameless  quality. 
That  envy,  at  his  praise,  stood  mute,  nor  dared 
To  sully  nis  ftur  name !    Remorseless  tyrant  1 

Selim.  I  do  conunend  thy  faith.    And  sind« 
thou  lovest  him, 
I  have  deceived  this  tyrant  Barbarossa : 
Selim  is  yet  alive. 

0th.  Alive! 

Selim.  Nay,  more 
Selim  is  in  Algiers. 

0th.  Impossible! 

Selim.  Nay,  if  thou  doubt'st,  Fll  bring  him  k^ 
ther  straight 

Otk.  Not  for  an  empire ! 
Thou  might'st  as  well  bring  the  devoted  lamb 
Into  the  tiger's  den. 

Selim.  But  Fll  bring  him 
Hid  in  such  deep  disguise  as  shall  deride 
Suspicion,  though  she  wear  the  lynx's  eyes. 
Not  even  thyself  could*st  know  him. 

Otk.  Yes,  sure:  too  sure  to  hazard  suchaa 
awful 
Trial! 

Selim,  Yet  seven  revolving  years,  worn  out 
In  tedious  exile,  may  have  wrought  such  change 
Of  voice  and  feature  in  the  state  of  youth. 
As  might  elude  thine  eye. 

0th.  No  time  can  blot 
The  memory  of  his  sweet  majestic  mein. 
The  lustre  of  his  eye  !  besides,  he  wears 
A  mark  indelible,  a  beauteous  scar, 
Made  on  his  forcihead  by  a  furious  pard. 
Which,  rushing  on  his  mother^  Selim  slew. 

Selim,  A  scar ! 

0th.  Aye,  on  his  forehead. 

Selim.  What !  like  this?    [Ufting  hu  turban. 

0th.  Whom  do  I  see! — am  I  awake? — my 
prince !  [Kneels, 

My  honoured,  honoured  king ! 

Selim.  Rise,  faithful  Othman. 
Thus  let  me  thank  thy  truth !       [£iii5racef  Aim. 

Oth.  O  happy  hour ! 

Selim.  Why  dost  thon  tremble  thus?     Why 
grasp  my  hand  ? 
And  why  that  ardent  gaze?    Thou  can*st  not 
doubt  me ! 

Otk.  Ah,  no !  I  see  thy  sire  in  every  line.— ^- 
How  did  my  prince  escape  the  murderer's  hand  ? 

5e/jifi.  I  wrenched  the  dagger  from  him,  and 
gave  back 
That  death  he  meant  to  bring.  The  ruffian  wore 
The  tyrant's  signet : — *  Take  this  ring, '  he  cried, 
'  The  sole  return  my  dying  hand  can  make  ihcc 
'  For  its  accursed  attempt :  this  plede^e  restored, 
'  Will  prove  thee  slain :  Safe  inay'st  tliou  see 

'  Algiers, 
'  Unknown  to  all. '    This  said,  the  assassin  died. 

Oth.  But  how  to  gain  admittance,  thus  ua- 
known? 
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SgUnu  Diqpiised  as  Selim's  murderer  I  come : 
The  acoomphoe  of  the  deed :  the  ling  restored. 
Gained  credence  to  my  words. 

Oik,  Yet  ere  ^u  cam'st,  thy  death  was  m- 
moured  here. 

SeUm.  I  spread  ^e  flattering  tal^  and  sent  it 
hither, 
Hiat  babhling  romotir,  like  a  lying  dream, 
Mi^tmake  belief  more  eaqr-    Tell  me,  0th- 

man. 
And  yet  I  tremble  to  approach  the  theme 
How  fares  my  mother  ?  does  she  still  retain 
Her  native  greatness  ? 

0th,  Still :  in  vain  the  tyrant 
Tempts  her  to  marriage^  thongh  with  impious 

threats 
Of  death  or  violation. 

Selim,  May  kind  Heaven 
Strengthen  her  virtue,  and  by  me  reward  it ! 
When  shall  I  see  her,  Othman? 

0th,  Yet,  my  prince, 
I  tremble  for  thy  presence. 

Selim,  Let  not  tear 
Sully  thy  virtue :  'tis  the  lot  of  guilt 
To  tremble.    What  hath  ipnocence  to  do  with 
fear? 

0th,  Yet  think — should  Barbaiossa— 

Selim,  Dread  him  not-^ 
Thou  know'st,  bjr  his  command  I  see  Zi4>hira; 
And,  wrapt  in  tms  disguise,  I  walk  secure. 
As  if  from  Heaven  some  guarding  power  attend- 

vas, 
Threw  ten-fold  night  around  me. 

0th,  Still  my  heart 
Forbodes  some  dire  event ! — O  quit  these  walls ! 
Selim,  Not  till  a  deed  be  done,  which  every 
tyrant 
Shall  tremble  when  he  hears. 
0th,  What  means  my  prince? 
Selim,  To  take  just  vengeance  for  a  father's 
blood, 
A  mother^s  sufferings,  and  a  people's  groans. 

0th,  Alas,  my  pnnce !  thy  single  arm  is  weak 
To  combat  multitudes ! 

Selim,  Therefore  I  come, 
Clad    in  this   murderer's  guise — Ere  morning 

sliines, 
This,  Othman — ^this— shall    drink    the   tyrant's 
blood.  [Shewi  a  dagger, 

0th,  Heaven  shield  thy  precious  life — let  cau- 
tion rule 
Thy  headlong  zeal ! 

Selim.  Nay,  think  not  that  I  come 
Blindly  impelled  by  fury  or  despair : 


For  I  have  seen  tfur  frienda»  and  parted  mm 
From  Sadi  and  Almanzor. 

0th,  Say ^what  hope  ? 

My  soul  is  all  attention.— »- 

SeUm,  Mark  me,  then ; 
A  chosen  band  of  citizens  this  ni^ 
Will  storm  the  palace :  while  the  jotted  tno|ii 
Lie  drenched  in  surfeit,  the  eonfedente  dly, 
Bold  throu^  despair,  have  8#oni  to  break'tfaeir 

cham^ 
By  one  wide  slaughter.      If  meaft  time,  km 

gained 
The  palace,  and  will  wait  the  appmnted  bov, 
To  ^uard  Zaphira  from  the  tyrant's  rage^ 
Amid  the  dreadful  uproar. 

0th,  Heaven  protect  thee 

Txs  dreadful WhatTs  the  hour? 

Selim,  I  left  our  friends 
In  secret  council.    Ere  the  dead  of  oig^ 
Brave  Sadi  will  report  their  last  resolves^—* 
Now  lead  me  to  tne  queen. 

0th,  Brave  prince,  beware ! 
Her  joy's  or  fear's  excess  would  sore  betrsj  diee. 
Thou  ^alt  not  see  her  till  the  ^rraot  pcrtthl 

Selim,  I  must — ^I  feel  some  seem  impdae 
utgeme. 
Who  knoifs  that 'ds  not  tiw  iMt  pMlinK  itter- 

View, 
We  ever  shall  obtaiii  ? 

0th,  Then,  on  thv  life. 
Do  not  reveal  thyself.— A  swimp  the  name 
Of  Selim's  friend;  sent  to  confirm  her  viitae, 
And  warn  her  that  he  lives. 

Selim,  It  shall  be  so ;  I  yield  me  to  thy  wiO. 

0th,  Thou  greatly  during  youth !  May  aagds 
watch. 
And  guard  thy  upri^t  purpose^  dial  Algiers 
May  reap  the  blessings  of  thy  virtomn  tcigD, 
And  all  thy  godlike  father  shine  in  tbee  ! 

Selim,   Uh,  thou  hast  roused  a  tboogbt,  oo 
which  revenge 
Mounts  with  redodi>led  fire! — ^Ycs^  here,  ctcb 

here, — 
Beneath  diis  very  roof,  mj  honoured  hAet 
Shed  round  his  UessiogSy  till  accursed  treacheiy 
Stole  on  his  peaceful  l^ur !  O  blessed  dbade ! 
If  yet  thou  hoverest  o'er  thy  onoe-loved  dioie. 
Now  aid  me  to  redress  thy  bleeding  wiongs ! 
Infuse  thy  mighty  spirit  into  my  breut. 
Thy  firm  and  dauuUess  fortitude,  uoawed 
By  peril,  pain,  or  death !  that,  undismayed^ 
I  may  pursue  the  just  intent,  and  dare 
Or  bravely  to  revenge,  or  bravely  die.    [£icnt 
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ACT    IIL 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Irekb. 

Irtnt  Cah  ur-drawn  visions  mode .  the 
kioeeye? 
San  'twtshis  imagp ! — ^Yet,  his  praenee  her&— 
AAer  full  mmonr  bad  oonfinnea  him  dead ! 
Beneath  tfab  hostile  roof  to  comt  destruction ! 
It  staggers  all  belief !  Silent  he  shot 
Achwtft  my  ▼icw,  amid  the  gtinmiering  lamps, 
With  swift  and  ghos^ke  step^  that  seemed  to 

shan 
All  hnman  converse,  litis  way,  sore,  he  moved. 
Bui,  oh,  how  chang^!    He  wears  no  gentle 

smiles, 
Bot  tenor  in  his  frown.    He  oomes^^-^^is  he  ^^- 
For  Otfaman  points  him  hither,  and  departs. 
Discuised,  he  seeks  the  queen :  secure,  perhaps. 
And  heedless  of  the  ruin  that  surrounds  him, 
0  gienerous  Seiim !  can  I  see  thee  thus. 
And  not  forewram  such  virtue  of  its  fate ! 
ForM  it  patitude  I 

Enter  SsuM. 

&/tm.  Be  still,  ye  sighs ! 
Te  strugsling  tears  of  filial  love,  be  stilL 
Down,  oown,  fond  heart ! 

Irene,  Why,  stranger,  dost  thou  wander  here  ? 

Seiim.  Ob,  ruin !  \Shunning  her, 

Irene.  Blest  is  Irene  !  blest,  if  Belim  lives ! 

Seiun.  Am  I  betrayed ! 

Irene.  Betrayed  to  whom  ?  To  her 
Whose  grateful  heart  would  rush  to  death  to  save 
thee! 

8eUm.  It  was  my  hope 
That  time  had  veiled  all  semblance  of  my  youth, 
And  thrown  the  mask  of  manhood  o^er  my  vis- 


Am  I  then  known  ? 

Irene,  To  none,  but  love  and  me. — 
To  me,  who  late  beheld  thee  at  Oran ; 
^o  saw  thee  here,  beset  with  unseen  peril. 
And  6ew  to  save' the  guardian  of  myhonour. 

Seiim.  Thou  sum  of  every  worth !  Thou  heaven 
of  sweetness  I 
low  oould  I  pour  forth  all  my  soul  before  thee, 
n  vows  of  encUess  truth ! — ^It  roust  not  be ! — 
lus  ia  mj  destined  goal ! — The  mansion  drear, 
Mtere  grief  and  anguish  dwell !  where  bitter 


kiM)  si^ia,  nnd  lamentations,  dioak  the  voice, 
ind  qocaach  the  flame  of  love ! 
Irene,  Yet,  virtuous  prince, 
'hough  love  be  silent,  gratitude  may  speak, 
fear,  then,  her  voice,  which  warns  thee  from 

tfaeae  walls, 
line  be  the  grateful  task,  to  tell  the  queen, 

lives.    Ruin  and  death  inclose  thee. 


spe^  thee  benoe^  while  yet  dettruction  sleeps ! 


Seiim.  Too  generous  maid !  O  Heaven!  thet 
Barbarossa 
Should  be  Irene's  father  I 

Irene.  Iniored  prince. 
Lose  not  a  ttuwght  on  me !  I  know  thy  wrongs, 
And  merit  not  thy  love.    No,  learn  to  hate  me. 
Or,  if  Irene  e'er  can  hope  such  kindnesi^ 
First  pity,  then  forget  me ! 

SeUm.  When  I  do, 
May  Heaven  pour  down  its  righteous  vengeance 
on  me ! 

Irene.  Henoe !  haste  thee,  hence  I 

iSe&'fii.  Would  it  were  possible ! 

Irene.  What  can  prevent  it  ? 

Seiim,  Justice!  fate,  and  justice! 
A  murdered  father's  wrones ! 

Irene,  Ah,  prince,  take  need  I 
I  have  a  father  too ! 

Seiim.  What  <tid  I  say ! — my  father  !*-BOt  my 
father.— 
Can  I  depart  till  I  have  seen  Zaphira?^— 

Irene,  Justice,  saidst  thou  ? 
That  word  hath  struck  me,  like  a  peal  of  thun- 
der! 
Thine  eye,  which  wont  to  melt  ^th  gentle  love^ 
Now  glares  with  terror !  Thy  approi^  by  nighty 
Thy  cbrk  disguise,  thy  looks  and  fierce  deoiwn- 

our. 
Yes.  all  conspire  to  tell  me,  I  am  lost ! 
Ah !  prince,  take  heed !  I  have  a  father  too ! 
Think,  Seiim,  what  Irene  must  endure. 
Should  she  be  guilty  of  a  father's  Uood ! 

Seiim.  A  fattier's  Uood  I 

Irene.  Too  sore.    In  vain  thou  hid'st 
Thy  dire  intent !  Forbid  it.  Heaven,  Irene 
Should  see  destruction  hovering  o^er  her  fadwr. 
And  not  prevent  the  blow ! 

Seiim.  Is  this  thy  love, 
Thv  gratitude  to  him  who  saved  thy  honour^ 

Irene,  Tis  gratitude  to  him  who  gave  me  life: 
He  who  preserved  me  claims  the  second  place. 

Seiim.  Is  he  not  a  tyrant,  murderer? 

Irene.  O  spare  my  shame !  I  am  his  dai^fcer 
still! 

Selifn.  Wouldst  thou  become  the  partner  of 
his  crimes  ? 

Irene.  Forbid  it,  Heaven ! — ^Yet  I  must  save 
a  father! 

Seiim.  Come  on,  then.  Lead  me  to  him.  Glut 
thine  eves 
With  SeUm's  6lood 

Irene.  Was  e'er  distress  like  mine ! 
O  Seiim,  can  I  see  my  father  perish  } 
Would  I  had  ne^er  been  bom !  \Weepr* 

Seiim.  Thou  virtuous  maid  ! 
My  heart  bleeds  for  thee ! 

Irene.  Quit,  O  quit  these  walls ! 
Heaven  will  ordain  some  gentler,  hap|Mermean% 
To  heal  thy  woes !  Thy  dark  attempt  is  big 
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With  horror  and  destniction !  Generoas  prince ! 
Besign  thy  dreadful  purpose,  and  depart  I 

Selim.  Ma^  not  I  see  Zaphira,  ere  I  go  ? 
Thy  gentle  pity  will  not,  sure,  deny  us 
The  moumtul  pleasure  of  a  parting  tear  ? 

Irene.  Go,  then,  and  give  her  peace.    But  fly 
these  walls, 
As  soon  as  morning  shines : — ^Else,  though  des- 
pair 
Drives  me  to  madnes8*»yet — to  save  a  father ! 

0  Selim !  spare  my  tongue  the  horrid  sentence ! 
Fly !  ere  destruction  seize  thee !       [Exit  Irene. 

Seiim,  Death  and  ruin ! 
Must  I  then  fly?  what !— coward-like,  betray 
My  father,  mother,  friends !  Vain  terrors,  hence! 
Danger  looks  big  to  fear^s  deluded  eye : 
But  courage,  on  the  heights  and  steeps  of  fate. 
Dares  snatch  her  glorious  purpose  from  the  e<%e 
Of  peril :  And  while  sickening  caution  shrinks, 
Or,  self  betrayed,  falls  headlong  down  the  steep. 
Calm  resolution,  unappalled,  can  walk 
The  giddv  brink,  secure— Now  to  this  queen. — 
How  shall  I  dare  to  meet  her  thus  unknown ! 
How  stifle  the  warm  transports  of  my  hearty 
That  pants  at  her  approach! — ^Wha  waits  the 

queen? 
Who  waits  Zaphira? 

Enter  a  female  State. 

Slave,  Whence  this  intrusion,  straogery  at  an 
hour 
Destined  to  rest  ? 

Selim,  I  come,  to  seek  the  queen^ 
On  matter  of  such  import,  as  may  diMin 
Her  speedy  audience. 

Slave.  Thy  request  is  vain; 
Even  now  the  queen  hath  heard  the  mottmftil 

tale 
Of  her  son's  daath,  and  drowned  in  grief  she 

lies. 
Thou  canst  not  see  her. 

Selim.  Tell  the  queen,  I  come 
On  message  from  her  dear,  departed  son ; 
And  bring  his  last  request. 

Slax?e.  ru  haste  to  tell  her. 
With  all  a  mother's  tenderest  love  shell  fly. 
To  meet  that  name.  [Exit  Slave. 

Selim.   O  ill-dissembling   heart  ! — JVfy  evVy 
limb 
Trembles  with  grateful    terror  ! — Would    to 
Heaven 

1  had  not  come !  Some  look,  or  starting  tear. 
Will  sure  betray  me — ^Honest  guile  assist 
My  faltering  tongue ! 

Enter  Zaphira. 

Zaph.  Where  is  this  pious  stranger  ? 
Say,  generous  youth,  whose  pity  leads  tliee  thus 
To  seek  the  weeping  mansions  of  distress, 
Didst  thou  behold  in  death  my  hapless  son ! 
Didst  thoU  receive  my  Selim's  parting  breath  ? 
Did  he  remember  me  ? 


SeUm.  Most  honoured  queen ! 
Thy  son — Forgive  these  gushing  teaca  that  flow 
To  see  distress  like  thine  1 

Z^h.  I  thank  thy  pity ! 
Tis  generous  thus  to  feel  for  others  woe. — 
What  of  my  son  ?  Say,  didst  thou  aee  him  <fie? 

SeUnL  By  Barbarossa's  dread  rnnwiMBMl  I  cone, 
To  tell  thee,  that  these  eyes  akine  bckeld 
Tby  son  expire.  ^ 

Zaph.  O  Heaven ! — my  child !  my  cbiU ! 

Selim.  That  even  in  death,  the  ptum  yootb  » 
membered 
His  royal  mother's  woes, 

Zaph.  Where,  where  was  I ! 
Relentless  fate ! — that  I  should  be  deoaed 
The  monmful  privilege  to  see  him  die ! 
To  dasp  him  in  the  agouy  of  deaths 
And  catch  his  parting  soul !  Oh  tell  me  ail. 
All  that  he  saia  and  looked !  Deep  in  asy  hesit 
That  I  may  treasure  every  nartinK  woit^ 
Each  dying  whisper  of  my  d^ar,  dear  son ! 

SeUm,  Let  not  my  words  oflfend.— What  if  be 
said, 
Goy  tell  my  hapless  mother,  that  her  tears 
Have  streamed  too  long :  llien  bid  her  weep  as 


more: 


Bid  her  forget  the  husband  and  the  aon. 
In  Barbarossa's  arms ! 

Zaph.  O  basely  false ! 
Thou  art  some  creeping  slave  lo 
Sent  to  surprise  my  unsuspecting  heeit ! 
Vile  slave,  negone ! — My  son  betray  me 
Could  he  have  e'er  conceived  so  hme  m  purpcse. 
My  griefs  for  him  should  end  in  great  dawaia*— - 
But  he  was  brave ;  and  scorned  a  tfaoi^gbft  so  vik! 
Wretched  Zaphira !  How  art  thou  become 
The  sport  of  slaves ! — O  griefs  incnrable ! 

Seltm.  Yet  hope  for  peaces  uahmpfj 
Thy  woes 
Ms^  yet  faAve  end. 

Zaph.  Why  weepest  thou,  crocodile  i 
Thy  treacherous  tears  are  vain. 

Selim.  My  tears  are  honest. 
I  am  not  what  thou  think^st. 

Zaph,  Who  art  thou  then? 

Sekm.  Oh,  my  fall  hears— I 
and  Selim'Sb 
I  come  not  to  insult,  but  heal  diy 


Now  dieck  thy  heart's  wild  tnaralt^  whale  I  tell 


th 
Perhaps — thy  son  yet  liveSb 

Zaph,  Lives!  OgradoosHt 
Do  I  not  dream  ?  say,  stranger,— didst  tisoQ  ceU 

me. 
Perhaps  my  Selim  lives  ?— What  do  I  aafc  I 
Wild,  wild,  and  fraidess  hope  !~W1mt  mwtal 

power 
Can  e'er  reanimate  his  maagjjcd  oorsc. 
Shoot  life  into  the  cold  and 
Or  bid  die  ruthless  grave  give  up  ils  dcmd ! 
Selkn.  O  powerfiu  Nature,  thou  wilt  sare  be- 
tray me!  [ilnir 
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Thy  ScJia  lives :  For  tioce  Us  nimoured  deatbi 
J  saw  him  at  Oran. 

Zapk,  Ye  heavenly  powers  !-- 
Didsi  tixni  not  say,  thou  saw'st  my  son  eipire  ? 
Didst  not  even  now  relate  his  dying  words  ? 

Stim,  It  was  an  honest  falsehcxKly  meant  to 
prove 
Zaphinr  8  onstained  yirtne. 

£a^  Why—but  Othmao-p- 
Othiaan  afirraed,  that  my  poor  sou  was  dead : 
And  I  have  heard,  the  murderer  is  come, 
ill  triumph  o'er  his  dear  and  innocent  blood. 

StUmu  I  am  that   murderer. — Beneath   this 
guise, 
I  spread  the  abortive  tale  of  Selim's  death. 
And  hapljr  won  the  tyrant's  confidence. 
Hence  rained  access :  and  from  thy  Sclim  tell 

Seum  yet  livea,  and  honours  all  thy  virtups. 

Z^pk.  O  generous  youth !  who  art  thoi^  ? — 
From  what  clime 
Comes  such  exalted  virtue,  as  dares  give 
A  pause  to  griefs  like  mine  ? — ^As  dares  approach, 
And  prop  the  ruin  tottering  on  its  base. 
Which  selfish  caution  shuns  ? — Oh  say — who  art 
thou?     . 

^lim.  A  friendless  youth,  self-banished  with 
thy  son ; 
Loqg  his  companion  in  distress  and  danger : 
()ne  who  revered  div  worth  in  prosperous  .days^ 
And  more  reveres  tny  virtue  io  distress. 

^P^'  Q  gentle  stranger — Mock  not  my  woes, 
But  tell  me  truly^-^does  my  Selim  live  ? 

SeliuL  lie  does,  by  Heaven  ! 

ZapL  O  generous  Heaven !  thou  at  length  o'er- 
payest 
^f  r  bitterest  pangs,  if  my  dear  Selim  lives  ] 
Vnd  dues  he  still  remember 
iu  father's  wrongs,  and  mine  ? 

SeUuu  He  bade  me  tell  thee, 
rhst,  in  his  heart,  indehbly  are  stan^ped 
lif  father^s  wrongSy  and  thine :  that  he  but  waits 
nil  awful  justice  nuiy  unsheath  her  sword, 
ind  lust  and  murder  tremble  at  her  frown ! 
Im,  till  the  arrival  of  that  happy  hour, 
^eep  ID  his  soul  the  hidden  fire  shall  glow, 
lod  his  breast  labour  with  the  great  revenge ! 

Zauk.  Eternal  blessings  crown  my  virtuous  son ! 
f«e{  my  heart  revive.    Here,  peao^  once  more 
(*Tins  to  dawo. 

StliuiL  Much  honoured  queen,  f^well, 

Zapk.  Not  .yet— not  yet— indulge  a  mother's 

love! 
1  thee,  the  kind  oompanion  of  his  griefs, 
(etfainks  I  see  my  Seum  stand  before  me. 
depart  not  yet.    A  thousand  fond  requests 
niwd  on  my  inind.    Wishes,  and  pnyera,  and 

tears, 
re  all  I  have  to  gh^    Q  bear  him  these ! 

&^  Take  oonfort  then ;  for  know,  thy  son, 

o*erjoyed 
0  rescue  thec^  wouU  bleed  at  every  vein  !— 

Vol.  I. 


Bid  her,  he  said,  yet  hope  we  mejT  be  blest ! 
Bid  her  remember,  that  the  ways  of  Heaven, 
Though  dark,  are  just :  that  oft  some  guardian 

power 
Attends^  unseen,  to  save  the  innocent ! 
But  if  high  Heaven  decrees  our  fall,  Oh  bid  her 
Firmly  to  wait  the  stroke,  prepared  alike 
To  live  or  die !  and  then  be  wept  as  I  do. 
2kpk,  Eternal  blessings  grown  my  virtuous 
son! 
O  righteous  Heaven !  thou  hast  at  length  o*er- 

payed 
My  bitterest  pangs ;  if  my  dear  Selim  lives. 
And  lives  for  me  1 — hear  my  departing  prayer : 

[KneeU. 
O  spare  n^y  son ! — Protect  his  tender  vears ! 
Be  thou  his  guide  through  dangers  and  distress ! 
Soften  the  rigours  of  his  cruel  exile. 
And  lead  him  to  his  throne ! — When  I  am  gone. 
Bless  thou  his  peaceful  reign!  Oh,  early  bless 

him 
With  the  sweet  pledges  of  connubial  love ; 
That  he  may  win  his  virtue's  Just  reward, 
And  taste  the  raptures  which  a  parent's  heart 
Reaps  from  a  child  like  him !  not  for  myself — 
But  my  dear  son^-accept  my  partini;  tears  \ 

{^Exit  ZaphirQ, 
Selim,  Now,  swellin;^^ieart. 
Indulge  the  luxury  of  grief !  flow  tears ! 
And  rain  down  transport  in  the  shape  of  sor- 
row! 
Yes,  I  have  soothed  her  woes ;  have  found  her 

noble : 
And  to  have  given  this  respite  to  her  pangs 
O'erpays  all  pain  and  peril. — ^Powerful  virtue ! 
How  infinite  thy  joys,  when  even  thy  griefs 
Are  pleasing  I — lliou,  superior  to  the  frowns 
Of  fate,  can*st  pour  thy  sunshine  o*er  the  soul. 
And  brighten  woe  to  rapture ! 

Enter  OrnuAV  and  Sadj. 

Honoured  friends ! 
How  goes  the  night  ? 

Sadi,  HTis  well-nigh  midnight. 

OM.  What — In  tears,  my  prince  ? 

Selim,  But  tears  of  joy :  tor  I  have  seen  Zn 
phira. 
And  poured  the  balm  of  peace  into  her  breast : 
Think  not  these  tears  unnerve  me,  valiant  friends; 
They  have  but  harmonized  my  soul ;  and  waked 
All  that  is  man  within  me,  to  disdain 
Peril,  or  death, — What  tidings  from  the  cihr  f 

S^i  Ally  all  is  ready.   Our  confederate  friend? 
Bum  with  impatience,  till  the  hour  arrive. 

Selim.  What  is  the  signal  of  the  appointed 
hour? 

SadL  The  midnight  watch  gives  signal  of  our 
meeting ; 
And  when  the  second  watch  of  night  is  rung, 
The  work  of  death  begins. 

Selim,  Speed,  speed  ye  minutes ! 
Now  let  the  rising  whirlwind  shake  Algier*. 

4T 
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And  justice  guide  the  storm !  Scarce  two  tiours 

hence 

Sadi,  Scarce  more  than  one. 
SeUm.  Oh,  as  ye  love  my  life, 
Let  your  zeal  hasten  on  thle  great  event ! 
The  tyrant's  daughter  found,  and  knew  me  here, 
And  half  suspects  the  cause. 

0th,  Too  daring  prince. 
Retire  with  us !  her  fears  will  sure  betray  thee ! 
iSe^.  What !  leave  my  helpless  motKer  here, 
a  prey 
To  cruelty  and  lust — ^111  perish  first : 
This  very  night  the  tyrant  threatens  violence : 
ni  watch  his  steps;  I'll  haunt  him  dirou^  the 

palace; 
And  should  he  meditate  a  deed  so  vile, 
I'll  hover  o*er  him,  like  an  unseen  pestilence, 
^And  blast  him  in  his  guilt ! 

SadL  Intrepid  prince ! 
Worthy  of  empire ! — Yet  accept  m^  Kfe, 
My  worthless  life :  do  tliou  retire  with  Othman; 
I  will  protect  Zaphira. 

Selim.  Think'st  thou,  Sadi, 
That,  when  the  trying  hour  of  peril  comes, 
Selim  will  shrink  into  a  common  man ! 
Worthless  were  he  to  rule,  who  dares  not  claim 
Pre-eminence  in  danger.  ^  Urge  no  more; 
Here  shall  my  station  be':  and  if  I  fall, 
O  friends,  let  roe  have  vengeance ! — ^Tell  me,  now, 
Where  is  the  ^rant? 

0th,  RevclUng  at  the  banquet 

Selim.  Tis  good.  Now,  tell  me  how  our  powers 

are  destined  ? 
Sadi,  Near  every  port,  a  secret  bond  is  posted : 
By  these  the  watchful  centinels  must  perish : 
The  rest  is  easy :  for  the  glutted  troops 
Lie  drowned  in  sleep ;  the  dagger's  cheapest  prey. 
Almanzor,  with  his  friends,  will  circle  round 
The  avenues  of  the  palace.    Othman  and  I 
Will  join  our  brave  confederates  (all  sworn 
To  conquer  or  to  die),  and  burst  the  gates 
Of  this  foul  den.    Then  tremble,  Barbarossa ! 

Selim.  Oh,  how  the  approach  of  this  great  hour 
Fires  all  my  soul !  but,  valiant  friends,  I  charge 

Reserve  the  murderer  to  my  just  revenge  I 
My  poignard  claims  his  blood. 

0th.  Forgive  mo,  prince ! 

Forgive  my  doubts ! ^Thmk — should  the  fair 

Irene- 

Selim.  Thy  doubts  are  vain.  I  would  not  spare 
the  tyrant. 
Though  the  sweet  maid  lay  weeping  at  my  feet; 
Nay,  should  he  fall  by  any  hand  but  mine. 
By  Heaven,  I'd  think  my  honoured  father's  blood 
Scarce  half  revenged  !  My  love,  indeed,  is  strong ! 
But  love  shall  yield  to  justice. 

Sadi  Gallant  prince ! 
Bravely  resolved ! 

Selim.  But  is  the  city  quiet  f 

Sadi.  All,  all  is  hushed.  Throughout  the  empty 
streets^ 


Nor  voice,  nor  sound.    As  if  the  infaabitaats, 
like  the  presaging  herds,  that  seek  the  canrcrt 
Ere  the  loud  thunder  rolls,  had  inly  felt 
And  shunned  the  impending  uprmr. 

0th.  There  is  a  solenm  horror  io  the  id^bt,  lA 
That  pleases  me :  a  general  pause  tluiMig^ 

The  winds  are  hushed 

SadL  And,  as  I  passed  the  beach. 
The  lazy  billow  scarce  could  lash  tlie 
No  star  peeps  through  the  firmament  of 

Selwi.  And,  lo !  where  eastward,  </er  the  sil- 
len  wave. 
The  waning  moon,  deprrred  of  baif  her  oriv 
Rises  in  blood :  her  beam,  weU-iugh  extinct,, 
Faintly  contends  with  darkness  [Beii  tA 

Hark  !•— what  meant 
That  tolling  bell  ? 


0th.  It  rings  the  midnight 

Sadi.  This  was  the  agnai 

Come,  Othman,  we  are  called :  tibe 

nutes 
Chide  our  delay ;  brave  Otlimaa,  kt 

Selim,  One  last  embrace! — dot  doob^  bat, 
crowned  with  g^iy. 
We  soon  shall  meet  agiin.  Bat;  oh. 
Amid  the  tumult's  rage,  remember 
Stain  not  a  righteous  cause  with  gnldeas  blood  f 
Warn  our  brave  friends,  that  we  ■mslwarfa  ite 

sword. 
Not  to  destroy,  but  save !  nor  let 
Or  wanton  cruelty,  e'er  turn  its 
On  at:e  or  innocence !  or  t»d  us  strike 
Where  the  most  pitying  angel  in  the 
That  now  looks  on  us  iProm  his  biest  aiwde^ 
Would  wish  that  we  should  ^mre. 

0th.  So  may  we  prosper. 
As  mercy  sliall  direct  us ! 

Selim.  Farewell,  friends ! 

SadL  Intrepid  prince,  farewell! 

[  Exeunt  Oiktmmm 

Selim.  Now  sleep  and  silence 
Brood  o'er  the  city. — The  devoted  centkiel 
Now  takes  his  lonely  stand ;  and  idlj  ijkvaats 
Of  that  to-morrow  lie  shall  never  see  ! 
In  this  dread  interval,  O  busy  tboiq^ht. 
From  outward  things  descend  into  dijwif ! 
Search  deep  my  heart!  bring  with  Ifaee  awfai 

conscience. 
And  firm  resolve !  diat,  in  the  a] 
Of  blood  and  horror,  I  may  stand  uimiovetf ; 
Nor  fear  to  strike  where  justice  calls^ 
To  strike  where  she  forbids ! — ^Wby  bear  I,  tWj;, 
This  dark,  insidious  dagger  ? — Tn  the  bad^ 
Of  vile  assassins ;  of  the  coward  faaixl 
That  dares  not  meet  its  foe. — ^Detested  tboe^: ! 
Yet — as  foul  lust  and  murder,  though  na 
Triumphant,  still  retain  their  heU-botn 
So  justice,  groaning  beneath  cunntleas  wi 
Quits  not  her  spotless  and  celestial 
But,  in  the  unhallowed  murderer's 
Can  sanctify  this  steel ! 
Then  be  it  so : — ^Witness^  ye  powers  of  HeKvcs^ 
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llitt  not  from  jon,  but  from  the  morderet's  eye, 
t  wnp  myself  m  night ! — ^To  you  I  stand 
RareiUed  in  ooon-tule  day  ! — Oh,  could  I  arm 
Mj  hand  with  power !  then,  like  to  you^  arrayed 
Id  storm  and  fire,  my  swifl  avenging  thunder 
Should  blast  Uus  tyrant    But  since  fate  denies 


That  privilege,  FU  seize  on  what  it  gives : 
Like  the  dee)>-cavemed  earthquake,  burst  be- 
neath him, 
And  whelm  his  throne,  his  empire,  and  himself, 
In  one  prodigious  ruin !  [Exit. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Ireke  and  Aladin. 

Irtne,  But  didst'thou  tell  him,  Aladin,  my  fears 
Brook  no  delay? 

AU.  I  did. 

Irene,  Why  comes  be  not? 
Oh,  what  a  dreadful  dream ! — *Twns  surely  more 
Than  troubled  fancy :  never  was  my  soul 
Shook  with  such  hideous  phantoms! — Still  he 

lingers! 
Return,  return :  and  tell  him  that  his  daughter 
Dies,  till  she  warn  him  q£  his  threatening  ruin  ! 

Ala.  Behold,  he  comes !  [Exit  Aladin, 

Enter  Barbarossa  and  Ouardt, 

Bar,  Thoa  bane  of  all  my  joys ! 
Some  gloomy  phmet  surely  ruled  thy  birth ! 
Even  now  thy  ill-timed  fear  suspends  the  ban* 

quet. 
And  damps  the  festal  hour. 
Irene,  Forpve  my  fear! 
Bar,  What  fear,  what  phantom  hath  possessed 

thy  brain? 
Irene.  Ob,  guard  thee  from  the  terrors  of  this 
night; 
For  terrors  lurk  unseen  !— 
Bar,  What  terror  ? — spcik  ! 
Wouldst  tliou  unman  me  into  female  weakness  ? 
Say  what  thou  dread'sC,  and  why  !  I  have  a  soul 
To  meet  the  blackest  dangers  undismayed* 
Irene.  Let  not  my  father  check,  widi  stern  re- 
buke. 
The  wamiog  voice  of  nature.    Por  even  now, 
Retired  to  rest,  soon  as  I  closed  mine  eyes, 
A  horrid  vision  rose — Mcthought  I  saw 
Young  Selim  rising  from  the  silent  tomb : 
Mangled  and  bloody  was  his  corse ;  his  hair 
Clotted  with  gore ;  his  glaring  eyes  on  fire  ! 
Dreadful  be  shook  a  dagger  in  his  hand  ! 
Bv  some  mysterious  power  he  rose  in  air. 
When,  lo !  at  his  command,  tliis  yawning  roof 
Was  cleft  in  twain,  and  gave  tne  plmntom  en- 


Swift  he  descsended,  with  terrific  brow, 
RuUied  oo  oiY  guardless  fiathcr  at  the  banquet. 
And  pluni(ed  bis  furious  dagger  in  thy  breast ! 
Bar.  Wouldat  thou  appal  me  by*  a  brain-sick 
vision? 
Get  thee  to  rest ! — Sleep  but  as  sound  till  mom. 
As  Selim  in  his  grave  shall  sleep  for  ever. 
And  then  DO  haggard  drrams  shall  nde  thy  fancy ! 


Irene,  Yet  hear  roe,  dearest  father ! 

Bar,  To  the  couch ! 
Provoke  me  not 

Irene,  What  shall  I  say  to  move  him  ? 
Merciful  Heaven,  instruct  me  what  to  do  ! 

Enter  Aladin. 

Bar.  What  mean  thy  looks  2r— Why  dost  thoa 
gaze  so  wildly  ? 

Aia.  I  hasted  to  inform  thee,  that  even  now. 
Rounding  the  watch,  I  met  the  braic  Abdalla, 
Breathless,  with  tidings  of  a  rumour  dark, 
Which  runs  throughout  the  city,  that  young  Selim 
Is  yet  alive 

jBar,  May  plagues  consume  the  tongue 
That  broacheo  the  falsehood ! — ^*Tis  not  possible— « 
— What  did  he  tell  thee  furdicr  ? 

Ala.  More  he  said  not ; 
Save  Only,  tliat  the  spreading  rumour  waked 
A  spirit  of  revolt. 

Irene.  O,  gracious  father ! 

Bar,  The  rumour's  false And  yet  your  co- 
ward fears 
Infect  me ! — What ! — shall  I  be  terrified 
By  midnight  visions  ? — Can  tlie  troubled  brain 
Of  sleep  uut-strctch  tlie  reason's  waking  eve? 
ril  not  believe  it 

Ala.  But  this  gathering  rumour 

Think  but  on  that,  my  lord  ! 

Bar.  Infernal  darkness 
Swallow  the  slave  that  raised  it ! — ^Yct  III  do 
What  caution  dictates. — Hark  thee,  Aladin — 

Slave,  hear  my  will. See  tliat  tlie  watch  be 

doubled — — 
Find  out  this  stranger  Achmct,  and  fortliwith 
Let  him  be  brought  before  me. 

Irene,  O  my  father ! 
I  do  conjure  theo,  as  thou  1ov*st  tliy  life, 
Retire,  and  trust  thee  to  thy  faitliful  guards- 
See  not  this  Achmet ! 

Bar,  Not  see  him  ? — Death  and  torment ! — 
Think'st  thou  I  fear  a  single  arm  tliat's  mortal  ? 
Not  see  him ! — Forthwith  bring  the  slave  before 

me. 

If  he  prove  false — ^If  hated  Solim  live, 
Vi\  heap  such  vengeance  on  him 

Irene,  Mercy  !  mercy ! 

Bar.  Mercy  : — ^To  whom  ? 

Irene,  To  me — and  to  thyself 
To  him — to  all. — ^Thou  think'st  I  rave;  yet  true 
My  vi»ons  are,  as  ever  prophet  uttered, 
When  Ileaven  inspires  hit  tongue ! 
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Bar.  NeW  did  the  mooD-stradc  madman  rave 
with  dreams 
More  wild  than  thine ! — Get  thoe  to  rest,  e*er  yet 
Thy  foUy  wakes  my  rage ! — Call  Achmet  hither. 
Irene.  Thus  prostrate  on  my  knees    ■    O  see 
him  not ! 
Selim  is  dead. — Indeed  the  rumour's  false ; 
There  is  no  danger  near  t-^r,  if  there  be^ 
Achmet  is  innocent ! 

Bar,  Off,  frantic  wretch ! 
This  ideot-dream  hath  turned  her  braia  to  mad- 
ness! 
Hence  to  thy  dmmber,  till  returning  reason 
Uath  calmed  this  tempest. — On  thy  duty  hence ! 
Irene.  Yet  hear  the  voice  of  caution ! — Cruel 
fate! 
What  have  I  done  ! — ^Heaven  shield  my  dearest 

father!    ' 
Heaven  shield  the  innocent ! — Undone  Irene  ! 
"Whate'er  the  event,  thy  doom  is  misery ! 

[iRxit  Irene. 
Bar.  Her  words  are  wrapt  in  darkness.    Ala- 
din, 
Forthwith  send  Achmet  hither.    Mark  him  well, 
His  countenance  and  gesture — Then,  with  speed, 
Qouble  the  centinels.  [Exit  Aladin. 

Infernal  guilt ! 

How  dost  thou  rise  in  every  hideous  shape. 
Of  rage  and  doubt,  suspicion,  and  despair. 
To  rend  my  soul !  more  wretched  far  than  they 
Made  wretched  by  my  crimes !  Why  did  I  not 
Repent,  while  yet  my  erimes  were  delible ! 
Ere  they  had  struck  tlieir  colours  through  my 

soul. 
As  black  as  night  or  hell !  Tis  now  too  late  f-^- 
Hence,  then,  ye  vain  repinings  I  Take  me  all. 
Unfeeling  guilt  f  O  banish,  if  thou  canst, 
This  fell  remorse,  and  every  iVuitless  fear  f 
Be  this  my  glory->— to  be  great  in  evil ! 
To  combat  my  owi»  heart,  and,  scorning  con- 
science, , 
Bise  to  eialted  crimes  I 

Enter  Seltx. 

Come  hither,  slave : 

Hear  me,  aiid  tremble:   Art  tlxm  what  tboa 
scem'st  ? 
SeUm.  Ha ! 
Bar.  Dost  thou  pause!  By  belt,  the  dtfre^s 

confounded ! 
SeUm.  That  Barbarossa  should  suiqiect  m^ 

truth ! 
Bar.  Take  heed  !  for,  by  the  hovermg  powers 
of  vengeance, 
If  I  do  find  thee  treacherous,  I  will  doom  thee 
To  death  and  torment,  such  as  human  tboudit 
Ne'er  yet  conceived !  Thou  eoraest  beneath  the 

guise 
Of  Selim's  murderer.    Now,  tell  me  r  Is  not 
That  Selim  yet  alive  7 
Selkn.  Selim  alive! 
Bur.  Perditioo  on  thee !  dost  thou  ecfab  me ! 


Ay 


Answer  me  qtdck,  or  die !      [DrawM  kk  dagger. 

Selim.  Yes,  freely  strike— 
Already. hast  thou  given  the  fatkl  wvmnd. 
And  pierced  my  hwt  with  thy  unkind 
Oh,  could  my  dagger  find  a  toiu^ue,  to 
How  deep  it  drank  his  Unod ! — Bnt 

doubt 
Thus  wrongs  my  zeal, — ^Behold  my 

here 

For  bold  is  innocenee. 

Bar.  I  scorn  the  task.      [Futt  up  Att  digpfr. 
Time  shall  decide  thy  doom.    Guards !  nuk  mt 

welL 
See  that  ye  watch  the  motions  of  the  sln«« : 
And  if  he  meditates  to  escape  yonr  eye. 
Let  your  good  sabres  cleave  him  to  tfie  chine. 

Sel'un.  I  yidd  me  to  thy  will,  and  when  thM 
k  no  west 
Tlmt  Selim  lives,  or  seest  his  hated  &ce, 
llien  wreak  thy  vengeance  on  me. 

Bar,  Bear  him  hence. 
Yet,  on  your  lives,  await  me  within  caD. 
I  will  have  deeper  incpiisition  made ; 
Haply  some  witness  may  confront  the  slave. 
And  drag  to  tight  his  falsehood. 

[£jrfafil  SeUm  amd  gmardt^ 
Call  Zaphira.  [Erii  a  Ska. 

If  Sehm  lives — then  what  is  Barbarossn  f 
My  throne's  a  bobble,  that  but  floats  in  air. 
Till  marriage-rites  declare  Zaphira  nunc 
Fool  that  I  am !  to  wait  the  weak  dfeds 
Of  slow  persuasion,  when  unbounded  power 
Can  give  me  alt  I  wish !  Slate,  bear  my  wiH ; 
Fly  f  bid  the  priest  prepare  the  maniaa 
I^  incense  rise  to  Heaven  ^  and  choral 


Attend  Zaphira  to  the  nuptial.  '      \BxH  SUvf. 
I  will  not  brook  delay.    By  love  and 
Tliis  hoar  decides  her  fioe ! 

£fi/erZAPBiaA. 

Well,  haughty  fair ! 

Hath  reason  yet  subdued  thee?  Wik 

The  voice  of  love  ? 

Zaph.  Why  dost  thou  vninly  arp  me ! 
Thou  know'st  my  fixed  resolve. 

Bar.  Can  au^t  hoc  ftttxtif 
Rush  on  perdition  } 

Zaph.  Therefore,  shaH  no  power 
Ere  make  me  thine. 

Bar.  Nny,  sport  not  with  my  fage : 
Though  yon  suspected  slave  affirms  lum  dead. 
Yet  rumonr  whispers^  thai  yoong  Selkn  Uvea. 

Zi^k  CouM  i  botttttak  him  so  !  nij  earaest 
prayer 
Slionld  rise  to  heaven,  to  keen  Kim  ftir  from  diee ! 

Bar.  Therefore,  U»l  treacneiy  nndeinune  my 
power, 
Knbw,  tha^  thy  Anal  hoar  of  choice  is  cosne ! 

Zt^h.  I  have  no  choice.    Think*st  dmi  I  e'er 
will  wed 
T1^  murderer  of  my  lord  ? 

Bar.  Take  heed,  rash  queen ! 
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Teli  me  thr  last  resolve. 

ZapL  ThcQ  hear  me,  Heaven  ! 
Hear  all  ve  powers  that  watch  o'er  innocence ! 
Angels  or  light !  And  thou,  dear  honoured  shade 
Of  my  de])tfted  lord !  attend,  while  here 
1  ratify,  with  vows,  mj  laal  resolve. 
If  e*er  I  wed  this  tyrant  murderer. 
If  I  pollttte  roe  with  this  horrid  union, 
Hiack  as  adultery  or  damned  incest. 
May  ye,  the  ministers  of  Heaven,  depart. 
Nor  shed  yoar  influence  on  the  guilty  scene ! 
May  horror  blacken  all  our  days  and  nights  ! 
May  discord  light  the  nuptial  torch !  and  rising 
From  bell,  may  swarming  fiends,  in  triumph,  howl 
Around  the  accursed  bed ! 
Bar.  Begone,  remorse! 
Guards  do  your  office  :  Drag  her  to  the  altar : 
Heed  not  her  tears  or  cries.    What !        dare  ye 

doubt? 
Instant  obey  my  bidding;  or,  br  hell. 
Torment  and  death  ^aR  overtake  you  all. 

[Guards  go  to  seize  Zaphira. 
Zaph.  O  spare  me !   Heaven  protect  me !  O 
my  son, 
Hert  thou  but  here,  to  save  thy  helpless  mother ! 
What  shall  I  do  !  Undone,  widone  Zaphira ! 

Enter  S£uu. 

Selim.  Who  called  on  Achmet  f  Did  not  Bar* 
barossa 
Remiire  me  here  ? 

Air.  Officious  slave,  retire ! 
I  called  thee  not. 

Zaph.  O  kind  and  generous  stranger,  lend  thy 

O  rescue  me  from  these  impending  horrors ! 
Heaven  will  reward  thy  pity ! 
Bar.  Drag  her  hence ! 
Seiim,  Pity  her  woes,  O  mighty  Barbarossa  ! 
Bar,  Rouze  not  my  vengeance,  slave  ! 
Selim.  O  bear  me,  hear  me !  [Kneels, 

Bar,  Curae  on  thy  forward  zeal !' 
Selim^  Yet,  vet  have  mercy. 

{JLa^  hold  of  Barbarossi^s  garment. 
Bar.  Presummg  slave,  begone  !  [Strikes  Selim, 
Se/im.  Nay,  then,  die,  tyrant ! 
[Rises,  and  aims  to  strike  Barbarossa,  who 
wrests  his  daggerfrom  him. 
Bar.  Ah,  traitor,  have  I  caught  thee  !  HoM  ! 
forbear ! 

[7b  guards,  who  offer  to  kili  Stlim. 
<ill  him  not  yet.    I  will  have  greater  vengeance. 
Perfidious  wretch !  who  art  thou  ?  Bring  the  rack; 
jtt  that  e&tort  the  secrets  of  hts  heart. 
Selim.  Thy  impious  threats  ore  lost !  I  know 
that  death 
\^nd  torments  are  m^  doom.    Yet,  ere  I  die, 
11  strike  thy  soul  with  horror.    OS,  vile  habh ! 
^t  me  emerge  from  this  dark  cloud  that  h&des 

me, 
iiid  make  my  tectiag  glorioiis !  If  tfaoQ  dbr's^ 


Now  view  me!  Hear  m#,  tynliit!  while  with 

voice 
More  terrible  than  thunder,  I  proclaim, 
That  he,  who  aimed  the  dagger  at  thy  heart, 
Is  Selim ! 
Zaph,  O  Heaven !  my  son !  my  son ! 

[Shefttints. 
Selim.  Unhappy  mother!  [Runs  to  embrace  her* 
Bar.  Tear  tnem  asunder ! 

[Guards  separate  them. 
Selim.  Barbarous,  barbarous  ruffians ! 
Bar,  Slaves,  seize  the  traitor ! 

[T^fy  offer  to  seize  htm. 

Selim,  OS,  ye  vile  slaves !  I  am  your  king  I — 

Retire, 

And  tremble  at  my  fVown  !  That  is  the  traitor ; 

That  is  the  murderer,  tyrant,  ravisher!   Sdze 

him. 
And  do  your  country  right ! 

Bar.  Ah,  coward  dogs ! 
Start  ve  at  words !  or  seize  him|  or  by  hel]. 
This  dagger  ends  you  all.  [^^  *^i*^  Ac">* 

SeUm.  Tis  done !  Dost  thou  revive^  unhappy 


queen 


I 


Now  arm  my  soul  with  patience ! 

Zaph.  My  dear  son ! 
Do  I  then  live,  once  more  to  see  my  Selim ! 
But  Oh — to  see  thee  thus ! [Weeping, 

Selim.  Canst  thou  behold 
Her  speechless  agonies,  and  not  relent ! 

Bar»  At  length  revenge  is  mine !  slaves^  force 
her  hence ! 
Tliis  hour  shall  crown  my  love. 

Zaph.  O  mercy,  mercy ! 

Selim.  Lo !  Barbarossa !  thou,  at  length,  hasC 
conquered  I 
Behold  a  hapless  prince,  o'erwhclmed  with  woes, 

S  Kneels* 
^     f 
I  plead  !  Yes,  plunge  the  dagger  in  my  breast ! 
Tear,  tear  me  piecemeal !  But,  O  spare  Zaphira ! 
Yet,  yet  relent !  force  not  her  matron  honour ! 
Reproach  not  Heaven. 

bars  Have  I  then  beat  thy  pride  ? 
Why,  this  is  conouest  even  beyond  my  hope  f 
lie  there,  thou  stave  F  lie,  tilt  Ziaphin's  cries 
Arouse  thee  from  thy  posture. 

Selim.  Dost  thou  insult  ny  grief?  unmanly 
wvetui  r 
Curse  on  the  fear  that  ooold  betray  ray  limbs, 

[Rising. 
My  coward  Kmb^  to  this  (fisbonest  posture  ! 
Long  have  I  scorned,  I  now  defy  thy  power. 

Bar.  HI  put  thy  boasted  virtue  to  die  trial. 
Slavesi,  bear  him  to  the  rack. 

Ztq>h.  O  spare  my  son ! 
Sure  filial  virtue  never  was  a  cpme ! 
Save  bat  my  son !  I  yieM  me  to  thy  wish ! 
What  do  I  say?  The  marriage  vow !  O  horror ! 
This  hour  shall  make  me  thme. 

Selim.  What !  doom  thyself 
The  guilty  partatr  of  anuitiem^s  bed. 
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Whose  hands  yet  reek  with  thy  dear  husband's 

blood! 
To  be  the  mother  of  destructive  tyrants, 
The  curses  of  mankind !  By  Heaven^  I  swear. 
The  guilty  hour  that  gives  thee  to  the  arms 
Of  that  detested  murderer,  shall  end 
This  hated  life ! 

Bar.  Or  yield  thee,  or  he  dies ! 
Zaph,  The  conflictfs  past — ^I  will  resame  my 
greatness ; 
We*ll  bravely  die,  as  we  have  lived,  with  ho- 
nour f  {^Embracing. 
Selim.  Now,  tyrant,  pour  thy  fiercest  fury  on 
us: 
Now,  see,  despairing  guilt !  that  virtue  still 
Shall  conquer,  though  in  ruin. 

Bar.  Drag  them  hence ! 
Her  to  the  altar :  Selim  to  his  fate. 

Zaph.  O  Selim  {    O  my  son !   Thy  doom  is 
death! 
Would  it  were  mine ! 

Selim.  Would  I  could  give  it  thee ! 
Is  there  no  means  to  save  her !  lend,  ye  guards, 
Ye  ministers  of  death,  in  pity  lend 
Your  swords,  or  some  kind  weapon  of  destruc- 
tion! 
Sure  the  most  mournful  boon,  that  ever  son 
Asked  for  the  best  of  mothers ! 
Zaph.  Dearest  Selim ! 

Bar.  rU  hear  no  mure.    Guards,  bear  them  to 
their  fate !  [Guardt  seize  them. 

Selim.  One  last  embrace  I 
Farewell !  Farewell  for  ever ! 

[Guards  struggle  with  them. 
Zaph.  One  moment  yet !  Pity  a  mother's  pangs ! 
O  Selim! 
SeUm,  O  my  mother ! 

[Exeunt  Selim  and  Zaphira. 


Bar.  My  dearest  hopes  are  blasted !  Wbatii 
power,    • 
If  stubborn  virtue  thus  outsoar  its  flight ! 
Yet  he  sliall  die — and  sh< 


Enter  Aladin. 

Ala.  Heaven  guard  my  lord  ! 

Bar.  What  mean'st  thou,  Aladin  ? 

Ala.  A  slave  arrived, 
Says  that  yomig  Selim  lives:    nay,  sontewhere 

lurikS 
Within  these  walls. 

Bar,  The  lurking  traitor's  found. 
Convicted,  and  disarmed.    Even  now  he  aimed 
This  dagger  at  my  heart. 

AJa,  Audacious  traitor ! 
The  slave  says,  farther,  that  he  brings'the  tidiiigi 
Of  dark  conspiracy,  now  hovering  o'er  us, 
And  claims  thy  pnvate  ear. 

Bar.  Of  dark  conspiracy  ! 
Where  f  Among  whom  ? 

Ala.  The  secret  ftieods  of  Selins, 
Who  nightly  haunt  tlie  city. 

Bar,  Curse  the  traitors : 
Now  speed  thee,  Aladin.    Send  forth  oar  spies: 
Explore  their  haunts:  for,  by  the  infernal  powers^ 
I  will  let  loose  my  rage.    The  furious  lion 
Now  foams  indignant,  scorning  tears  and  cxies. 
Let  Selim  forthwith  die.    Come,  migh^  ven- 
geance ! 
Sdr  me,  grim  cruelty !  The  rack  shall  groan 
With  new-bom  horrors  I  I  will  issue  forth. 
Like  midnight-pestilence :  my  breath  shall  stiev 
The  streets  witn  dead ;  and  bavock  stalk  in  gore. 
Hence,  pity  !  Feed  the  milky  thought  of  babes; 
Mine  is  of  bloodier  hue.  [£reirft 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  L 


Enter  Barbarossa,  Aladin,  and  Guards. 

Bar.  Is  the  watch  doubled  ?  Are  the  gates  se- 
cured 
Agiunst  surprise  ? 

Ala.  They  are ;  and  mock  the  attempt 
Of  force  or  treachery. 

Bar,  This  whispered  rumour 
Of  dark  conspiracy,  on  farther  inquest, 
Seems  but  a  false  alarm.    Our  spies,  sent  out. 
And  now  returned  from  search,  affirm  that  sleep 
Has  wrapped  the  city. 

Ala,  But  while  Selim  lives, 
Destruction  lurks  within  the  palace  walls ; 
Nor  bars^  nor  centinels,  can  give  us  safety. 

Bar.  Right,  Aladin.     His  hour  of  iate  ap- 
proadies. 
IJow  goes  the- night? 

Ala.  The  second  watch  is  near. 


Bar.  *T\s  well !  Whene'er  it  rings,  the  tndtor 
dies; 
So  hath  my  will  ordained.    I'll  seize  the  occa- 
sion. 
While  I  may  fairly  plead  my  life's  defence. 
Ala,  True :   for  he  aimed  his  da^r  at  tkf 

heart. 
Bar.  He  did.     Hence,  justice,  nncompdledl 
shall  seem 
To  lend  her  sword,  and  do  ambition'is  woric 
Ala.  His  bold  resolves  have  steeled  Zaphin's 
breast 
Against  thy  love :  thence  he  deserves  to  die. 
Bar.  And  death's  his  doom — ^yet  first  the  lack 
shall  rend 
Each  secret  from  his  heart ;  unless  he  give 
Zaphira  to  my  arms,  by  marriage  vows, 
With  full  consent ;  ere  yet  the  second  watch 
Toll  for  his  death.    Cui-se  on  this  woman's  weak- 
ness!        .       • 
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I  jet  would  wb  her  love !  Haste !  seek  out  Otb- 

maa: 
Go^  tell  him,  that  destruction  and  the  sword 
Uang  o'er  jouog  Selim's  head,  if  swift  oompli- 

anoe 
Plead  not  his  pardon.  [Exit  Aladin, 

Stubborn  fortitude ! 

Had  he  not  interposed,  success  had  crowned 
Uj  love,  now  hopeless.     Then  let  Tengeanoe 

leizehim ! 

Enter  Irene. 

Imif.  O  nieht  of  horror!  Hear  me^  honoured 
father! 
If  c*er  Irene's  peace  was  dear  to  thee, 
Now  bear  me  f 

Bar,  Impious !  Dar^st  thou  disobey  ? 
Did  not  my  sacred  will  ordain  thee  Kence  ? 
Get  thee  to  rest ;  for  death  is  stirring  here. 

Irene.  0  fatal  words !  By  every  sacred  tye, 
Recall  the  dire  decree ! 

Bar,  What  would*st  thou  say  ? 
Whom  plead  for  ? 

Irene,  For  a  brave  unhappy  prince, 
Sentenced  to  die. 

Bar.  And  justly !  But  this  hour 
The  traitor  faialf  fulfilled  thy  dream,  and  aimed 
His  dagger  at  my  heart. 

Irene,  Might  pity  plead  ! 

Bar,  What !  plcAil  for  treachery  ? 

Irene,  Yet  pity  might  bestow  a  milder  name. 
Wouldst  thou  not  love  the  child,  whose  fortitude 
Should  haiard  life  for  thee }  Oh,  think  on  that : 
The  noble  mind  hates  not  a  virtuous  foe : 
llis  i^enerous  purpose  was  to  save  a  mother ! 

Bar,  Damned  was  his  purpose :  and  accurst 
art  thou. 
Whose  perfidy  would  save  the  dark  assassin, 
Who  sought  thy  father's  life !   Hence,  from  my 
sight ! 

Irene.  Oh,  never,  till  thy  mercy  spare  my  Se- 

Bar.  Thy  Selim  !  Thine  ! 

Irene,  lliou  knowst by  gratitude 

He^B  mine Had  not  his  generous  hand  re- 
deemed me, 

^Vhat  dicn  had  been  Irene?  Oh ! 
Bar,  Faithless  wretch ! 

Unhappy  father !  whose  perfidious  child 

Leagues  with  his  deadliest  foe,  and  guides  the 
dasser 

£ven  to  his  heart !  Perdition  catch  tl^  false* 
hood ! 

And  is  it  thus,  a  thankless  child  repays  me. 

For  all  the  guilt  in  which  I  plunged  my  soul, 

To  raiie  her  to  a  throne  ! 
Irene,  O  spare  these  words. 

More  keen  than  daggers  to  my  bleeding  heart ! 

i^et  me  not  live  suspected !  Dearest  father ! 

Behold  my  breast !  write  thy  suspicion  here : 

Write  them  in  blood;  but  spore  the  generous 
youth, 


Who  saved  me  from  dishonour ! 

Bar,  By  the  powers 
Of  ^reat  revenge,  thy  fond  intreaties  seal 
His  instant  death !  Li  him  FU  punish  thee. 
Away! 

Irene,  Yet  hear  me,  ere  my  tortured  soul 
Rush  on  some  deed  of  horror ! 

Bar,  Seize  her,  guards ! 
Convey  the  frantic  ideot  from  my  presence : 
See  that  she  do  no  violence  on  Kerself. 

Irene,  O  Selim !  generous  youth !  how  have 
my  fears 
Betrayed  thee  to  destruction!  Slaves,  unhand 

me! 
Think  ye,  HI  live  to  bear  these  pangs  of  grief. 
These  horrors  that  oppress  my  tortured  soul ! 
Inhuman  father !  generous,  imured  prince ! 
Methinks  I  see  thee  stretchecr  upon  the  rack, 
Hear  thy  eipiring  groans :  O  horror !  honor ! 
What  shall  I  do  to  save  him !  Vain,  alas ! 
Vain  are  my  tears  and  prayers— at  least,  111  die« 
Death  shall  unite  us  yet ! 

[Exit  Irene  and  guards. 

Bar.  O  torment !  torment ! 
Even  in  the  midst  of  power !  the  vilest  slave 
More  happy  far  than! !  the  very  child. 
Whom  my  love  cherished  from  her  in6uit  yms. 
Conspires  to  blast  my  peace !  O  false  ambition. 


Thou  lying  phantom !   whither  hast  thou  lured 


me ! 

Even  to  this  giddy  heieht,  where  now  I  stand, 
Forsaken,  comfortless!  with  not  a  friend 
In  whom  my  soul  can  trust ! 

Enter  Aladiv. 

Now,  Aladin? 

Hast  thou  seen  Othman  ? 

He  will  not,  sure,  conspire  agunst  my  pea  ce 

Ala,  He's  fied,  my  lord.    I  dread  some  lurk- 
ing ruin. 
The  centinel  on  watch  says,  that  he  passed 
The  gate,  since  midnignt,   with  an  unknown 

friend: 
And  as  they  passed,  Othman  in  whispers  said. 
Now  farewell,  bloody  tyrant 

Bar.  Slave,  thou  liest 
He  did  not  dare  to  say  it;  or,  if  he  did, 
Pernicious  slave,  why  dost  thou  wound  my  ear 
By  the  foul  repetition  f — Gracious  powers, 
Let  me  be  calm ! — O  my  distracted  soul ! 
How  am  I  rent  in  pieces !  Othman  fled ! 
Why  then  may  all  neU's  cofses  follow  him ! 
WlMt's  to  be  done  ?  some  mischief  luriu  unseen. 

Ala,  Prevent  it  then — 

Bar,  By  Selim's  instant  death — 

Ala.  Ay,  doubtless. 

Bar,  Is  the  rack  prepared  ? 

Ala,  Tis  ready. 
Along  the  grounii  he  lieso'erwhelmed  with  chains. 
The  uiinistcrs  of  death  stand  round,  and  wait 
Thy  last  command. 

bar.  Once  more  Fll  trv  to  bend 
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His  staM>oni  muL — Coadact  nie  forthwilh  to 

bimt 
Aim)  if  he  now  iiefiMe  ray  pioffiefed  kindnmis 
Destructkm  swallows  liira !  [Erami. 

SCENE  n. 

Seliv  ditcoroared  in  ckmn$y  ExtaUumerSy  Officer, 
^  and  the  rack, 

Selim,  I  pny  TOUf  frieodsi 
Wbea  I  am  cma,  let  not  indigu^ 
Insult  these  poor  remains ;  see  them  iaterred 
dose  by  11^  £stber*s  tomb;  I  ask  po  move. 

Cffficer.  They  shall. 

Scliau  How  pws  the  oi^} 

OffL  TbT  hour  of  fate. 
The  second  watch,  is  near, 

Seiim'  Let  it  come  on; 
I  am  prepared. 

Enter  Barbarossa  and  Ouards, 

Bfir,  So— raise  him  from  the  Eround. — 

[H^  raise  Aim. 
Perfidioos  boy !  behold  the  iost  rewards 
Of  gnilt  and  treachery !  Didst  thou  not  ove 
Thy  forfeit  life,  whene'er  I  should  fafehokT 
Sehm's  detested  face? 

Seim.  Then  take  it,  tyrant.    . 

Bar,  Didst  thou  not  ami  adagger  at  my  heart? 

Selim.  I  did. 

Bar.  Yet  Heaven  defeated  thy  intent. 
And  saved  me  from  the  dagger. 

Selim,  Tis  not  ours 
To  question  Heaven.    The  intent,  and  not  the 

deed, 
Is  in  our  power:  and  therefore,  who  dares  greatly, 
Doesgr»tly. 

Bar,  Yet  bethink  thee,  stubborn  boy, 
What  horrors  now  surround  thee — 

Serial.  Thinkest  thou,  tyrant, 
I  came  so  ill  prepared  ?— Thy  rage  is  weak, 
Thy  torments  powerless  o'er  the  steady  mind : 
He  who  can  bravely  dare,  can  bravely  suffer. 

Bar,  Yet,  lo!  I  come,  bv  pity  led,  to  spare  thee. 
Relent,  and  save  Zaphira l^ror  the  bell 
Even  now  eraects  the  centinely  to  toil 
The  signal  of^thy  death. 

Selm,  Let  guilt  like  thine 
Tremble  at  d«uh :  I  soom  his  darkest  frown. 
Jience,  Wrant,  nor  propbane  my  dying  hour ! 

Bar.  Then  take  thv  wish.  [Beil  toiii, 

Tbere  goes  die  fatal  knell. 
Thy  fate  is  sealed.— Not  all  thy  mother's  tears, 
Nor  prayers,  nor  eloquence  of  grief,  shall  save 

thee 
From  instant  death.    Yet  ere  the  assasan  die, 
Let  torment  wring  each  secret  from  his  heart. 
The  traitor  Othman's  fled ; — Conspiracy 
Lurks  in  the  womb  of  n^t,  and  tnreatens  ruin. 
Spare  not  the  rack,  nor  cease,  till  it  extort 
Ine  lurking  treason ;  and  this  murderer  call 
On  death,  to  end  his  woes.       [Erii  Barbaroua. 


ftfim.  Come  on, then.  {Jhnkmihm. 

B&gui  the  work  of  death — ^wfaat !  boonaintbcord*. 
Like  a  viie  criminal !— C 
When  will  ye  give  me  n 


Enter  Ire  vs. 

Irene.  Stop,  O  stop! 
Hold  your  accursed  hands ! — Ob 
Pour  all  your  torments ! — ^Uow  shall  I  aparoKk 

tl^! 

Selim.  These  are  thy  father^s  g^ !— Yet  then 
art  guiltless ; 
Then  let  me  take  diee  to  my  bean^  tfaon  beat. 
Most  amiable  of  women ! 

Irene,  Bather  oune  ine. 
As  the  betrayer  of  thy  virtue ! 

Selim,  Ah! 

Irene,  ^was  I-hbst  fears,  mj  fmnac  fean 
betrayed  thee! 
Thus  faliii^  at  thy  faet,  amj  I  bat  hope 
For  pardon  ere  I  die  I 

Selim.  Hence  to  thy  foher! 

Irene.  Neve-r,  O  never ! — Cmvrling  in  the  dmt, 
ni  clasp  thy  feet,    aad  bathe   thena  vnih  bii 

tears! 
Tread  me  to  earth,  I  never  will 
But  my  last  hmuh  shall  bless  tfiee ! 

Selm,  Loved  Irene ! 
What  hath  my  furv  done  f 

Irene.  Indeed,  twas hard; 
But  I  was  bom  to  sorrow ! 

Selim.  Melt  me  not. 
I  cannot  bear  thy  tears ; — Ihey  quite 
Forrave  the  transports  of  my  rage. 

wne,  Alas! 
The  guilt  is  mine:   Canst  thoa  foigire  tk». 

fears 
That  6rst  awaked  svspidon  in  my  failber  ? 
Those  fears  that  have  undone  thiee ! — Hearcn  12 

-witness. 
They  meant  not  ill  to  thee ! 

Selim,  None,  none,  Irene ! 
No ;  'twas  the  generous  voice  of  fitial  love : 
That,  only,  prompted  thee  to  save  a  &ther. 
Yes ;  from  my  inmost  soul  I  do  approve 
That  virtue  which  destroys  me. 

Irene,  Canst  thou,  then, 
Foigiire  and  pity  mi^? 

Selim.  1  do--I  do. 

Irene,  On  my  kneesi 
Thus  let  me  thank  thee,  eeneroos^  iumd 
O  earth  and    Heaven!    that  ancfa 

worth 
Should  meet  so  hard  a  fate !— Tbat  I    tbar 
Whom  his  love  rescued  from  the  depth  ot' 
SImuld  be  the  accord  destroyer  S-^Snikc^ 

pity. 
And  end  this  hated  lile ! 

Sells*.  Cease,  dear  Irene. 
Submit  to  Heaven's  high  will. — ^I 
And  to  thy  utmost  power,  nniaect  from 
My  helpless,  friendless  motner ! 
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Iftne.  With  mf  It 
ru  shield  her  front  each  wron^— That  hope  akne 
Can  Cempt  me  to  prolong  a  Ufe  of  woe. 
SeUm,  O  my  uo^wernad  rage ! — ^To  frown  on 
thee! 
Thin  let  me  espiate  die  cniel  wrong*  [Enlacing. 
And  mingle  raptofe  with  the  pains  <a  death ! 
OjfL  No  more.^ — ^Prepare  the  rack. 
Ire9te,  Stand  off,  ye  nends ! 
Here  will  I  ding.     No  power  on  earth  shall 

partus, 
Till  I  have  saved  my  Selim !  [A  thaut 

Ofi.  Hark  !  what  noise 
Strikes  on  mine  ear? 
Seiim.  Again !  [A  $h&iti, 

Ala.  Arm,  arm !— i-Treachery  and  murder ! 

[Exeeuiioneri  go  to  uizt  Selim. 
SeluL  OS,  slaves ! — Or  I  wiU  turn  my  chains 
to  arms, 
And  dash  you  piece-meal ! — for  I  have*  heard  a 

sound 
^^liich  lifts  my  towering  soul  to  Atlas'  height. 
That  I  oould  prop  the  skies! 

Ala,  Where  is  the  king  ? 
The  foe  pours  in.    The  palace  gates  are  hunt : 
The  oentmeb  are  murdered !  Save  the  king ! 
They  seek  him  throng  the  palace  ! 

Ofi.  Death  and  rum ! 
FolW  mc^  slaves,  and  save  him. 

[Eteunt  Officer,  and  Eueutiomert, 
Seltm.  Now,  bloody  tyrant !  Now,  thy  hour  is 

come! 
Irene.  What  means  yon  maddening  tumult  !-^ 

O  my  fears  1 
SeUm.  Vengeance  at  length  hath  pierced  these 
guilty  walls. 
And  widks  her  deadly  round ! 
Ireme.  Whom  dost  thou  mean  ?  my  fiither  I 
SeUm,  Yes :  thjr  father ; 
Who  murderad  nine ! 

irrae.  la  there  no  room  for  mercy  } 
0  Selha!  by  our  lore ! — 
^  Setim,  Thy  tears  arc  vain ! 
Vain  were  t^  eloquence,  though  thou  didst  plead 
\Vith  an  arduu^rs  tongue  ! 
Irene.  Spare  but  his  life  ! 
SeUm.  HeaTen  knows  I  pity  thee.     But  he 
must  bleed ; 
rhough  my  own  life-blood,  nay,  though  thine, 

more  dear, 
^'rald  issue  at  thie  wound, 

Irene.  Must  he  then  die  ? 
Let  roe  but  see  my  father,  ere  he  perish ! 
Let  roe  hot  pay  my  parting  duty  to  him ! — 

I  Clash  qftwords. 
s!  Heaven  save 

my  father  ? 
0  cruel,  cruel  Selim !  [ExU  Irene 

Selim.  Corse  on  this  servile  chun,  that  binds 
roe  fast, 
in  powerless  igoomii^;  while  my  sword 
VouL 


Should,  haunt  its  prey,  and  denre  the  tfraal 
down!  [WitJum^ 

0th.  Where  is  the  prince  ? 

Solim,  Here,  Olhman,  bound  to  earth ! 
Set  me  but  free ! — O  cursed,  cursed  chains  I 

Enter  OTsacAN  and  party,  who  free  SsLur. 

0th.  O  my  bmve  prince  !-*Heaven  fkvouri 
ourdcfiign.  [Smbraettkim, 

Take  that : — ^I  need  not  bid  thee  use  it  nobly. 

[Gimg  him  a  $word, 

Selim.  Now,  Barbaiosn,  let  my  arm.  meet 

thine: 

Tis  all  1  ask  of  Heaven !  [ExU  Selim. 

0th.  Guard  ye  the  prinoe —       [Part  go  out. 

Pursue  his  steps.— Now  this  way  let  us  turn, 

And  seek  the  tyrant.  [Exeuni  Othman,  Sfc, 

SCENE  m.  changes  to  the  open  palace* 

Enter  Barbarossa. 

Bar.  Empire  is  lost  and  life :  Yet  bmve  rev 

venge 
Shall  dose  my  life  in  glocy. 

JEfi^er  Otslmav. 

Have  I  found  thee. 
Dissembling  traitor  > — ^Die  !*!- 

0th.  Long  hath  my  wish. 
Pent  in  my  struggling  bmst,  been  robbed  of 

utterance. 
Now  valour  scorns  the  mask.— -I  dare  thee,  ty« 

'  rant! 
And,  armed  with  justice,  thus  would  meet  thy 

Thou^  thy  red  right  hand  grasped  the  pointed 

thunder ! 
Now,  Heaven  dedde  between  us !     {Iheyjightm 

Bar.  Coward! 

0th.  Tyrant ! 

Bar.  Traitor! 

Olh.  Infernal  fiend,  tkj  words  are  fianght 
with  falsehood : 
To  combat  crimes  like  thine,  fay  force  or  wiles, 
Is  equal  glory.  [BarbarossafaUMm 

Bar.  I  faint !  I  die !— O  horror ! 

Enter  Selih  and  Saoi. 

Selim.  The  foe  gives  way :  sure  this  way  went 
the  stornu 
Where  is  the  ty^r  fled ! — ^^^^t  do  I  see ! 

Sadi.  Algiers  is  free ! 

0th.  This  sabre  did  the  deed ! 

Selim.  I  envy  thee    the  blow.— —Yet  valour 
scorns 
To  wound  the  fallen. — ^But  if  life  remain, 
I  will  speak  daggers  to  his  {guilty  soul. 
Hoa!  Barbarossa!  Tyrant!  Murderer! 
Tis  Selim,  Selim  calls  thee ! 

Bar.  OS,  ye  fiends ! 
Torment  me  not ! — O  Selim,  art  thou  there? — 
Swallow  me,  earth !  Bury  me  deep,  ye  mountaios ! 
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Aocnned  be  die  day  that  gave  me  birth ! 
Ob,  that  I  ne'er  had  wronged  thee ! 

Selim,  Dost  thou,  dien,  ' 
Hepent  thee  of  thy  crimes  ? — He  does !  He  does! 
He  grasps  my  hand  !  See,  the  repentant  tear 
Starts  from  his  ^e ! — Dost  thou  indeed  repent  ? 
l¥by  then  I  do  forgive  thee :  From  my  som 
I  freely  do  forgive  thee ! — ^And  if  crimes, 
Abhorred  as  thine,  dare  plead  to  Heaven  for 

mercy,— 
May  Heaven  have  mercy  on  thee ! 

JBor.  Generous  Selim ! 
Too  good — I  have  a  daughter !  Oh,  protect  her ! 
Let  not  my  crimes —  [Dio. 

Of  A.  There  fied  die  guilty  soul ! 

SeUm,  Haste  to  the  dty — stop  the  rage  of 
slaughter. 
Tell  my  brave  people  that  Algiers  is  free. 
And  tyranny  no  more.  [Exeunt  tisvet. 

SadL  And  to  confirm 
The  ^orious  tidings,  soon  as  morning  shines. 
Be  his  dead  carcase  dragg^  throughout  the  d^, 
A  spectade  of  horror ! 

Seiim.  Curb  thy  leaL 
Let  us  be  brave,  not  crud :  nor  disgrace 
Valour,  by  barbarous  aud  inhuman  deeds. 
Black  was  his  guilt :  and  he  hath  paid  hb  life, 
Tbe  forfeit  of  his  crimes.     Then  sheath  die 

sword : 
Let  vengeance  die. — Justice  is  satisfied. 

Enter  Zaphiba. 

Zaph.  What  mean  these  bonrors !  wheresoeV 
I  turn 
My  trembling  steps,  I  find  some  dyinjg  wretch, 
Wdtering  in  gore !    And  dost  thou  live^  my  Se- 
lim? 
Selim,  Lo,  there  he  lies ! 
Zmk,  The  bloody  tyrant  sldn ! 
O  rignteous  Heaven ! 

Selim,  Behold  thy  valiant  friends. 
Whose  faiib  and  courage  have  overwhelmed  die 

power 
Of  BaroanMsa.    Here ,  aac^  mor^  thy  viitiies 
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Shall  dignify  die  dirooe,  and  Uess  die  ^ 

Zeph.  Just  are  thy  ways,  O  Henrcn ! 
terrors,  hence ! 
Once  more  Zaphira's  blest  I — My  viitUMfl 
How  shall  I  e'er  repay  thy  booodleas  love 
Thus  let  me  snatch  me  to  my  kmgiiig  ai 
And  on  tlnr  bosom  weep  my  grie&  away ! 

Selim  O  h^py  hourl — omppj, 
flight 
Even  of  any  ardent  hope ! — Look  dow% 

shade, 
From  the  bn^  reahns  of  bfiss ! — '. 

queen 
Unspotted,  unseduoed,  unmoved  in  viitoe ! 
Behold  the  tyrant  prostrate  at  my  lect ! 
And  to  the  memory  of  thy  blcediiig  wrangv 
Accept  this  sacrifice ! 

ZmL  My  generous  Sdim! 

SeUm.  Wbmblrene? 

SadL  Widi  looks  of  wildness,  and 
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mien, 
She  sought  her  father  where  the 
She  passed  me,  while  the  coward  AhMlki 
Fled  from  my  sword :  and  as  I  deft  hdm 
She  fainted  at  the  d^t. 

OtL'  But  soon  recovered ; 
Zamqr,  our  trusty  friend,  atmy 
Conveyed  the  weeping  fiur  one  to  her 

Selm,  Thanks  to  thy  generous  cave 
let  ussedc 
Hiea£9icted  maid. 

ZcpA,  Her  virtues  mig^t  atone 
For  all  her  father's  guilt.    Tby  throne  be 
She  merits  all  thy  kme. 

SeUm,  Then  haste  and  find  her.— O^cr 
ther's  crimes 
IHty  shall  draw  her  vefl ;  tmj,  bslf  absolve 
When  she  beholds  the  virtues  of  his  ddid 
Now,  let  us  thank  the  Etemd  Bofwcrp 

ced 
That  Heaven  but  tries  oar  virtue  by 
That  oft  the  dood  which  wraps  the . 
Senres  but  to  brigbten  all  our  future  dmys 
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MBN. 

LoKD  Ranimlph,  a  Scottish  haron. 
GLEiTALVONy  hU  pretended /HentL 
NoKTAL,  4in  aged  peoiant, 
Douglas^  tuppoud  kU  tan. 


WOMEN. 
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ACT    t 


SCENE  h^Tke  cemH  efa  autk^  tummnded 

wntkwoodi. 

Enter  Lady  Randolph. 

Letfy  R,  Yb  woods  and  wilds,  whose  melui- 
cboly  gloom 
^coords  with  mj  soul's  sadness,  and  draws  forth 
Hie  Toioe  of  sorrow  from  my  bursting  heart, 
^areweli  awhile ;  I  will  not  leave  you  long; 
F'or  in  TOUT  shades  I  deem  some  spirit  dwells, 
^'bo,  mm  the  chiding  stream,  or  groaning  oaky 
Kill  hears  and  answers  to  Matilda^  moan.  . 
\  Doi^laa !  Douglas !  if  departed  ghosts 
ire  e*er  permitted  to  review  tniis  worl^ 
^"^idun  the  circle  of  that  wood  thou  art, 
iadj  with  the  passion  of  immortals,  hear^st 
i(j  lamentation :  heai^st  thj  wretched  wife 
Veep  for  her  husband  slain,  her  infant  lost, 
f  J  brother's  timeless  death  I  seem  to  mourn^ 
Vho  perished  with  thee  on  dus  fatal  day. 
o  thee  I  Jaft  mT  voice ;  to  thee  address 
he  plaint  which  mortal  ear  has  never  heard. 
>  diaregaid  me  not !  though  I  am  called 
mother's  now,  my  heart  is  wholly  thine. 
iKapahle  of  change,  affection  ties    ' 
hmed,  my  Douglas^  in  thy  bloody 


Bok  Randolph  oolne%  wliom  fate  haA  made  my 

lord) 
To  chide  my  anguish,  and  defraud  the  dead. 


Enter  Lokd  Randolph. 

Lord  R,  Again  these  weeds  of  woe  I  say,  dott 
thou  well 
To  feed  a  passion  which  consumes  thy  life  ? 
The  living  claim  some  duty ;  vainly  thou 
Bestow'st.  thy  cares  iipon  Uie  silent  dead. 

Lady  R.  dilent,  alas !  is  he  for  whom  I  mourn: 
Childless,  without  memorial  of  his  name, 
He  only  now  in  my  remembrance  tives. 
This  fatal  day  stii9  my  timo'^ettled  sorrow. 
Troubles  afrnh  the  fountain  of  my  heart. 

Lord  R.  When  was  it  pure  o(  sadness !  These 
black  weeds 
Eipress  the  wonted  colour  of  thy  mind, 
For  ever  dark  and  dismal.    Seven  long  years 
Are  passed,  since  we  were  joined  by  sacred  ties: 
Clouds  all  the  while  have  hung  upon  thjr  brow, 
Nor  brokci  nor  parted  bv  one  gleam  of  joy. 
Time,  that  wears  out  the  trace  of  deqiest  anr* 

As  the  sea  smooths  the  prints  made  ia  the  sand. 
Has  passed  o'er  thee  in  vain. 
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Lady  jR.  If  time  to  come 
ShoulcT  prove  as  inefiectual,  yet,  my  lord. 
Thou  can'st  not  blame  me.     When  our  Scottbh 

youtl^' 
Vyed  with  each  other  for  my  luckless  love, 
Oft  I  besought  them,  I  implored  them  all, 
I^ot  to  assail  me  widi  my  fatliei's  aid, 
Nor  blend  their  better  destiny  with  mine. 
For  melancholy  had  congealed  my  blood, 
And  froze  afiection  in  my  chilly  breast. 
At  last  my  sire,  roused  with  the  base  attempt 
To  force  me  from  him,  which  thou  rendered'st 


vam. 


To  his  own  daughter  bowed  his  hoary  head. 

Besought  me  to  commiserate  his  age. 

And  Towed  he  should  not,  could  not,  die  in 

peace. 
Unless  he  saw  me  wedded,  and  secured 
From  violence  and  outrage.    Then,  my  lord ! 
In  my  extreme  distress  I  called  on  thee. 
Thee  I  bespake,  professed  my  strong  desire 
To  lead  a  smgle,  solitary  life^ 
And  begged  Uiy  nobleness,  not  to  demand 
Her  for  a  wife,  whose  heart  was  dead  to  love. 
How  thou  persisted'st  after  this,  thou  knowest^ 
And  must  confess  that  I  am  not  unjust, 
Nor  more  to  thee  than  to  myself  injurious. 

Lord  R,  That  I  confess ;  vet  ever  must  regret 
The  grief  I  cannot  cure.    Would  thou  weft  not 
Composed  of  grief  and  tenderness  alone. 
But  nad*st  a  spark  of  other  passions  in  thee, 
Pride,  anger,  vanity,  the  strong  desire 
Of  admiration,  dear  to  woman-kind ; 
These  might  contend  with,  and  allay  thy  grief, 
As  meeting  tides  and  currents  smooth  our  firth. 

Lady  A.  To  such  a  cause  the  human  mind 
oft  owes 
Its  transient  calm;  a  calm  I  envy  not^. 

Lord  H.  Sure  tho«i  art  not  the  daughter  of 
Sir  Malcolm ! 
Strong  was  his  rage,  eternal  bis  resentment : 
Tor  when  thy  brciher  feU,  he  smiled  to  liear 
That  Douglas'  son  in  the  same  field  was  slain. 

Lady  R.  Ob !  nke  not  up  the  ashes  of  my 
ftithers! 
Implacable  resentment  was  their  crime, 
Abd  grievous  has  the  expiation  been. 
Contending  with  the  Douglas,  gallant  lives 
Of  either  iKmse  were  lost ;  my  ancestors 
Compelled,  at  last,  to  leave  their  ancient  seat 
On  Tiviotfs  pleasant  banks ;  and  now,  of  them 
No  heir  is  left.    Had  ttiey  not  been  so  stem, 
I  bad  not  been  the  last  of  all  my  race. 

Lord  R.  Thy  grief  wrests  to  its  purposes  my 
words. 
T  never  asked  of  thee  that  tfdent  love 
Wliich  in  the  breasts  of  fancy's  children  bums. 
Decent  nfiection  and  complacent  kindness 
Were  nil  I  wislied  for ;  but  I  wished  in  vain. 
Hence  with  the  less  regret  my  eyes  behold 
The  storm  of  war  tliat  gathers  o'er  this  land : 
If  I  should  perish  by  the  Danish  sword, 


Matilda  would  not  shed  one  tear  the  more. 

Lady  R,  Thou  dost  not  think  so :  woeful  si  I 
am, 
I  love  thv  merit,  and  esteem  ihy  virtues. 
But  whither  goest  thou  now } 

Lord  R.  Straight  to  the  camp^ 
Where  every  warrior  on  the  tip-toe  stands 
Of  expectation,  and  impatient  asks 
Each  who  arrives,  if  he  is  come  to  tell 
The  Danes  are  landed. 

Lady  R.  O,  may  adverse  winds 
Far  from  the  coast  of  Scotland  drive  their  fleet: 
And  every  soldier  of  both  hosts  return 
In  peace  and  safety  to  his  pleasant  home ! 

Lord  R,  Thou  speakest  a  woman's^  bear  t 
warrior's  wish : 
Right  from  their  native  land,  the  stormy  north, 
May  the  wind  blow,  till  every  keel  is  fixed 
Immoveable  in  Caledonia's  strand  ! 
Then  shall  our  foes  repent  their  bold  invasioi^ 
And  roving  armies  shun  the  fatal  shore. 

Lady  R,  War  I  detest :  but  war  with  foreip 
foes. 
Whose  manners,  language,  and  whose  loob  are 

strange, 
Is  not  so  horrid,  nor  to  roe  so  hateful. 
As  that  which  with  our  neighbours  oft  we  wagt 
A  river  here,  there  an  ideal  line. 
By  fancy  drawn,  divide  the  sister  kingdoms. 
On  eacH  side  dwells  a  people  nmilar. 
As  twins  are,  to  each  ether;  valiant  both; 
Both  for  their  valour  famous  through  the  world. 
Yet  will  they  not  unite  their  kindred  arms, 
And,  if  they  must  ha%*e  war,  wage  distant  war, 
But  with  each  other  fight  in  cruel  conflicL 
GaUant  in  strife,  and  noble  in  their  ire, 
The  battle  is  their  pastime.    Tliey  go  forth 
Gay  in  the  morning,  as  to  summer  sport ; 
When  evening  comes,  the  glory  of  the  won, 
The  youthful  %varrior,  is  a  clod  of  clay. 
Thus  fall  the  prime  of  either  hapless  land, 
And  such  the  fruit  of  Scotch  and  Englidi  wan ! 

Lord  R,  111  hear  no  more :  this  mielody  wooU 
make 
A  soldier  drop  his  sword,  and  doflT  his  anns, 
Sit  down  and  weep  tlie  conquests  he  has  nndt ; 
Yea,  (like  a  monk)  sing  rest  and  peace  in  hearts 
To  souls  of  waniors  in  his  battles  slain. 
Lady,  farewell :  i  leave  thee  not  alone ; 
Yonder  comes  one  whose  love  makes  duty  fisM- 

[£rif. 

Enter  Akva. 

Anna.  Forgive  the  rashness  of  ytMr  Aam'i 
lov«: 
Urged  by  afiection,  I  have  thus  presumed 
To  Jatamipt  your  solitary  thoogfats ; 
And  warn  yoa  of  the  hours  that  you  aeglecl. 
And  lose  in  sadness. 

Lady  R.  So  to  lose  my  hours 
Is  all  ibe  use  I  wish  to  make  <^  time. 


HOMS.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


nr 


Ann^  lb  blmne  thee,  lad^i  suili  not  with  my 

state: 
fiut  sure  I  ftoiy  mnce  death  fint  preyed  on  many 
Never  did  sitlnr  thus  a  brother  moom. 
What  had  your  sorrows  been  if  you  had  lost, 
la  early  youth,  the  hasbaad  of  your  heart? 

JUi^iLOb! 

AntM,  Have  I  distressed  you  with  officious  love, 
And  ill-cimed  menlioii  of  your  brother's  fate  ? 
Forgive  me,  lady :  humble  thoush  I  am, 
The  mind  I  bear  partakes  not  of  my  fortune : 
So  fervently  I  love  you,  that  to  dry 
Those  piteous  tears,  Fd  throw  my  life  away. 

Im^  Jt  What  power  directed  thy  unooiiscions 
too^e 
To  speak  as  thou  hast  done  ?  to  name 

Arnta.  I  know  not : 
But  since  my  words  have  made  my  mistress  trsm- 

I  will  speak  so  no  more ;  but  silent  mix 
My  tears  with  hers. 

Ladj^  Jt  No^  thott  shalt  not  be  silent 
ni  trust  thy  faithful  love,  and  thou  shalt  be 
Henceforth  the  instructed  partner  of  my  woes. 
But  what  avails  it }  Can  thy  feeble  pity 
Roll  back  the  fiood  of  never^bbing  time  ? 
Compel  the  earth  and  ocean  to  give  up 
llieir  dead  alive  ? 

Anna.  What  means  my  noble  mistress  f 

Ladif  A.  Did'st  thou  not  ask  what  had  my  sor- 
rows been. 
If  I  in  early  youth  had  lost  a  husband  ? — 
Tn  the  cold  bosom  of  the  earth  is  lodged, 
Mangled  with  wounds,  the  husband  of  my  youtli; 
And  in  some  cavern  of  the  ocean  lies 
My  child  and  his. 

Anna,  Oh !  lady  roost  revered  ! 
Phe  tale,  wrapt  np  in  your  amasing  words^ 
l>eign  to  onfold ! 

Ladif  R,  Alas !  an  andeot  feud, 
lereditary  evil,  was  the  source 
>f  my  misfortunes. .  Ruling  fate  decreed, 
rhat  my  brave  brother  should  in  battle  save 
Phe  Me  of  Doi^lai^  son,  our  house's  foe : 
rhe  youthfal  warriors  vowed  eternal  friendship. 
Po  see  the  vmunted  sister  of  his  friend, 
inpatient,  Douglas  to  Balarmo  came, 
Jndcr  a  borrowed  name^ — My  heart  he  gained; 
<kar  did  I  kxig  refuse  tlie  hand  he  begged  : 
•I^  brother'a  presence  authorized  our  uiarriacre. 
'hrec  weeks,  three  little  weeks,  with  wings  of 

down, 
lad  o*er  us  flown,  when  my  loved  lord  was  called 
'o  fi|rht  his  father's  battles ;  and  with  him, 
Q  spite  of  all  my  tears,  did  Malcolm  go. 
carce  were  they  gone,  when  my  stern  sire  was 

told 
hat  the  false  stranger  was  lord  Douglas'  son. 
rantic  with  ran,  the  baron  drew  his  sword 
ind  c^uestioBed  me.    Alone,  forsaken,  faint, 
Lneeling  beneath  his  sword,  faokering  1  took 
^n  oath  equivocal,  thnt  I  ne'er  would 


WedoneofDoogbsi^name.    Sincerity! 
Thou  first  of  virtues,  let  no  mortal  leave 
Thy  onward  path,  although  the  earth  sliould  gupc^ 
And  from  the  gulf  of  hell  destruction  cry. 
To  take  dissimulation's  winding  way ! 

Anna,  'Alas !  how  few  of  woman's  fearful  kind 
Durst  own  a  truth  so  hardy ! 

Ladjf  R.  The  first  truth 
Is  easiest  to  avow.    This  moral  learn. 
This  precious  moral  from  m)r  tragic  tale. 
In  a  few  days  the  dreadful  tidings  came. 
That  Douglas  and  my  brother  both  were  slain. 
Mv'lord !  my  life !  my  husband ! — migh^  Ood ! 
What  had  I  done  to  merit  such  affliction? 

Anna.  My  dearest  lady !  many  a  tale  of  tcan 
I've  listenea  to;  but  never  did  I  hear 
A  tale  so  sad  as  this. 

Lady  H.  lu  the  first  days 
Of  my  distracting  grief,  I  found  myself— 
As  women  wish  to  be  who  love  their  lords.  ^ 
But  who  durst  tell  my  fathejr  f  The  good  priest. 
Who  joined  our  hands,  my  brother's  ancient  tutor. 
With  his  feved  Malcohn,  in  the  battle  fell : 
They  two  alone  were  privy  to  the  marriage. 
On  silence  and  conceument  I  resolved. 
Till  time  should  make  my  father^s  fortune  nune. 
That  very  night  on  which  my  son  waa  bom. 
My  nurse,  tM  only  confident  I  had. 
Set  out  with  him  to  reach  her  sister^s  house : 
But  nurse,  nor  infant  have  I  ever  seen. 
Or  heard  of,  Anna,  since  that  fatal  hour. 
My  murdered  child ! — had  thy  fond  mother  feared 
The  loss  of  thee,  she  had  loud  fame  defied. 
Despised  her  fadier's  rage,  her  fathei's  grief. 
And  wandered  with  thee  throi^  the  scorning 
world. 

Anna.  Not  seen  nor  heard  of!  then  perliapa 
he  lives. 

Lady  R.  No.  It  was  dark  December;,  wind 
and  rain 
Had  beat  all  night    Across  the  Carron  lay 
'Vhe  destined  road ;  and  in  its  swelling  flood 
My  faithful  servant  perished  with  my  child 
On  !  hapless  son  of  a  most  hapless  sire ! 
But  they  are  both  at  rest ;  ana  I,  alone. 
Dwell  in  this  world  of  woe,  condemned  to  wall^ 
Like  a  guilt-troubled  ghost,  my  painful  rounds ; 
Nor  has  despiteful  fate  permitted  me 
The  comfort  of  a  solitary  sorrow. 
Though  dead  to  love,  I  was  compelled  to  wed 
Randolph,  who  snatched  me  rrom  a  villain's 

arms; 
And  Randolph  now  possesses  the  domains, 
That  by  Sir  Malcolm's  death  on  me  devolved; 
Domains,  that  should  to  Douglas*  son  have  given 
A  baron's  title  and  a  baron's  power. 
Such  were  ray  soothing  thoughts,  while  I  be- 
wailed 
The  slaughtered  father  of  a  son  unborn. 
And  when  that  son  come,  like  a  ray  from  hea- 
ven. 
Which  shines  and  disappeaiv-*«lMy  my.  child ! 
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How  long  did  thy  fond  mother  gnap  the  hope 
Of  having  thee,  she  knew  not  how,  restored ! 
Year  after jfear  hath  worn  her  hope  away; 
But  lefty  stiU  undiminished,  her  desire. 

Anna.  The  hand,  that  spins  the  uneven  thread 
of  life. 
May  smooth  the  length  that's  yet  to  come  of 
*  yours. 

Lady  IL  Not  in  this  world ;  I  have  oonsidered 
well 
Its  various  evils,  and  on  whom  they  fall. 
Alas !  how  oft  does  goodness  wound  itself. 
And  sweet  afiection  prove  the  sprine  of  woe ! 
Oh !  had  I  died  when  my  loved  husband  fell ! 
Had  some  good  angel  oped  to  me  the  book 
Of  Providence,  and  let  me  read  my  life, 
My  heart  had  broke,  when  I  beheld  the  sum 
Of  ills,  which  one  by  one  I  have  endured. 

Anna,  That  God,  whose  ministers  good  angels 
are. 
Hath  shut  the  book,  in  mercy  to  mankind. 
But  we  must  leave  this  theme :  Glenalvon  comes : 
I  saw  him  bend  on  you  his  thou^tful  eyes^ 
And  httherward  he  slowly  stalks  his  way. 

Lady  R.  I  will  avoid  him.     An  ungracious 
person 
Is  doubly  irksome  in  an  hour  like  this. 

Anna,  Why  speaks  my  lady  thus  of  Randolph's 
heir? 

Lady  R.  Because  he's  not  the  heir  of  Ran- 
dolph's virtues. 
Subtle  and  shrewd,  he  oflfers  to  mankind 
An  artificial  image  of  himself: 
And  he  with  ease  can  vary,  to  the  taste 
Of  different  men,  its  features.    Self-denied, 
And  master  of  his  appetites^  he  seems : 
But  his  fierce  nature,  like  a  fox  chained  up, 
Watches  to  seize  unseen  the  wished-for  prey. 
Never  were  vice  and  virtue  poised  so  ill| 
As  in  Glenalvon's  unrelenting  mind. 
Yet  is  he  brave  and  politic  in  war. 
And  stands  aloft  in  these  unruly  times. 
Why  I  describe  him  thus  111  tell  hereafter. 
Stay  and  detain  him  till  I  reach  the  castle. 

(Exit  Lady  Randolph, 
inhere  art  thou  to  be 
found? 
I  see  thou  dwellest  not  with  birth  and  beauty, 
Though  graced  with  grandeur,  and  in  wealth  ar- 
rayed: 
Nor    dost  thou,   it  would  seem,   with  virtue 
4well; 


Id 


Else  had  this  gentle  lady  ntised  tfatt  noC 

Enter  Glehalvov. 

Glen,  What  dost  thou  muse  ob^ 
maid? 
Like  some  entranced  and  visioiMuy 
Onew^thoustuxTst!  thy  tho^eMs 
Heaven. 

Anna,  Would  that  I  were^  even  as  thorn  mfilL, 
a  seer. 
To  have  my  doubts  by  heavenlr  tismmd  cleared ! 
Glen,  What  dost  thou  douM  of?  WlMt  kst 
thou  to  do 
With  subiects  intricate  ?  Thv  yoatb,  tlnr  bcwtf, 
Cannot  be  questioned:    Tnuik  of  tbese  good 

gifts* 
And  then  thy  contemplataoos  will  be  filranin; 
Anna.  Let  women  view  yon  nooomeDt  of 
woe, 
Tlien  boast  of  beauty :  who  so  fair  as  slie ! 
But  I  must  follow ;  this  revolving  day 
Awakes  the  memory  of  her  anuent 


Glen,    [Mw.]    So!  Ijuly 

me ;  by  and  by 
ni  woo  her  as  the  lion  wooes  hb  brides. 
The  deed's  a  doing  now,  that  makes  me  lonl 
Of  these  rich  valleys,  and  a  chief  of  power. 
The  sesson  is  most  apt;  my  sounding  steps 
Will  not  be  heard  amidst  tlie  din  of  anns. 
Randolph  has  lived  too  long :  his  better  fate 
Had  the  ascendant  once,  ami  kept  me  down : 
When  I  had  seized  the  damc^  by  dmnoe  ke 

came. 
Rescued,  and  had  the  lady  for  his  labour; 
I  escaped  unknown ;  a  slender  consolation ! 
Heaven  is  my  witness  duu  I  do  not  love 
To  sow  in  peril,  and  let  others  re^ 
The  jocund  harvest.    Yet  I  am  not  safe : 
By  love,  or  something  like  it,  stui^  inflaiaeit 
Madly  I  blabbed  my  passion  to  his  wifc^ 
And  she  has  threatened  to  acquaint  him  of  it. 
The  way  of  woman's  will  I  do  not  know : 
But  well  I  know  the  baron's  wrath  is  deadly. 
I  will  not  live  in  fear :  the  man  I  dread 
Is  as  a  Dane  to  me :  ay,  and  the  man 
Who  stands  betwixt  me  and  my  chief  dewe. 
No  bar  but  he ;  she  has  no  kinsman  nesr  ; 
No  brother  in  his  sister's  quarrel  bold ; 
And  for  die  righteous  cause,  a  stranger's  cansr, 
I  know  no  chief  that  will  defy  Glenalvon.  [£nr. 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Cmtrty  ^c. 

Enter  $ervantt  and  a  Btranger  at  one  door^  and 
Lady  Randolph  and  Anna  at  another. 

Lady  R,  What  means  this  damour?  Stranger, 
spesk  secure; 


Hast  thou  been  wronged  ?  Have  these  praod  bm 

presumed 
To  vex  the  weary  traveller  on  his  way? 

Ser.  By  us  no  stranger  ever  sufiered  vroo^: 
This  man  with  outcry  wild  has  called  m  foitfa ; 
So  sore  afraid  he  cannot  speak  his  k»n. 
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Enter  loiD  Randolpv  and  a  wmng  manj  with 
tkeir  iwordt  drumn  and  bloody, 

Ifidy  K  Not  vatn  the  itraoger'B  fears !   how 

fares  my  lord  ? 
Lord  A  That  it  fares  weU,  thanks  to  this  gal- 
hmtyottthy 
Whose  vahmr  saved  me  from  a  wretched  death ! 
Asdoiro  the  wiudiiig  dale  I  walked  sJoDe, 
At  the  cross  way  four  armed  men  attacked  me : 
Rovers^  I  iiidge,  from  the  licentious  camp. 
Who  would  lukYe  quickly  laid  lord  Randolph  low, 
Had  not  thb  brave  and  senerous  stranger  come. 
Like  my  good  angel,  in  the  hour  of  fate. 
And,  mooung  danger,  made  my  foes  his  own. 
Ihqr  turned  upon  him,  hut  his  actiye  arm 
Struck  to  the  ground,  from  whence  they  rose  no 

more^ 
The  6ercest  two ;  the  others  fled  amain, 
Aod  left  him  master  of  the  Uoody  field. 
Speak,  lady  Randolph ;  upon  beauty's  tongue 
BweU  accents  pleasing  to  the  brave  and  bold. 
Speak,  noUe  dame,  ami  thank  him  for  Ay  lord. 
Lady  JR.  My  lord,  I  cannot  speak  what  now 
I  fed. 
Mt  heart  overflows  widi  gratitude  to  heaven, 
And  to  this  noble  youth,  who,  all  unknown 
To  you  and  yours,  deliberated  not. 
Nor  naused  at  peril,  bu^  humanely  brave. 
Fought  on  your  side  against  suoh  fearful  odds. 
Have  you  not  learned  of  him,  whom  we  should 

thank? 
Whom  call  the  saviour  of  lord  Randolph's  life  } 
Lord  JL  I  asked  that  question,  and  ne  answer- 
ed not: 
Bat  I  must  know,  who  my  deliverer  is. 

[To  the  Stranger. 
Strmn,  A  low-bom  man,  of  parentage  obscure, 
^Vho  nought  can  boast  but  his  desire  to  be 
%  soldier,  and  to  cain  a  name  in  arms. 
Lord  IL  Wborer  thou  art,  thy  spirit  is  enno- 
bled 
)j  die  great  Kinc  of  kings !  thou  art  ordained 
iod  stamped  a  bero»  by  the  sovereign  hand 
)f  Nature!  blush  not,  flower  of  modesty, 
Vs  well  as  valour,  to  declare  thy  birth. 
Stran,  My  name  is  Norval :  on  the  Grampian 

hills 
ify  father  feecb  his  flocks;  a  frugal  swain, 
Vliose  oonatnnt  cares  were  to  increase  his  store, 
mA  keep  hb  only  son,  myself,  at  home, 
[or  I  had  heard  of  battles,  and  I  longed 
o  follow  to  the  field  some  warlike  lord : 
^nd  Heaven  soon  granted  what  my  sire  denied, 
liis  moon,  which  rose  last  nighty  round  as  my 

shield, 
Ud  not  yet  filled  her  horns,  when,  by  her  light, 
i  band  m  fierce  barbarians,  from  die  hills, 
^shcd,  like  a  torrent,  down  upon  the  vale, 
weeping  our  flocks  and  herds.    The  shepherds 

fled 
or  sftfety  nod  for  soooour,    I  alonc^ 


With  bended  bow,  and  quiver  full  of  arrows^ 

Hovered  about  the  enemy,  and  maiked 

The  road  he  took ;  then  hastened  to  my  friends, 

Whom,  with  a  troopof  fifty  chosen  men, 

I  met  advancing.    The  pursuit  I  led, 

Till  we  overtook  the  spoil  encumbered  foe. 

We  fought  and  conquered.    Ere  a  sword  was 

drawn, 
An  arrow  from  my  bow  had  pierced  their  chief. 
Who  wore  that  day  the  arms  which  now  I 

wear. 
Returning  home  in  triumph,  I  disdained 
The  shepherd's  slothful  life;  and  having  heard 
That  our  good  king  had  summoned  his  bold  peers 
To  lead  their  wamors  to  the  Carron's  side, 
I  lefl  my  father's  house,  and  took  with  me 
A  chosen  servant  to  conduct  my  steps : 
Yon  trembling  coward,  who  forsook  his  master. 
Journeying  with  this  intent,  I  passed  these  tower^ 
And,  heaven  directed,  came  this  day  to  do 
The  happy  deed  that  gilds  my  humble  name. 
Lord  A.  He  is  as  wise  as  brave.    Was  ever 

ule 
With  such  a  ndlant  modesty  rehearsed } 
My  brave  deliverer !  thou  snalt  enter  now 
A  nobler  list,  and,  in  a  monarch's  sight. 
Contend  with  princes  for  the  prize  of  fame. 
I  will  present  thee  to  the  Scottish  king, 
Whose  valiant  spirit  ever  valour  loved. 
Ah !  my  Matilda,  wherefore  starts  that  tear  ? 

Lady  R.  I  cannot  say :  for  various  affection!^ 
And  strangely  mingled,  in  my  bosom  swell ; 
Yet  each  of  them  may  well  command  a  tear. 
I  joy  that  thou  art  sate;  and  I  admire 
lum  and  his  fortunes,  who  hath  wrought  thy 

safety ; 
Yea,  as  my  mind  predicts,  with  thine  his  own. 
Obscure  and  friendless,  he  the  anny  sought. 
Bent  upon  peril,  in  tlie  range  of  death 
Resolved  to  hunt  for  fame,  and  with  his  sword 
To  sain  distinction,  which  his  birth  denied. 
In  this  attempt,  unknown,  he  might  haveperisbed. 
And  gained,  with  idl  his  valour,  butobbvion. 
Now,  graced  by  thee,  his  virtues  serve  no  more 
Beneath  despair.    The  soldier  now  of  hope 
He  stands  conspicuous ;  fame  and  great  renown 
Are  brought  within  the  compass  of  his  sword. 
On  this  my  mind  reflected,  whilst  you  sooke. 
And  blessed  the  wonder-woriciog  lord  of  heaven. 
lord  R.   Pious  and  gratefid  ever  are  thy 

thoughts! 
My  deeds  riiall  follow  where  thou  point'st  the 

way. 
Next  to  myself,  and  equal  to  Glenalvon, 
In  honour  and  command  shall  Norval  be. 
Nor,  I  know  not  how  to  thank  you.    Rude  I 


am 


In  speech  and  manners :  never  till  this  hour 
Stood  I  in  such  a  presence :  yet,  my  lord, 
There's  something  in  my  breast,  which  makes 

me  bold 
To  say,  that  Norval  oeVr  will  shame  thy  favour 
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Jj0dy  jR.  I  will  be  sworn  thou  wilt  not  Thou 
shalt  be 
My  kn^ht :  and  ever,  as  thou  didst  to  day, 
With  happy  valour  guard  tlie  life  of  Randolph. 

Lord  K.  Well  but  thou  spoke.    Let  me  for* 
bid  reply.  Tib  NervaL 

We  are  ^y  debtors  still.  Thy  high  desert 
Certops  our  gratitude.    I  must  proceed, 
As  was  at  first  intended,  ta  the  camp. 
Some  of  my  train,  I  see,  aie  speeding  hither, 
Impatient,  doubtless,  of  their  lord's  delav. 
Go  with  me,  Norval,  and  thine  eyes  shall  see 
The  chosen  warriors  of  thy  native  land. 
Who  languid  for  th^  fight,  and  beat  the  air 
With  brandished  swords. 

Nor,  iiet  us  b^ne,  my  lord. 

Lord  R,   [T9  Lady  Randolph.]  About  the 
tiine  that  the  deoliaing  sun 
$han  his  broad  orbit  o*er  yon  hills  suspend. 
Expect  us  to  return.    This  night  once  more 
Wuhin  these  walls  1  rest ;  my  tent  I  pitch 
To-niorrow  in  the  field.    Prepare  the  feast. 
Free  is  his  heart,  who  for  his  country  fights : 
He,  in  the  eve  of  battle,  may  reagn 
Himself  to  social  pleasure :  sweetest  then. 
When  danger  to  a  soldier^s  soul  endears 
The  huDSAo  joy,  that  never  may  return. 

[Exeunt  Randolph  mnd  NorvaL 

Lady  R  His  parting  words  have  struck  a  fatal 
truth. 
Oh,  Douglas !  Douglas !  tender  was  the  time 
When  we  two  parted,  ne^er  to  meet  again ! 
How  many  years,  of  anguish  and  despair, 
Has  Heaven  anneised  to  those  swift  passing  hours 
Of  love  and  fondness !    Then  my  bosom's  flame 
Oft,  as  blown  back  by  the  rude  breath  of  fear, 
Returned,  and  with  redoubled  ardour  biased. 

Anna.  May  gracious  Heaven  pour  the  sweet 
balm  of  peace 
Into  the  wounds  that  fester  in  yoor  breast ! 
For  earthly  consolation  cannot  cure  them. 

Lady  R  One  only  cure  can  Heaven  itself  be- 

BtOW 

A  grave^that  bed  in  which  the  weary  rest. 
Wretch  that  I  am  I  Alas !  why  am  I  so? 
At  every  happy  parent  I  repine  1 
How  blest  the  mother  of  vcm  gallant  Norval ! 
She  for  a  living  husband  bore  her  pains, 
And  heard  him  bless  her  when  a  man  was  bom : 
She  nursed  her  smiling  infant  on  her  breast,    , 
Tended  the  child,  and  reared  the  pleasing  boy ; 
She,  with  affection's  triun^h,  saw  the  yo^li, 
In  grace  and  comeliness,  surpass  his  peers: 
Whilst  I  to  a  dead  hudlMmd  bore  a  son. 
And  to  the  roaring  waters  gave  my  child. 

Anne.  Alas !  alas !  why  will  you  thus  resume 
Your  grief  afresh  ?  I  thought  that  gallant  youth 
Would,  for  a  while,  have  won  you  from  your 

woe. 
On  him  intent  you  gazed,  with  a  look 
Much  more  delighted,  than  your  pensive  eye 
Had  deigned  on  other  objects  to  bestow. 


Lady  R  Delighted,  sa/st  thou?  Oh !  even  tfaen 

mine  eye 
Found  fuel  for  my  Ufe-consnmti^  sorrow; 
I  thought,  that  had  die  sod  of  Douglas  lived, 
He  might  have  been  like  this  young  i^aUaat  ibaa- 

fer. 
And  paired  with  him  in  features  and  io  shqie. 
In  all  endowments,  as  in  yee>%  I  deem, 
My  boy  with  blooming  Norval  dtight  hate  naak- 

bered. 
While  thus  I  mused,  a  spark  from  Iracv  feB 
On  my  sad  heart,  and  kindled  up  a  fonoBesi 
For  tms  young  stnuiger^  vrandeniig  fnxn  his  boaie, 
And  like  an  omhan  oast  upon  my  oaie. 
I  will  protect  tnee,  said  I  to  myself 
With  all  my  power,  and  grace  wfth  d  arf  fih 

voar. 
Anwt.  Sure  Heaven  will  bless  so  geBams  s 

resolve, 
You  must^  my  noble  dame,  eieit  yoor  power: 
You  must  awake ;  devices  will  be  framed. 
And  arrows  pointed  at  the  breast  of  NorvaL 
LadyR  Olemdvon's  false  and  crafty  bead  dl 

work 
Against  a  rival  in  his  kinsman^  lovc^ 
If  I  deter  him  not ;  I  only  can. 
Bold  as  he  is,  Glenalvon  will  beware 
How  he  pulls  down  the  imbri<;  diat  I  raise. 
Ill  be  the  artist  of  young  NorvmPs  fortnne. 
Tis  pleasing  to  admire  I  most  apt  was  I 
To  tnis  afiiEctioD  in  my  better  days ; 
Though  now  I  seem  to  you  shrunk  np^ 
Wicbin  the  narrow  oompaas  of  my  woe. 
Have  you  not  sometxmea  seen  an  early  flower 
Open  Its  bud,  and  spread  its  silken  leaves, 
To  catch  sweet  airs,  and  ododrs  Io  bestow; 
Then,  by  the  keen  blast  nipt,  pall  in  its  leaver 
And,  though  still  living  die  to  tcent and  beaa^} 
Emblem  w  me ;  affliction,  like  a  storm, 
Hatli  killed  the  forward  blossom  of  my  beait 

^nter  Glekalvon. 

Glen,  Where  is  my  dearest  kinswMraj  vkk 

Randolph? 
Lady  R  Have  yon  not  heard^,  Glcnakoa,  of 

the  base — 
Glen,  I  have;  and  that  the  villains  maysot 
'scape, 
With  a  strong  band  I  have'  beeirt  the  wood. 
If  tliey  lurk  Uiere,  alh'e  they  matt  be  takea^ 
And   torture  force  from  mem  the  inportHl 

secret. 
Whether   some  foe  of  Randolph  hired  twr 
swwds, 

Or  if 

Lady  R,  Tliat  care  becomes  a  kiosnun's  Ia»c 

I  have  a  counsel  for  Glenalvon'sear.  [Exit  An*' 

Glen.  To  him  your  counsels  always  are  coa- 

mands. 
Lady  R  I  have  not  fbond  so ;  thoo  art  bovi 

to  me. 
Glen,  Known! 

.  1 
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Lady  K  And  most  oertain  is  my  cause  of 

knowledce. 
OltiL  What  do  you  know  ?  By  the  most  bless- 
ed crosS| 
You  much  amaie  me*    No  created  being, 
Ybanelf  except,  durst  thus  accost  Glenuvon* 
Ladjf  JR.  Is  guilt  so  bold  ?  and  dost  thou  make 
a  merit 
Of  thy  pretended  meekness^  This  to  me, 
Who,  with  a  gentleness  which  duty  blames, 
Have  hitherto  concealed  what,  if  divulged, 
Would  make  thee  nothing ;  or,  what's  worse  than 

that. 
An  outcast  beggar,  and  unpitied  too ! 
For  mortals  shudder  at  a  crime  like  thine< 
Oiau  Thy  virtue  awes  me.    First  of  woman- 
kind] 
Permit  me  yet  to  say,  that  the  fond  roan, 
Whom  love  transports  beyond    strict  virtue's 

bounds. 
If  he  is  broiii^ht  by  love  to  misery. 
In  fortune  ruined,  as  in  mind  forlorn, 
Unpitied  cannot  be.    Pit/s  the  alms 
Which  on  such  beggars  freely  is  bestowed  \ 
For  mortals  know  that  love  is  still  their  lord. 
And  o'er  their  vain  resolves  advances  still : 
As  fire,  when  kindled  by  our  shepherds,  moves 
Throu^  the  dry  heath,"  before  the  fanning  wind. 
Lady  A.    Reserve  these  accents  for  some 
other  ear« 
To  love's  apology  I  listen  not 
Mark  thou  nay  words ;  for  it  is  meet  thou  shouldst 
His  brave  deliverer  Randolph  here  retains. 
Perfaapa  his  presence  may  not  please  thee  well ; 
But,  at  thy  peril,  practise  aught  against  him ! 
Let  not  thy  jealousy  attenmt  to  snuke 
And  loosen  the  good  root  he  has  in  Randolph ; 
Wliose  favourites  I  know  thou  hast  supplanted. 
Thou  look'st  at  roe,  as  if  thou  fain  wouiast  pry     I 
Into  mv  heart,    ^is  open  as  my  speech.  1 


I  give  this  early  caution,  and  nut  on 
The  curb,  before  thy  temper  breaks  away. 
The  friendless  stranger  my  protection  claims : 
His  friend  I  am,  and  be  not  thou  his  foe.    [Exit, 
Olen.  Child  that  I  was,  to  start  at  my  own 
shadow. 
And  be  the  shsdlow  fool  of  coward  conscience ! 
I  am  not  what  I  have  been ;  what  I  should  be. 
The  darts  of  destiny  have  almost  pierced 
My  marble  heart.    Had  I  one  grun  of  faith 
In  holy  legends  and  religious  tales, 
I  should  conclude  there  was  an  arm  above. 
That  fought  against  me,  and  malignant  turned. 
To  catch  myself,  the  subtle  snare  I  set 
Why,  rape  and  murder  are  not  simple  means ! 
The  imperfect  rape  to  Randolph  gave  a  spouse, 
And  the  intended  murder  introduced 
A  favourite  to  hide  the  sun  from  me ; 
And|  worst  of  all,  a  rival     Burning  hell ! 
This  were  thy  centre,  if  I  thought  she  loved  him ! 
'Tis  certain  she  contemns  me ;   nay,  commands 

me. 
And  waves  the  flag  of  her  displeasure  o'er  mc. 
In  his  behalf.    And  shall  I  thus  be  braved  ? 
Curbed,  as  she  calls  it,  by  daine  chastity  ? 
Infernal  fiends  if  <^y  fleods  there  arc 
More  fierce  than  hate,  ambition,  or  revenge, 
Rise  up,  and  fill  my  bosom  witii  your  fires. 
And  policy  remorseless !  Chance  may  spoil 
A  single  aim ;  but  perseverance  must 
Prosper  at  last     For  chance  and  fate  are  words  : 
Persistive  wisdom  is  the  fate  of  man. 
Darkly  a  project  peers  upon  my  mind. 
Like  the  red  moon  when  rising  in  tlic  east, 
Crossed  and  divided  by  strange-coloured  clouds, 
m  seek  the  slave  who  came  with  Norval  hitlier. 
And  for  his  cowardice  wasspurne**  from  him. 
Fve  known  a  follower  s  rankled  bosom  breed 
Venom  most  fatal  to  his  heedless  lord.       [£jrfV. 


Act    IIL 


SCENE  I.— il  Caurt^  4-c.  at  before. 
Enter  Anna. 

Anna.  Thy  vassals,  grief,  great  nature's  order 
break, 
\nd  change  the  noon-tide  to  the  midnight  hour, 
^'hilst  lady  Randolph  sleeps,  I  will  walk  forth, 
Vnd  taste  the  air  that  breathes  on  yonder  bank. 
meet  may  her  alumbers  be !  Ye  minbters 
>f  eracioua  Heaven,  who  love  the  human  race, 
ins^els  and  aeraphs,  who  delight  in  goodness, 
orsake  your  skies,  and  to  her  couch  descend ! 
"here  from  her  fancy  chase  those  dismal  forms, 
lut  haunt  her  waking ;  her  sad  spirit  charm 
^'ith  imai^es  celestial,  such  as  please 
lie  blest  above  upon  their  golden  beds. 

Vol.  I. 


Enter  Servant. 

Ser,  One  of  the  vile  assassins  is  secured. 
We  found  the  villain  lurking  in  the  wood : 
With  dreadful  imprecations  he  denies 
All  knowledge  of  the  crime.    But  this  is  not 
liis  first  essay  :  these  jewels  were  concealed 
In  the  most  secret  places  of  his  garment ; 
Belike  the  spoils  ot  some  that  he  has  murdered. 

Anna.  Let  me  look  on  them.    Ila !  here  is  a 
heart, 
The  chosen  crest  of  Douglas'  valiant  name ! 
These  are  no  vulgar  jewels.    Guard  the  wretch* 

[Exit  Anna. 

Enter  Servantt  with  a  Pri$oner. 

if.  I  know  DO  more  than  does  the  child  unbor* 

4X 
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Of  what  you  charge  me  with. 

Ut  Sef .  You  say  so,  sir ! 
But  torture  soon  snail  make  yon  speak  the  truth. 
Behold,  the  lady  of  lord  Randolph  comes : 
Prepare  yourself  to  meet  her  just  revenge. 

Enter  Lady  Randolph  and  Anna* 

Anna,  Summon  your  utmost  fortitude,  before 
You  speak  with  him.    Your  dignity,  your  fame. 
Are  now  at  stake.    Think  of  the  fatal  secret, 
Which  in  a  moment  from  tour  lips  may  fly. 
Ladjf  R.  Thou  shalt  behold  me,  i^ith  a  de»> 
perate  heart, 
Hear  how  my  infant  perished.    See,  he  kneels. 

[The  pritoner  kneels. 
Frit.  Heaven  bless  that  countenance  so  sweet 
and  mild ! 
A  judge  like  thee  makes  innocence  more  bold. 
Oh,  save  me,  lady,  from  these  cruel  men, 
Who  have  attacked  and  seized  me ;  who  accuse 
Me  of  intended  murder.    As  I  hope 
For  mercy  at  the  judgment-seat  of  Heaven, 
The  tender  Iamb,  that  never  nipt  the  grass, 
Is  not  more  innocent  than  I  of  murder. 

Lady  R.  Of  this  man's  guilt  what  proof  cftn 

ye  produce  ? 
Ut  Ser.  We  found  him  lurking  in  the  hollow 
glynn. 
When  viewed  and  called  upon,  amazed  he  fled. 
We  overtook  him,  and  enquired  from  whence 
And  what  he  was :  he  said  he  came  from  far, 
And  was  upon  his  jotimey  to  the  camp. 
Not  satisfied  with  this,  we  searched  his  clothes. 
And  found  these  jewels,  whose  rich  value  plead 
Most  powerfull^f  against  him.    Hard  he  seems^ 
And  old  in  viUainy.    Permit  us  try 
His  stubbornness  aeainSt  the  torturers  force. 

Pris.  Oh,  gentle  lady !  by  your  lord's  dear  life. 
Which  these  weak  hands,  I  swear,   did  ne'er 

assail; 
And  by  your  children's  welfare,  spare  my  age ! 
Let  not  the  iron  tear  my  ancient  joints, 
And  my  grey  hairs  bring  to  the  grave  with  pun ! 
Lady  JR.  Account  for  these ;  thine  own  they 
cannot  be : 
For  these,  I  say :  be  stedfast  to  the  truth; 
Detected  falsh'ood  is  most  certain  death. 

[Anna  removes  the  servants^  and  returns.'] 
Pris.  Alas !  I'm  sore  beset !  let  never  man. 
For  sake  of  lucre,  sin  against  his  soul  I 
Eternal  justice  is  in  this  ihost  just ! 
I,  guiltless  now,  must  former  guilt  reveal« 
Lady  R.  Oh !  Anna,  hear  I^-^mce   more  I 
charge  thee  speak 
The  truth  direct ;  for  these  to  me  foretell 
And  certify  apart  of  th;|f  narration ; 
With  which,  it  the  remainder  tallies  not, 
An  instant  and  a  dreadful  death  abides  thee. 
Pris.  Then,  thus  adjured,  I'll  speak  to  you  as 

As  if  you  were  the  minister  of  heaven. 

Sent  down  to  search  the  secret  sins  of  men>*- 


Some  eighteen  years  ago  I  rented  land 

Of  brave  sir  Malcolm,  then  Baknno's  lotd ; 

But  falling  to  decay,  his  servants  seized 

All  that  I  had,  anci  then  turned  me  and  mine, 

(Four  helpless  infants  and  their  weeping  niodin) 

Out  to  the  mercy  of  the  winter  winu. 

A  little  hovel  by  the  river's  side 

Received  us :  there  hard  labour,  and  the  skill 

In  fishing  which  was  formerly  mj  spotty 

Supported  life.    Whilst  thos  we  poorly  lived. 

One  stormy  nigh^  as  I  remember  wdl. 

The  wind  and  run  beat  hard  upon  our  roof; 

Red  came  the  river  down,  and  loud  and  oft 

The  angry  spirit  of  the  water  shrieked. 

At  the  dc«d  nour  of  night  was  heard  the  Ay 

Of  one  in  jeopardy.    I  rose,  and  ran 

To  where  the  circling  eddy  of  a  pool. 

Beneath  the  ford,  used  oft  to  faring  within 

My  reach,  whatever  floating  thing  die  stream 

Had  caught.    The  voice  was  ceased ;  the  peisoa 

lost; 
But  looking  sad  and  earnest  on  the  iratefs. 
By  the  moon's  light  I  saw,  whirled  rovsd  sad 

rounds 
A  basket :  soon  I  drew  it  to  the  bank. 
And  nesded  curious  there  an  infant  lay. 

Lady  R.  Was  he  alive  ? 

Pris.  He  was. 

Lady  R.  Inhuman  that  thou  art ! 
How  couldst  thou  kill  what  waves  and  tempesb 
spared? 

Pris.  I  am  not  so  inhuman. 

Lady  R.  Didst  thou  not } 

Anna.  My  noble  mistress,  yon  are  mcvred  tos 
much: 
This  man  has  not  the  aspect  of  stem  murder ; 
Let  him  fp  on,  and  you,  I  hope,  will  hear 
Good  tidii^  of  your  kinsman's  loi^ost  child. 

fris.  The  needy  man,  who  has  known  better 
days, 
One  whom  distress  has  spited  at  the  world. 
Is  he  whom  tempdng  fiends  would  pitch  opoa 
To  do  such  deeos  as  make  the  proq»efoaa  men 
Lifl  up  their  hands^  and  wonoer  who  ocrald  <W 

them* 
And  such  a  mAn  was  I ;  a  man  declined^ 
Who  saw  no  end  of  black  adversity : 
Yet,  for  the  wealth  of  kingdoms,  I  woald  not 
Have  touched  that  infant  with  a  hand  of  ~ 


Lady  A.  Ha!  dost  thou  say  so?  tfaenpcfhaf« 

he  lives! 

Pris*  Not  many  days  t^  he  was  alive. 
Lady  R.  O  God  of'^  Heaven !  did  be  then  die 

so  lately  ? 
PriSi.  1  did  not  say  he  died ;  I  hope  he  Uvea. 
Not  many  davs  ago  these  eyes  beheld 
Him,    flourishing  in  youtl^    and  health,     and 

beauty. 
Lady  R.  Where  is  he  now  ? 
Pris.  Alas !  I  know  not  where. 
LadyR.  Oh,  fate!  I  fear  diee  sdU.     TImh 

fiddler,  speak 
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Direct  and de»r;  else  I  will  reach  thy  souL 
Antui,  Permit  me,  ever  honoured !  Keen  ini- 
fMUieDce^ 
Tboogb  hard  to  be  restnuned,  defeats  itself. 
Pursue  thy  story  with  a  faithful  tongue, 
Tq  die  last  hour  that  thou  didst  keep  the  child, 
Pris,  Fear  not  my  faith,  though  I  must  speak 
my  shame ; 
Within  the  cradle  where  the  iqfant  lay, 
Was  stowed  a  mighty  store  of  gold  and  jeweb ; 
Tempted  by  which,  we  did  resolve  to  hide 
From  all  the  world  this  wonderful  event. 
And,  like  a  pouant,  breed  the  noble  child. 
That  none  might  mark  the  change  of  our  es- 
tate. 
We  left  the  country,  travelled  to  the  north. 
Bought  flocks  and  herds,  and  gradually  brought 

forth 
Our  secret  wealth.    But  God's  all-seeing  eye 
Beheld  our  avarice,  and  smote  us  sore. 
For  one  bv  one  all  our  own  diildren  died, 
And  he^  the  stranger,  sole  remained  the  heir 
Of  what  indeed  was  his.    Fain  then  would  I, 
Who  with  a  father's  fondness  loved  the  boy, 
Ifaire  tnistvxl  him,  now  in  the  dawn  of  youth. 
With  his  own  secret :  but  my  anuous  wife. 
Foreboding  evil,  never  vyould  consent. 
Meanwhile  the  stripling  grew  in  years  and  beauty; 
And,  as  we  oft  observec^  he  bore  himself. 
Not  as  the  oflfspring  of  our  cottage  blood ; 
For  nature  will  break  out :  mild  with  the  mild, 
But  with  tlie  froward  he  was  fierce  as  fire, 
And  night  and  day  he  talked  of  war  and  arms. 
I  set  mjrself  against  his  warlike  bent ; 
But  all  in  vain ;  for  when  a  desperate  band 
Of  robbers  from  the  savage  mountains  came — 
Im^  R,  Eternal  Providence !   What  is  thy 

name? 
Prii,  My  name  is  Norval;  and  my  name  he 


Lad^  It  Tis  he !  'tis  he  himself!   It  is  my 
son! 
Oh,  sovereign  mercy !  Twas  my  child  I  saw ! 
^o  wonder,  Anna,  that  my  bosom  burned. 
Amtuu  Just  arc  your  transports:  ne'er  was 
woman's  heart 
jProved  with   such  fierce  estremesy  high  fated 

dame! 
But  yet  remember  that  you  are  beheld 
By  servile  eres ;.  your  gestures  may  be  seen 
Impassiooed,  strange;  perhaps  your  words  o'er- 
heard* 
lady  -R-  ^ell  dost  thou  counsel,  Anna :  hea- 
ven bestow 
On  me  that  wisdom  which  my  state  requires ! 
AntuL  The  moments  of  deliberation  pass. 
And  soon  you  must  resolve.    This  useful  man 
Must  be  dismissed  in  safety,  ere  my  lord 
^>hall,  with  his  brave  deliverer,  return. 

Prit.  If  I,  amidst  astonishment  and  fear. 
Have  of  your  words  and  gestures  rightlyj>idgedy 
Tl>ou  art  the  daughter  of  my  anci^t  master; 


The  diild  I  rescued  from  the  flood  is  thine. 

Jjtdy  A.  With  thee  dissimulation  now  were 
vaiq; 
I  am  indeed  the  daughter  of  Sir  Malcolm ; 
The  child  thou  rescued  from  the  flood  is  mine. 

Pris,  Blest  be  the  hour  that  made  me  a  poor 
manl 
My  poverty  has  saved  my  master's  house ! 

Lady  R,  Thy  words  surprise  me :  sure  thou 
dost  not  feign ! 
The  tear  stands  in  thine  eye;  such  love  from 

thee 
Sir  Malcolm's  house  deserve  not ;  if  aright 
Thou  told'st  the  story  of  thy  own  distress. 

Pris,  Sir  Malcolm  of  our  barons  was  the 
flower ; 
The  fastest  friend,  the  best,  the  kindest  roaster. 
But  ah  !  he  knew  not  of  my  sad  estate. 
AAer  that  battle,  where  his  gallant  son, 
Your  own  brave  brother,  fell,  the  good  old  lonl 
Grew  desperate  and  reckless  of  the  world ; 
And  never,  as  he  erst  was  wont,  went  forth 
To  overlook  the  conduct  of  his  servants. 
By  them  1  was  thrust  out,  and  them  I  blame : 
May  Heaven  so  judge  me  as  I  judge  my  master ! 
And  God  so  love  me  as  I  love  his  race ! 

Lady  R.  His  race  shall  yet  reward  thee, — 
On  thy  faith 
Depends  the  fate  of  thy  loved  master's  house. 
Rememb'rest  thou  a  little  lonely  hut. 
That  like  a  holy  hermitage  appears 
Among  the  clifB  of  Carron  ? 

Pris.  I  remember  the  cottage  of  the  cliffs. 

Lady  R.  Tis  that  I  mean : 
There  dwells  a  man  of  venerable  age. 
Who  in  my  fatber^s  service  spent  his  youth : 
Tell  him  I  sent  thee,  and  with  him  remain, 
Till  I  shall  call  upon  thee  to  declare. 
Before  the  king  and  nobles,  what  thou  now 
To  me  hast  told.    No  more  but  this,  and  thou 
Shalt  live  in  honour  all  thy  future  days ; 
Thy  son  so  long  shall  call  thee  father  still, 
And  all  the  laml  shall  bless  the  man,  who  saved 
The  son  of  Douglas,  and  Sir  Malcolm's  heir. 
Remember  well  my  words ;  if  thou  should'st  meet 
Him  whom  thou  c^l'st  thy  son,  still  call  him  so ; 
And  ipention  nothing  of  his  nobler  father. 

Pris,  Fear  not  that  I  shall  mar  so  fair  an  har- 
vest. 
By  potting  in  my  sickle  ere  'tis  ripe. 
Why  did  I  leave  my  home  and  ancient  dame  ? 
To  find  the  youth,  to  tell  him  all  I  know. 
And  make  Kim  wear  these  jewels  on  his  arms, 
Which  might,  I  thought,  he  challenged,  and  so 

bring 
To  li^ht  the  secret  of  his  noble  birth. 

[Lady  Randolph  f^oes  towards  the  Servants, 

Lady  K.  This  man  is  not  the  assassin  you  sus- 
pected. 
Though  chance  c  )iitbined  some  likelihoods  against 

him. 
He  ia  the  faithful  bearer  of  the  jewels 
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To  their  right  owner,  whom  in  haste  he  9eek& 
Tis  meet  that  yoo  should  pat  him  on  his  waj. 
Since  your  mistaken  leal  has  dragged  him  hi- 
ther. 

[Exemnt  Stranger  and  Servants. 
My  faithful  Anna !  dost  thou  share  my  joy  ? 
I  know  thou  dost.    Unparalleiled  event ! 
Reaching  from  heaven  to  earth,  Jehovah's  ann 
Snatched  from  the  waves^  and  brings  to  me  my 

son! 
Judi^  of  the  widow,  and  the  orphan's  father, 
Accept  a  widow's  and  a  mother's  thanks 
For  sDch  a  pft !  What  does  my  Anna  think 
Of  the  young  eaglet  of  a  vaUant  nest  f 
How  soon  he  guDod  on  bright  and  burning  arms, 
Spurned  the  low  dunghill  where  his  fate  had 

thrown  him. 
And  towered  up  to  the  repon  of  his  sire ! 

Anna.  How  fondly  did  your  eyes  devoor  the 
boy! 
Mysterious  nature,  with  the  nnseen  cord 
Of  powerful  instinct,  drew  yon  to  your  own. 

Lady  R.  The  ready  story  of  bis  birth  betiered 
Supprest  my  fancy  quite ;  nor  did  he  owe 
To  any  likeness  my  so  sudden  favour : 
But  now  I  long  to  see  his  face  agpun, 
Eiamine  every  feature^  and  find  out 
The  lineaments  of  Douglas,  or  my  own. 
Bat  most  of  all  I  long  to  let  him  know 
Who  his  true  parents  are,  to  clasp  his  neck. 
And  tell  him  all  the  story  of  his  father. 

Anna.  With  wary  caution  yon  must  bear  your* 
self 
In  public,  left  your  tenderness  break  forth, 
And  in  observers  stir  conjectures  strange. 
For,  if  a  cherub  in  the  shape  of  woman 
Should  walk  this  world,  yet  defamation  would, 
like  a  vile  cur,  bark  at  the  angel's  train. 
To-day  the  baron  started  at  your  tears. 

Lady  R.  He  did  so^  Anna !  well  thy  mistress 
knows 
If  the  least  circumstance,  mote  of  offence. 
Should  touch  the  baron's  eye,  his  sight  would  be 
With  jealousy  disordered.    But  the  more 
It  docs  behove  me  instant  to  declare 
The  birth  of  Douglas,  and  assert  his  rights. 
This  night  I  purpose  with  my  son  to  meet. 
Reveal  the  secret,  and  consult  with  him: 
Fur  wise  he  is,  or  my  fond  judgment  errs. 
As  he  does  now,  so  looked  his  noble  fathei^ 
Arrayed  in  Nature's  case :  his  mcin,  his  speech, 
Were  sweetly  simple,  and  full  oft  deceived 
Those  trivial  mortals  who  seem  always  wise. 
But,  when  the  matter  matched  his  mighty  mind, 
Up  rose  the  hero ;  on  his  piercing  eye 
Sat  observation ;  on  each  glance  of  thought 
Decision  followed,  as  the  thunderbolt 
Pursues  the  flash. 

Anna.  That  demon  haunts  you  still : 
Behold  Glenalvon. 

Lady  R.  Now  I  shun  him  not. 
Tliis  day  I  brav^  him  in  behalf  of  Norval : 


Perhaps  too  far:  at  least  my  nicer  fiaut 
For  Douglas  thus  interpreL 

Enter  Glesaltov. 

Glen.  Noble  dame! 
The  hovering  Dane,  at  hst,  faisniaihadilnM: 
No  band  of  pirates ;  but  a  mi^iXj  boat, 
That  come  to  settle  where  theu-vahnrcoDqMn; 
To  win  a  ooontry,  or  to  lose  tlwiiwJieib 

Lady  K  But  whence  conies  dus  iiiieflieac«» 
Glenalvon  } 

Glen,  A  nimUe  oonrier,  sent  from  jmte 
camp, 
To  hasten  up  the  chiefbdns  of  the  north, 
Informed  me,  as  he  passed,  that  theficfcc  Dm 
Had  on  the  eastern  coast  of  Lotfaian  hnM, 
Near  to  that  place  where  the  9e»-fock  inira», 
Amazing  Bass,  looks  o'er  a  fertile  had. 

Lady  R.  Then  must  this  vpeatem  amy  naidk 
to  join 
The  warlike  troops  tl^U  guard  Eifina's  lowen? 

Gkn,  Beyond  all  questioii.    If  impaiiiii|liDi 
Has  not  effiioed  the  image  of  a  plaoe;^ 
Once  perfect  in  my  breast,  there  is  a  wild 
Which  lies  to  wes^pvard  of  that  nueht?  rack, 


And  seems  by  nature  formed  for  the  osmp 
Of  water-waned  armie%  whose  chief  strn^ 
Lies  in  firm  foot,  nnllanked  wiUi  warlike hoDP: 
If  martial  skill  directs  the  Damsfa  locd% 
There  inaooessible  their  army  lies 
To  our  swif^-soouring  horse ;  the  bloody  field 
Must  man  to  man,  and  foot  to  foot  be  foo^ibL 
Lady  R.  How  many  mothers  shall  bewail  their 

sons! 
How  many  widows  weep  their  husbands  siais ! 
Ye  dames  of  Denmark,  even  for  yoo  I  feel, 
Who,  sadly  utting  on  the  sea-beat  shore, 
Long  look  for  loHs  that  never  shall  reton. 
Gkn.  Oft  has  the  unconjoered  Caledoaitt 

sword 
Widowed  the  nordL    The  children  of  the  rina 
Come,  as  I  hope,  to  meet  their  fother^  fate. 
The  monster  war,  with  her  infernal  hraod, 
Loud-yelling  fury  and  life-ending  paoB, 
Are  objects  suited  to  Glenalvon's  sooL 
Scorn  is  mere  grievous  than  the  pains  of  dcsdi: 
Reproach  more  piercing  than  the  pointed  svord 
Lady  R.  I  scorn  thee  not  but  when  I  oagM 

to  scorn; 
Nor  e'er  reprnadi,  but  when  insohed  viitot 
Against  auoadous  vice  asserts  herself. 
I  own  thy  worth,  Glenalvon;  none  mofc  apt 
Than  I  to  praise  thine  eminenoe  in  anas. 
And  be  the  echo  of  thy  martial  fame. 
No  longer  vainly  feed  a  guilty  paaooo : 
Go  and  pursue  a  lawful  mistress^  Glorv. 
Upon  the  Danish  crests  redeem  div  faiikt» 
And  let  thy  valour  be  the  shield  of  RandoML 
Gkn.  One  instant  stay,  and  hear  an  akeR^ 

man. 
When  beauty  pleads  for  virtue,  vice,  abaahc*^ 
Fli^  its  ov'n  co|ow^  and  goes  o'er  to  yiftne. 
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lam  jour  ooQirert;  time  will  shew  how  truly : 
Yet  one  immfdiarc  proof  I  mean  to  give. 
That  youth,  for  whom  your  ardent  zeal,  to-day. 
Somewhat  too  haughtily  defied  your  slave, 
Amidst  the  ihock  of  armies  FU  defend, 
And  turn  death  from  him,  with  a  guardian's  arm. 
Sedate  hj  use,  my  bosom  maddens  not 
At  die  tumnltttous  uproar  of  the  field. 

Lad^  R,  Act  thus,  Glenalvon,  and  I  am  thy 
frieud; 
Bat  diat^s  thy  least  reward.    Believe  me,  sir. 
The  truly  mcrous  is  the  tnily  wise ; 
And  he,  irao  loves  pot  others,  lives  unblest 

[Bxii  Latfy  RanMpL 

0/fa.[iolM.l  Amen!  and  virtue  is  its  own 
reward  f 
I  think  that  I  have  hit  the  vety  tone 
In  which  she  loves  to  speak.    Honeyed  assent. 
How  pleasant  art  thou  to  the  taste  of  man, 
And  woman  also !  flattery  direct 
Bsrely  disgusts.    They  little  know  mankinc} 


Who  doubt  its  operation :  'tis  my  key. 

And  opes  the  wicket  of  the  human  heart 

Mow  far  I  have  succeeded  now  I  know  not 

Yet  I  incline  to  think  her  stormy  virtue 

Is  lulled  awhile ;  'tis  her  alone  I  fear ; 

Whilst  she  and  Randolph  live,  and  live  in  faitk 

And  amity,  uncertain  is  my  tenure. 

Fate  o'er  my  head  suspends  disgrace  and  death| 

By  that  weak  air,  a  peevish  female's  wilk 

I  am  not  idle ;  but  the  ebbs  and  flows 

Of  fortune's  tide  cannot  be  calculated. 

That  slave  of  Nerval's  I  have  found  most  apt : 

I  shewed  hin^  &^  and  he  has  pawned  his  sonl 

To  say  and  swear  whatever  I  suggest 

Norval,  I'm  told,  has  that  allurinE  look, 

Twiit  man  and  woman,  which  I  have  observed 

To  charm  the  nicer  and  fantastic  dames, 

Who  are,  like  lady  Randolph,  full  of  virtue. 

In  raising  Randolph's  jealousy,  I  may 

But  point  him  to  the  truth.    He  seldom  errs^ 

Who  thinks  the  worst  he  can  of  womankind. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I.— F/oarirt  qftrumpeit. 


Enter  Lord  Ranoolpb  attended. 

Ifird  R.  Summon  an  hundred  horse,  by  break 
of  day, 
Fowait  our  pleasure  at  the  castle  gate. 

Enter  Lady  Randolph. 

LUyR.  Alas,  my  lord!   Fve  heard  unwel* 
come  news ; 
The  Danes  are  landed. 

Lord  A.  Ay ;  no  inroad  this 
)f  the  Northumbrian,  bent  to  take  a  spoil : 
if 0  sportive  war,  no  tournament  essay 
)f  some  young  knight  resolved  to  break  a  spear, 
Ud  stain  with  hostile  blood  his  maiden  arms. 
rhe  Danes  are  landed  -.  we  must  beat  them  back, 
>r  live  the  slaves  of  Denmark. 

lady  A.  Dreadful  times! 

Lord  It  The  fenceless  villages  are  all  for- 
saken; 
lie  trembling  mothers  and  their  children  lodged 
n  walKgiit  towers  and  castles;  whilst  the  men 
^tire  indignant    Yet,  like  broken  waves, 
hey  but  retire  more  awful  to  return. 

L>iy  R.  Immense,  as  fame  reports,  the  Da- 
nish host! 

h>rd  R.  Were  it  as  numerous  as  loud  fame 

reports, 
to  army  knit  like  ours  would  pierce  it  through : 
brothers,  that  shrink  not  from  each  other's  side, 
^  fond  companions,  fill  our  warlike  files : 
or  his  dear  oflspring,  and  the  wife  he  loves^ 
"he  husband  ana  the  fearless  father  arm. 
Q  vulgar  breasts  heroic  ardour  bums, 
^  the  poor  peasant  mates  his  dying  lord. 


Lady  It  Men's  minds  are  tempered,  like  their 

swords,  for  war; 
Lovers  of  danger,  on  destruction's  brink 
They  joy  to  rear  erect  their  daring  forms. 
Hence,  early  graves;   hence,  the  lone  widow1| 

life; 
And  the  sad  mother's  grief«embittered  age. 
Where  is  our  gallant  guest  ? 

Lord  R,  Down  in  the  vale 
I  left  him,  managing  a  fiery  steed. 
Whose  stubbornness  had  foiled  the  strength  and 

skill 
Of  every  rider.    But  behold  he  comes, 
In  earnest  conversation  with  Glenalvon. 

llnf er NoRVAL  and  Glenalvon. 

Glenalvon !  with  the  lark  arise ;  go  forth. 
And  lead  my  troops  that  lie  in  yonder  vale : 
Private  I  travel  to  the  roval  camp. 
Norval,  thou  goest  with  me.     But  say,  young 

man! 
Where  didst  thou  learn  so  to  discourse  of  war. 
And  in  such  terms,  as  I  o'erheard  to  day  ? 
War  is  no  village  science,  nor  its  phrase 
A  language  taught  amongst  the  shepherd  swains, 
Noo  Small  is  the  skill  my  lord  delights  to 

praise 
In  him  ne  favours.    Hear  from  whence  it  came. 
Beneath  a  mountain's  brow,  the  most  remote 
And  inaccessible  by  shepherds  trod. 
In  a  deep  cave,  dug  by  no  mortal  luind, 
A  hermit  lived :  a  melancholy  man, 
Who  wiilS  the  wonder  of  our  wandering  swains. 
Austere  and  lonely,  cruel  to  himself. 
Did  they  report  him;  the  cold  earth  his  bed. 
Water  his  drink,  his  food  tiie  sliepherd*s  alms. 
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I  went  to  see  hiniy  and  my  heart  was  touched 
With  reverence  and  with  pity.    Mild  he  spake, 
And,  entering  on  discourse,  such  stories  told, 
As  made  me  oft  revisit  his  sad  cell. 
For  he  had  been  a  soldier  in  his  youth; 
And  fought  in  famous  hattles,  when  the  peers 
Of  Europe,  by  the  bold  Godfredo  led. 
Against  the  usurping  infidel  displayed 
The  blessed  cross,  and  won  the  Holy  Land. 
Pleased  with  my  admiration,  and  the  fire 
His  speech  struck  from  me,  the  old  man  woald 

shake 
His  years  away,  and  act  his  yoUi^  encounters : 
Then,  bavins  riiewed  his  wounds,  he  would  nt 

him  down, 
And  all  the  live-loq;  day  discourse  of  war.* 
To  help  my  fancy,  in  the  smooth  green  turf 
He  cut  the  figures  of  the  marshalled  hosts ; 
Described  the  motions,  and  explained  the  use, 
Of  the  deep  column,  and  the  lengthened  line. 
The  SQuare,  the  crescent,  and  the  phalanx  firm. 
For  all  that  Saracen  or  Christian  knew 
Of  war's  vast  art,  was  to  this  hermit  known. 
Lord  R.   Why  did  this  soldier  in  a  desert 
hide 
Those    qualities,    that    should    have  graced   a 
camp? 
Nor,  That  too  at  last  I  learned.     Unhappy 
man! 
Returning  bomeward  by  Messina's  port, 
Loaded  with  wealth  and  honours  bravely  won, 
A  rude  and  boisterous  captiun  of  the  sea 
Fastened  a  quarrel  on  him.    Fierce  they  fou^t ; 
The  stranger  fell,  and,  with  his  dyiu^  breath, 
Declared  his  name  and  lineage.    Mighty  power! 
The  soldier  cried,  my  bro3ier!   Oh,  my  bro- 
ther ! 
Ladjf  R,  His  brother  ! 
Nor.  Yes ;  of  the  same  parents  bom ; 
His  only  brother.    They  exchanged  forgiveness : 
And  happy,  in  my  mind,  was  he  that  ^ed ; 
For  many  deaths  has  the  survivor  suflfered. 
In  the  wild  desert  on  a  rock  he  sits. 
Or  on  some  nameless  stream's  untrodden  bauks^ 
And  ruminates  all  day  his  dreadful  fate. 
At  times,  alas !  not  in  his  perfect  mind, 
Holds  dialogues  with  bis  loved  brother's  ghost ; 
And  oft  each  ni^ht  forsakes  his  sullen  couch, 
To  make  sad  onsons  for  him  he  slew. 

Lady  R,  To  what  mysterious  woes  are  mor- 
tals bom! 
In  this  dire  tragedy  were  there  no  more 
Unhappy  persons  ?  Did  the  parents  live  ? 

Nor.  No,  they  were  dead ;  kind  Heaven  had 
closed  their  eyes, 
Before  their  son  had  shed  his  brother's  blood. 
Lord  R.  Hard  is  his  fate ;   for  he  was  not  to 
blame. 
There  is  a  destiny  in  this  strange  world. 
Which  oft  decrees  an  undeserved  doom. 
Let  schoolmen  tell  us  why—From  whence  these 
sounds  ?  [Trumpett  at  a  dittance. 


Enter  an  Officer, 

Cffi,  My  lord,  the  trumpets  of  the  troopsof 
Lorn: 
Their  valiant  leader  haib  the  noble  Bandolf^ 
Lord  R.   Mine  ancient  guest !   Does  he  ik 
warriors  lead  ? 
Has  Denmaik  roused  the  brave  old  knigbt  tn 
arms? 
Offi  No ;   worn  with  warfare^  he  iti^^  die 
sword. 
His  eldest  hope,  the  valiant  John  of  Ian, 
Now  leads  his  kindred  bands. 

Lord  R.  Qlenalvon,  go. 
With  hospitiUity's  most  strong  reqiiest 
Entreat  the  chief.  [Ent  GUmahm. 

OffL  My  lord,  recpiests  are  vau. 
He  uiges  on,  impatient  of  delay. 
Stung  with  the  tiding  of  the  foes  apiirQacL 
Lord  R.  May  victory  sit  on  i£e  wanw^s 
.    plume ! 
Bravest  of  men !  his  flocks  and  herds  are  asfc; 
Remote  from  war's  alarms  his  pastures  li^ 
By  mountains  inaooes|ible  secured : 
Yet  foremost  he  into  the  plain  descead% 
Eager.to  bleed  ip  battles  not  his  own. 
Such  were  the  heroes  of  the  ancient  wwld ; 
Contemners  they  of  indolence  and  gaia  | 
But  s^ll,  for  love  of  gjiory  and  of  anns^ 
Prone  to  encounter  peril,  and  to  lifk, 
Afainst  each  strong  antagonist  the  spesr. 
rU  go  and  press  the  hero  to  my  breast. 

[Eiii  mnik  the  Offker. 
Lady  R, .  The  soldier^s  loftiness,  the  piide  and 
ponlp    " 
Investing  awful  war,  Norval,  I  see^ 
Transport  thy  youthful  mind. 

Nor,'  Ah  1  should  they  not? 
Blessed  be  the  hour  I  left  my  fiither^s  boose ! 
I  might  have  been  a  shephem  all  my  day^ 
And  Stole  obscurely  to  a  peasantfs  grave. 
Now,  if  I  live*  with  miehty  chiefs  I  stand; 
And,  if  I  fall,  with  noUe  dust  I  lie. 

Lady  R,  There  is  a  generous  spirit  in  d^ 
brpast, 
That  could  have  well  sustained  a  prouder  fei^ 

tune. 
This  way  with  me ;  under  yon  spreading  beed^ 
Unseen,  unheard,  by  human  e^e  or  ear, 
I  will  ama^e  thee  with  a  wond'rous  tale. 
Nor,  Let  there  be  danger,  lady,  with  the  8»> 
cret, 
That  I  may  hug  it  to  mv  grateful  hear^ 
And  prove  my  faith.    Command  mj  saard^  say 

life: 
These  are  the  sole  possessions  of  poor  Nsc^«L 
Lady  R.  Know^st  thou  these  gems  ? 
Nor.  Durst  I  believe  mine  cye% 
I  would  say  I  knew  them,  and  dbsy  were  w  ^ 
thers. 
La^  R.  Thy  father^s,  s^'s^  tboa?  Ah,  tbc; 
were  thy  father's ! 
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N»r,  I  saw  diein  onct,  ia(t  cuHoudy  enqui- 
red 
Of  both  my  parenta,  whence  such  splendour 

came? 
But  I  WIS  checked,  and  more  could  never  learn. 
Ladjf  R.  Then  learn  of  me^  thou  art  not  Nor- 

nPsson. 
Nor,  Not  Norval^  aon !    •  *    ,. 
'      Lady  R.  Nor  of  a  shepherd  sprunei 
JVbr.  LadV)  wlioni  am  I  theni 
Lady  R,  Noble-thnu  fat  -^ 
Ibr  noble  was  thy  sire. 

Nor,  I  will  believe        > 
Oh,  tell  roe  farther  ?  Say,  who  was  nkf  father  ? 
Lady  B.  Douglas ! 
'      Nor,  Lord  Douglas,  whoo|'t€hday  Isaw? 

Lady  R.  His  younger  brother^ 
'      Nor,  And  in  yonder  camp  ? 
Ijody  R.  Alas ! 

Nar,  You  make  me  treiuble-it^ighsand  tears ! 
lires  my  brave  father  ? 

LaAf  JK.  Ah !  too  brave,  indeed ! 
He  fellin  battle  ere  thyself  was  bom. ' 

Nor.  Ah  me,  unhappy !  Ere  I  sa|f  the  light ! 
But  does  itiy  mother  live  ?  f  may  conclude. 
From  ray  own  fate,  her  portion  has  been  sorrow. 
Lady  Rk  She  fives ;  bul  wastes  her  life  in  con- 
stant woe. 
Weeping  her  husband  slain,  her  infant  lost. 
Nor,  You,  that  are  skilled  so  well  in  the  sad 
story 
Of  my  unhappy  par^ts,  and  with  tears 
Bewail  their  aestiny,  now  have  compassion 
Upon  the  offspring  of  the  friends  you  loved. 
Oh,  tell  me  wtio,  and  where,  my  mother  is  ! 
Oppressed  by  a  base  world,  perhaps  she  bends 
Beueath  the  weight  of  other  ills  than  grief; 
Andy  desolate,  implores  of  Heaven  the  aid 
Her  son  should  give.    It  is,  it  must  be  so  ■     ' 
Yoor  countenance  confesses  that  shc*s  wretched. 

Oh,  tell  me  her  condition  !  Can  the  sword 

Who  shall  resist  me  in  a  parent's  cause  ? 
Lady  R,  Thy  virtue  ends  her  woes        My  son ! 
my  son ! 
I  ami  thy  mother,  and  the  wife  of  Douglas ! 

\  Falls  upon  hit  neck. 
Nar.  Oh,  heaven  and  earth !  how  wond'rous  is 
my  fate ! 
Art  thou  my  mother  ?  Ever  let  me  kneel  \ 

Lady  IL  Imase  of  Douglas !  fruit  of  fatal  love ! 
Ml  that  I  owe  Uiy  sire,  I  pay  to  thee. 

Nar.  Respect  and  admiration  still  possess  me, 
?hecking  the  love  and  fondness  of  a  son : 
fet  (  was  filial  to  my  humble  parents, 
^it  did  my  sire  surpass  the  rest  of  men. 
Is  thott  exoellest  all  of  womankind  ? 
Tjtdy  A.  Arise,  my  son.    In  me  thou  dost  be- 
hold 
rhe  poor  remains  of  beauty  onoe  admired. 
lie  -iutumn  of  my  days  is  come  already, 
or  sorrow  made  my  summer  haste  away ; 
c't  in  mj  prime  I  equalled  not  thy  father : 


His  eyes  vrere  like  the  eagle^s^  yet  lotaietimes 
liker  the  dove's ;  and,  as  he  pleased,  he  won 
All  hearts  with  softness,  or  with  spirit  awed. 

Nor.  How  did  he  fall?  Sure  'twas  a  bloody 
field 
When  Douglas  died.    Oh,  I  have  much  to  ask ! 

Lady  R,  Hereafter  thou  shalt  bear  the  length- 
ened tale 
Of  all  thy  father's  and  thy  mother^s  woes. 
At  present  this — ^Thou  art  the  rightful  heir 
Of  yonder  castle,  and  the  vride  oomains. 
Which  now  lord  Randolph,  as  my  husband,  holds. 
But  thou  shalt  not  be  wronged ;  I  have  the  power 
To  right  thee  stilL    Before  the  kin^  Til  kneel, 
And  call  lord  Douglas  to  protect  his  blood. 

Nor,  The  blood  of  Douglas  will  protect  itself. 

Lady  R.  But  we  shall  need  both  friends  and 
favour,  boy. 
To  wrest  thy  lands  and  lordship  from  the  gripe 
Of  Randolph  and  his  kinsman.    Yet  I  diink 
My  tale  will  move  each  gentle  heart  to  pity. 
My  life  incline  the  virtuous  to  believe. 

Nor,  To  be  the  son  of  Douglas,  is  to  me 
Inheritance  enough.    Declare  my  birth, 
And  in  the  field  I'll  seek  for  fame  and  fortune. 

Lady  R.  Thou  dost  not  know  what  perils  and 
injustice 
Await  the  poor  man's  valour.    Oh,  my  son ! 
The  noblest  blood  of  all  the  land's  abashed. 
Having  no  lacquey  but  pale  poverty. 
Too  long  hast  thou  been  thus  attended,  Douglas^ 
Too  long  hast  thou  been  deemed  a  peasant^* 

child. 
The  wanton  heir  of  some  inglorious  chief. 
Perhaps,  has  scorned  thee  in  the  youthful  sports^ 
Whilst  diy  indignant  spirit  swelled  in  vain. 
Such  contumely  thou  no  more  shalt  bear: 
But  how  I  purpose  to  redress  thy  wrongs 
Must  be  hereafter  told.     Prudence  directs 
That  we  should  part  before  yon  chiefs  return. 
Retire,  and  from  thy  rustic  follower's  hand 
Receive  a  billet,  which  thy  mother's  care, 
Anxious  to  see  thee,  dictated  before 
This  casual  opportunity  arose 
Of  private  conference.    Its  purport  mark ; 
For,  as  I  tliere  appoint,  wc  meet  again. 
Leave  me,  my  son  ;  and  frame  thy  manners  stitl 
To  Norvid's,"not  to  noble  Donglas*  state. 

Nor,  1  will  remember.    Where  is  Nonral  now  ? 
That  eood  old  man. 

Lady  R.  At  hand  concealed  he  lies, 
An  useful  witness.    But  beware,  my  son. 
Of  yon  Qlenalvon ;  in  his  guilty  breast 
Resides  a  villain's  shrewdness,  ever  prone 
To  false  conjecture.    He  hath  erieved  my  heart. 

Nor,  Has  he,  indeed  ?  Then  let  yon  false  Qle- 
nalvon 
Beware  of  me !  [Exk» 

Lady  R,  There  burst  the  smothered  flame. 
Ob,  thou  all-righteous  and  eternal  King ! 
Who  Father  of  the  fatherless  art  called. 
Protect  my  ton !  Thy  inspiratiooi  Lord ! 
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Hath  filled  his  bosom  with  that  sacred  fire^ . 
Which  la  the  breasts  of  hb  forefathers  burned ! 
Set  him  on  high,  Uke  them,  that  he  may  shine 
The  star  and  glory  of  his  native  land  ! 
Then  let  the  minister  of  death  descend/ 
And  bear  my  willing  spirit  to  its  place. 
Yonder  they  come.    How  do  bad  women  find 
Unchan^ng  aspects  to  conceal  their  guilt. 
When  ly  \^  reason  and  by  justice  uiged, 
Full  hanlly  can  dissemble  with  these  mei^ 
In  nature's  pious  cause  ? 

Enter  Lord  Ramdolpr  and  Glenalvon. 

Lord  R.  Yon  gallant  chief. 
Of  arms  enamoured,  all  repose  disclaims. 

Lady  R,  Be  no^  my  lord,  by  his  example 
swayed. 
Arrange  the  bunness  of  to-morrow  now. 
And  when  you  enter,  speak  of  war  no  more. 

[ExU. 
jMrd  JR.  HHs  so,  by  Heaven !  her  mein,  her 
voice,  her  eye. 
And  her  impatience  to  be  gone,  confirm  it 
Glen,  He  parted  from  her  now.    Behind  the 
mount, 
Amongst  the  trees,  I  saw  him  glide  along. 

Lord  R.  For  sad  sequestered  virtue  she's  re- 
nowned. 
Glen,  Most  true,  my  lord. 
Lord  R.  Yet  this  distinguished  dame 
Invites  a  youth,  the  acauaintance  of  a  day. 
Alone  to  meet  her  at  tne  midnight  hour. 
This  assignation,  [Shewi  a  letter.']  the  .assassin 

freed. 
Her  manifest  affection  for  the  youth. 
Might  breed  suspicion  in  a  husband's  brain. 
Whose  gentle  consort  all  for  love  had  wedded : 
Much  more  in  mine.    Matilda  never  loved  me. 
Let  no  man,  after  me,  a  woman  wed. 
Whose  heart  he  knows  he  has  not ;  though  she 

brings 
A  mine  of  gold,  a  kingdom  for  her  dowry. 
For  let  her  seem,  like  the  night's  shadowy  queen, 
Cold  and  contemplative — ^he  cannot  trust  her : 
She  may,  she  will,  bring  shame  and  sorrow  on 

iiim: 
The  worst  of  sorrows,  and  the  worst  of  shames ! 
Glen.  Yield  not,  my  lord,  to  such  afflicting 
thoughts ; 
But  let  the  spirit  of  an  husband  sleep, 
Till  your  own  senses  make  a  sure  conclusion. 
This  billet  must  to  blooming  Norval  go : 
At  the  next  turn  awaits  my  trusty  spy ; 
I'll  give  it  him  refitted  for  his  master. 
In  the  close  thicket  take  your  secret  stand ; 
The  moon  shines  bright,  and  your  own  eyes  may 

judge 
Of  their  behaviour. 

Lord  R,  Thou  dost  counsel  well. 
Glen.  Permit  me  now  to  make  one  slight  essay. 
Of  all  the  trophies  which  vain  mortals  boast. 
By  wit,  by  valour,  or  by  wisdom  won, 


The  first  and  fairest^  in  a  young  nan's  eye. 
Is  woman's  captive  heart.    Successful  lore 
With  glorious  fumes  intoxicates  the  nuod. 
And  me  proud  conqueror  in  triumph  moves^ 
Air-bom,  exalted  above  vulgar  men. 

Lord  R.  And  what  avails  thb  maaum? 

GUn,  Much,  my  lord. 
Withdraw  a  little ;  HI  accost  young  Nocval, 
And  with  ironical  derisive  counsel 
Explore  his  sprit    If  be  is  no  more 
Than  humble  Norval,  hf  thy  fkvoar  raised. 
Brave  as  he  is,  hell  shnnk  astonished  fram  oe: 
But  if  he  be  the  favourite  of  the  fair. 
Loved  by  the  first  of  Caledonia's  dame% 
He'll  turn  upon  me,  as  the  lion  turns 
Upoa  the  hunter's  spear. 

Lord  JL  Tb  shrewdly  thoughL 

Olen.  When  we  grow  loud,  draw  near.    Bet 
let  my  lord 
His  rising  wrath  restraint  [Erit  RnMpk 

Tis  strange,  by  Heaven ! 
That  .she  should  run,  full  tilt,  her  fond  career 
To  one  so  tittle  known.    She,  too,  that  seemed 
Pure  as  the  winter  stream,  when  ioe,  cmboased. 
Whitens  its  course.   Even  I  did  think  her  chute, 
Whose  charity  exceeds  not.    Precious  sex ! 
Whose  deeds  lascivious  pass  Glenalvoa'stfaoo^bts! 

Enter  Norval. 

His  port  I  love ;  he's  in  a  proper  mood 

To  chide  the  thunder,  if  at  him  it  roared.  [Aadt. 

Has  Norval  seen  the  troops } 

Nor,  The  setting  sun. 
With  yellow  radiance,  lightened  all  the  vale: 
And,  as  the  warriors  moved,  each  poliahed  beka. 
Corslet,  or  spear,  glanced  back  his  gilded  bea 
The  hill  they  climbed,  and  halting  at  its  top, 
Of  more  than  mortal  siae,  towering,  they 
An  host  angelic,  dad  in  burning  arms. 

Glen,  Thou  talk'st  it  well ;  no  lesider  of  ocr 
host. 
In  sounds  more  lofty,  speaks  of  glorious  war. 

Nor.  If  I  shall  e'er  acquire  a  leader's  nanie. 
My  speech  will  be  less  ardenL    Novelty 
Now  prompts  my  tongue,  and  youtbfal  admira- 
tion 
Vents  itself  freely ;  since  no  part  is  mine 
Of  praise  pertaimng  to  the  great  in  arms. 

Glen,  You  wrong  yourself,   brave  sir;  wa 
martial  deeds 
Have  ranked  you  with  the  great.    But  ma/t  oe, 

Norval; 
Lord  Randolph's  favour  now  exalts  your  jfntfk 
Above  his  veterans  of  famous  service. 
Let  me,  who  know  these  soldiers,  ooousel  ymi. 
Give  them  all  honour ;  seem  not  to  contwawd; 
Else  they  will  scarcely  brook  yow  late  spri&e 

power, 
Which  nor  alliance  props,  nor  birth  adoma 

Nor.  Sir,  I  have  been  accustomed  all  my  dsn 
To  hear  and  sneak  the  plain  and  simple  flraik: 
And  though  I  nave  been  told  that  thm 
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Who  borrow  friendship's  tongue  to  speak  their 

scorn, 
Yet  in  such  language  I  am  little  skilled. 
Therefor^  I  thank  Glenalvon  for  his  counsel. 
Although  it  sounded  harshlv.    Why  remind 
Me  of  m?  hiith  obscure  ?  Why  slur  my  power 
Widi  sudi  contemptuous  terms  ? 

Glen,  I  did  not  mean 
To  nil  your  pride»  which  now  I  see  is  great 
Sor,  My  pride ! 

Glen.  Sopjpress  it,  as  you  wish  to  prosper. 
Your  pride's  excessive.   Yet,  for  Randolpli's  sake, 
I  will  not  leave  vou  to  its  rash  direction. 
If  thus  you  swell,  and  frown  at  high-bom  men. 
Will  high-bom  men  endure  a  shepherd's  scorn  ? 
Nor,  A  sheplierd's  scorn ! 
Glen,  Yes;  if  you  presume 
To  bend  on  soldiers  these  disdainful  eyes, 
HTut  will  become  of  you ! 

Aor.  If  this  were  told  !-^  [Aitde, 

Ilast  thou  no  fears  for  thy  presumptuous  self? 
GUn,  Ha !  dost  thou  threaten  me  ? 
Hot.  Didst  thou  not  hear  } 
Glen.  Unwillingly  I  did ;  a  nobler  foe 
Hsd  not  been  questioned  thus.     But  such  as 
thee 
Nor.  Whom  dost  tliou  think  me } 
Glen.  NorvaL 
Hor.  So  I  am 
Aod  who  is  Nerval  in  Glenalvon's  eyes  ? 
Glen,  A  peasant's  son,  a  wandering  beggar^ 
boy; 
M  best  no  more,  even  if  he  speaks  the  truth. 
Aor.  False  as  thou  art,  dost  thou  suspect  my 

truth? 
GUn.  Tby  truth  !  thou*rt  all  a  lie :  and  false 
as  hell 
h  the  vainglorious  tale  thou  toldst  to  Randolph. 
Nor,  If  1  were  chained,  nnamied,  and  bed-rid 
old, 
^Vrhaps  I  should  revile ;  but  as  I  am, 
have  no  tongue  to  raiL    The  humble  Norval 
»  of  a  race  who  strive  not  but  with  deeds. 
)id  I  not  fear  to  freeze  thy  shallow  valour, 
ind  make  thee  sink  too  soon  beneath  my  sword, 
W  cell  thee-— what  thou  art    I  know  thee  well. 
GUn.  Dost  thou  not  know  Glenalvdn,  bom  to 

command 
en  thousand  slaves  like  thee 
AW.  Villain,  no  more  ! 
^w  and  defend  thy  life.    I  did  design 
n  have  defied  thee  m  another  cause : 
ut  heaven  accelerates  its  vengeance  on  thee, 
ow  for  mjf  own  and  lady  Uandolph's  wrongs ! 


Enter  Lord  Randolph. 

Lord  R.  Hold,  I  command  you  both.    The 
man  that  stirs 
Makes  me  his  foe. 

Nor.  Another  voice  than  thine 
That  threat  had  vainly  sounded,   noble  Ran* 
dolph. 

GUn,  Hear  hins,  my  lord;   he^s  wonderous 
condescending ! 
Mark  the  humility  of  shepherd  Norval ! 

Nor,  Now  you  may  scoff  in  safeiv. 

[Sheathei  hu  tword. 

Lord  R,  Speak  not  thus, 
Taunting  each  other;  but  unfold  to  roe 
The  cause  of  quarrel ;  then  I  judge  betwixt  yoiL 

Nor,  Nay,  ray  good  lord  !  though  I  revere  you 
much. 
My  cause  I  plead  not,  nor.  demand  your  judg- 
ment. 
I  blush  to  speak  !  I  will  not,  cannot  speak 
The  opprubnous  words  that  I  from  him  have  borne. 
To  the  liege-lord  of  my  dear  native  land 
I  owe  a  subject's  homage :  but  even  him 
And  his  high  arbitration  I'd  reject. 
Widiin  my  bosom  reigns  another  lord ; 
Honour,  sole  judge,  and  umpire  of  itself. 
If  my  free  speech  o£fend  you,  noble  llandolph^ 
llevoke  your  favours,  ana  let  Norval  go 
Hence  as  he  came,  alone,  but  not  dishonoured. 

Lord  R,  Thus  far  Til  mediate  with  impartial 
voice : 
The  ancient  foe  of  Caledonia's  land 
Now  waves  liis  banners  o'er  her  frighted  fields. 
•Suspend  your  purpose  till  vour  country's  arms 
Repel  the  bold  invader :  then  decide 
The  private  quarrel. 

Glen,  I  n^ree  to  this. 

Nor.  And  I. 


[Exit  Servant. 


Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  The  banquet  waits. 
Lord  R,  We  come. 
GUn.  Norval, 
Let  not  our  variance  mar  the  social  hour, 
Nor  wrong  the  hospitality  of  Randolph. 
Nor  frowning  anger,  nor  yet' wrinkled  hate^ 
Shall  stain  my  countenance.    Smooth  thou  thy 

brow; 
Nor  let  our  strife  disturb  the  gentle  dame. 
Nor.  Think  not  so  lightly,  sir,  of  my  resent- 
ment 
When  we  contend  agnin,  our  strife  is  mortal. 

^  [£rcaM/, 


*  o 
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ACT   V. 


SCENE  I.— -4  Grwe. 

Enter  Douglas. 

Doug.  This  is  the  place,  the  centre  of  the 

grove ; 
Here  stands  the  oak,  the  monarch  of  the  wood. 
How  sweet  and  solemn  is  this  midnight  scene  ! 
The  silver  moon,  unclouded,  holds  her  way 
Through  skies  where  I  could  count  each  little 

star. 
The  fanning  west  wind  scarcely  stirs  the  leaves ; 
The  river,  rushing  o'er  its  pcbhled  bed, 
Imposes  silence  with  a  stilly  sound. 
In  such  a  place  as  this,  at  such  an  hour, 
If  ancestry  can  be  in  aught  believed. 
Descending  sfMrits  have  conversed  with  man, 
And  told  the  secrets  of  the  world  unknown. 

Enter  Old  Norval. 

Old  Nor.  Tis  he.     But  what  if  he  should 
chide  me  hence? 
IBs  just  reproach  I  fesir. 

^Douglat  turns  asidCf  and  tees  him. 
Forgive !  forgive ! 

Canst  thou  forgive  the  man,  the  sel6sh  man. 
Who  bred  sir  Malcolm's  heir  a  shepherd's  son? 
Doug.  Kneel  not  to  me ;  thou  art  my  father 
still  : 
Thy  wished*for  presence  now  completes  mv  joy. 
Welcome  to  me ;  my  fortunes  thou  shalt  snare, 
And  ever  honoured  with  thy  Douglas  live. 
Old  Nor.  And  dosi  thou  call  me  father  ?  Ob, 
my  son! 
I  think  that  I  could  die  to  make  amends 
For  the  great  wrong  I  did  thee.  Twas  my  crime 
Which  in  the  wilderness  so  long  concealed 
The  blossom  of  thy  youth. 

Doug.  Not  worse  die  fruit. 
That  in  the  wilderness  the  blossom  blowed. 
Amongst  the  shepherds,  in  the  humble  cot, 
I  learned  some  lessons,  which  Fll  not  forget 
When  I  ii^bit  yonder  lof^  towers. 
I,  who  was  once  a  swain,  will  ever  prove 
The  poor  man's  friend;  and  when  my  vassals 

bow, 
Norval  shall  smooth  the  crested  pride  of  Doug- 
kis. 
Old  Nor.  Let  me  but  live  to  see  thine  exalta- 
tion! 
Yet  grievous  are  my  fears.    Oli,  leave  this  place, 
A|id  those  unfriendlv  towers ! 
Doug.  Why  should  I  leave  them  ? 
OldNor.  Lord  Randolph  and  his  kinsman  seek 

your  life. 
Doug.  How  knowest  thou  that  ? 
OldNor.  I  will  inform  you  how :        * 
When  evening  came,  I  left  the  secret  place 
Appointed  for  me  by  your  mother's  care. 
And  fondly  trod  in  each  accustomed  path 


That  to  the  castle  leads.    Whilst  dms  I  isopd^ 
I  was  alarmed  with  unexpected  sounds 
Of  earnest  voices.    On  the  persons  amt. 
Unseen  I  lurked,  and  overheud  them  nsne 
Each  other  as  they  talked ;  lord  Randolph  du\ 
And  that  Glenalvon.    Still  of  yon  diev  tfcki. 
And  of  the  lady ;  threatening  was  theur  spetdi, 
Though  but  imperfectly  my  ear  could  hear  it 
Twas  strange,  they  said,  a  wonderfol  disoomr: 
And  ever  and  anon  they  vowed  revenge^ 

Doug.  Revenge!  for  what? 

Old  Nor.  For  being  what  you  are. 
Sir  Malcolm's  heir :  bow  else  have  yoa  oBaA- 

ed? 
When  they  were  gone,  I  hied  me  to  ibj  cocta^ 
And  there  sat  musing  how- 1  best  mi|^  fiad 
Means  to  inform  you  of  their  wicked  poraose; 
But  I  could  think  of  none.    At  last,  perpleid, 
I  issued  forth,  enoompassii^  the  tower, 
With  many  a  wearied  step,  and  wishful  look. 
Now  Pnn'idence  hath  brought  you  to  my  sgK 
Let  not  your  too  courageous  spirit  scorn 
The  caution  which  I  give. 

Doug.  1  scorn  it  not. 
My  mother  warned  me  of  Glenalvoo'shaseDCB; 
But  I  will  not  suspect  the  noble  Randolpli. 
In  our  encounter  with  the  vile  assassins, 
I  marked  his  brave  demeanour;  him  111  tmst 

Old.  Nor.  1  fear  you  will,  too  far. 

Doug.  Here  in  tms  place 
r  wait  my  mother^s  coming :  she  diall  knov 
What  thou  hast  told :  her  counsel  I  will  foUovr. 
And  cautious  ever  are  a  mother's  counsels. 
You  must  depart :  your  presence  may  prcrent 
Our  interview. 

Old  Nor.  My  blessing  rest  upon  thee ! 
Oh,  may  Heaven's  han^  which  saved  tbee  fran 

the  wave. 
And  from  the  sword  of  foes,  be  near  thee  soH: 
Fuming  mischance,  if  aught  hangs  o'er  tb^  hnd. 
All  upon  mine !  [Lni- 

Doug.  He  loves  me  like  a  parent; 
And  must  not,  shall  not,  lose  the  soo  he  kwe^ 
Although  his  sou  has  found  a  nobler  father. 
Eventful  day !  How  hast  thou  chanced  my  tfair' 
Once  on  the  cold  and  winter-sfaadea  ade 
Of  a  bleak  hill  mischance  had  rooted  me^ 
Never  to  thrive,  child  of  another  loiL 
Transplanted  now  to  the  guy  sumory  vale, 
Like  tne  green  thorn  of  May  my  fortoDe  flovei^. 
Ye  glorious  stars!   high  Heavea*s  respleadEoi 

host! 
To  whom  I  oft  have  of  my  lot  complained. 
Hear  and  record  my  soul's  imalterea  wish ! 
Dead  or  alive,  let  me  bat  be  renowned ! 
May  heaven  inspire  some  fierce  gi|puitic  Dsoe 
To  give  a  bold  aefianoe  to  our  host ! 
Before  he  speaks  it  out  I  vrill  accept ; 
like  Douglas  conquer,  or  like  Doiijgias 
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Enter  Lady  Rakdolpr. 

Lady  R.  My  aon  !  I  heard  a  voice— 
Doug.  The  voice  was  inioe. 
LadyR,  Didst  thou  complain  aloud  to  Na- 
ture's ear» 
That  diu9  in  dusky  shades,  at  midnisht  hours, 
By  stealdi  the  momer  and  the  son  mould  meet  ? 

[Embracing  him. 
Dwg.'So;   on  this  happy  day,  this  better 
hijth-day. 
My  diou^ts  and  words  are  all  of  hope  and  jov. 
Lcufy  R.  Sad  fear  and  melancholy  sdll  divide 
The  efflpire  of  mv  breast  with  hope  and  joy. 
Now  hoir  what  i  devise 

Doug,  First,  let  me  tell 
What  may  the  tenor  of  your  counsel  change. 
Ltdy  K.  My  heart  forebodes  some  evil. 

Dakg.  Tb  not  good 

At  eve,  unseen  by  Randolph  and  Glenalvon, 
llie  good  old  Norval  in  the  grove  o'erheard 
Their  coaversation ;  oft  they  mentioned  me, 
^Vith  dreadfiil  threatenings;  you  they  sometimes 

namecL 
Twas  straqge,  they  said,  a  wonderful  discovery ; 
And  ever  and  anon  they  vowed  revenge. 
Lady  R,  Defend  us,  gracious  God !  we  are 
betrayed: 
rhe^  have  found  out  the  secret  of  thy  birth : 
[c  most  be  so.    That  is  the  great  discovery. 
yv  Malcolm's  heir  is  come  to  claim  his  own, 
KnA  they  will  be  revenged.    Perhaps  even  now, 
\naed  and  prepared  for  murder,  they  but  wait 
V  darker  and  oaore  silent  hour  to  break 
uto  the  chamber  where  they  think  thou  sleep*st 
liis  moment,  this^  Heaven  hath  ordained  to  save 

thee! 
1y  to  the  camp,  my  son ! 
Doug.  And  leave  you  here  ? 
»o :  to  the  castle  let  us  go  together. 
*aJJ  up  the  ancient  servants  of  your  house, 
(r'bo  in  their  youth  did  eat  your  father's  bread, 
hen  tell  them  loudly  that  I  am  your  son. 
^in  the  breasts  of  men  one  span  remains 
f  sacred  love,  fidelity,  or  pity, 
Mne  in  your  eanse  will  arm.    I  ask  but  few 
0  drive  thoie  spoilers  from  my  fathe/s  house. 
Loify  H»  Ofa,  Nature,  Nature !  what  can  check 

thy  fon^e  ? 
tioa  fcenuine  ofi&pring  of  the  daring  Douglas  ! 
ut  rush  not  on  destruction :  save  thyself, 
nd  I  am  safe.     To  me  they  mean  no  harm, 
tiy  stay  but  risks  thy  precious  life  in  vain. 
tMt  wmding  p«th  conducts  thee  to  the  river. 
russ  where  tnou  seest  a  broad  and  beaten  way, 
bich,  runmng  eastward,  leads  thee  to  the  camp, 
istant  demand  admittance  to  lord  DougUis ; 
tew  him  these  Jewels  which  his  brother  wore, 
ly  look,  thj  Toioe,  will  make  him  feel  the 

truth, 
hich  I,  by  certain  proof,  will  soon  confirm. 
Doug,  I  yield  me,  and  obey :  but  yet  my  heart 


Bleeds  at  this  parting.    Somediing  bids  me  stay. 
And  guard  a  mother's  life.    Oft  have  I  read 
Of  wondrous  deeds  by  one  bold  arm  atchieved. 
Our  foes  are  two;  no  more :  let  me  go  forth. 
And  see  if  any  shield  can  guard  Glewilvon! 
Lady  R,  It  thou  regara  st  t)iy  mother,  or  re- 

ver'st 
lliy  father's  memory,  think  of  this  no  more. 
One  thing  I  have  to  say  before  we  part : 
Long  wert  thou  lost ;   and  thou  art  found,  my 

child. 
In  a  most  fearful  season.    War  and  battle 
I  have  great  cause  to  dread.    Too  well  I  see 
Which  way  the  current  of  thy  temper  sets : 
To-day  I^e  found  thee.     Oh !   my  long  lost 

hope! 
If  thou  to  giddy  valour  giv'st  the  rein. 
To-morrow  I  may  lose  my  son  for  ever. 
The  love  of  thee,  before  thou  saVst  the  light. 
Sustained  my  life  when  thy  brave  father  fell. 
If  thou  shalt  fall,  I  have  nor  love  nor  hope 
In  this  waste  world !  My  son,  remember  me ! 
Doug.  What  shall  I  say }  How  can  I  give  you 

comfort  f 
The  God  of  battles  of  my  life  dispose 
As  may  be  best  for  you !  for  whose  dear  sake 
I  will  not  bear  myself  as  I  resolved. 
But  yet  consider,  as  no  vulgar  name. 
That  which  I  boast,  sounds  amongst  martial  men. 
How  will  inslorious  caution  suit  my  claim? 
The  post  of  Tate  unshrinking  I  maintain. 
My  countiy's  foes  must  witness'  who  I  am. 
On  the  invaders'  heads  I'll  prove  my  birth. 
Till  friends  and  foes  confess  the  genuine  strain. 
If  in  this  strife  I  fall,  blame  not  your  son. 
Who,  if  he  lives  not  honoured,  must  not  live. 

Lady  Rr  I  will  not  utter  what  my  bosom  feels. 
Too  well  I  love  that  valour  which  I  warn. 
Farewell,  my  son !  n^  counsels  are  but  vain, 

[Embracing. 
And  as  high  Heaven  hath  willed  it,  all  must  be. 

[Separate, 
Gaze  not  on  me,  thou  wilt  mistake  the  path; 
I'll  point  it  out  again. 

[Just  €U  they  are  neparating. 

Enter  from  the  wood  Lord  Randolph  and 
Glenalvon. 

Lord  R.  Not  in  her  presence. 

Now 

GUn.  I  am  prepared. 
Lord  R.  No :  I  command  thee  stay. 
I  go  alone :  it  never  shall  be  said 
That  I  took  odds  to  combat  mortal  man. 
The  noblest  vengeance  is  the  most  complete. 

[Exit. 
[Gknahfon  make*  mme  itept  to  the  same  tide 
<fthe  stagef  listens  and  speaks. 
Glen,  Demons  of  death,  come,  settle  on  my 
sword, 
And  to  a  double  slaughter  guide  it  home ! 
The  lover  and  the  husband  both  must  die. 
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Lord  JL  \BehXnd  the  Sctna.]  Draw,  villain ! 
draw  ! 

Domg,  JWithout,']  Aiiail  me  not,  lord  Ran- 
dolph ; 
Not  as  thou  lovest  thyself.    [Clashing  of  swords, 

Gien»  [Running  ou/.]  Now  is  the  tiine. 

Enter  Lady  Randolph,   at  the  other  side  of 
the  stagey  faint  and  breuthlets, 

Latfy  R.  Lord  Randolph,  hear  me^  all  shall  be 
thine  own ! 
But  spare  1  Oh,  spare  mj  son  I 

Enter  Douglas,  with  a  sword  m  each  hand, 

Doug.  My  mother's  voice !  * 

I  can  protect  thee  still. 

Lady  R.  He  lives,  he  lives : 
Fo(  this,  for  this  to  Heaven  eternal  praise ! 
But  sure  I  saw  thee  fall. 

Doug,  It  wasGlenalvon; 
Just  as  roy  arm  had  mastered  Randolph's  sword, 
The  villain  came  behind  me ;  but  I  slew  him. 
Ijufy  R.  Behind  thee !  ah !  thoa  art  wound- 
ed !  Oh,  my  child. 
How  pale  thou  look'st  V  And  shall  I  lose  thee 
now? 
Doug.  Do  not  despair :   I  feel  a  little  faint- 
ness, 
I  hope  it  will  not  last      [Leant  upon  his  sword. 

Lady  R.  There  is  no  hope ! 
And  we  must  part !  The  hand  of  death  is  on  thee ! 
Oh  !  my  beloved  child  !  O  Dougla?,  Douglas  ? 
[Douglas  growing  more  and  more  faint. 
Doug.  Too  soon  we  part:  I  have  not  long 
neen  Douglas ; 
O  destiny !  hardly  thou  deal'st  widi  me ! 
Clouded  and  hid,  a  stranger  to  myself. 
La  low  and  poor  obscurity  I've  lired. 

Lady  R.  Has  Heaven  preserved  thee  for  an 

end  like  this ! 
Dot^.  Oh !  had  I  fallen  as  my  brave  fathers 
fell. 
Turning  with  fatal  arm  the  tide  of  battle, 
like  them  I  should  have  smiled  and  welcomed 

death : 
But  thus  to  perish  by  a  villain's  hand  ! 
Cut  off  from  nature's  and  from  glory's  course, 
AYhich  never  mortal  was  so  fond  to  run.' 

Lady  R.    Hear,  justice,  liear!    stretch   thy 
avenging  arm!  .  [Douglas falls. 

Doug.  Unknown  I  die ;  no  tongue  shall  speak 
of  me. 
Some  noble  spirits,  judging  by  themselves. 
May  yet  conjecture  what  I  might  have  proved, 
And  think  life  only  wanting  to  roy  fame : 
But  who  shall  comfort  thee  ? 

Lady  R.  Despair,  dc^spair!  • 

Doug.  Oh,  had  it  pleased  high  Heaven  to  let 
me  live 

A  little  while ! my  eyes,  that  gaze  on  thee, 

Grow  dim  apace !  my  mother — O !  my  mother ! 

[Dies. 


Enter  Lord  Ravdolph  and  Akha. 

Lard  R.  Thy  words,  thy  words  of  cmtfa,  lure 
pierced  my  heart ; 
I  am  the  stain  of  kni^ithood  and  of  arms. 
Oh !  if  roy  brave  deliverer  survives 

The  trutor's  sword 

^nno.  Alas  I  look  there,  my  lord. 
Lord  R.  The  mother  and  her  son !  How  cunt 
I  am ! 
Was  I  the  cause  ?  No :  I  was  not  the  cause. 
Yon  matchless  villain  did  seduce  my  sonl 
To  frantic  jealousy. 

Anna.  My  lady  lives: 
The  agony  of  grief  hath  bat  suppressed 
Awhile  her  powers. 

Lord  R.  But  roy  deliverei's  dead ; 
The  world  did  once  esteem  lord  Randolph  wcU^ 
Sincere  of  heart,  for  spotless  honour  faiaed; 
And,  in  my  early  days,  glonr  I  gained 
Beneath  the  holy  banner  of  the  cross. 
Now  past  the  noon  of  life,  shame  comes  spot 

me  ; 
Reproach  and  infamy,  and  public  hate. 
Are  near  at  hand :  for  all  mankind  will  tUnk 
That  Randolph  basely  stabbed  Sir  Makola's 
heir. 
Lady  R.  [recooering.'\   Where  am  I  nov?- 
Still  in  this  wretdied  world  ! 
Grief  cannot  break  a  heart  so  hard  as  mine. 
My  youth  was  worn  in  anguish:    but  yoatk's 

strength. 
With  hope's  assistance,  bore  the  brunt  of  sonw; 
And  trained  me  on  to  be  the  object  now. 
On  which  Omnipotence  displays  itself, 
Making  h  spectacle,  a  tale  of  me. 
To  awe  its  vassal,  man. 
Lord  R.  Oh,  misery ! 
Amidst  thy  raging  grief  I  must  prodaim 
My  innocence. 
Lady  R.  Thy  innocence ! 
Lord  R.  My  guilt 
Is  innocence  compared  with  what  thou  thiok'st  it. 
Lady  R.  Of  thee  I  think  not :   what  hive  1 
to  do 
With  thee,  or  any  thing?  My  son  !  my  son ! 
My  beautiful !  my  brave !  how  proud  was  I 
Of  thee  and  of  thy  valour !  my  food  heart 
O'erflowcd    this  <iay  with   transport,  when  I 

thought 
Of  growing  old  amidst  a  race  of  thine, 
Who  might  make  up  to  me  their  fether^s  cfaiU> 

hood, 
And  bear  my  brother^s  and  roy  husband's  aaflx: 
Now  all  my  hopes  are  dead !  A  little  while 
Was  I  a  wife !  a  mother  not  so  long ! 
What  am  I  now  ? — I  know. — But  I  shall  be 
That  only  whilst  I  please ;  for  such  a  sob 

And  sucfa  a  husband  drive  me  to  my  fate. 

[Rammt- 

Lord  R.  Follow  her,  Anna :  I  mjscif  «t>eM 
follow, 
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Bot  in  tfab  nge  she  must  abhor  my  preaeiice. 

'    [Exit  Anna. 

Enter  Old  Norval. 

Old  Nor,  I  heard  the  voice  of  woe :  Heaven 

guard  my  child ! 
Lord  R,  Already  is  the  idle  gaping  crowd. 
Hie  fpiteful  vulgar,  come  to  gaze  on  Randolph. 
Bcsone. 

Old  Nor.  I  fear  thee  not.    I  will  not  go. 
Here  HI  remain.    Fm  an  accomplice,  lord, 
Widi  thee  in  murder.    Yea,  my  sins  did  help 
To  crush  down  to  the  ground  this  lovely  plant 
Ob,  noblest  youth  that  ever  yet  was  bom ! 
Sweetest  ana  best,  gentlest  and  bravest  spirit. 
That  ever  blest  the  world  !  Wretch  that  I  am. 
Who  saw  that  noble  spirit  swell  and  rise 
Above  the  narrow  limits  that  confined  it. 
Yet  never  was  by  all  thy  virtues  won 
To  do  thee  justice,  and  reveal  the  secret. 
Which,  timely  known,  had  rabed  thee  far  above 
The  villain's^nare.    Oh !  I  am  punished  now ! 
These  are  the  hairs  that  should  imve  strewed  the 

ground. 
And  not  the  locks  of  Douglas. 

[Tear$  Ati  Aoir,  and  throwt  himself  upon 
the  body  <f  Douglat. 
Lord  R.  I  know  thee  now :   thy  boldness  I 

forgive : 
My  crest  is  fallen.    For  thee  I  will  appoint 
A  place  of  rest,  if  grief  will  let  thee  rest.  • 
I  will  reward,  idthough  I  cannot  punisli. 
Cursed,  cursed  Glenalvon !  he  escaped  too  well. 
Though  slain  and  baffled  by  the  hand  he  hated. 
Foaming  with  rage  and  fury  to  the  last, 
Cursing  his  conqueror,  the  felon  died. 


Enter  Anka. 


Anna.  My  lord !  My  lord ! 

Lord  JL  Speak :  I  can  hear  of  horror. 

Anna,  Horror,  indeed ! 

Lord  R.  Matilda— 

Anna,  Is  no  more : 
She  ran,  she  flew  like  llghtnine  up  the  hill. 
Nor  halted  till  the  precipice  she  gained. 
Beneath  whose  lowering  top  the  river  falb 
Ingulphed  in  rifted  rocks :  thither  she  came^ 
As  fearless  as  the  eagle  lights  upon  it. 
And  headlong  down 

Lord  K,  Twas  I,  alas !  'twas  I 
That  filled  her  breast  with  fury;  drove  her  down 
The  precipice  of  death !  Wretdi  that  I  am ! 

Anna.  Oh,  had  you  seen  her  last  despairing 
look ! 
Upon  the  brink  she  stood,  and  cast  her  eyes 
Down  on  the  deep :  then,  lifting  up  her  nead 
And  her  white  hands  to  Heaven,  seeming  to  say, 
Why  am  I  forced  to  this }  she  plunged  l^rself 
Into  the  empty  air. 

Lord  A.  I  will  not  vent. 
In  vain  complaints,  the  passion  of  my  soul. 
Peace  in  this  world  I  never  can  enjoy. 
These  wounds  the  gratitude  of  Randolph  gave ; 
They  speak  aloud.    I  am  resolved.    Ill  go 
Straight  to  the  battle,  where  the  man  that  makes 
Me  turn  aside  must  threaten  worse  than  death. 
Thou,  faithful  to  thy  mistress^  take  this  ring^ 
Full  warrant  of  my  power.    Let  every  rite 
With  cost  and  pomp  upon  their  funerals  wait : 
For  Randolph  hopes  he  never  shall  return. 

[Exeunt  omnet. 
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ALTERED  FROM 


SOUTHERN. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 

Count  BkLDWiVy  faiher  to  Biron  and  Carloi. 

BiRONy  married  to  habeUoy  supposed  dead, 

Carum,  Au  yomnger  brother. 

ViLLEROY,  in  Icfve  with  Isabelloj  marries  her. 

Sampson,  porter  to  count  Baidmin, 

A  Child  ff  IsabeUa  ly  Biron. 


Belford,  a  friend  ofBir&tCs. 
Pedro^  afrtend  to  Carlos. 

WOMEN. 

Isabella,  married  to  Biron  amd 
Nurse  to  Biron. 


Ojkersj  Servants,  Men,  aaUt  Women, 


Scene — Brussels, 


ACT    L 


SCENE  I.— Be/ore  count  Baldwin's  house. 

Enter  Villeroy  and  Carlos. 

Car.  This  constancy  of  yours  will  establish  an 
immortal  repatation  among  the  women. 

ViL  If  it  would  establish  me  with  Isabella — 

Car.  Follow  her,  follow  her :  Troy  town  was 
won  at  last 

ViL  1  have  followed  her  these  seven  years,  and 
now  but  live  in  hopes. 

Cor.  But  live  in  hopes !  Why,  hope  is  the  rea- 
dy road,  the  lover's  baitin^place ;  and,  for  aoj^t 
you  know,  but  one  stage  short  of  the  possession 
of  Tour  mistress. 

ViL  But  my  hopes,  I  fear,  are  more  of  my 
own  making  than  her*s ;  and  proceed  rather  from 
my  wishes^  than  any  encouragement  she  has  given 


Car,  Tliat  I  cannot  tell :  the  sex  is  very  vari- 
ous; there  are  no  certain  measures  to  he  pre- 


scribed or  followed,  in  making  our  approaches  tn 
the  women.  All  that  we  have  to  do,  I  think,  is 
to  attempt  them  in  the  weakest  part.  Press  theai 
but  hard,  and  they  will  all  fall  under  the  oeoe§- 
sity  of  a  surrender  at  last.  That  favour  oomes  at 
once ;  and  sometimes  whcMS  we  least  expect  IL 

nil  I  shaU  be  dad  to  find  it  so. 

Car.  You  will  find  it  so.    Every  place  b  to  Vs 
taken,  that  is  not  to  be  rdieved :  sue  ma 
ply. 

ViL  I  am  going  to  visit  her. 

Car.  What  interest  a  brotheiMn*]sir 
with  her,  depend  upon. 

ViL  I  know  your  interest,  and  I  diank  joa. 

Cor.  You  are  prevented;   see^  the   ifwrnpf 
oomes; 
She  weeps,  as  seven  years  were  seven  boors ; 
So  fresh,  unfading  is  the  memory 
Of  my  poor  brother's^  Biron's,  death : 
[  leave  you  to  your  opportunity.         [Exit  ViL 
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Thongli  I  have  taken  care  to  root  her  from  onr 

Kottse, 
I  wooJd  craMplant  her  into  Villero/s— ^- 
There  b  an  evil  fate  that  waits  upon  her, 
To  which  I  wish  him  jiredded-^nly  hhn : 
His  upstart  familj,  with  haaehty  hrow, 
(Though  Villeroy  and  mjaeuare  seeming  friends) 
Looks  down  upon  our  house ;  hi^  sister,  too, 
Whose  hand  I  asked,  and  was  with  scorn  refused, 

Lres  in  my  hreast,  and  fires  me  to  revenge. 

Tbcy  bend  this  way 

Perhaps,  at  last,  she  seeks  my  fatlier's  doors ;  • 
They  shall  be  shut,  and  he  prepared  to  ^ve 
The  beggar  and  her  hrat  a  cold  reception. 
That  boy's  an  adder  in  mv  path — they  ooroe ; 
111  stand  apart,  and  watch  their  motions. 

[Retirtt. 

Enter  Villerot,  wfith  Isabella  and  her  little 

eon, 

ItB,  Why  do  you  follow  me  ?  you  know  I  am 
A  bankrupt  every  way;  too  far  engaged 
£ver  to  make  return :  I  own  you  have  been 
More  than  a  brother  to  me,  my  friend ; 
And  at  a  time  when  friends  are  found  no  more, 
A  friend  to  my  misfortunes. 
ViL  I  must  be  always  your  friend. 
ha,  I  have  known,  and  found  you 
TniJy  my  friend ;  and  would  I  could  be  yours ; 
But  the  unfortunate  cannot  be  friends : 
Ftte  watches  the  first  motion  of  the  soul, 
To  disappoint  our  wishes;  if  we  pray 
For  blessmgs,  they  prove  curses  in  the  end, 
To  ruin  all  about  us.    Pray,  be  gone ; 
Take  warning  and  be  happy. 

ViL  Happiness! 
There's  none  for  me  without  you :  Riches,  name. 
Health,  fame,  distioction,  place,  and  quali^, 
Are  the  incumbrances  of  groaning  life. 
To  make  it  bnt  more  tedious  wit^ut  you. 
What  serve  the  goods  of  fortune  for?  To  raise 
My  hopes,  that  you  at  last  will  share  them  with 

me. 
I/me  life  itself,  the  universal  prayer. 
And  i leaven's  reward  of  well-deservers  here. 
Would  prove  a  plague  to  me ;  to  see  you  always^ 
And  never  see  you  mine !  still  to  desire. 
And  never  to  enjoy ! 

Isa,  I  must  not  hear  vou. 

ViL  Thus,  at  thb  awful  distance,  I  have  served 
A  seven  years  bondaf^e — Do  I  call  it  bondage^ 
When  I  can  never  wish  to  be  redeemed  ? 
No,  let  me  rather  linger  out  a  life 
Of  cxnectatioD,  that  you  may  be  mine, 
Than  be  realoied  to  the  indifierence 
Of  seeing  yoo,  without  this  pleasing  pain : 
IVe  lost  myaelf,  and  never  would  be  found, 
Bot  in  these  arms. 

Im.  Oil,  I  have  heard  all  this ! 

Bot  must  uo  more-^— the  charmer  is  no  more : 

Mv  buried  husband  rises  in  the  face 

Or  my  dear  boy,  and  chides  me  for  my  stay : 


Canst  thou  foi^ve  roe,  diild} 

ChiUL  Why,  have  vou  done  a  fanlt?  Yon  cry 
as  if  you  had.  Indeed  now,  I  have  done  nothing 
to  oftnd  you :  but  if  you  kiss  me,  and  look  to 
very  sad  upon  me,  I  sludl  cry  too. 

Ita,  Mj  little  angel,  no^  you  must  not  cry; 
Sorrow  will  overtaike  thy  steps  too  soon : 
I  should  not  hasten  it 

FO.  What  can  I  say ! 
The  alignments  that  make  against  my  hopes 
Prevail  upon  my  heart,  and  fix  me  more ; 
Those  pious  tears  you  hourly  throw  away 
Upon  tne  grave,  have  all  their  quickening  chaiiii% 
And  more  ennge  mv  love,  to  make  you  mine  : 
When  yet  a  virgin,  free,  and  undispcMed, 
I  loved,  but  saw  you  only  with  mj  eyes ; 
I  could  not  reach  the  beauties  of  your  sool : 
I  have  since  lived  jn  contemplation^ 
And  long  experience  of  your  growing  goodness: 
What  then  was  passaofi,*is  my  judgment  nowi 
Through  all  the  several  stages  of  your  life. 
Confirmed  and  settled  in  adoring  you. 

La.  Nay,  then,  I  must  be  gone.    If  yoa  are 
my  friend. 
If  you  regard  my  little  interest, 
No  more  of  this ;  ^ou  see,  I  grant  yon  all 
That  friendship  will  allow :  ht  still  my  friend ; 
That's  all  I  can  receive,  or  have  to  give. 
I  am  going  to  my  father ;  he  needs  not  an  ex« 


cuse 
To  use  me  ill :  pray  leave  me  to  the  trial. 

ViL  I  am  only  born  to  be  what  you  would  have 

me, 
The  creature  of  your  power,  and  most  obey ; 
In  every  thing  obey  you.    I  am  going : 
But  all  good  fortune  go  along  wi3i  you.      [^n^* 

/so.  I  shall  need  all  your  wishes [Kmoekt, 

Locked !  and  fast ! 

Where  is  the  charity  that  used  to  stand. 
In  our  forefhthers*  hospitable  days. 
At  great  men's  doors,  ready  for  our  waats^ 
like  the  good  angel  of  the  family, 
With  open  arms  taking  the  needy  in. 
To  feea  and  clothe,  to  comfort  and  relieve  diemf 
Now  even  their  gates  are  shut  acainst  their  poor. 

[Ske  knocks  againm 

Enter  Sampson  to  her. 

Samp.  Well,  what's  to  do  now,  I  trow  ?  Yoa 
knock  as  loud  as  if  yoa  were  invited ;  and  that  is 
more  than  I  heard  of;  but  I  can  tell  you,  yoa 
may  look  twice  about  you  for  a  welcome  in  a 
great  man*s  familv,  before  yoa  find  it,  unless  you 
bring  it  along  witn  you. 

Im.  I  hope  I  bnng  my  welcome  along  with 
me :  Is  your  lord  at  lx>ine?  Count  Baldwin  lives 
here  stiu  ? 

Samp.  Ay,  ay.  Count  Baldwin  does  live  here ; 
and  I  am  his  porter:  but  what's  that  to  the  pur- 
pose, good  woman,  of  my  lord's  being  at  home  ? 

Ita.  Why,  dont  you  kntiw  me,  friend  ? 

Samp.  Not  J,  not  I;  mistress;  1  may  have  seen 
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Toa  before,  or  so ;  but  men  of  employment  must 
forget  their  acquaintance ;  especially  such  as  we 
are  nerer  lo  be  the  better  for. 

[Oaing  to  shut  the  door^  nune  enierSf  having 
overheard  him, 

Nune.  Handsomer  words  would  become  you, 
and  mend  your  manners^  Sampson :  do  you  Imow 
who  you  prate  to } 

La.  I  am  glad  you  know  me,  nurse. 

Nune.  Marry,  Heaven  forbid,  madam,  that  I 
should  ever  forget  you,  or  my  little  jewel :  uray, 
go  in — [habella  goe$  in  with  her  chUd.]  Now 
my  blessing  go  along  with  you  wherever  you  go, 
or  whatever  you  are  about.  Fie,  Sampson,  how 
Gouldst  thou  be  such  a  Saracen !  A  Turk  would 
have  been  a  better  Christian,  than  to  have  done 
^  barbarously  by  a  good  lady. 

Samp.  Why  look  you,  nur|p,  I  know  you  of 
old :  by  your  good-will  you  would  have  a  finger 
in  every  Ixxiys  pie :  but  mark  the  end  of  it ;  if  I 
Jim  called  to  account  about  it,  I  know  what  I 
have  to  say. 

Nune.  Marry  come  up  here !  say  your  plea- 
sure, and  spare  not.  Refuse  his  eldest  son's  wi- 
dow, and  poor  child,  the  comfort  of  seeing  him  ? 
She  does  not  trouble  him  so  often. 

Sa9^.  Not  that  I  am  against  it,  nurse :  but  we 
are  but  servants,  you  know .-  we  must  have  no 
likings,  but  our  lord*s ;  and  roust  do  as  we  are 
ordered. 

Nune.  Nay,  that's  true,  Sampson. 

Sanqt.  Besides,  what  I  did  was  all  for  the  best : 
I  have  no  ill-will  to  the  young  lady,  as  a  body 
may  say,  upon  my  own  account;-eBly  that  I  hear 
she  is  poor ;  and  indeed  I  naturally  hate  ^our  de- 
cayed gentry :  they  expect  as  much  waituig  upon 
as  when  they  had  money  in  their  pockets,  and 
were  able  to  consider  us  for  the  trouble. 

Nurse.  Why,  that  is  a  grievance  indeed  in 
great  families,  where  the  gifts,  at  good  times,  are 
better  than  the  wages.  It  would  do  well  to  be 
reformed. 

Samp.  But  what  is  the  business,  nurse  ?  You 
have  been  in  the  family  before  I  came  into  the 
world :  what  is  the  reason,  pray,  that  this  daugh- 
ter-in-law, who  has  so  good  a  report  in  every  bo- 
dy's mouth,  is  so  little  set  by,  by  my  lord  ? 

Nune.  Why,  I  tell  you,  Sampson,  more  or 
less :  I  will  tell  the  truth,  that's  my  way,  you 
know,  without  adding  or  diminishing. 

Samp.  Ay,  marry,  nurse. 

Nune.  My  lord's  eldest  son,  Biron  by  name, 
the  son  of  his  bosom,  and  the  son  that  he  would 
have  loved  best,  if  he  had  as  many  as  king  Py* 
ramus  of  Troy — — 

&iiiip.  How !  King  Pyramus  of  Troy !  Why, 
how  many  had  he  ? 

Nune.  Why,  the  ballad  sings  he  had  fifty  sons: 
but  no  matter  for  that.  This  Biron,  as  I  was 
saying,  was  a  lovely  sweet  gentleman,  and,  in- 
deed, nobody  could  blame  his  father  for  Uivinsr 
him :  he  was  a  son  for  the  king  of  Spain;   God 


bless  him,  for  I  was  hi^i  nurse.  Bot  now  I 
to  the  point,  Sampson ;  this  Biron,  witlioiit  ask- 
ing the  advice  of  his.frienda^  hand  cfwer  bead,  as 
yonn^  men  will  have  dieir  vajj^ariea^  noc  hamng 
the  fear  of  his  father  before  his  ^es^  as  I  may 
say,  wilfully  marries  Isabella. 

Samp.  How,  wilfully !  he  shonid  have  had  ha 
consent^  methinks. 

Nune.  No,  wilfully  taarries  her;  and,  wfaadi 
was  worse,  after  she  had  settled  all  her  foftaoe 
upon  a  nunnery,  which  she  broke  out  €>!'  to  raa 
away  with  him.  They  say  they  had  the  ehaxdki 
forgiveness^  but  I  had  rather  it  had  beeaa  fab  &- 
ther's. 

Samp.  Why,  in  good  truth,  these  nanneries  I 
see  no  good  they  do.  I  think  the  yoang  ladj 
was  in  the  right  to  run  away  from  a  nnnneiy': 
and  I  think  our  young  master  vras  not  in  the 
wrong  but  in  marrying  without  a  portion. 

Nurse.  That  was  the  quarrel,  ibelieve^  Samp- 
son: upon  this,  my  old  lord  would  nerer  see 
him ;  disinherited  him;  took  his  yoonger  brother, 
Carlos,  into  favour,  whom  he  never  cared  for  be- 
fore; and  at  last  forced  Biron  to  go  to  tbe  siege 
of  Candy,  where  he  was  killed. 

Samp.  Alack-a-day,  poor  gentleman ! 

Nurte.  For  which  my  old  lord  bates  hcsr,  as  if 
she  had  been  the  cause  of  his  going  thither. 

Sanqf.  Alas,  alas,  poor  lady !  she  has  sofiered 
for  it :  she  has  lived  a  great  while  a  widow. 

Nurse.  A  great  while  indeed,  for  a  yoong  wth 
man,  Sampson. 

Samp.  Gad  so !  here  they  come ;  I  will  not 
venture  to  be  seen. 

Enter  Count  Balowin,  followed  by  Isabella 

and  her  child, 

C.  Bald.  Whoever  of  your  friends  directed 

you. 

Misguided  and  abused  you — there's  your  way ; 
I  can  afford  to  shew  you  out  again. 
What  could  you  expect  from  me  ? 

Im.  Oh,  I  have  nothing  to  expect  on  earth ! 
But  misery  is  very  apt  to  talk  : 
I  thought  I  might  be  heard. 

C.  Bald.  What  can  you  say  ? 
Is  there  in  eloquence,  can  there  be  in  words 
A  recompensing  power,  a  remedy, 
A  reparation  of  trie  injuries, 
The  great  calamities,  that  you  have  broug|ht 
On  me  and  mine  ?    You  'have  destroyed  those 

hopes 
I  fondly  raised,  through  my  declining  lile. 
To  rest  my  age  upon ;  and  most  undone  me. 
.  ha.  I  nave  undone  myself  too. 

CBald.  Speak  it  again  ! 
Say  still  you  are  undone,  and  I  will  hear  yon. 
With  pleasure  hear  you, 

Isa.  Would  my  rum  please  you  } 

C.  Bald.  Beyond  all  other  pleasares. 

Isa.  Then  you  are  pleased— for  I  am  anaf 
undone. 
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C.  Btld.  I  {Mraved  bot  for  rerenge,  and  Heaven 

And  seat  it  to  my  wishes :  'tbese  grey  hairs 

Would  have  gone  down  in  sorrow  to  the  grave, 

Wliich  jou  have  dug  for  me,  without  the  thought. 

The  thought  of  leaving  you  more  wretched  here. 
Isa.  lodeed  I  am  most  wretched— When  I 
lost 

3Iy  hQsbaod-—— 
C.  Baid,  Would  he  had  never  been, 

Or  never  had  been  yours ! 

Ita,  I  then  believed 
The  measure  of  my  sorrow  then  was  full : 

Bur  every  moment  of  my  growing  days 
Makes  room  for  woes,  and  adds  tfiem  to  tlie  sum. 
I  lost  with  Biron  all  the  joys  of  life : 
But  now  its  last  supporting  means  are  gone. 
All  the  kiad  helps  that  iicaven  in  pity  raised, 
In  charitable  pity  to  our  wants, 
At  last  have  left  as  :  now  bereft  of  all, 
But  this  last  trial  of  a  cruel  father, 
To  »ve  us  both  from  sinking.    Oh,  my  child  !     * 
Kneel  with  me,  knock  at  nature  in  his  heart ! 
Let  the  resemblance  of  a  once-loved  son 
^peak  in  this  little  one,  who  never,  wronged  you, 
And  plead  the  fatherless  and  widow's  cause! 
^  if  yon  ever  hope  to  be  forgiven, 
\i  you  will  need  to  be  forgiven  too, 
Forget  our  faults,    that   Heaven    may  pi|rdon 
yours ! 

C.  EiaUl,  How  daie  you  mention  Heaven !  Call 
to  mind 
four  perjured  vows ;  your  plii^hted,  broken  faith 
To  Heaven,  and  all  thincs  holy  :  were  you  not 
devoted,  wedded  to  a  life  rod  use, 
The  sacred  habit  on,  professed  and  swurn, 
i  votary  for  ever  ?  Can  you  think 
rhe  sacrilegiout  wretch,  that  robs  the  shrine, 
i  thunder  proof  ? 

luL  There,  there,  began  my  woes, 
^t  women  all  take  warning  at  mv  fate ; 
<>'evcr  resolve,  or  think  they  can  be  safe, 
Vithin  the  reach  and  tongue  of  tempting  men. 
M) !  had  I  never  seen  my  Biron's  face, 
lad  he  not  tempted  me,  I  had  not  fallen, 
kit  still  continued  innocent  and  free 
^f  a  bad  world,  which  only  he  had  power 
o  reconcile,  and  make  me  try  again. 

C.  Baid.  Your  own  inconstancy,  your  graceless 

thoughta, 
^bauched  and  reconciled  you  to  the  world : 
[e  had  no  hand  to  bring  you  back  again, 
tot  what  Tott  gave  him.    Circe,  ^fou  prevailed 
*poo  his  hpnest  mind,  transforming  him 
'rom  virtue,  and  himself,  into  what  shapes 
00  had  oooatioo  for ;  and  what  he  did 
Vas  first  inspired  by  you.    A  cloister  was 
'oo  narrow  for  the  work  you  had  in  hand : 
''oar  business  was  more  general ;   the   wliole 

worid 
'o  be  the  aoene :  therefore  you  spread  your' 
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To  catch  his  soul,  to  be  the  instromeni, 
The  wicked  instrument,  of  your  cursed  flight. 
Not  that  you  valued  him;  jfor  any  one. 
Who  could  have  served  tlie  turn,  had*  been  as 
welcome. 

Jai.  Oh  !  I  have  sins  to  Heaven,  but  none  to 
him. 

C.  Bald.  Had  my  wretched  son 
Married  a  beggar's  bastard ;  taken  her 
Out  of  her  rags,  and  made  her  of  my  blood. 
The  mischief  might   liave  ceased,  and   ended 

there.  . 
But  bringing  you  into  a  family, 
Kntaib  a  curse  upon  th^  name  and  house 
That  takes  you  in :  tlie  only  part  of  me 
That  did  receive  you,  perishf:d  for  his  crime. 
Tis  a  defiance  to  offended  Heaven 
Barely  to  pity  you :  your  sins  pursue  you : 
The  heaviest  judgments  that  can  fall  upon  you, 
Arc  your  just  lot,  and  but  prepare  yom*  do<>in : 

Expect  them,  and  despair Sirrah,  ro^uc, 

How  durst  thou  disobey  n>e !       [To  the  Porter, 

lut.  Not  for  myself for   1  am  pa<»t  tlie 

hopes 

Of  being  heard but  for  tbis  innocent— 

And  then  I  never  will  disturb  you  more. 

C  Bald.  I  almost  pity  the  unhappy  child : 
But  being  yours 

Isa.  Look  on  him  as  your  son's ; 
And  let  his  part  in  ham  answer  for  mine. 
Oh,  save,  defend  him,  save  him  from  tlie  wrongs. 
That  fail  upon  the  poor ! 

C.  Bald,  It  touches  me # 

And  I  will  save  him Bat  to  keep  him  safe. 

Never  come  near  him  more. 

Isa,  What !  take  him  from  me ! 
No,  we  must  never  part :  *tis  the  last  hold 
Of  comfort  I  have  left;  and,  when  he  fails 
All  goes  along  with  him :  Oh !  could  vou  be 
The  tyrant  to  divorce  life  from  my  liie  ? 
I  live  but  in  my  child. 
No,  let  me  pray  in  vain,  and  beg  my  bread 
From  door  to  door,  to  feed  his  daily  wants, 
Rather  than  always  lose  him. 

C.  Bald.  Then  have  your  child,  and  feed  him 
witii  your  prayers. 
You,  rascal,  slave,  what  do  I  keep  you  for  ? 
How  came  this  woman  in  ? 

Samp.  Why,  indeed,  my  lord,  I  did  as  good 
as  tell  her,  before,  my  tlioughts  upon  the  mat- 
ter  

C.  Bald,  Did  you  so^  sir?  Now,  then,  tell  her 
mine; 
Tell  her,  i  sent  you  to  her. 

[TkruMis  him  towards  her. 

Samp.  Good  my  lord,  what  I  did  was  in  per- 
fect obedience  to  the  old  nurse  there.  1  told  her 
what  it  would  come  to. 

C,  Bald,  What !  this  was  a.  plot  upon  me. — 
And  you,  too,  beldam,  were  you  in  tlie  conspira- 
ly  ?  begone,  eo  altogether :  I  hai'e  provided  you 
an  equipage,  now  set  up  when  you  pkasc.    Siu':} 
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old  enough  to  do  your  service ;  I  have  none  for 
her.  The  wide  world  lies  hefore  you :  he^ne ! 
take  any  road  hut  this  to  heg  or  starve  in — I 
shall  be  ^ lad  to  hear  of  you :  hut  nevei^  -  never 
see  me  more 


[He  Jrvoa  tkem  tf  h^mt  htu 
Jku  Then  Heaven  have  mercy  on  me  I 
[Exit  with  her  child,  foiUved  hy  ~ 
and  nunc. 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  L^Continuet. 


Enter  ViiIeroy  and  Carlos,  meeting. 


Vil.   My  friend,  I  fear  to  aak- 
heUa 


-but  Is6- 


The  lovely  widow's  tears,  her  orphan's  cries, 

Thy  father  must  feel  for  them ^No,  I  read, 

I  read  their  cold  reception  in  thine  eyea- 

Thou  pitiest  them-^though  Baldwin — ^but  I  spare 

him 
For  Carlos'  sake;  thou  art  no  son  of  his. 
There  needs  not  this  to  endear  thee  more  to  me. 

[Embrace, 

Car.  My  Villeroy,  the  fatherless,  the  widow. 
Are  terms  nut  understood  vnthin  these  gates — 
You  must  for^ve  him,  sir ;  he  thinks  this  woman 
Is  Biron's  fate,  that  hurried  him  to  death — — 
I  must  not  think  on  it,  lest  my  friendship  stiver. 
My  friend's,  my  sister's  mutiml  advantage 
Have  reconciled  my  bosom  to  its  task. 

ViL  Advantage !    think  not  I  intend  to  raise 
An  interest  from  Isabella's  wrongs.. 
Your  father  may  have  interested  ends 
In  her  undoing ;  hut  my  heart  has  none  i 
Her  happiness  must  be  my  interest. 
And  that  I  would  restore. 

Car,  Why  so  I  mean. 
These  hardships  that  my  father  lays  upon  her, 
I  am  sorry  for ;  and  1  wish  I  could  prevent; 
But  he  will  have  his  way. 
Since  there's  no  hope  from  her  prosperity,  her 
change  of  fortune  may  alter  the  condition  of  her 
thoughts,  and  make  for  you. 

Vil.  one  is  above  her  fortutie. 

Car.  Try  her  a^n.  Women  coiptnonly  love 
according  to  the  circumstances  they  are  in. 

ViL  Common  women  may. 

Car.  Since  you  are  not  accessary  to  the  injus- 
tice, you  may  be  persuaded  to  take  the  advan- 
tage of  other  people's  crimes. 

.  Vil.  I  must  despise  all  those  advantages^ 
That  indirectly  can  advance  my  love. 
No,  though  I  live  but  in  the  hopes  of  her, 
And  languish  for  the  enjoyment  of  those  hopes ; 
I'd  rather  pine  in  a  consuming  want 
Of  what  I  wish,  than  have  the  blessing  mine^ 
From  any  reason  but  consenting  love. 
Oh !  let  me  never  have  it  to  remember, 
I  could  betray  h«r  coidly  to  comply  1 
When  a  clear  generous  choice  bestows  her  on  me, 
I  know  to  value  the  unequalled  gift : 
I  would  not  have  it^  bat  to  value  it 


Car.  Take  ^^ur  own  way;  remember  what  I 
oflRered  came  from  a  friencf. 

ViL  I  understand  it  so.    Fli  serve  her  forber* 
self,  without  the  thought  of  a  reward.       TJEiif. 

Car.  Agree  that  point  between  yoo.   u  fn 
marry  her  any  way,  you  do  my  busmess. 
I  know  him-^-What  his  generous  soul  inteads 

Ripens  my  plots — ^Tll  firet  to  Isabdiar 

I  must  keep  up  appearances  with  her  too.  [£n^> 

SCENE  n.  liabeU^s  kcuu. 

Enter  Isabella  and  Nurte :  Isabslla'i  &th 
son  at  play  upon  thejtoor, 

Isa.  Sooner,  or  later,  all  things  pass  aws^, 
And  are  no  more.    The  beggir  and  the  \ai%f 
With  equal  steps,  tread  forward  to  their  eod: 
The  reconciling  grave  swallows  dbtinctioo  k^ 

that  made  us  foes. 
Though  they  appear  of  different  natures  ooir, 
They  meet  at  last ; 

Then  all  alike  lie  down  in  peace  together. 
When  will  that  hour  of  peace  arrive  for  me? 

In  heaven  I  shall  find  it not  in  heaven, 

If  my  old  tyrant  father  can  dispose 
Of  things  above — but,  there,  his  interest 
May  be  poor  as  mine,  and  vrant  a  friend 
As  much  as  I  do  here.  [Wetpi^> 

Nurse.  Good  madam,  be  comforted. 

Isa,  Do  I  deserve  to  be  this  outo^^it  wrecdi; 
Abandoned  thus,  and  lost?  But  'tis  my  kt, 
The  will  of  Heaven,  and  I  must  not  oomphin: 
I  will  not  for  myself:  let  me  bear  all 
The  violence  of  your  wrath ;  but  spare  mj  cbiM ! 
Let  not  my  sins  be  visited  on  him ! 
They  are,  they  must ;  a  general  ruin  faUs 
On  every  thing  about  me :  thou  art  lost, 
Poor  nurse,  by  being  near  me. 

"Nurse.  I  can  wo(k,  or  be^  to  do  you  scnioe. 

Isa.  Could  I  fofget 
What  I  have  been,  I  might  the  better  beir 
What  I  am  destined  to :  I  am  not  the  first 
That  have  been  wretched :   bat  to  tkiok  ha» 

much 
I  have  been  happier !  Wild  hurrying  thoii|M> 
Start  every  way  from  my  distracted  sooi, 
To  find  out  hope,  and  only  meet  despair. 
What  answer  nave  I  ? 

Enter  Sampsok. 

Samp.  Why  truly,  very  little  to  the  pBi|WCj 
like  a  Je^v  as  he  is,  he  says  you  have  bad 
already  than  the  jewels  are  worth:  he 
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yott  would  ntfaer  think  of  redeeming  tbem,  dian 
expect  any  more  monej  upon  them. 

[Exit  Sampton* 
ha.  ^  Tery  well^^- 
So:  poverty  at  home,  and  debts  abroad ! 
My  present  fortune  bad ;  my  hopes  yet  worse ! 
What  will  become  of  me  ? 
This  rin^  is  all  I  have  left  of  value  now : 
Twas  given  me  by  my  husband :  his  first  gift 
Upon  our  marriage :  I  have  always  kept  it, 
With  my  best  care,  the  treasure  next  my  life : 
And  now  but  part  with  it  to  support  life, 
M^ch  only  can  be  dearer.    Take  it,  nurse ; 
rrwill  stop  the  cries  of  hunger  for  a  time. 
Provide  us  bread,  and  bring  a  short  reprieve, 
To  put  off  the  bad  day  of  beggarv. 
That  will  oome  on  too  soon.    Take  care  of  it : 
Manage  it  as  the  last  remaining  friend 
That  would  relieve  us.   [Exit  Num.'\  Heaven 

can  only  tell 
Where  we  shall  find  another— My  dear  boy ! 
The  labour  of  his  birth  was  lighter  to  me 
Than  of  my  fondness  now ;  my  fears  for  him 
Are  worse,  than  in  that  hour  of  hovering  death. 

They  coold  be  for  mytelf He  minds  me  not. 

His  little  sp6rts  have  taken  up  his  thoughts : 
Oh,  may  they  never  feel  the  pangs  of  mine ! 
Thinking  will  make  me  mad :  why  must  I  think, 
When  no  thought  brings  me  comfort? 

Nuru  returns, 

Nurse.  Oh,  madam!  you  are  utterly  ruined 
and  undone ;  your  creditors  of  all  kinds  are  come 
in  upon  you :  they  have  mustered  up  a  regiment 
of  rogues,  that  are  come  to  plunder  your  house, 
and  seize  upon  all  you  have  in  the  world ;  they 
are  below.     What  will  you  do,  madam  ? 

lio.  Do  !  nothing ;  no,  for  I  am  born  to  suf- 
fer. 

Enter  Carlos  to  her. 

Car.  Oh,  sister !  can  1  call  you  by  that  name,  i 
^nd  be  the  son  of  this  inhuman  man, 
bveterate  to  your  ruin  ?  Do  not  think 

am  a-kin  to  his  barbarity : 

must  abhor  my  father's  usage  of  you ; 
Lnd  from  mj  bleeding  honest  heart  must  pity, 
*ity  your  lost  condition.    Can  you  think 
)f  any  way  that  I  may  serve  you  in } 
kit  what  emrages  most  my  sense  of  grief, 
iy  sorrow  for  your  wrongs,  is,  that  my  father, 
ore-kaowiDg  well  the  storm  that  was  to  fall, 
las  ordered  fne  not  to  appear  for  you. 

/as.  I  thank  voor  pity ;  my  poor  husband  fell 
or  ciisobejing  him;  do  not  you  stay 
o  venture  his  displeasure  too  for  me. 

Car.  You  must  resolve  on  something— » 

[Exit, 

ha.  Let  my  fate 

etermine  for  me ;  I  shall  be  prepared. 
lie  worst  that  can  befall  me,  is  to  die :  [A  noise. 
'hen  oDce  it  oomes  to  that,  it  matters  not 


Which  way  'tis  brought  about :  whether  I  starve. 
Or  h^g,  or  drown,  die  end  is  still  the  same ; 
Plagues,  poison,  famine,  are  but  several  names 
Of  the  same  thing,  and  all  conclude  in  dcadi. 
But  sudden  death !  Oh,  for  a  sudden  death. 
To  cheat  my  persecutors  of  their' hopes, 
The  expected  pleasure  of  beholding  me 
Lon^  in  my  pains,  lingering  in  misery. 
It  will  not  be,  that  is  denied  me  too. 
Hark !  they  are  coming ;  let  the  torrent  roar  I 
It  can  but  overwhelm  me  in  its  fall; 
And  life  and  death  are  now  alike  to  me. 

[£raia^  the  nurse  leading  the  child. 

SCENE  m. — Opensj  and  shews  CAiLLOi[and 
VxLLEROY  with  the  officers. 

Vil.  No  farther  violence 

The  debt  in  all  is  but  four  thousand  crowns : 
Were  it  ten  times  the  sum,  I  think  you  know 
My  fortune  very  well  can  answer  it 
You  have  my  word  for  this :  I  will  see  you  paid. 

OjffL  That  5  as  much  as  we  can  desire :   so  we 
have  the  money,  no  matter  whence  it  comes. 

Vil.  To-morrow  you  shall  ha\'e  it. 

Car.  Thus  far  all's  well 

Enter  Isabella,  and  nurse,  with  the  child. 

And  now  my  sister  comes  to  crown  the  work. 

[Aside. 
Isa.  Where  are  the  raving  blood-hounds,  that 

eursue 
cry,  gaping  to  swallow  me  ? 
I  meet  your  rage,  and  come  to  be  devoured : 
Say,  which  way  are  you  to  dispose  of  me  ? 
To  dungeons,  darkness,  death ! 

Car.  Have  patience. 

Isa.  Patience! 

OJH.  You  will  excuse  us,  we  are  but  in  our  of- 
fice: 
Debts  must  be  paid. 

Isa.  My  deatn  will  pay  you  all.  [Distractedfy. 

OJi  While  there  is  law  to  be  had,  people  will 
have  their  own. 

ViL  Tis  very  fit  they  should;  but  pray  be 
gone. 
To-morrow  certainly [Exeunt  officers. 

Isa.  What  of  to-morrow  ? 
Am  I  then  the  sport. 

The  game  of  fortune,  and  her  laughine  fools  ? 
The  common  spectacle,  to  be  exposed 
From  day  to  day,  and  baited  for  the  mirth 
Of  the  lewd  rabble  ?  Must  I  be  reserved 
For  fresh  afflicdons? 

Vil.  For  long  happiness 
Of  life,  I  hope. 

Isa.  There  is  no  hope  for  me. 
The  load  glows  light,  when  we  resolve  to  bear: 
I  am  ready  for  my  trial. 

Car.  Pray  be  calm. 
And  know  your  friends. 

'Isa.  My  friends !  Have  I  a  friend  ? 
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Car.  A  faithful  friend;  in  yooreztremest  need, 
Villeroj  came  in  to  save  you 

ha.  Save  roe !  How  ? 

Car.  By  satisfying  all  yoar  creditors. 

ha.  Which  way?  For  what? 

Vii.  Let  me  be  understood. 
And  then  condemn  me :  you  have  given  me  leave 
To  be  your  friend ;  and  in  that  only  name 
I  now.  appear  before  you.    I  could  wish 
There  had  been  no  occasion  for  a  friend, 
Because  I  know  you  kate  to  be  obliged ; 
And  sdll  more  loth  to  be  obliged  by  me. 

ha.  'Twas  that  I  would  avoid [Aside, 

ViL  I  am  most  unhappy  that  my  services 
Can  be  suspected  to  design  upon  you ; 
I  have  no  farther  ends  than  to  redeem  you 
From  fortune's  wrongs ;  to  shew  myself  at  last, 
What  I  have  long  professed  to  be,  your  friend : 
Allow  me  that ;  and  to  convince  you  more 
That  I  intend  only  your  interest. 
Forgive  what  I  have  done,  and  in  amends 
(If  that  can  make  you  any,  that  can  please  you) 
I  will  tear  myself  for  ever  from  my  hopes. 
Stifle  this  flaming  pas»on  in  ray  soul, 
Tnat  has  so  long  broke  out  to  trouble  you, 
And  mention  my  unlucky  love  no  more. 

ha.  This  generosity  will  ruin  me.  [Aside. 

Vii.  >(ay,  if  the  blessing  of  my  looking  on  you 
Disturbs  your  peace,  I  will  do  all  1  can 
To  keep  away,  and  never  see  you  more. 

Car.  You  must  not  go. 

Vii.  Could  Isabella  speak 
Those  few  short  words,  I  should  be  rooted  here, 
And  never  move  but  upon  her  commands. 

Car.  Speak  to  him,  sister  ;  do  not  throw  away 
A  fortune  that  invites  you  to  be  happy. 
In  your  extremity  he  begs  your  love ; 
And  has  deserved  it  nobly.    Think  upon 
Your  lost  condition,  helpless  and  alone. 
Though  now  you  have  a  friend,  the  time  must 

come 
That  you  will  want  one ;  him  you  may  secure 
To  be  a  friend,  a  father,  husband  to  you. 

Isa.  A  husband ! 

Car.  You  have  discharged  your  duty  to  the 
dead. 
And  to  the  living ;  ^tis  a  wilfulness 
Not  to  give  way  to  your  necessities^ 
That  force  vou  to  this  marriage. 

Nurse,  what  must  become  of  this  poor  inno- 
cence ?  [7b  the  child. 

Car.  He  wants  a  father  to  protect  his  youth, 
And  rear  him  up  to  virtue :  yon  must  bear 
The  future  blame,  and  answer  to  the  world. 
When  ^ou  refuse  the  easy  honest  means 
Of  takmg  care  of  him. 

Nurse.  Of  him  and  me, 
And  every  one  that  must  depend  upon  you : 
Unless  you  please  now  to  provide  for  as, 
We  must  all  perish. 

Car.  Nor  would  I  press  you— 

Ita.  Do  not  think  I  need 


Your  reason^  to  oonfirtniiiy  gratkade; 

I  have  a  soul  that's  truly  sensuile 

Of  your  great  worth,  and  busy  to  oootnTe, 

[19  Viuercy. 
If  possible^  to  make  yoo  a  retom. 

ViL  Oh !  eaailY  possible  ! 

Isa.  It  cannot  oe  your  w»f :  mypleasaresafC 
Buried,  and  cold  in  ray  dead  hnsband'a  give; 
And  I  should  wrong  the  lnith«  rayielf,s«l  yoa, 
To  say  that  I  can  ever  love  again. 
I  owe  this  declaration  to  myself: 
But,  as  a  proof  that  1  owe  ul  to  yon. 
If,  after  what  I  have  said,  too  can  resolve 
To  think  me  worth  your  love— Where  aa  I 

going? 
You  cannot  think  it;  'tis  impoaaiUe. 

ViL  Impossible! 

Isa.  You  should  not  ask  me  mm,  oordboald  I 
grant; 
I  am  so  much  obliged,  that  to  oonseat 
Would  want  a  name  to  recommend  die  gift: 
'Twould  show  me  poor,  indebted,  and  oompdled, 
Designing,  mercenary ;  and  I  know 
You  would  not  wish  to  think  I  could  be  boo^ 

ViL  Be  bought !   where  is  the  ptioe  that  ca 
pretend 
To  bargain  for  yoo !  Not  in  fortane's  power, 
llie  joys  of  Heaven  and  love  must  be  bestovcd; 
They  are  not  to  be  sold,  and  cannoi  be  desetvPcL 

Isa.  Some  other  time  I  will  hear  yoo  on  Uas 
subject. 

VU.  Nay,  then,  there  is  no  time  so  fit  for  me. 

[FoUmimg  kr. 
Since  you  consent  to  bear  me,  hear  me  now ; 
That  you  may  grant :  you  we  above 
The  little  forms  which  circumscribe  your  sei ; 
We  dififer  but  in  time,  let  tliat  be  mine. 

ha.  You  think  fit 
To  get  the  better  of  me,  and  yon  shall ; 
Since  yon  will  have  it  so        I  will  be  yourk. 

VU.  I  take  you  at  your  word. 

Isa.  I  give  you  all-- — 
My  hand ;  and  would  I  had  a  heart  to  give ! 
But  if  it  ever  can  return  again, 
Tis  wholly  yours. 

ViL  Oif  ecstacy  of  joy ! 
Leave  tliat  to  me.    If  all  my  service^ 
If  prosperous  days,  and  kindi  indulging  nights, 
If  all  that  man  can  fondly  say  or  do. 
Can  beget  love,  love  shall  be  born  again. 
Oh,  Carlos !  now  my  friend,  and  br^her  loo ! 
And,  nurse,  I  have  etermd  thaaks  for  thee. 
Send  for  the  priest 

[Nnrae  goes  estt  w  haste 
This  night  you  must  be  mine. 
Let  roe  conamand  in  dus,  and  ^  my  life 
Shall  be  devoted  to  you. 

/so.  On  your  word. 
Never  to  press  me  to  put  off  ihese  wceiK 
Which  best  become  my  melandwly  thoofhc^ 
Yoo  shall  command  me, 

ViL  Witness  Heaven  and  earth 
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AniostiDT  Mnil,  when  I  do  any  thins 

Car,  1  long  to  wish  you  joy. 

Fi/.  Tou'll  be  a  witoew  or  my  happiness^ 


Car,  For  once  TU  be  my  uster's  father. 
And  ore  her  to  you. 

Fil  Next  my  laabella. 
Be  near  my  heart :  I  am  for  ever  yours,  [i&reauif . 


ACT    IIL 


SCENE  L^CoMMl  BAinwiN's  Aome. 

Enltr  Count  Baldwin  and  Carlos. 

C.  BaUL  Married  to  Villero^,  sa/st  thou? 
Car.  Yes,  my  lord. 
Lut  night  the  priest  performed  his  holy  offioe. 
And  made  them  qne. 

C.  haid.  Misfortune  join  diem ! 
And  niaf  her  violated  vows  pull  down 
A  lasting  corse,  a  constancy  of  sorrow. 
On  both  their  heads  !-^I  have  not  vet  forgot 
Thy  slighted  passion,  the  refused  alliance ; 
But  having  her,  we  are  revenged  at  full. 
Hcavco  will  pursue  her  still,  and  VlUeroy 
Share  the  juoeinents  she  calls  down. 

Car,  Soon  he'll  hate  her. 
Though  warm  and  violent  in  his  raptures  now. 
When  full  enjoyment  palls  his  sickened  sense, 
And  reason,  with  satiety,  returns, 
Her  cold  constrained  acceptance  of  his  hand 
Will  gall  his  pride,  which  (though  of  late  o'er- 

powered 
By  stronger  paasions)  will,  as  they  grow  weak, 
Rise  in  full  force,  and  pour  its  vengeance  on  her. 
C  Bald,  Now,  Carlos,  take  example  to  thy  aid ! 
Let  Biron's  disobedience,  and  the  curse 
He  took  into  his  bosom,  prove  a  warning, 
A  monitor  to  thee,  to  keep  thy  duty 
Firm  and  unshaken. 

Car,  May  those  rankling  wounds^ 
Which  Biron's  disobedience  gave  my  father, 
Be  healed  by  me  ! 

C.  Bald:  With  tears  I  thank  thee,  Carlos 

%nd  maySt  thou  ever  feel  those  inward  joys. 
Thy  duty  gives  thy  father — but,  my  son, 
^Ve  most  not  let  resentment  choak  our  justice ; 
Tis  6t  that  Villeroy  know  he  has  no  claim 

PrDm  me,  in  right  of  Isabella Biron 

Whose  name  brings  tears)^  when  wedded  to  this 

woman, 
h  me  abandoned,  sunk  the  little  fortune 
iis  uncle  left,  in  vanity  and  fondness : 
am  possest  of  those  your  brother's  papers, 
Vhich  now  are  Villeroy's ;  and  should  aug^t  re- 
main, 
n  juMice  it  is  his;  from  me  to  him 
tm  shall  convey  them-— ^follow  me,  and  take 
them.  [Ejrit  C.  Baldwin. 

Car.  Yes^  I  vvill  take  them;  but  ere  I  part 

with  them, 
will  lie  sure  my  interest  will  not  suffer 
W  these  his  hitch,  refined,  fantastic  notions 
^  CY^uity  and  right — ^What  a  parados 


Is  man !  My  father  here,  who  boasts  his  honour. 
And  even  but  now  was  warm  in  praise  of  justice. 
Can  steel  his  heart  against  the  widow's  tears. 
And  infantas  wants;  the  widow  and  the  infant 
Of  Biron ;  of  his  son,  his  favourite  son. 
Tis  ever  thus  weak  minds,  who  court  opinion. 
And  dead  to  virtuous  feeling,  hide  their  wants 
In  pompous  affectation* — Now  to  Villeroy 
Ere  this  his  friends,  for  he  is  much  beloved, 
Crowd  to  his  house,  and  with  their  nuptial  songs 
Awake  tlie  wedded  pair :  111  join  the  throng. 
And  in  my  face,  at  least,  bear  joy  and  friendship. 

[JBnt. 

SCENE  II.— il  Aa/ZinViLLEROY's  houie.  A  hand 
rfmksiCf  with  the  friends  o/*  Villeroy. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ut  F.  Where's  your  master,  my  good  friend? 

Ser,  Within,  sir. 
Preparing  for  the  welcome  of  his  friends. 

Itt  F.  Acquaint  him  we  are  here  :  yet  stay. 
The  voice  of  music  gently  shall  surprise  him, 
And  breathe  our  salutations  to  his  ear. 
Strike  up  the  strain  to  Villeroy's  happiness, 
To  Isabella's — But  he's  here  already. 

Enter  Villeroy. 

ViL  My  friends,  let  me  embrace  yon : 
Welcome  all 
What  means  this  preparation  ?  [Seeing  the  music, 

Ut  F.  A  slight  token 
Of  our  best  wishes  for  your  growing  happiness-^ 
You  must  permit  our  friendsliip— 

Fii.  You  oblige  me 

1st  F.  But  your  lovely  bride, 
That  wonder  of  her  sex,  she  must  appear, 
And  add  new  brightness  to  this  happy  morning. 

ViL  She  is  not  yet  prepared ;  anu  let  her  will. 
My  worthiest  friend,  determine  her  behaviour ; 
To  win,  and  not  to  forre,  her  disposition. 
Has  been  my  seven  years  task.    She  will,  anon, 
Speak  welcome  to  you  all.    The  music  stays. 

[Villeroy  tmd  his  Friends  §tat  themselves. 

EPITHALAMIUM. 

AIR. 

Woman.      Let  all,  let  all  he  gay^ 

Begin  the  rapturous  lay  ; 
httt  mirth,  let  mirth  and  joy, 
Each  happy  hour  employ 
Ofthisjair  bridal  thy. 
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Manj     iTe  love-dinged  hourty  yourJUghtf 
Your  downy  flight  prepare,  « 
Bring  every  tcfi  delight 

To  toothe  the  brave  and  fair. 
Hail,  happy  pair,  thus  in  each  other  blest ; 
Be  everfreefrqm  care,  of  every  joy  possessed! 

Vil,  I  thank  jou  for  this  proof  of  your  affection : 
I  am  so  much  transported  with  the  thoughts 
Of  what  I  am,  I  know  not  what  I  do. 
My  Isabella ! — ^but  possesang  her. 
Who  would  not  lose  himself? You'll  pardon 

Oh !  there  was  nothing  wanting  to  my  %ou1, 
But  the  kind  wishes  of  my  loving  friends- 


But  our  collation  waits':  where's  Carlos  now  ? 
Methinks  I  am  but  half  myself  without  him. 

^d  F.  This  is  wonderful !  Married  a  night  and 
U  da^,  and  yet  in  raptures ! 

V%L  Oh !  when  you  all  get  wives^  and  such  as 
mine 
(If  such  another  woman  can  be  found), 
You  will  rave  too,  dote  on  the  dear  content. 
And  prattle  in  their  praise  out  of  all  bounds. 
I  cannot  speak  my  bliss !  Tis  in  my  head, 
Tis  in  my  heart,  and  takes  up  all  my  soul 
The  labour  of  my  fancy.    You'll  pardon  me; 
About  some  twelve  months  hence  I  may  begin 
To  speak  plain  sense — Walk  in,  and  honour  Ae. 

Enter  Isabella. 

My  Isabella !  Oh,  the  joy  of  my  heart. 
That  I  have  leave,  at  last,  to  call  you  mine ! 
When  I  give  up  that  title  to  the  charms 
Of  any  other  wish,  be  nothing  mine : 
But  let^me  look  upon  you,  view  you  well. 
This  is  a  welcome  gallantry  indeed  ! 
I  durst  not  ask,  but  it  was  kind  to  grant, 
Just  at  this  time ;  dispensing  with  your  dress 
Upon  this  second  day  to  greet  our  friends. 

Isa.  Black  might  be  ominous ; 
I  would  not  bring  ill  luck  along  with  me. 

ViL  Oh!  if  your  melancholy  thoughts  could 
.    change 
With  shifting  of  your  dres»— Time  has  done  cures 
Incredible  this  way,  and  may  again. 

laa,  I  could  liave  wished,  if  you  had  thought 
it  fit. 
Our  marriage  had  not  been  so  public. 

ViL  Do  not  you  grudge  me  my  excess  of  love ; 
That  was  a  cause  it  could  not  be  concealed : 
Besides,  it  wottld  injure  the  opinion 
I  have  of  my  good  k>rtune,  having  you. 
And  lessen  it  in  other  peoples'  thoughts. 
Busy,  ou  such  occasions,  to  enquire, 
Had  it  been  private. 

Isa.  J  have  no  more  to  say. 

Enter  Carlos. 

ViL  My  Carlos  too^  who  came  in  to  the  sup- 
port 
Of  01^  Mid  fortunei  has  an  honest  right. 


In  better  thnes,  to  share  the  ^ood  widi  vs. 

Car.  1  come  to  daim  tliat  right,  to  share  yonr 
joy; 
To  wish  you  jdy ;  and  find  it  in  myself  f 
For  a  friend's  happiness  reflects  a  warmdi, 
A  kindly  comfort,  into  every  heart 
That  is  not  envious. 

VtL  He  roust  be  a  friend. 
Who  is  ndt  envious  of  a  happiness 
So  absolute  as  mine ;  but  it  you  are 
(As  I  have  reason  to  believe  you  are) 
Concerned  for  my  well-bemg,  there's  die  cause; 
Thank  hdi^  for  what  I  am,  and  what  must  be. 

[Mkm 
I  see  you  mean  a  second  entertainment. 
My  dearest  Isabella,  you  must  hear 
The  raptures  of  ray  friends;  from  thee  tfaey  i 
Thy  virtues  have  diffused  themselves  armmd. 
And  made  them  all  as  happy  as  myself. 

Isa.  I  feel  their  favours  with  a  grateful  heai^ 
And  willingly  comply. 

RECITATIVE. 

Take  the  gifts  the  gods  intend  ye; 

Grateful  meet  the  proffered  joy  : 
Truth  and  honour  shall  attend  ye; 

Charms  that  n£er  can  chtsnge  orcky. 

DUETTO. 


Man.       Oh,  the  natures  of 

Taking  beauty  to  thy  arms  / 

Woman.  OA,  the  joy ,  the  lasting  blessings 
When  with  virtue  beauty 

Man.        Purer  flames  shall  gently  warm  ye  ; 

Woman.  Lwe  and  honour  both  shall  ckanm  thte. 

Both.        OA,  the  raptures  of,  S^c.  4rc. 

CHORUS. 

Far  from  hence  be  care  and  str^e. 
Far  the  pang  that  tortures  life  : 
May  the  circling  minutes  prove 
One  sweet  round  tf  peace  and  Itee  / 

Car..  Tia  fine,  indeed  ! 
You'll  take  my  advice  another  time,  sister. 

ViL  What  nave  you  done  ?  A  rising  anile 
Stole  from  her  thoughts,   just  red'ung  oo  her 

cheek, 
And  you  have  dashed  it 

Car,  Fm  sorry  for  it 

ViL  My  friends,  you  will  forgive  me^  when  I 
own, 
I  must  prefer  her  peace  to  all  the  worid. 
Come,  Isabella,  let  us  lead  the  way : 
Within  well  speak  our  welcome  to  oor  friendly 
And  crown  the  happy  festival  with  joy.  [Eieuat. 

SCENE  IIL-A  room. 

Enter  Sampson  and  nurse. 

Samp.  Aj,  many,  nurse,  here's  a  master  i» 
deed !  He  will  double  our  wages  for  us !  If  he 
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I  comes  on  as  fast  ^itk  mj  lady,  as  he  does 
with  bis  servantsy  we  are  all  in  the  way  to  be 
well  pleased. 

Nune,  He  ia  in  a  rare  humour ;  if  she  be  in 
as  good  a  odo 

&imp.  If  she  be,  marry,  we  may  even  say,  they 
have  begot  it  upon  one  another. 

Nune.  Well ;  why  do  not  you  go  back  aggdn 
to  your  old  count?  Vou  thought  your  throat  cut,  I 
warrant  you,  ^  be  turned  out  of  a  nobleman's 
serrice.  . 

Samp,  For  the  future,  I  will  never  serve  in  a 
boose  where  the  master  of  mistress  of  it  lie 
sii^Ie :  they  are  out  of  humour  with  every  body 
when  they  are  not  pleased  themselves.  Now, 
this  matrimony  makes  every  thing  go  well. 
There's  mirth  and  money  stirrine  a^ut,  when 
those  matters  go  as  they  should  do. 

Aiarse.  Indeed,  thb  matrimony,  Sampson 

Samp.  Ah,  nurse!  this  matrimony  is  a  very 
good  thing-- — but,  what,  now  my  lady  is  mar- 
lied,  I  hope  we  shall  have  company  come  to  the 
boose:  thiere's  something  always  coming  from 
one  gentleman  or  other  upon  those  occasions,  if 
my  lady  loves  company.  This  feasting  looks 
well,  Nurse. 

Nuru,  OdaOf  my  master  !  we  must  not  be 
seen.  [Eateunt, 

Enter  Villcrot  with  a  Utter y  and  Is/ibella. 

ViL  I  must  away  this  moment — see  his  let- 
ter, 
^ii;ned  bv  hinoself :  alas !  he  could  no  more; 
My  brother^s  desperate,  and  cannot  die 
Eo  peacBf  but  in  my  arms. 

ifo.  So  suddenly ! , 

ViL    Suddenly  taken,  on  the  road  to  Brus* 
sels; 
To  do  us  honour,  love ;  unfortunate  ! 
fbus  to  be  torn  from  thee,  and  all  those  charms, 
liough  oold  to  me  and  dc»d. 

Jsa.  Vuk  sorry  for  the  cause. 

Fi/.  Ob  !  could  I  think, 
ould  I  persuade  mvself  that  your  concern 
or. me,  or  for  my  absence,  were  the  springs 
be  founttiin  of  these  melancholy  thoughts, 
[y  heaurt  would  dance,  spite  of  the  sad  occa- 


nd  be 
ut — 


gpy  companion  m  my  Journey; 


Enter  CAnuosfrom  tnpper. 

My  good  Carlos,  why  have  you  left  my  friends? 

Car.  They  are  departed  home. 
They  saw  some  sudden  melancholy  news 
Had  stolen  the  lively  colour /rom  your  check 
You  had  withdrawn,  the  bride,  alarmed,  had  fok 

lowed: 
Mere  ceremony  had  been  constraint;  and  thu 
Good*natured  rudeness 

ViL  Was  the  more  obliging. 
There,  Carlos,  is  the  cause.       [Gives  the  letter. 

Car.  Unlucky  accident ! 
The  Archbishop  of  Malins,  your  worthy  brother^ 
With  him  to-night !  Sister,  will  you  permit  it? 

ViL  It  must  be  so. 

ha.  You  hear  it  must  be  so. 

FtX  Oh,  that  it  must! 

Car.  To  leave  your  bride  so  soon ! 

Vil.  But  having  the  possession  of  my  lore^ 
I  am  the  better  able  to  support 
My  absence,  in  the  hopes  of  my  return. 

Car.  Your  stay  will  be  but  sliort  ? 

ViL  It  will  seem  long ! 
The  longer  that  my  Isabella  sighs : 
I  shall  be  jealous  of  this  rival,  grief, 
Hiat  you  indulge  and  fondle  in  my  absence. 
It  takes  so  full  possession  of  thy  heart. 
There  is  not  room  enough  for  mighty  love, 

JSafer  Servant^  and  bows. 

My  horses  wait :  farewell,  my  love !  You,  Carlos^ 
Will  act  a  brother^s  part,  'till  I  return. 
And  be  the  guardian  iiere.    All,  all  I  have, 
That^s  dear  to  me,  I  ^ve  up  to  your  care. 

Car.  And  I  receive  her  as  tf  friend  and  bro- 
ther^ 

ViL  Nay,  stir  not,  love !  for  the  night  ur  is 
cold, 
And  the  dews  fall — Here  be  our  end  of  parting ; 
Carlos  will  see  me  to  my  horse. 

[Exit  with  Carlot. 

Ita.  Oh,  may  thy  brother  better  all  thy  hopes! 
Adieu. 
A  sudden  melancholy  bakes  my  blood ! 

For^ve  me,  Villeroy ^I  do  not  find 

That  cheerful  gratitude  thy  service  a^  t 

Yet,  if  I  know  my  heart,  imd  sure  I  do^ 

Hjs  not  averse  from  honest  obligation. 

ni  to  my  chamber,  and  to  bed ;  my  mind. 

My  haraissed  mind,  is  weary.  [Exit, 
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SCENE  Ir-The  Street. 


Enter  Biron  and  Belford,  jutt  arrived, 

Bir.  The  loagest  day  will  have  an  end ;  we 
are  got  home  at  last. 

j£/.  We  have  got  our  legs  at  liberty ;  and  li- 
berty is  home  wherever  we  go ;  though  mine  lies 
most  in  England. 

£»>,  Pray  let  me  call  this  vours :  for  what  I 
can  command  in  Brussels,  you  shall  find  your  own. 
I  have  a  father  here,  who,  perhaps,  after  seven 
years  absence,  and  costing  him  nothing  in  my 
travels,  may  be  glad  to  see  me.  You  know  my 
story — How  does  my  disguise  become  me  2 

BeL  Just  as  you  would  have  it;  'tis  natural, 
and  will  conceal  you, 

Bir,  TcMoorrow  you  shall  be  sure  to  find  me 
here,  as  early  as  you  please.  This  is  the  house ; 
you  have  observed  the  street 

B^L  I  warrant  you ;  I  have  not  many  visits  to 
make  before  I  come  t/o  you. 

Bir,  To-night  I  have  some  affiurs  that  will  ob- 
lige me  to  be  in  private. 

BeL  A  good  bed  is  the  privatest  afiair  that  I 
desire  to  l^ encaged  in  to-night;  your  directionb 
will  carry  me  to  my  lodgings.  JExit. 

Bir,  Good  night,  my  friend.  [Knockt. 

The  long  expected  moment  is  arrived ! 
And  if  sdl  here  is  well,  my.past  sorrows 
Will  only  heighten  my  excess  of  joy ; 
And  nothing  will  remain  to  wish  or  hope  for ! 

[Knocks  again. 

Enter  Sampson. 

Samp,  Who's  there !  What  would  you  have  ? 

Bir.  Is  your  lady  at  home,  friend  ? 

Samp,  why,  truly,  friend,  it  is  my  employment 
to  answer  impertinent  questions:  but,  for  my 
lady's  being  at  home,  or  no,  that's  just  as  my  la- 
dy pleases. 

Bir.  But  how  shall  I  know  whether  it  pleases 
her  or  no  ? 

Samp.  Why,  if  you  will  take  my  word  for  it, 
you  may  carry  your  errand  back  again ;  she  ne- 
ver pleases  to  see  any  body  at  this  time  of  night 
that  she  does  not  know ;  and  by  your  dress  and 
appearance  I  am  sure  you  must  be  a  stranger  to 
her. 

Bir.  But  I  have  business;  and  you  don't 
know  how  that  may  please  her. 

Samp.  Nay,  if  you  have  business,  she  is  the 
best  judge  whedier  your  business  will  please  her 
or  no ;  therefore  I  will  proceed  in  my  office,  and 
know  of  my  lady  whether  or  no  she  is  pleased  to 
be  at  home,  or  no—  [Going. 

^Enter  Nurse, 

Nur$e.  Who's  that  you  are  so  busy  withal? 
Methinks,  you  might  have  found  out  an  answer 


in  fewer  words;  \mt,  Sampsoiv  yoo  kwe  to  bear 
yourself  prate  sometimes^  as  weU  as  yoor  bettns. 
that  I  must  say  for  you.  Let  me  oook  to  Iwd. 
Who  would  you  sp^kk  with,  stnoger  f 

Bir.  With  you,  mistress,  if  you  oould  hdpine 
to  speak  to  your  lady. 

Nuru,  X  es,  sir,  I  can  help  ycm  in  a  ciN 
way :  but  can  nobody  do  your  business  bil  m? 
lady? 

Bir.  Not  so  well ;  bat  if  yon  caifj  her  Uba 
rinc,  she  will  know  my  businesa  better. 

Wane..  There's  no  love-letter  in  it,  I  hope; 
you  look  like  a  dvil  gentleman.  In  an  knot 
wa^  I  may  bring  you  an  answer.  [£n^. 

Bir.  My  old  nurse,  only  a  little  older  I  Thet 
say  the  tongue  grows  always:  mercy  on  vc! 
then  hers  is  seven  years  longer  siooe  I  lefi  her. 
Yet  there's  sbniethii^  in  these  serraata'  foBj 
pleases  me ;  the  cautioas  conduct  of  the  faiuiy 
appears,  and  speaks  in  their  imperciiieooe.  Wel^ 


I 


*Nur9e  returns. 

Nurte.  I  have  delivered  your  rim^  ar.  Piaj 
Heaven  vou  bring  no  bad  news  along  with  yon  \ 
Bir.  Quite  the  contrary,  I  hope. 
Nurse.  Nay,  I  hope  so  too ;  but  my  b4[^ 
very  much  surprised  when  I  gave  it  her..  Sv,  I 
am  but  a  servant,  as  a  body  may  say;  bat  if 
ou  walk  in,  that  I  may  shut  the  doors,  for  «c 
eep  very  orderly  hours,  I  oan  shew  yon  i»io  tbe 
parlour,  and  help  you  to  an  answery  perha|w  s» 
soon  as  those  that  are  iviser.  [EnmrnL 

SCENE  U,-^A  eimnbtr. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Iso.  I  have  beard  of  witches,  magic  spetb^aai 
charms, 
That  have  made  natore  start  from  her  M  ooone : 
The  sun  Iws  been  eclipsed,  the  moon  drawn  da«a 
From  her  career,  still  paler,  and  subdued 
To  the  abuses  of  this  under  world ! 
Now,  I  believe  all  possible.    This  rin^ 
This  little  ring,  witn  necromantie  forae^ 
Has  raised  the  ghost  of  pleasure  to  my  fears : 
Conjured  the  sense  of  honour,  and  of  levc^ 
Into  such  shapes,  they  fri^t  me  from  aitjielf  I 
I  dare  not  think  of  tliem — 
m  call  you  when  I  want  you.  [Senmrnigeesotii. 

Enter  Nurse. 

Nurse.  Madam,  the  gentleman's  bdow. 
Isa.  1  had  forgot,  pray  let  me  speak  with  Ihb. 

^[EjUNmnt. 

This  ring  was  the  first  present  of  my  love 
To  Biron,  my  first  husband ;  I  must  blush 
To  think  I  Kave  a  second.    Biron  died 
(Still  to  my  loss)  at  Candy ;  title's  my  bop^- 

S 


SOUTHEBM.3 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


785 


Ob,  do  I  life  to  hope  thftt  he  died  there  ! 
It  most  be  m>  :  he's  dead,  aod  this  ring  left 
By  his  last  breath  to  some  known  faithful  frietfd. 
To  bring  me  back  again ; 

[JSiron  introdueed-^Nune  rttirti. 
That's  all  I  hare  to  trust  to— 
Mj  fears  were  woman's — I  have  viewed  him  all : 
And  lee  ine,  let  roe  say  it  to  myself, 
I  live  anun,  and  rise  but  from  his  tomb. 
BiV.  Have  yon  forgot  me  quite  } 
Isa,  Forgot  yott! 

Bir.  Tbea  farewell  my  disguise,  and  my  mis- 
fortunes! 
hy  Isabella ! 

[He  ^oes  to  her  ;  the  thriekSf  andfalh  in  a 
fvoofi.! 
luL  Ha! 

hir.  Oh !  oome  again ! 
Thy  Biron  summons  thee  to  life  and  love ; 
Once  I  had  charms  to  wake  tlieo : 
Thy  once  loved,  ever-loving  husband  calls — 
Thy  Biron  speaks  to  thee. 
litL  My  husband  !  Biron  ? 
Bir.  Excess  of  love  and  joy,  for  my  return. 
Has  overoowered  her.   I  was  to  blame 
To  take  my  sex's  softness  uupreparcd : 
But  sinking  thus,  thus  dying  \n  my  arms. 
This  ecstacy  has  made  ray  welcome  more 
Than  words  ootild  say :  words  may  be  Counter- 
feit, 
raise-coined,  and  current  only  from  the  tongue, 
Without  the  mind ;  but  passion's  in  the  soul, 
And  always  speaks  the  heart. 
Inu  Where  have  I  been !  Why  do  you  keep 
him  from  me  ? 
f  know  his  roice :  my  life  upon  the  wing, 
iere's  the  soft  lore  ttiat  brings  me  back  agaio ; 
T\M  he  himself,  my  Btton,  the  dear  man ! 
tfy  true-loved  husband  !  Do  I  hold  you  fast, 
Cever  to  part  ag»in  ?  Can  I  believe  it } 
Nothing  but  you  couVd  work  so  grvat  a  change ; 
Phere's  more  than  life  itself  in  dying  here, 
f  I  must  fall,  death's  welcome  in  these  arms. 
Bir,  live  ever  in  these  arms ! 
l$a.  But  pardon  me^ 
ilxcuse  the  wild  disorder  of  my  soul : 
be  joj,  the  strauge  surprising' joy  of  seeing  you, 
)f  seeing  yoa  again,  distrected  me— 
Bir,  Thou  everlasting  goodness ! 
lu.  Answer  me: 
Vhat  hand  of  Providence  has  brought  you  back 
^o  your  own  home  again  }  O,  satisfy 
'be  impatietice  of  myiieart :  I  long  to  know 
lie  story  of  your  sufferings.    You  would  think 
our  pleasures  sufferings,  so  long  removed 
'rom  Isabella's  love.    Bat  tell  me  all, 
'or  every  thooght  confounds  me. 
Bir,  My  best  life !  at  leisure,  all. 
/so.  We  thought  you  dead ;  killed  at  the  si^e 

of  Candy. 
Bir,  There  i  fell  among  the  dead ; 
3ut  hopes  of  life  reviving  from  my  wounds. 
Vol.  I. 


I  was  preserved  but  to  be  made  a  slave  t 
I  often  writ  to  my  hard  father,  but  never  had 
An  answer ;  I  wnt  to  thee  too 

Isa,  What  a  world  of  woe 
Had  been  prevented  but  in  hearing  from  you ! 

Bir,  Alas !  thou  oouldst  not  help  me ! 

l$a.  You  do  not  know  how  much  I  could  have 
done; 
At  least,  Fm  sure  I  could  have  suffered  all : 
I  would  have  sold  myself  to  slavery. 
Without  redemption ;  given  op  my  child. 
The  dearest  part  of  me,  to  basest  wants- 

Bir,  My  little  boy ! 

Jm.  Mv  life,  hot  to  have  heard 
You  were  alive — which  now,  too  late,  I  find. 

[Atide, 

Bir,  No  more,  my  love.    Complaining  of  the 
past. 
We  lose  the  present  joy.    Tis  ovtor  price 
Of  all  my  pams,  that  thus  we  meet  agpun 
I  have  a  thousand  things  to  say  to  thee 

ha.  Would  I  were  past  the  hearing !    [Ande. 

Bir,  How  does  my  child,  my  boy,  my  father 
too? 
I  hear  he's  living  still. 

Ita,  Well  both,  both  well ; 
And  may  he  prove  a  father  to  your  hopes, 
Though  we  have  found  him  none ! 

Bir,  Come,  no  more  tears. 

Isa,  Seven  long  years  of  sorrow  for  your  lo8% 
Have  mourned  wiili  me— 

Bir,  And  all  mv  days  behind 
Shall  be  employed  in  a  kind  recompence 
For  thy  afflictions. — Can't  I  see  my  hoy  ? 

Ita,  He's  gone  to  bed :  FU  have  him  brought 
to  you. 

Bir,  To-morrow  I  shall  see  him ;  I  want  rest 
Myself,  after  this  weary  pilgrimage. 

Isa, .  Alas !  what  shall  I  get  for  you } 

Bir,  Nothing  but  rest,  my  love !   To»night  I 
*  would  not 
Be  known,  if  possible,  to  your  family : 
I  see  m  V  nurse  is  with  jou ;  her  welcome 
Would  be  tedious  at  this  time ; 
To-morrow  will  do  better. 

Isa,  Fit  dispose  of  her,  and  order  every  thing 
As  you  would  have  it  [Exit. 

iir.  Grant  me  but  life,  good  Heaven,  aod  give 
the  means, 
To  make  this  wondrous  goodness  some  amends : 
And  let  me  then  forget  her,  if  I  can ! 
O !  she  deserves  of  me  much  more  than  I 
Can  lose  for  her,  though  1  again  could  venture 
A  father,  and  his  fortune,  for  her  love ! 
You  wretched  fathers,  blind  as  fortune  all ! 
Not  to  perceive  that  such  a  woman's  worth 
Weighs  down   the  portions  you  provkie  ydur 

sons: 
What  is  your  trash,  what  all  your  heaps  of  gold. 
Compared  to  this,  my  heart-felt  happiness } 

[Bunts  into  ttott. 
What  has  she,  in  my  absence,  undergone  ? 
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I  must  not  think  of  that ;  it  drives  me  back 
Upon  mjself,  the  fatal  cause  of  all. 

Isabella  returm, 

ha.  I  have  obeyed  your  pleasure ; 
Every  thing  is  ready  for  you. 

Bir.  I  can  want  nothing  here ;  possessing  thee, 
All  my  desires  are  carried  to  their  aim 
Of  happiness;  there's  no  room  for  a  wish. 
But  to  continue  still  this  blessing  to  me : 
I  know  the  way,  my  love ;  I  shiul  sleep  sound, 

Zm.  Shall  I  attend  you  ^ 

•  Bir.  By  no  means; 
I've  been  so  long  a  slave  to  others'  pride, 
To  learn,  at  least,  to  wait  upon  myself; 
You'll  make  haste  after [Goes  in. 

Isa.  I'll  but  say  my  prayers,  and  follow  you — 
My  prayers !  no,  I  must  never  pray  again. 
Prayers  have  tlieir  blessings  to  reward  our  hopes, 
But  I  hav^  nothing  left  to  hope  for  more. 
What  Heaven  could  give,  I  have  enjoyed ;  but 

now 
The  baneful  planet  rises  on  my  fate. 
And  what's  to  come  is  a  long  line  of  woe. 

Yet  I  may  shorten  it 

I  promised  him  to  follow — him ! 
Is  he  without  a  name  ?  Biron,  my  husband. 
To  follow  him  to  bed  -my  nusband  !  ha ! 

What  then  is  Villeroy  ?  But  yesterday 
That  very  bed  received  him  for  its  lord, 
Yet  a  warm  witness  of  my  broken  vows. 
Oh,  Biron,  hadst  thou  come  but  one  day  sooner, 
I  would  have  followed  thee  tlirough  be^ry, 
Through  all  the  chances  of  tliis  weary  hfe : 
Wandered  the  many  ways  of  wretchedness 
With  thee,  to  find  a  hospitable  grave ; 
JPor  that's  the  only  bed  that's  left  me  now. 

[Weeping. 
——What's  to  be  done  ?— for  something  must  be 

done. 
Two  husbands !  yet  not  one !  By  both  enjoyed, 

And  yet  a  .wife  to  neither !  Hold  my  brain-: 

This  IS  to  live  in  conmidn !  Very  beuts, 

That  welcome  all  they  meet,  make  just  such 

wives. 
My  reputation !  Oh,  'twas  all  was  left  me ! 
The  virtuous  pride  of  an  uncensured  life ; 
Which  the  dividing  tongues  of  Biron's  wrongs, 
And  Villeroy's  resentments,  tear  asunder. 
To  §pr^  the  throats  of  the  blaspheming  rabble. 
This  is  the  best  of  wliat  can  come  to-morrow, 
Besides  old  Baldwin's  triumph  in  my  rain : 
I  cannot  bear  it 

Therefore  no  morrow :  Ha !  a  lucky  thought 
Works  the  right  way  to  rid  me  of  them  all ; 
All  the  reproaches,  infamies,  and  scorns. 
That  every  tongue  and  finger  will  find  for  me. 
Let  the  just  horror  of  my  apprehensions 
But  keep  me  warm — ^no  matter  what  can  come. 
Tis  but  a  blow — ^yct  I  will  sec  him  first- 
Have  a  last  look  to  heighten  my  despair, 
And  then  to  ret»t  for  ever. 


Biron  meets  her. 

Bir.  Despair  and  rest  for  ever !  Isibella! 
These  words  arc  far  from  thy  cundidoo, 
And  be  they  ever  so  !  I  heard  thy  voice. 
And  could   not  bear  thy  absence:  ooof,  my 

love ! 
You  have  staid  long;  there's  nothing  BOtfaiD{ 

sure 
Now  to  despair  of  in  succeeding  fate. 

Isa.  I  am  contented  to  be  miserable, 
But  not  this  xvay :  I  have  been  too  long  abofld, 
And  can  believe  no  more. 
Let  me  sleep  on  to  be  deceived  no  more. 

Bir.  Look  up,  my  love !  I  never  did  decore 
thee. 
Nor  never  can ;  believe  thyself,  thy  eyes. 
That  first  inflamed,  and  Ht  roe  to  my  love ; 
Those  stars,  that  still  must  guide  me  to  mj 
joys 

Isa.  And  me  to  my  undoing :  I  look  rooai 
And  find  no  path,  but  leading  to  the  giave. 

Bir.  I  cannot  understand  thee. 

Isa,  My  good  friends  above, 
I  thank  them,  have  at  last  found  oat  a  way 
To  snake  my  fortune  perfect;  having  you, 
I  need  no  more;  my  late  is  finished  here. 

Btr.  Both  our  ill  fates,  I  hope. 

ha.  Hope  is  a  Ijring,  fawning  flatterer, 
Tliat  shews  the  fair  side  only  of  our  furtooes^ 
To  cheat  us  easier  into  our  fall ; 
A  trusted  friend,  who  only  can  betray  yon ; 
Never  believe  him  more.    If  marriages 
Are  made  in  Heaven,  they  would  be  happier: 
Why  was  I  made  this  wretch  ? 

Bir.  Has  marriage  made  thee  wretched  ? 

Isa.  Miserable,  beyond  the  reach  of  oomfwt. 

Bir.  Do  I  live  to  liear  thee  sav  so  ? 

Isa.  Why,  what  did  I  say  ? 

Bir.  That  I  have  made  thee  miserable. 

Isa.  No :  you  are  my  only  earthly  happinns; 
And  m^  false  tongue  belied  my  honest  heart, 
If  it  said  otherwise. 

Bir.  And  yet  you  said, 
Your  marriage  made  you  miserable. 

Isa,  I  know  not  what  I  said : 
I  have  said  too  much,  unless  I  could  speak  sU. 

Bir.  Thy  words  are  wild ;   my  eyes,  mj  esrs 
my  heart. 
Were  all  so  full  of  thee,  so  much  eniploied 
In  wonder  of  thy  charms,  I  could  not  find  it : 
Now  I  perceive  it  plain 

Isa.  You  will  tell  nobody [DistraeUMf 

Bir.  Thou  art  not  well. 
.  Isa.  Indeed  I  am  not;  I  knew  that  before; 
But  where's  the  remedy  ? 

Bir.  Rest  will  relieve  thy  cares :  come,  coat, 
no  more ; 
I  will  banish  sorrow  from  thee. 

Isa.  Banish  first  the  cause. 

Bir.  Heaven  knows  how  willingly ! 

Isa.  You  are  the  only  cause. 
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Bir.  Am  I  the  cause  ?  die  CMiae  of  thy  mis- 

foitunes? 
Jul  The  fatal  ionooent  cause  of  all  my  woes. 
Bir,  Is  this  my  welcome  home  i  This  the  re- 
ward 
Of  aU  my  miseries^  long  labours,  pains, 
And  uining  wants  of  wretched  slavery, 
Whicn  I  have  outlived,  only  in  hopes  of  thee : 
Am  I  thus  paid  at  last  for  deathless  love. 
And  called  the  cause  of  thv  misfortunes  now  ? 
ha.  Enquire  no  more ;  'twill  be  explained  too 
soon.  [She  u  going  offl 

Bir.  What  J  canst  thou  leave  me  too? 

[tiie  ttt^i  her. 
Isa.  Pray,  let  me  go : 
For  both  our  sakes,  permit  me 
Bir.  Rack  me  not  with  imaginations 

Of  things  impossible Thou  canst  not  mean 

What  thou  hast  said^— Yet  something  she  must 

mean.— — 
Twas  madness  all— —Compose  thyself,  my  love ! 
The  fit  is  past ;  all  may  be  well  again : 
let  us  to  bed. 

luL  To  bed !  You  have  raised  the  storm 
Will  sever  us  for  ever.    Oh,  Biron  ! 
Wlule  I  have  life,  still  I  must  call  you  mine ; 
I  know  I  am,  and  always  was,  unworthy 
To  be  the  happy  partner  of  your  love ; 
And  now  must  ne%'cr,  never  share  it  more. 
But  oh  !  if  ever  I  was  dear  to  you, 
As  sometimes  you  have  thought  me,  on  my 

kneesy 
(The  last  time  I  shall  care  to  be  believed) 
I  hes,  youy  beg  to  think  me  innocent. 
Clear  of  all  crimes,  that  thus  can  banish  me 
Krom  this  world's  comforts,  in  my  losing  you. 


Bir.  Where  will  this  end  ? 
/jo.  The  nigged  hand  of  fate  has  got  between 
Onr  meeting  hearts,  and  thrusts  them  from  their 
joys. 

Since  we  must  part 

Bir.  Nothing  shall  ever  part  us. 
ha.  Parting's  the  least  that  is  set  down  for 
me: 
Heaven  has  decreed,  and  we  must  sufler  alL 
Bir.  I  know  thee  innocent:   1  know  myself 
so: 
Indeed  we  both  have  been  unfortunate ; 
But  sure  misfortunes  ne'er  were  faults  in  love. 

ha.  Oh !  there's  a  fatal  story  to  be  told ; 
Be  deaf  to  that,  as  Heaven  has  been  to  me ! 
And  rot  the  toneue  that  shall  reveal  my  shame : 
VVhen  thou  shall  hear  how  much  thou  hast  been 

wronged, 
How  wilt  thou  curst  thy  fond  believing  heart, 
Tear  me  from  the  warm  bosom  of  thy  love. 
And  throw  me  like  a  poisonous  weed  away ! 
Can  I  bear  that  ?  Bear  to  be  curst  and  torn. 
And  thrown  out  of  thy  family  and  name, 
like  a  disease  ?  Can  I  bear  this  from  thee } 
I  never  can :  no,  all  things  have  their  end. 
When  I  am  dead,  forgive  and  pity  me.       [Exit. 

Bir,  Stay,  my  Isabella 

What  can  she  mean  ?  These  doublings  will  dis- 
tract me : 
Some  hidden  mischief  soon  will  burst  to  light; 

I  cannot  bear  it 1  must  be  satisfied      ■ 

'Tis  she,  my  tvife,  must  clear  this  darkness  to  me. 
She  shall— if  the  sad  tale  at  last  must  come ! 
She  is  my  fate,  and  best  cap  speak  my  doom* 

[ExU. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Biron.     Nurte  following  him. 

Bir.  I  KNOW  enough :  the  important  question 
)f  life  or  death,  fearful  to  be  resolved, 
>  cleared  to  me :  I  see  where  it  must  end ; 
(nd  need  enquire  no  mor&— -Pray,  let  me  have 
*en,  ink,  and  paper.   I  must  write  a-while, 
Viid  then  I  wul  try  to  res^— to  rest  for  ever ! 

[Exit  Nuru. 
^oor  Isabella !  now  I  know  the  cause, 
he  cause  of  thy  distress,  and  cannot  wonder 
"hat  it  hsia  turned  thy  brain.    If  I  kwk  badt 

rn  thy  losSy  it  will  distract  me  too. 
anj  curse  but  this  might  be  removed ! 
Uit  'twas  the  rancorous  malignity 
>(  ail  iU-stara  combined,  of  heaven  and  fate — 
!old,  hold  my  impious  tongue — Alas!  I  rave: 
/hy  do  I  tna  the  stars,  or  heaven,  or  fate  f 
hvy  are  all  innocent  of  driving  us 
ito  despair ;  they  have  not  urged  my  doom ; 
ly  father  suid  my  brother  are  my  fates^ 


That  drive  me  to  my  ruin.    They  knew  well 
I  was  alive.    Too  well  they  knew  how  dear 
My  Isabella — Oh,  my  wife  no  more ! 
How  dear  her  love  was  to  me — ^Yet  they  stood. 
With  a  malidotts  silent  joy,  stood  by. 
And  saw  her  give  up  all  my  happiness, 
The  treasure  of  her  beauty  to  another ; 
Stood  by,  and  saw  her  married  to  another. 
Oh,  cruel  father !  and  unnatural  brother ! 
Shall  I  not  tell  you  that  you  have  undone  me ! 
I  have  but  to  accuse  you  of  my  wrongs. 

And  then  to  fall  forgotten -Sleep  or  death 

Sits  heavy  on  me,  and  benumbs  my  pains : 
Either  is  welcome;  but  tlie  hand  of  death 
Works  always  sure,  and  besl  can  close  my  eyes. 

[Exit  Biron. 

Enter  Nune  and  Sampson. 

Nurte.  Here's  strange  things  towards,  Samp- 
son: what  will  be  the  end  of  them,  do  yon 
think? 

Samp,  Nay,  marry,  nurse,  I  cannot  see  so  far ; 
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but  the  l&w,  I  believe,  is  oo  Biron,  the  first  hus- 
band's side. 

Nuru.  Yes ;  do  questioo,  he  has  the  law  on 
bis  side. 

Samp.  For  I  have  heard,  the  law  says,  a  wo- 
man must  be  a  widow,  all  oat  seven  years,  be- 
imre  she  can  marry  again,  according  to  law. 

Nurse,  Ay,  so  it  does ;  and  our  lady  has  not 
been  a  widow,  altogether,  seven  years. 

Samp,  Why,  then,  nurse,  mark  my  words,  and 
say  1  told  you  so.  The  man  must  have  his  wife 
again,  and  all  will  do  well. 

Nurte.  But  if  our  master,  Villeroy,  comes  back 
agam 

Samp,  Why,  if  he  does,  he  is  not  the  first  man 
that  has  had  his  wife  taken  from  him. 

Nune,  For  fear  of  the  worst,  will  you  go  to 
the  old  count,  and  desire  him  to  come  as  soon  as 
he  can ;  there  may  be  mischief,  and  he  is  able  to 
prevent  it. 

Samp,  Now  you  say  something ;    now  I  take 
you,  nurse ;  that  will'do  well,  indeed :  mischief 
should. be  prevented;   a  little  thing  will  make  a^ 
quarrel,  wnen  there's  a  woman  in  the  way.    I 
VI  ill  about  it  instantly.  \^Eseunt, 

SCENE  n. — DroKs,  skews  Biron  asleep  on  a 

couch. 

Enter  Isabella. 
Isa.  Asleep  so  soon !  Oh,  happy !  happy  thou. 
Who  thus  can  sleep !  I  never  shall  sleep  more — 
If  then  to  sleep  he  to  be  happy,  he. 
Who  sleeps  the  longest,  is  the  happiest ; 
Death  b  the  longest  sleep — Oh,  have  a  care  ! 
Mischief  will  thnve  apace.    Never  wake  more. 

[To  Biron. 
If  thou  ididst  ever  love  thy  Isabella, 
To-morrow  must  be  doomsday  to  thy  peace. 
T!ie  sight  of  him  disarms  even  death  itself. 
The  starting  transport  of  new  quickening  life 
Gives  just  such  hopes :  and  pleasure  grows  again 
With  looking  on  him — Let  me  look  my  last^» 
But  is  a  look  enough  for  parting  love  I 
Sure  I  may  take  a liiss — Where  am  I  going ! 
Help,  help  me,  Villeroy !  Mountains  and  seas 
Divide  your  love,  never  to  meet  my  shame  ! 
[Throws  herself  upon  the  floor  ;  after  a  short 
pause,  she  raises  herself  upon  her  elbow. 
What  will  this  battle  of  the  brain  do  with  me  ! 
Thi^  little  bail,  this  ravaged  province,  long 
Cannot  maintain ^I'he  globe  of  earth  wants 

room 
And  food  for  such  a  war — ^I  find  I  am  going~f 
Faminei  plagues,  and  flames, 
Wide  waste  and  desolation,  do  your  work 
Upon  the  world,  and  then  devour  yourselves ! 
The  scene  shifts  fast — [She  rises] — and  now  'tis 

better  with  me ; 
Conflicting  passions  have  at  last  unhinged 
The  great  machine !  the  soul  itsel  f  seems  changed ! 
ph,  'tis  a  happy  revolution  hjere ! 


The  reasoning  faookies  are  all  deposed ; 

Judgment,  and  understanding. 

Driven  out  as  traitors  to  the  p 

Now  I  am  revenged,  upon  my  memocy ! 

Her  seat  dug  up,  where  all  die  images 

Of  a  long  mi&-4>aot  life  vrere  risfig  atiV, 

To  glare  a  sad.  reflection  of  my  cnsae^ 

And  stab  a  conscience  throi^  them !  Yon  ve 

safe. 
You  monitors  of  mischief!  What  a  change! 
Better  and  better  still !  This  is  the  infant  tfrte 
Of  innocence,  before  the  birth  of  care. 
My  thoughts  are  smooth  as  the  EJyaiaa  plaiafi» 
Without  a  rub :  tlie  drowsy  falling  streams 
Invite  me  to  their  slumbers. 
Would  I  were  landed  there— 

[Sinics  kUo  a  dair. 
What  noise  was  that?  A  knocking  at  the  grtc! 
It  may  be  Villeroy-  ■      *  No  nmttcr  wba 

Bir,  Come,  Isabella,  come. 

Isa,  Hark !  1  am  called ! 

JBir.  You  stay  too  long  fnom  ntie. 

Isa.  A  man's  voice !  in  my  bed  \  How  one 
he  there? 
Nothing  but  villany  in  this  bad  world  !      [^i'^ 
Coveting  neighbours*  goods,  or  neighbours'  wsts : 
Here's  physic  for  your  fever. 

t  Draws  a  dagger,  and  goes  backward  to  tie  eamk 
breathing  a  \&n  is  the  old  remedy. 
If  husbands  go  to  heaven. 
Where  do  &cy .  go  that  send  them  ?— Has  ts 

try 

[Just  going  to  stab  him,  he  rises',  she  hMmi 
himy  and  shrieks.'l 
What  do  I  see ! 

Bir,  Isabella,  armed ! 
Isa.  Against  my  husband's  life  ! 
Who,  but  the  wretch,  most  reprobate  to  graces 
Despair  e'er  hardened  for  damnation. 
Could  think  of  such  a  deed — Murder  my  Ins- 
band  ! 
Bir,  Thou  didst  not  think  it. 
Isa,  Maducss  has  brought  me  to  the  gates  of 
hell, 
And  there  has  left  me.    Oh,  the  frightful  disn^ 
Of  my  distractions !  Or  is'tlas  tntenral 
Of  reason  but  to  a^javate  my  woes. 
To  drive  the  horror  back  with  greater  force 
Upon  my  soul,  and  fix  me  mad  for  everi 
JBir.  Why  dost  thou  fly  me  so  ? 
Isa.  I  cannot  bear  his  sight;  distraction^  oob^ 
Possess  me  all,  anditake.me  to  thyself! 
Shake  off- thy  chains,  and  hasten  to  my  ski; 
Thou  art  my  only  cure— ^Likc  other  fiieDik> 
He  wjII  jiot  come  to  my  necessities ; 
Then  I  must  go  to  find  the  tyrast  out— 
Which  is  the  nearest  way  ?  [Runmaf  fit 

Bir.  Poor  Isnbelhi !  she's  not  in  a  oondilioa 
To  gave  me  any  comfort,  if  she  coiiU : 

Lost  to  herseU^^ as  ouickly  I  shall  be 

To  all  the  world Horrors  come  fivt  Mfi 

vac'f 


SOUTHSBK.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


7flO 


Mj  Dund  it  orepiirt    iho  gadiering  doiMb. 
Darkea  the  protpoct— I  approach  Ike  brink. 
And  tooa  mutt  leap  the  piedpice !  Oh»  Hewcn  ! 
While  jei  mj  iensea  are  my  own ;  thus  kned- 

Let  me  implore  tfay  mercies  oo  mj  wife : 
Release  her  from  Ver  paop ;  and  if  my  reason, 
(yerwhelmed  with  miseries,  sink  before  the  tem- 


Pvdon  those  crimes  despair  may  bring  upon  me ! 

[Rua, 

EnUr  Nurse. 

Nitnc  Sir,  there  is  somebody  at  the  door 
must  needs  qieak  with  you;  he  wili  not  tell  his 
nsroe. 

Bir.  I  oome  to  him.  [Exit  Nurte. 

Tis  Belfordy  I  suppose ;  he  little  knows 
Of  what  has  happened  here ;  I  wanted  him. 
Must  employ  his  friendship,  and  then--*-  [Exit. 


SCENE  m.— TAe  Hreet. 

Enier  Carlos  with  three  Ruffiams, 

Cor.  A  younger  brother !  I  was  one  too  long, 
Not  to  praveot  my  being  to  again. 
We  must  be  audden.    Younger  brothers  are 
But  lawful  bastards  of  another  name. 
Thrust  out  of  their  nobility  of  birth 
And  family,  and  tainted  into  trades. 
Shall  I  be  one  of  them — ^Bow,  and  retire, 
To  make  more  room  for  the  unwieldy  heir 
To  play  the  fool  in  ?  No— — 
But  how  shall  I  prevent  it? — Biron  comes 
To  take  possession  of  my  father's  love — 
Wuold  that  were  all !  there's  a  birth-ri^t  toe 
That  he  will  seize.    Besides^  if  Biron  hves, 
He  will  unfold  some  practices,  which  I 
Cannot  well  answer — therefore  he  shall  die ; 
This  ni^ht  n»ust  be  disposed  of:  I  have  means 
That  will  not  fail  my  purpose. — Here  he  comes* 

Enter  Biron. 

Bir,  Ila !  am  I  beset !  I  live  but  to  revenge 

me. 
[Tkey  aummnd  himy^fighting ;  ViUeroy  enten 
with  two  urvantt  ;   they  reicue   him; 
Carioe  and  hii  party  Jiy. 
ViL  How  are  you,  sir  ?  Mortally  hurt,  I  fear. 
Fake  care,  and  lead  him  in. 
Bir.  I  thank  you  for  this  goodness,  sir ;  though 
'tis 
Bestowed  upon  a  very  wietoh;  and  death, 
Fhough  from  a  villain's  hand,  had  been  to  me 
An  act  of  kindness,  and  the  height  of  mercy — 
But  I  tbank  jou,  sir.  [Be  ii  Ud  in, 

SCENE  Vf^The  indde  <f  the  haiue. 

£a|p*  Isabella. 

Ita,  Murder  my  husband !  Oh !  I  must  not 
dare 


To  think  oC  living  09;  m^  dtiporate  faa»d 

In  a  nad  rage  may  oifer  it  again. 

Scab  ne  any  where  het  l£m.     Heie's  lOom 

enough 
In  my  own  breas^  to  act  the  fcry  in. 
The  proper  scene  of  mischief.    ViUccof  comes ; 
ViUeroy  and  Biron  cornel  Oh  I  hide  me  from 


They  lack,  they  tear ;  let  Ihem  oaire  oat  my 

limbs, 
Divide  my  body  to  their  equal  claims ! 
My  soul  is  only  Biron's ;  that  is  free^ 
And  thus  I  strike  for  him  and  liberty. 
[Going  to  stab  honeify  VUUroy  nmi  ta  and 
yrefoentt  her,  hftokmg  the  dagger  from 
her, 
ViL  Angels  dated  and  save  tb^ ! 
Attempt  thy  precious  life !  the  treasuiy 
Of  natun's  sweets !  liie  of  my  little  world ! 
Lay  violent  hands  npon  thy  innocent  self ! 
Ita,  Swear  I  am  ianooent.  and  I'll  b 


believe 


yon. 


What  would  you  have  with  me  ?  Peay  let  me  go. 
Aire  you  there,  w !  Yon  are  the  Tery  man 
Have  done  all  this — ^You  would  have  made 
Me  believe  you  married  me ;  but  the  fool 
Was  wiser,  I  thank  you  :/tis  not  all  gospel 
You  men  preach  upon  that  subject. 

ViL  Dost  thou  not  know  me^  love  ^ 

Jfs.  O  yes  :  very  well.  [Staring  en  Aan. 

You  are  tnc  widoars  comforter ;  thai!  marries 
Any  woman  when  her  husband's  out  of  the  way: 
But  I'll  never,  never  take  your  word  again. 

ViL  I  am  thy  loving  husband. 

I$a.  I  have  none;  no  husband^— - [IFiei^ta^ 
Never  had  but  one,  and  he  died  at  Candy ! 
Did  he  not  ?  I  am  sure  you  told  me  so ;  you. 
Or  somebody,  with  just  such  a  Iving  look. 
As  you  have  now.    Speak,  did*  ae  not  die  there  } 

ViL  He  did,  m;  life. 

ha.  But  swear  it,  quickly  swear, 

Biron  enters  hioody^  and  U^niug'Upom  lUt 

gawd. 

Before  that  screaming  e^'idenoe  appears^ 
In  bloody  proof  against  mO"    '  ■  ■ 

[Shei  seeing  fSron,  swoems  in  a  ckair  ;  JUIU' 

ray  helps  her. 
ViL  Help  there  !  Nurse,  where  are  you  ? 
Ha !  I  am  distracted  too ! 

[Going  to  call  for  help,  tees  Biron, 
Biron  alive ! 
Bir.  The  only  wretch  on  earth  that  must  not 

live. 
ViL  Biron  or  Villerermust  not, thatfsdeereed. 
Bir  You  saved  me  from  the  hands  of  mur: 
derers: 
Would  you  had  not,  forlife's-my  greatest  plague! 
And -then,  of  all  the  world,  you  are  thermae 
T  would  nt>t  be  obliged  to— "Iiabella ! 
I  came  to  fall  before  thee  t  I  had  died 
Happy  not  to  have  found  your  ViUeroy  here  t 
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A  long  fareireUy  and  a  last  partiiig  kisi. 

\Kusei  her. 
ViL  A  kiss !  Confnsioo !  It  must  be  yoor  last. 

[Draws. 
Bir.  I  know  it  must-^Here  I  give  up  that 
death 
You  but  delaved :  since  what  is  past  has  been 
The  work  of  fate,  thus  we  must  nnish  it. 
Thrust  home,  be  sure.  [Faints. 

ViL  Alas !  he  faints :  some  help  there ! 
Bir.  Tis  ail  in  vain,  my  sorrows  soon  will 
end.  ' 

Oh,  Villeroy !  let  a  dying  wretch  entreat  you 
To  take  this  letter  to  my  father.    My  Isabella ! 
Conldst  thou  but  hear  me,  my  last  words  should 

bless  thee. 
I  cannot,  though  in  death,  bequeath  her  to  thee. 

[To  Vilieroy. 
But  I  could  hope  my  boy,  my  little  one, 
Might  find  a  father  m  thee-^h,  I  faint — 
I  can  no  more^-Hear  me,  Heaven !  Oh !  support 
My  wife,  my  Isabella — Bless  my  child ! 
And  take  a  poor  unhappy —  [Dies. 

ViL  He's  gone — ^Let  what  will  be  the  oonse* 
f^uence, 
ni  g^ve  It  him.    I  have  involved  myself. 
And  would  be  cleared ;  that  must  be  thought  on 

now. 
My  care  of  her  is  lost  in  wild  amaze, 

[Going  to  Isabella. 

Are  you  all  dead  within  there  ?  Where,  where 

are  you  I  [Ent. 

Isabella  comes  to  herself. 

Isa.  Where  have  I  been  ?  Methinks  I  stand 
upon 
The  brink  of  life,  ready  to  shoot  the  gulph. 
That  lies  between  me  and  the  realms  of  rest ; 
But  still,  detained,  I  cannot  pass  the  strait; 
Denied  to  lire,  and  yet  I  must  not  die ; 
Doomed  to  come  back,  like  a  complaining  ghost^ 
To  my  unburied  body~-here  it  lies — 

[Throws  herself  by  BirofCs  body. 
My  body,  soul,  and  life.    A  little  dust. 
To  cover  our  cold  limbs  in  the  dark  grave^ 
lliere,  there  we  shall  sleep  safe  and  sound  to- 
gether. 

Enter  Villeroy,  with  servants. 
ViL  Poor  wretch !   upon  the  ground !   She's 
not  herself: 
Remove  her  from  the  body. 

[Servants  gmng  to  raise  her, 
Isa,  Never,  never 
You  have  divorced  us  once,  but  shall  no  more — 
Help,  help  me,  Biron !  Ha  I  bloody  and  dead ! 
Oh,  murder !  murder !  you  have  done  this  deed ; 
Vengeance  and  murder !  bury  us  together-^ 
Do  any  thing  but  part  us, 

ViL  Gently,  gently  raise  her. 
She  must  be  fprced  away. 


[She  drags  the  ho^^er  her;  theygety 
into  their  armSf  and  carry  her  if. 
Isa.  Ob,  they  tear  me !  Cut  off  n^  hanb— 
Let  me  leave  something  with  him — 
They'll  clasp  him  fast — 
Oh,  cruel,  cruel  men ! 
This  you  must  answer  one  day. 
Vd.  Good  nurse,  take  care  of  her. 

[Nurmfo&mikr. 
Send  for  all  helps:  all,  all  that  I  am  woith» 
Shall  cheaply  buy  her  peace  of  mind  again. 
Be  sure  you  do,  [To  a  Senat. 

Just  as  I  ordered  you.    The  storm  grows  kw^- 

[Knocking  at  the  dtar. 
I  am  prepared  for  it    Now  let  tbem  in. 

Enter  Count  Baldwin,  Carlos,  Bilfoid, 
Friendsj  with  Servants. 

C,  Bald.  Oh,  do  I  live  to  this  tmhappy  di;! 
Where  is  my  wretched  son? 

Car.  Where  is  my  brother  ? 

[They  see  him^  and  gather  abaai  the  M. 

ViL  I  hope  in  heaven. 

Car.  Canst  thou  pity ! 
Wish  him  in  Heaven,  when  thou  bast  doae  a  deed. 
That  must  forever  cut  thee  from  the  hopes 
Of  ever  coming  there  ? 

Vil.  I  do  not  blame  you 

You  have  a  brother's  right  to  be  oonoemed 
For  his  untimely  death. 

Car.  Untimely  death,  indeed! 

ViL  But  yet  you  must  not  say,  I  was  dx 
cause. 

Car.  Not  you  the  cause !  Why,  who  ibosU 
murder  him? 
We  do  not  ask  you  to  accuse  yourself; 
But  I  must  say  that  you  have  murdered  him ; 
And  will  sav  nothing  else,  till  instioe  draws 
Upon  our  side,  at  tSe  loud  caU  of  bloody 
To  ei^ecute  so  foul  a  murderer. 

BeL  Poor  Biron !  Is  this  thy  weScome  bone! 

JFV.  Rise,  sir ;  there  is  a  comfort  in  revener. 
Which  is  left  you.  [To  C.  B^ 

Car.  Take  the  body  hence.  [Biron  earned  cf 

C.  Bald.  What  could  provoke  you? 

ViL  Nothing  could  provoke  me 
To  a  base  murder,  which,  I  find,  you  think 
Me  guilty  of.    I  know  my  innooenqe ; 
My  servants  too  can  witness  that  I^new 
My  sword  in  his  defence,  to  rescue  him. 

BeL  Let  thy  servants  be  called. 

Fr.  Let  us  hear  what  they  can-^ay. 

Car.  What  they  can  say  1  Why,  what  sbosU 
servants  say  ? 
They're  his  accomplices,  his  instrumeBt^ 
And  will  not  charge  themselves.  If  thcyoodd  do 
A  murder  for  his  service,  they  can  lie, 
De  nimbly,  and  swear  hard  to  bring  Isio  o£ 
You  say  you  drew  your  sword  in  his  dekan : 
Who  were  his  enemies?  Did  he  need  defeact } 
Had  he  wronged  any  one  ?  Could  be  kave  atse 
To  apprehend  a  dan^,  but  from  yon  ? 
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And  ret^  mcnedhim  I  No^  no,  he  came 
Unseasooabijr  (that  was  all  his  crime). 
Unluckily  to  intemipt  your  sport : 
You  were  new  manned— married  to  his  wife ; 
And  therefore  you,  and  she,  and  all  of  you, 
(For  all  of  yon  1  most  believe  concerned) 
Combined  to  murder  htm  out  of  the  way. 

BeiLIfitisso 

Car.  It  can  be  only  so. 
Fr,  Indeed  it  has  a  face 
Car.  As  blade  as  hell. 

C.  Baid,  The  law  will  do  me  justice :  tend  for 
the  magistxate. 

Car.  m  go  myself  for  him [Exit, 

Vil  These  strong  presumptions,  I  must  own, 
indeed. 
Are  violent  against  me ;  but  I  have 
A  witness,  and  on  this  Mde  heaven  too. 

Open  that  door. 

[Door  <^eiu,  and  Pedro  u  brought  forward 
6y  riUero^i  servantt* 
Here's  one  can  tell  you  all. 

Ped.  All,  all ;  save  me  but  from  the  rack.  111 
confess  all. 

HL  You  and  your  accomplices  designed 
To  murder  Biron  ?— Speak.  . 
PaL  We  did. 

yu.  Did  you  engage  upon  your  private  wrongs, 
Or  were  employed  ?  ''  -'  >, 

Ped,  He  never  did  us  wrong.  />,  :  '  ^"  y. 
Vtl,  You  were  set  on,  then?  (z  [^  ♦.  t  ^i 
Ped,  We  were  set  on.  C^  y^-y^ 

ViL  What  do  you  know  of  me  ?    xi£2^ 
Ptd,  Nothing  nothiiu;  : 
iTou  saved  his  life^  and  nave  discovered  me. 

VU,  He  has  acquitted  me. 
[f  you  would  be  resolved  of  any  thing, 
iie  stands  upon  his  answer. 
BeL  Who  set  you  on  to  act  this  horrid  deed  ? 
C.  BaUL  m  know  the  villain ;  give  me  quick 
his  name, 
)r  I  will  tear  it  from  thy  bleeding  heart ! 
Ped.  I  will  confess. 
C.  Bald.  Do  then. 

Ped,  It  was  my  master,  Carlos,  your  own  son. 
C.  BaUL  Oh,  monstrous !  monstrous !  most  un- 
natural !  * 
BeL  Did  he  employ  you  to  murder  his  own 

brother? 
Ped,  He  did ;  and  he  was  with  us  when  'twas 

done. 
C.  Bald.  If  this  be  true,  this  horrid,  horrid  tale, 
t  is  but  just  upon  me :  fiiron's  wrongs 
dust  be  revenged :  and  I  the  cause  of  all ! 
Pr.  What  will  you  do  with  him  } 

C.  Bald.  Take  him  apart 

^now  too  much.  [Pedro  goet  in. 

^  ly.  I  had  for|rot — ^Your  wretched,  dyiqg  son 
me  roe  this  letter  for  you. 

[Gives  it  to  Baldwin, 
dare  deliver  it.    It  speaks  of  me, 
pray  to  have  it  read. 


C,  Bald.  You  know  the  hand. 

BeL  I  know  'tis  Biron's  hand. 

C.  Bald.  Pray,  read  it. 

[Belford  readi  the  letter. 
'sir, 

'  I  find  I  am  come  onl^  to  lay  my  deadi  at 
your  door.  I  am  now  going  out  of  the  world ; 
but  cannot  forpve  you,  nor  my  brother  Carlos^ 
for  not  hindering  my  poor  wife  Isabella  from 
marrying  with  Villeroy;  when  you  knew,  from 
so  many  letters^  that  I  was  alive. 

BlBOM.' 

ViL  How ! — ^Did  you  know  it,  then  ? 
C.  Bald.  Amaaement  all ! 

Enter  Carlos,  with  Officers. 

Oh,  Carlos !  are  you  come  ?  Your  brother  here^ 
Here,  in  a  wretched  letter,  lays  his  death 
To  YOU  and  me — Hove  you  done  any  thing 
To  hasten  his  sad  end  ? 

Car.  Bless  me,  sir,  I  do  any  thing !    Who,  I  ? 

C.  Bald.  He  talks  of  letters  that  were  sent  to  us. 
I  never  heard  of  any. — ^Did  you  know 
He  was  alive  ? 

Car.  Alive !  Heaven  knows,  not  I. 

C.  Bald.  Had  you  no  news  of  him,  from  a  re- 
port. 
Or  letter,  never  f 

Car.  Never,  never  I. 

BeL  That's  strange,  indeed :  I  know  he  oAen 
writ 
To  lay  before  you  the  conditions     [To  C.  Bald. 
Of  his  hard  slavery :  and  more  I  know, 
lliat  he  had  several  answers  to  his  letters. 
He  said  they  came  from  you;  you  are  his  brother. 

Car.  Never  from  me. 

BeL  That  will  appear. 
The  letters,  I  believe,  arc  still  about  him; 
For  some  of  them  I  saw  but  yesterday. 

C.  Bald.  What  did  those  answers  say  ? 

BeL  I  cannot  speak  to  the  particulars; 
But  I  remember  well,  the  sum  of  them 
Was  much  the  same,  and  all  agreed. 
That  there  was  nothing  to  be  hoped  from  yon : 
That  'twas  your  barbarous  resolution 
To  let  him  perish  there. 

C.  Bald.  Oh,  Carlos !  Carlos !  hadst  thou  been 
a  brotlier— 

Car.  This  is  a  plot  upon  me.    I  never  knew 
He  was  in  slavery,  or  was  alive,  • 

Or  heard  of  him,  before  this  fatal  hour. 

BeL  There,  sir,  I  must  confront  you. 
He  sent  you  a  letter,  to  my  knowledge,  last  nicht; 
And  you  sent  him  word  you  would  come  to  him. 
I  fear  you  came  too  soon. 

C.  Bald,  *11s  all  too  plain.—— 
Bring  out  that  wretch  before  him. 

[Pedro  produced. 

Car.  Ha !  Pedro  tliere !— Then  I  am  caught 
indeed ! 

BeL  You  start  at  jti^ht  of  him ; 
He  has  confessed  tlie  bloody  deed. 
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Car.  Welly  thea^  he  has  ooofoBsed, 
And  I  must  answer  it 

BeL  Is  there  no  more  ? 

C«r.  Why! — ^whut  would  you  have  more?  I 
know  the  worst, 
And  I  expect  it. 

C.  BM.  Why  hast  thou  done  all  (his? 

Cat,  Why,  that  which  damns  most  men  has 
rtrined  mt ; 
Tlte  making  of  toy  fortune.    Biron  stood 
Between  me  and  yonf  fmrom ;  white  he  Ivredf 
I  had  not  that ;  hardly  was  thought  a  son. 
And  not  aC  all  tt-kin  to  your  estate. 
I  could  not  bear  a  yoanget  fatochet's  k)t, 

To  live  dependins  upon  courtesy 

Had  you  pfovidea  for  me  like  a  father, 
I  hid  been  sCill  H  b^thef. 

Car,  Th  too  ime ! 
I  nevei*  loved  thee,  as  I  iliotf Id  have  dMie : 
It  was  my  sin,  and  I  am  punished  for  k. 
6b !  never  niiry  £  jtincdon  rise  again 
III  fftmilies;  let  parents  be  (He  satfie 
To  all  their  dHhiren;  eommcttt  in  the3#  eare, 
And  in  their  love  of  them — ^I  am  unhapfy. 
For  loving  one  fd6  w^. 

FiL  Yaa  knew  yoof  brother  Bred;  why  dkd 
you  take 
Such  pains  to  marry  me  to  Isabella  f 

Car,  I  had  my  reasons  for't 

ViL  Matte  than  I  Ihoi^t  yenft  had. 

Car,  But  one  was  this— 
I  knew  my  brothei'  loved  his  wife  so  well. 
That  if  he  ever  shooM  come  home  again. 
He  could  not  long  oucMve  the  loss  of  her. 

BeL  If  yoa  relied  on  A«t,  wliy  did  you  kill 
him? 

Car.  To  make  all  sur6.     Now,  you  are  an- 
swered rit. 
Where  must  1  go^?  I  am  tired  of  your  questions. 

C.  Bald.  I  leave  iSbe  judge  to  tell  thee  what 
thou  art; 
A  father  cannbt  find  a  name  for  thee. 
But  parricide  is  highest  treason^  snre, 
To'  sacred  nature's  law ;  and  must  be  so, 
So  sentenced'  in  thy  crimes.    Take  him  away — 
The  violent  remedy  is  found  at  last, 
That  drives  thee  out,  thou  poison  of  my  bkx)dy 
Infected  long,  and  only  foul  in  thee. 

[Carlos  led  of. 
Grant  me,  sweet  Heaven  I  Ihe  patience  to  go 

through 
The  torment  of  my  cure — Here,  here  begins 
The  operation— Alas !  she's  mad. 

Enter  Isabella  diitractedy  held  by  her  Women ; 
hair  dishevelled ;  her  little  Son  running  in  be^ 
fore^  being  afraid  of  her. 

ViL  My  Isabella!  poor  unhappy  wretch ! 
What  can  I  say  to  her  ? 

Isa.  Nothing,  nothing ;  'tis  a  babbling  world — 
111  hear  no  more  on't.   When  does  the  court  sit  f 


m  not  be  bought ^What !  to  sell 

blood! 
Yon  look  like  one  of  die  pale  juices  bov; 
Minos,  or  Radamanth^  or  £aca»— 
I  have  heard  of  you. 
I  have  a  cause  to  try,  an  hooest  ooe ; 
Will  you  not  hear  it  f  Then  I  mnst  amleal 
To  the  bright  throne— Call  down  toe  heaweak 

powers 
To  witness  how  you  use  me. 

Worn.  Help,  belp^  we  cannot  hold  heh 

ViL  You  but  enrage  her  more. 

C.  Bald.  Pray,  give  her  way ;  siie'U  hoit  mh 

body. 
I$a.  What  have  yon  done  with  hina  ?  He  «» 
here  but  now ; 
I  saw  him  here.    Ob,  Biron,  Biroii  I  where. 
Where  have  diey  hid  thee  froni  me?    He  ii 

gone 

But  here's  a  little  %ing  cherubim 
Child,  Oh,  save  me,  save  me ! 

[RunninM  to  BaUnm. 
Isa.  The  Mercory  of  Heaiven^  with  silver  wii^ 
Impt  for  the  flight,  to  overtake  his  ghost^ 
And  bring  him  bade  again ! 
Child,  I  fear  shell  kill  me. 
C.  Bald.  She  will  not  hurt  thee. 

[Skeflifigg  mmn. 
Isa.  Will  nothing  do  ?  I  did  not  hope  to  6ad 
Justice  on  earth;  'tis  not  in  heaven  ncidier. 

Biron  has  watched  his  opportunity 

Soflly ;  he  steals  it  from  the  sleeping  gOds, 

And  sends  it  thus [Staba  k^n^. 

Now,  I  laugh  at  you,  defy  yov  aH, 
You  tyrant  murderers ! 

ViL  Call,  caU  for  hel^^ Oh,  Heaven !  this 

was  too  much. 
C.  Bald.  Oh,  thou  most  injured  innocence! 
Yet  Htc^ 
live  but  to  witness  for  me  to  the  worlds 
How  much  I  do  repent  me  of  the  wrongs. 
The  unnatural  wrongs,  v^hich  I  have  helped  on 

thee. 
And  have  pulled  down  this  judgment  on  us  all ! 
ViL  Oh^  speak, 'Speak  but  a  word  of  comfoit 

to  me! 
C.  Bald.  If  the  most  tender  father's  care  and 
love 
Of  thee,  and  thy  poor  child,  can  make  amends— 
Oh,  yet  look  up  and  live ! 

Isa.  Where  is  that  little  wretch  ? 

[I%fyrmtekr. 

I  die  in  peace,  to  leave  him  to  your  caie. 
I  have  a  wretched  mother^s  legacy, 
A  dying  kiss— pray  let  me  give  it  him— 
My  blessing ;  that,  that's  all  I  have  to  leave  thee: 
Oh,  may  tl^  father's  virtues  live  in  thee, 
And  all  his  wrongs  be  buried  in  my  gmve  I 

[Dia. 

ViL  She's  gone,  and  all  my  joys  of  life  «iih 
her. 
Where  are  your  officers  of  justice  now? 
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Seise,  bind  me,  drag  me  to  the  bloody  bar ! 
Accuse,  condemn  me ;  let  the  sentence  reach 
My  hated  life  No  matter  how  it  comes; 

111  think  it  just,  and  thank  you  as  it  falls. 
Self-murder  is  denied  me ;  else  how  soon 
CouM  I  be  past  the  pain  of  my  remembrance ! 
Bttt  I  must  live,  grow  gre)r  witn  lingering  grief, 
To  die  at  last  in  telling  this  sad  tale. 
C.  BaitL    Poor  wretched   orphan  of  most 
wretched  parents ! 
^Scaping  the  storm,  thou'rt  thrown  upon  a  rock. 
To  perish  there.    The  very  rocks  would  melt, 
Soiwn  their  nature,  sure,  to  foster  thee ; 


I  find  it  by  myself:  my  flinty  heart. 
That  barren  rock,  on  which  thy  father  starved, 
Opens  its  springs  of  nourishment  to  thee. 
There's  not  a  vein  but  shall  run  milk  for  thee. 
Oh,  had  I  pardoned  my  poor  Biron's  fault, 
His  first,  his  only  fault — this  had  not  been  ! 
To  erring  youth  there's  some  compassion  Hue ; 
But  while  with  rigour  you  their  crimes  pursue, 
What's  their  misfortune,  is  a  crime  for  jrou. 
Hence,  learn  oflfending  children  to  foi*give : 
Leave  punishment  to  Heaven — ^'tis  Heaven's  pre- 
rogative. 


Voi.  T. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


MEN. 

TiMURKAN,  emperor  of  the  TBriart, 
OcTAR,  a  Tartar  generoL 
ZAMTiy  a  Mandarin. 
£tan,  educated  at  hit  ton, 
HAMETy  a  youthful  a^tivoy  ton  to  2amtL 
MoRAT,  ajaithjul friend  rfZomti. 
MiRVANy  a  Chinete  in  the  Torfoi^f  tervieef  le- 
cretly  a  friend  ofZamtu 


WOMEN. 
MAVDAirSy  ZamtCtwife, 

Mettenger,  Guttrdt,  {r. 


Scenef^Pekinj  capital  rf  China. 


ACT  I. 


I>C£N£I. 


Enter  MA^DANE  and  Mirtav. 

Man.  No^  never;  Mirvan,  never— sdll  t^ 

heart 
Must  Uirob  with  ceaseless  woe— -AU-gradons 

Heaven! 
Will  not  this  palace,  drenched  in  gore;  the  crown 
Of  China's  kings  fixed  on  the  Tartai's  brow; 
Will  not  a  ^ct  of  twenty  years  in  boodaee ; 
Ah !  will  not  these  suffice,  without  a  fresh  caoie 
Of  hitter  anguish  in  Mandane's  breast  ? — 
^Iftr.  Better  suppress  these  uoavaitiqg  teara^ 
Tffis  fruitless  aood  of  grief. 

Man.  It  will  not  be 
Even  'midst  the  horrors  of  this  disnial  hour, 
When  fate  has  all  transferred  from  lost  Catfaai 
To  vile  barbcuian  hands; — in  soch  an  hour. 
This  hearty  revolting  from  the  public  cauaey 


Bleeds  from  a  private  source;  bleeds  for  ^ 

woes 
That  hang  o*er  Zamti*s  boose. 

Mir.  Alas!  Mandane, 
Amidsl  th^  general  wreck,  who  does  not  fed 
The  keen  domestic  pang? 

Afaa.  Yes,  alL— We  aU 
Must  feel  the  kindred-txHidi ;  dafly  iht  cries 
Of  widows^  orphans^  father,  son,  and  brodio'. 
In  vain  are  sent  to  heaven ;— tibe  wastefbl  nee 
Of  these  barbarians — dieae  acconed  invaikn 
Burns  with  increasing  ^ ; — the  thoader  «)i 
Rolls  o'er  our  hend^  threatening  with  bito 

crash 
To  fall  at  once,  and  buir  ns  in  rain. 

Mhr.  And  quickly  fall  it  most !— die  had  « 
heaven 
Weighs  this  great  empire  down. 

Alisa.  Nay,  tax  not  Heaven ! 
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AliB^ht^  JiMtke  Mvcr  bam  its  Aim 
*Guaat  inoooeooe  and  truth.    TiB  Umarkaiiy 
HuU  fell  barbarian— that  insatiate  waiter     ■ 
Maj  corMt  blast  the  Tartar !— be— Tis  be 
Hu  bore  down  all^and  still  bis  slaoghtering  swordy 
in  jQoder  field  of  death,  where  Corea's  troops 
Made  their  last  stand  for  liberty  and  Chin% 
Crimsons  die  land  with  blood.    Tbb  battlo  lost, 
OhI  then  farewell  to  all!— But^  BAirvan,  say, 
How  came  die  tidingsf 

Afir.  Froas  yon  lo%  tower, 
As  my  cjpes^  straining  toward  the  distant  plain, 
Seat  forth  an  amioas  look,  through  clouds  of 

dost 
The  iSTage  bands  appeared;  the  western  son 
Gleamed  on  their  buraished  helms;  and  soon  a 

shoot 
From  the  glad  mnltitode  proclaimed  die  ap- 
proach 
Of  Timurican :— elated  with  new  conquest. 
The  tfrant  comes,  and  where  his  wrath  will  stop 
lieav^  onlT  knows ! 

Afaa.  Oh !  there— there  lies  the  thought 
At  which  imagination  starts,  appalled 
Widi  horror  at  the  scene  her  busy  workings 
Hare  coloured  to  my  sight— —there  lies  the 

thought 
That  wakens  all  a  roothei^s  fears— alas ! 
I  tremble  for  my  son ! 

Af ir.  Your  son — kind  Heaven ! 
Have  you  not  checked  his  ardour? — with  your 


Your  soft  authority,  restrained  the  hero 
from  the  alarms  of  war? 

Afan.  Alas,  good  Mtrvan, 
Thou  little  know^st  his  danger  !•— but  that  truth 
Must  never  pass  these  lips. 

Afir.  I  hope,  Mandane 
Doubts  not  my  honest  seal — full  well  yon  know 
I  bear  this  mantdeep  and  mortal  hate; 
That  under  him  I  list,  and  wear  this  garb^ 
In  hopes  that  some  occasion  may  arrive. 
When  I  may  strike  an  unexpected  blow, 
And  do  my  ooantry  right. 

Man.  thy  loyalty, 
Fby  truth  and  honour  have  been  ever  spotless. 
Besides  tby  wrongs^  thy  countless  wrongs,  the 
wounds 


He  ^ve  your  injured  familv  and  name  '    ■ 
Mir.  Alas !  those  wounds  must  still  lie  bleed- 
ing here, 
L'ntented  bj  the  hand  of  time— Not  all 
lis  lenient  arts,  bis  favours  heaped  upon  me, 
>hall  cool  the  burning  anguish  of  my  soul, 
^'hat!  he  that  slew  my  fisther !— dragged  my 

sister* 
dooming  in  years,  to  lus  detested  bed  !— 
t^es,  tyrant,  yes : — ^thy  unextinguished  foe 
>wells  in  this  bosom.    Surely,  then,  to  me 
klandane  may  reveal  her  gpcfs — her  wrongs 
ViJl  add  new  fuel  to  my  hidden  fires, 
knd  make  them  bum  more  fiercely. 


MuL  Urge  no 
My  woes  most  rest  concealed.    Yet  should  the 

tynmt 
Learn  from  the  captives  of  yon  vanquished  host> 
That  China's  orphan  breathes  the  vital  air, 
Andy  to  himself  anknowa,  within  his  brsast 
Unconscious  bears  the  geaarbus  glowing  flame 
Of  all  the  virtues  of  his  royal  line ; 
Oh !  should  they  know  that  the  dear  youth  sur- 
vives^ 
That  for  his  righteous  caose  this  war  begsn, 
Their  fury  then  would  kindle  to  a  blase. 
Might  wFu>  the  world  in  iames,  and  in  the  ruin 
My  blameless  son  must  parish ! 

Jfir.  Seek  not  thus 
To  multiply  the  ills  that  hover  round  vou ; 
Nor  firom  the  stores  of  busy  Amcy  add 
New  shafts  to  fortuae's  quiver,    ^amti's  care 
Hath  still  deceived  suspicion's. wakeful  eye; 
And  o'er  the  Mandarin  his  manners  pure. 
And  sacred  function,  have  diffused  an  air 
Of  venerable  awe,  which  e'en  can  tMch 
These  northern  foes  to  soften  into  men. 

Man.   Yes,  Mirvan,  yes — ^Religion  wears  a 
mien 
In  Zamti's  person  so  severely  mild. 
That  the  fierce  Scythian  rests  upon  his  spear, 
And  wonders  what  be  feels !  Such  is  the  charm 
Of  heart-felt  virtue ;  such  is  nature's  force 
That  speaks  abroad,  and  in  rude  northern  hearts 
Can  stamp  the  image  of  an  awiul  God. 
From  that  source  springs  some  hope : — Wretch 

that  I  am ! 
Hofie  idly  flutters  on  my  trembling  tongue. 
While  meianoholy,  brooding  o'er  her  wrongs, 
Lavs  waste  t^e  mind  with  horror  and  despair. 
— ^Whatncnseisthat?— 

Ifir.  Compose  this  storm  of  grief; 
Li  every  sound  vour  fancy  hears  tfle  Tartar^—-* 
Your  husband  this  way  bends 

Matu  Celestial  Powers! 
What  labouring  sighs  heave  in  his  breast? — ^what 

terror 
Rolls  in   the    patriot's    eye  ? — haste,   Mirvan, 

hence; 
Again  look  out;  gather  the  flying  news, 
And  let  me  know  each  circumstance  of  ruin. 

[Exit  Mirvan. 

Enter  Zamti. 

Man.  Zamti! 

Zaai/t.  Mandane! 

Man.  Ah !  what  hast  thou  seen  ? 
What   hast   thou  heard?— Tell  me— has  fate 

decreed 
The  doom  of  China? 

ZamtL  China  is  no  more ! 
The  eastern  world  is  lost— this  mighty  empire 
Falls  with  the  umverse  beneath  tm  stroke 
Of  savage  force — falb  from  it's  towering  hopes ; 
For  ever,  ever  fallen ! 

Mm.  Yet|  why,  ye  Powers ! 
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Whj  should  a  tyrant^  tnined  to  lust  and  nmrder, 

A  lawless  ravager  from  savage  wilds» 

Where  cheerfiu  day  ne'er  dawna^  bat  lowering 

heaven 
For  ever  rolls  a  tarbolence  of  doodg; 
Why  should  a  monster  thus  nstirp  the  world, 
And  trample  fair  simplicity  from  ill 
Beneath  his  ruffian  feet  ? 

Zamtu  Far  heaoe,  Mandane. 
Those  happv  days,  alas !  are  fled,  when  peace 
Here  nursed  her  blooming  oliveiy  and  shed  round 
Her  fostering  influence. — ^In  vain  the  plan 
Of  sacred  laws,  by  hoary  elders  taught, 
Laws  founded  on  the  base  of  public  weal. 
Gave  lessons  to  the  world,    ui  vain  Confucius 
Unlocked  his  radiant  stores  of  moral  truth; 
In  vain  bright  sdenoe,  and  each  tender  muse, 
Beamed  every  elegpmce  on  polished  life- 
Barbarian  power  prevails.    Wha(e*er  our  sages 

taught, 
Or  genius  could  inspire,  must  fade  away. 
And  each  fair  virtue  wither  at  the  blast 
Of  northern  domination. 

Man.  Fatal  day  ! 
More  fatal  eVn  than  that,  which  first  beheld 
This  race  accursed  wishin  these  palace  walls. 
Since  hope,  that  balm  of  wretched  minds^  is  now 
Irrevocably  lost 

Zamth  Name  not  the  day. 
Which  saw  thiscitv  sacked — afresh  stream  my  eyes, 
Fresh  bleeds  my  heart,  whene'er  the  sad  idea 
Comes   o'er  mv  tortured   mind.     Why,   cruel 

Powers  f 
Why  in  that  moment  could  not  Zamti  fall  f 

Man.  Thy  sanctity,  the  symbol  of  thy  God, 
Made  even  the  conqueror  suspend  his  blow. 
And  murmur  soft  hunuuiity.    High  Heaven 
Protected  thee  for  its  own  great  designs; 
To  save  the  royal  child,  the  new-born  babe. 
From  the  dire  slaughter  of  his  ancient  line. 
Zamti.  Yes,  my  Mandane,  in  that  hour  of 
carnage. 
For  purposes  yet  in  the  womb  of  time, 
I  was  rt-served.    I  was  ordained  to  save 
The  infant  bov ;  the  dear,  the  precious  charge, 
The  last  of  all  my  kings  t^^-full  twenty  years 
IVe  hid  him  frona  the  world,  and  from  himself; 

And  now  I  swear Kneel  we  together  here ; 

While  in  this  dreadful  pause  our  souls  renew 

Their  solemn  purpose. — ^- — ^       [Both  kneeL 

Thou  all-gracious  Being, 

Whose  tutelary  care  hath  watched  the  fate 

Of  China's  Orphan,  who  hast  taught  his  steps 

The  paths  of  safety,  still  envelop  him 

In  sevenfold  night,  till  your  own  hour  is  come ; 

Till  your  slow  justice  see  the  dread  occasion 

To  rouse  his  soul,  and  bid  him  walk  abroad. 

Vicegerent  of  your  power;— and  if  thy  servant. 

Or  this  his  soft  associate,  e'er  deiieat 

Bv  any  word  or  deed  the  great  design. 

Then  straight  may  all  your  horrible  displeasure 

Be  launched  upon  us  inm  your  red  rij^t  arm, 


And  in  one  rain  dash  us  both  togedier, 
The  blasted  monuments  of  wrath ! 

Man.  That  here 
Mandane  vows  ne'er  to  betn^  his  caoK, 
Be  it  enrolled  in  the  records  of  Ueavea! 

ZamtL  And  now  my  heart  more  ligptly  boti; 
methinks, 
Widi  strength  redoubled  I  can  meet  tibe  ihsd 
Of  adverse  fate. 

Man.  And  lo !  the  trial  romei 
For  see  where  £tan  monms— ^-See  whefe  ik 

youth, 
Unknowing  of  the  storm  that  gathers  o'er  hia, 
Brings  some  new  tale  of  woe. 

Enter  Etan. 

Eian.  My  honoured  father. 
And  you,  my  helpless  mother,— «h !  where  osv, 
Dlustrioos  wretched  pair,  where  will  ye  (ly? 
Where  will  your  miseries  now  find  a  sfaeStcr? 
ZamtL  In  virtue — I  and   tfab  dear  boAitk 
woman-^ 
We  ask  no  more. 

Man.  Ah !  quicklv,  Etan,  say 
What  means  that  pallid  look  ?  What  new  ens: 
Brings  on  the  work  of  fate  ? 

Zamti.  Say,  does  the  tyrant 
Return,  unglutted  yet  with  blood  ? 

Etan,  He  does. 
Even  now  his  triumph  moves  within  the  gstn, 
In  dread  barbaric  pomp : — the  iron  swarms 
Of  Il^rperhoreans  troop  along  the  streets, 
Reekuig    from    slaugnter;    while    from  pnct 

crowds 
Of  their  dire  countiTmen,  an  uproar  wild 
Of  joy  ferocious  through  the  astonished  air 
Howls  like  a  northern  tempest : — Cer  the  n^ 
Proud  in  superior  eminence  of  guilt. 
The  tyrant  rides  sublime.     Behind  his  car 
The  refuse  of  his  sword,  a  captive  train 
Display  thdr  honest  scars,  and  gnash  their  teedb 
With  rage  and  desperation. 

Man.  Cruel  fate ! 

Etan.  With  these  a  youth,  distinguished  faa 
the  rest, 
Proceeds  in  sullen  march.    Heroic  fire 
Glows  in  his  cheek,  and  from  his  ardent  eye 
Beams  amiable  horn>r. 

Man.  What  of  this  youth  ? 

Zamti.  Be  not  alarmed,  5Iandane — ^Wkst  ^ 
him? 

Etan.  On  him  all  eyes  were  fixed  vidi  casff 

As  if  their  spirits,  struggling  to  oome  fofth. 
Would  strain  each  visual  uerre— while  thns^ 

the  crowd 
A  busy  murmur  ran — *  If  fame  say  right, 
'  Beneath  that  habit  lurks  a  prince ;  the  hot 
*  Of  China's  race.'    The  ramour  spreads  afaroid 
From  man  to  man;  and  all  with  kiod  aodsia 
Denounce  their  vengeance  on  him. 
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Man.  Hft  f  what  la/st  thou,  Etan  ? 
Heaveosi  how  each  bla^ening  houTy  in  deqier 

hofTor, 
Comes  charged  with  woe ! 

ZamtL  It  cannot  be.    Ye  yaby 
Ye  groiudless  terrors,  hence  !  [Aside, 

Man,  My  honoured  lord. 
Those  eyes  upturned  to  Heaven,  alas !  in  vain, 
Decbue  your  inward  conflict. 

ZamtL  Loved  Mandane, 
I  prithee  leave  nie — ^but  a  moment  leave  me. 
Heed  not  the  workings  of  a  sickly  fancy. 
Wrought  on  by  every  popular  report. 
ThoQ  Enow'sty  with  Morat,  I  conveyed  the  in- 
fant 
Far  as  the  eastern  point  of  Corea's  realm ; 
There,  where  no  human  trace  is  seen,  no  Sound 
Assails  the  ear,  save  when  the  foaming  surge 
Breaks  on  the  shelving  beach,  that  there  the 

youth 
Might  mock  dwir  busy  search.    Then  check  thy 


Retire,  my  love»  awhile ;  FU  come  anon-* 
And  fortify  thy  soul  with  firm  resolve, 
BecominE  Zamti's  vnfe, 

Man,  YtBf  Zamti's  wife 
Shall  never  act  unworthy  of  her  lord ! 
Then  hence  111  go,  and  satisfy  each  doubt 
This  vottthfttl  captive  raises  in  my  heart. 
Quick  panting  with  its  fears.  Aiid  O  ve  powers! 
Protect  my  son,  my  husband,  and  my  king ! 

[Exit  Mandane, 

ZamtL  Come  hither,  Etan — thou  perceiv'st  the 
toils 
That  now  encircle  me. 

Etam,  Alas !  too  well 
I  see  the  impending  storm.    But  surely,  sir, 
Should  this  young  captive  prove  the  royal  orphan, 
Youll  never  own  the  important  truth. 

ZmntL  Dream  not,  youii^  man, 
To  stand  secure,  yet  bloommg  into  life, 
While  vengeance  hovers  o'er  your  father's  head. 
The  stock  once  fallen,  each  scyon  must  decay. 

Eian,  Then  let  me  perish ! — ^Witness  fc^r  me, 
Heaven, 
Could  £tan*s  fall  appease  the  tvrant's  wrath, 
A  willing  victim  he  would  yield  his  life, 
And  ask  no  greater  boon  of  Heaven. 

ZmntL  This  zeal, 
So  fervid  in  a  stranger's  cause 

Etan,  A  stranger ! — ^he ! — 
My  king  a  stranger  \ — Sir,  you  never  meant  it^ 
Perhaps  you  would  explore  the  fierv  seeds 
Of  Etan^s  temper,  ever  prompt  to  blaze 
At  honour's  ssicred  name.    Perish  the  man, 
W*bo^  when  his  country  calls  him  to  defend 
The  rights  of  human  kind,  or  bravely  die. 
Who,  then,  to  glonr  dead,  can  shrink  aghast. 
And  hold  a  council  with  his  abject  fears ! 

ZamtL  These  towerings  of  ttie  soul,  alas !  are 
vain. 
I  know  the  Tartar  well — ^should  I  attempt 


B;f  any  virtuous  fnmd  to  veil  the  tnitlv 

His  lion-rage  again  shall  stalk  abroad, 

Again  shall  quatf  the  blood  of  innocence; 

And,  for  Zaphimri,  all  the  poor  remains 

Of  China's  matrons,  and  her  hoary  sires. 

Her  blooming  virgins,  and  her  lisping  babes^ 

Shall  yield  mtir  throats  to  the  fell  murdererV 

knife, 
And  all  be  lost  for  ever ! 

Etan.  Then  at  once 
Proclaim  him  to  the  world ;  each  hone^  hand 
Will  grasp  a  sword,  and,  'midst  the  circling 

guards, 
Reach  die  usurper's  heart— or,  should  the?  fail. 
Should  overwhelming  bands  obstruct  the  deed^ 
Thcvll  ereatly  dare  to  die  1 — better  to  die 
With  faUinf^  hber^,  than  basely  lead 
An  ignominious  me,    Zaphimri  lost, 
Ne'er  shall  fair  order  dawn;  but  through  the 

land 
Slavery  shall  clank  her  chains,  and  violation, 
Rapine,  and  murder,  riot  at  the  will 
Of  Inst  and  lawless  power. 

ZamtL  Thou  brave  young  man. 
Indulge  my  fond  embrace — thy  lovely  ardour 
It  glads  me  thus  to  see ! — ^To  ease  at  once 
Thv  generous  fears-^the  prince  Zaphimri's  safe; 
Safe  m  my  guardian  care. 

Etan.  The  prisoner,  sir, 
He  does  not  then  alarm  you  ? 

ZamtL  No !  from  thence 
IVe  nought  to  fear. 

Etan,  Oh !  sir,  inform  your  son 
Where  is  the  royal  heir  \ 

ZamtL  Seek  not  too  soon 
To  know  that  truth— now  Fil  disclose  the  work, 
The  work  of  vengeance,  which  my  labouring  soul 
Has  long  been  fashioning.    Even  at  this  hour 
Stupendous  ruin  hovers  o'er  the  heads 
Of  this  accursed  race. 

Etan,  Ruin! 

ZamtL  rii  tell  thee 

When  Timurkan  led  forth  his  savage  bands^ 
Unpeopling  this  great  citv,  I  then  seized 
The  hour,  to  tamper  with  a  chosen  few, 
Who  have  resolved,  when  the  barbarians  lie 
Buried  in  sleep  and  wine,  and  hotly  dream 
Their  havock  o'er  again — then,  then,  my  son. 
In  one  collected  blow  to  burst  upon  them ; 
like  their  own  northern  clouds,  whose  midnight 

horror 
Impending  o'er  the  worid,  at  length  breaks  forth 
In  the  vaunt  lightningfs  blaze,  in  storms  and  thuii* 

der 
Through  all  the  reddening  air,  till  frighted  nature 
Start  from  her  coudi,  and  waken  to  a  scene 
Of  uproar  and  destruction. 

Etan,  Oh !  my  father. 
The  glorious  enterprize ! 

ZamtL  Mark  me,  young  man. 
Seek  thou  my  friends,  Orasming  and  Zimvenii : 
In  the  dim  holy  cloisters  of  yon  temple 
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Thou  wilt  find  them  mnsiiig.    Near  Osmingti'B 

tomh 
I  charged  them  idl  convene,  and  there  do  thou 
Await  my  coming — bid  them  ne'er  remit 


Their  hi^  hennc  ardour;  let  tiwmkaow, 
Whatever  shall  fall  on  diis  old  monkferiog  <%, 
The  tjrrant  never  shall  aabdne  nj  noDd. 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Zamti. 

2amtL  Dream  on,  deluded  tyrant !  jes,  dream 

on 
In  blind  security !  whene'er  hidi  Heaven 
Means  to  destroy,  it  curses  with  illusion, 
With  error  of  tlie  mind.    Yes^  wreak  thy  fury 
Upon  this  captive  youth ;  whoe*er  he  i^ 
It  from  his  death  this  groaning  em^re  rise. 
Once  more  itself,  resplendent,  rich  m  arts 
That  humanize  the  world,  he  pays  a  debt 
Due  to  his  kin^  hb  country,  and  his  God. 
His  father,  wheresoever  he  dwell,  in  tears 
Shall  tell  the  gloiy  on  his  boy  derived ; 
And  even  his  mother,  amidst  her  matron  shrieks. 
Shall  bless  the  childrbed  pang  that  brought  him 

forth 
To  this  great  lot,  by  fate  to  few  allowed ! 
What  wouldst  thou,  Mirvan  ? 

Enter  MrKVAX. 

Mir.  Eagerly  without 
A  reverend  stranger  craves  access  to  Zamti : 
His  head  hoary  with  age,  with  galling  tears 
His  eyes  sufiused ;  his  every  look  impatience— 

ZamtL  Give  him  admittance.    [Exit  Mifvan. 
How  my  spirits  rush 

Tumultuous  to  my  heart— whatmay  this  mean  ? 
Lo !  where  he  oom< 


Enter  Morat. 


Morat,  Zamti  !- 


Zamti.  Ha !  through  the  veil 
Of  age,  that  face— that  mien— Morat ! 

Morat.  Oh  !  Zamti ! 
Let  me  once  more  embrace  thee 

ZatntL  Good  old  man !  [They  embrace. 

But  wherefore  art  thou  here  ?  what  of  my  boy  f 

Morat.  Ah!   what  indeed?  Even  from  the 
ocean's  margin. 
Parched  with  the  sun,  or  chilled  with  midnight 

damps, 
O'er  hills,  and  rocks,  and  dreary  continents^ 
In  vain  I  have  followed 

Zamti.  Why  didst  let  him  forth  ? 

Morat.  Thmk  not  thy  Morat  urged  him  to  the 
deed. 
His  valour  was  the  cause ;  and  soon  as  fiune 
Proclaimed  the  prince  alive,  the  mi^ty  din 
Of  preparation  through  all  Corea's  realm 
Alarmed  his  breast — mdignant  of  controul. 
He  burst  his  covert,  and  now,  hapless  youtb-~ 

Zamti.  Ah  I  dead !  in  battle  faUen! 


Morat.  Alas !  even  now 
He  drag^  the  oonqueroi's  chain. 

ZamtL  Mandane  then 
May  still  embrace  her  son !  My  boy  any  live, 
To  know  the  sweets  of  freedom  ere  he  me. 

Morat.  Alas !  the  measure  of  voar  woes  i^ 
full ! 
UncoDsdoos  of  oof  frauds,  the  tyrant  tluab 
The  prince  hb  prisoner  in  your  son. 

Zamti.  Ah!  Morat! 

Morat.  Wild  through  the  streets  the  foe  oIL 
out  on  Zamti. 
Hiee  they  pronounce  the  andmr  of  this  fmd; 
And  on  your  Hamet  threaten  instant  ^tupmifr 

Zamti.  There  was  but  this — bot  tiiis^  ye  oni 
powers^ 
And  this  yon  luive  heaped  upon  me !  Was  it  o0t 
Enough  to  tear  him  from  his  motbei^s  am*— 
Doomed  for  his  prince  to  wander  o'er  die  warid ! 
Alas !  what  needed  more?  Fond  footisfa  eyes, 
Stop  your  unbidden  gush — --tesuv  learme  pitoe 

meal 

No !  I  will  not  complain — bat 
Could  that  suspicion  glance  ? 

Morat.  This  very  mora. 
Ere  yet  the  battle  joined,  a  faidiful 
Who  through  the  friendly  gLoom  of  niglbT  had 

held 
His  darkling  way,  and  passed  the  Tartar's  csaif 
Brought  me  advices  from  the  Cocean  chief. 
That  soon  as  Hamet  joined  the  warlike  trao, 
His  story  he  related.    Strai^t  the  gallant  kader 
With  open  arms  received  bim — knew  him  £artbf 

son. 
In  secret  knew  him,  nor  revealed  he  aoght 
That  touched  his  birth.      Bot  aiill  the  bssy 

voice 
Of  fame,  increasing  as  she  gptes,  tbrongli  all  (be 

ranks 
Babbled  abroad  each  circurastanoe.    By  thee 
How  he  was  privately  conveyed — sent  fofth 
A  tender  inmnt  to  l>e  reared  in  sobtude^ 
A  strancer  to  himself !  Tbe  warrioca  mnr 
With  what  a  graceful  port  he  moved  in  ainsy 
An  early  hero !  deemed  him  hx  above 
The  common  lot  of  life — deemed  ban  Zaphian, 
And  all  with  reverential  awe  bdieki  bin. 
This,  this,  my  Zamti,  reached  the  Qrraafs  ear^ 
And  rises  into  horrid  proof. 

Zamti.  l£aa, 
Oh!  what  asacrifioe  mutt  now  he  made  I  [Jafc 

Marat.  But  wheatfae aecretshall  be  ~ 

Zamti.  Oh  !  Moiat ! 
Does  tby  poor  blading  cmtafrj  still 
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Detr  to  fhj  heart?  Say,  dost  tfaoo  ttill  revere 
lliat  holy  power  above.  Supreme  of  bdogt| 
Mifftff^f"  by  the  Booiee,  wiioin  our  iadiers 
Worshipped  in  happier  dajs? 

Morai.  He-Hmlylie 
For  twentyyears  hath  gjiven  ne  Btmngdi  in  exile. 
Zamii  Tnen  bending  hcre^  before  his  awful 
tfarooe^ 
Swear,  what  I  now  unfold  shall  ever  lia 
In  sacred  silence  wrapped. 
Monti,  I  swear ! 
Zamtu  Now  maik  me 
Mont— nqr  soo— [2\inim^  aiide.}-Oh!  crael, 

cruel  task, 
To  coDcjuer  nature  while  the  heart-strings  break! 
Marat.  Why  heave  those  sighs?  and  why  that 

burst  of  grief? 
ZamiL  My  son-^s  pi?U1<MM  blood — ^I  cannot 
speak  !  [Burgis  into  tears. 

Morat.  Ha !  Wilt  thou  shed  his  blood? 

Zamti.  Thou  wretched  fadier ! 

[Haffatide. 
Morat.  Ob  I  bad  you  known  die  virtues  of  the 
youth. 
His  truth,  his  courage,  his  enlightened  mind-^ 
ZamtL  I  prithee  ur^  no  more— here  nature's 
voice 
fipeaks  in  such  pleadings :  such  reproadie^  Mo- 

ra^ 
—Here  in  my  veiy  heart — give  woundinn  here. 
Thou  canst  not  know,  smd  only  parents  feel ! 
Morat.  And  wilt  Uiou,  cruel  m  thy  tears— 
ZmUL  N«y,  cease, 
to  jHty  to  a  lather,  cease— Think,  Morat— 
Ibmk  of  Zaphimri ! 
Morat.  Ab  !  how  fares  the  prince  ? 
ZamtL  He  fores,  my  Morat,  like  a  god 
^arth,^ 
iTnknowiog  his  celestial  origin, 
ITet  qui^  intense,  and  bursting  into  action ; 
iis  great  heart  labouring  with — he  knows, not 

what-^ 
?rodigioas  deeds !  Deeds^  which  ere  long  shall 


on 


istonishy  and  alarm  the  world 

Morat.  What  mean 
liose  mystic  sounds? 

ZamtL  Revenge,  conquest,  and  freedom  ! 

Marat.  Conquest  and  freedom! 

ZmntL  Ay  !  conquest  and  freedom ! 
rhe  midnight  hour  shall  call  a  chosen  baikl 
)f  hidden  patriots  forth ;  who,  when  the  toe 
inks  down  in  drunken  revelry,  shall  pour^ 
lie  gathered  rage  of  twenty  years  upon  him, 
Lnd  vindicate  the  eastern  world. 

Morai.  By  Heaven ! 
lie  news  revives  my  soul. 

ZamtL  And  canst  thou  think, 
To  save  one  vulgar  life,  that;Zamd  now 
^lU  mar  the  vast  design  ?  No ;  let  him  bleed^ 
Jtt  toy  boy  bleed !  in  such  a  cause  as  this, 
can  resgli  my  ion-«*with  tears  of  joy 


Resign  him !  and  one  complicated  pang 

Shall  wrench  him  from  mv  heart. 

The  conqueror  comes !      [WarUke  music  withi9}% 
This  is  no  hour  for  parleying— Morat,  hence ! 
And  leave  me  to  my  fixed  resolve. 

Morat.  Yet  think. 
Think  of  some  means  to  save  vour  Hamet. 

ZamtL  Ohl 
It  cannot  be---the  lool  of  Timnrkan 
Is  bold  and  stirring :  when  occasion  calls, 
He  sprines  aloft,  like  an  expanding  fire. 
And  mans  his  way  with  rum.    Now  he  knows 
Zaphimri  lives,  his  fear  will  make  him  daring 
Bc^nd  his  former  crimes — ^for  joy  and  riot, 
Wnich  this  da/s  triumph  brings,  remorseless  rage 
And  massacre  succeed    and  SlI  our  hopes 
Are  blasted  for  an  unimportant  boy. 

[A  second JUmrish, 

Morat.  That  nearer  sound  proclaims  hisdrea4 
approach. 
Yet  once  more,  Zamti,  think 

ZamtL  No  more— I  will  send 
Those  shall  conduct  thee  where  Orasmine  lives. 
There  dwell  unseen  of  all.    But^  Morat,  first 
Seek  my  Mandane.    Heavens !  how  shall  I  bear 
Her  strong  impetuosity  of  Knef, 
When  she  shall  know  my  mtal  purpose !  Thou 
Prepare  her  tender  spirit ;  soothe  her  mind, 
Ana  save,  Oh !  save  me  from  that  dreadful  con- 
flict! [JEjrettfif. 

SCENE  n. 

TVvo  large  Folding-^es  in  the  baek-$cene  are 
burst  open  fy  the  TartarSf  and  then  enter  Ti- 
ifUBKAN,  vnth  his  tr^. 

2Im«r.  Hail  to  this  regal  dome,  this  gorgeous 
palace! 
Where  this  invendve  race  have  lavished  all 
Their  elegance : — ^ye  gay  apartments^  hail ! 
Beneath  your  stoned  roof,  where  mimic  life 
Glows  to  the  eye,  and  at  the  painter^s  touch 
A  new  creation  lives  along  the  walls ; 
Once  more  receive  a  conqueror,  arrived 
From  rougher  scenes,  where  stem  rebellion  dared 
Draw  forth  his  phalanx ;  dll  this  warlike  arm 
Hurled  desolation  on  his  faUing  ranks. 
And  now  the  monster,  in  yon  field  of  death, 
Lies  overwhelmed  in  ruin. 

Octar.  There  he  fell. 
No  more  to  stalk  thy  realm :  the  eastern  world| 
From  this  auspicious  day,  beneath  your  feet 
Lies  bound  in  adamantine  chainSi 

Thmtr.  Thus,  Octar, 
Shall  Timurkan  display  his  conquering  banners^ 
From  high  Samarcand^  walls^  to  where  the  Tanaia 
Devolves  his  icy  tribute  to  the  sea. 

Octar.  But  nrst  this  captive  prince ! 

T^ur.  Ye^  Octar,  first 
Zaphimri  ^utsmyrage — ^bring  him  before 
first 

Wrtlcr»htl.«ed.ofd«kooo,«cr; 
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For  Zamti^^hey  that  false  inadious  slavey 
Shall  dearly  pa^  his  treaaons. 

Octar.  Zamti's  crimes 
7were  best  to  leave  unpunished :— «— ^ernd  in 

wiles 
Of  sly  hvpocrisy,  he  wins  the  loy* 
Of  the  deluded  multitude,    ^would  seem. 
Should  we  inflict  that  death  his  frauds  desenre. 
As  if  we  meant  destruction  to  their  faith : 
When  a  whole  people's  minds  are  once  inflamed 
For  their  religious  rights,  their  fury  bums 
M'ith  rage  more  dreadful,  as  the  source  is  holy. 
Tmur,  Octar,  thou  reaaonest  right  ^T-hence^ 

forth  my  art, 
To  make  this  stubborn  race  receive  the  yoke, 
Shall  be  by  yielding  to  their  softer  manners, 
Their  vesture,  laws,  and  customs :  thus  to  blend 
And  make  the  whole  one  undistinguished  people. 
The  boy  comes  forth  in  suUea  mood— — wnat 

passions 
Swell  in  his  breast  in  vain ! 

^nter  Hamet,  m  cfmnt, 

Timur,  lliou  art  the  youth. 
Who  mowed  our  battle  down,  and  fleshed  your 

sword 
In  many  a  slaughtered  Tartar. 

Hornet,  TVue ;  I  am. 

Timur,  Too  well  I  marked  thy  rage^  and  saw 
thee  hew 
A  wasteful  passage  through  the  embattled  plain. 

Hornet,  Then,  be  thou  witness  for  me,  in  tbat 
hour 
I  never  shunned  your  thidcest  war;  and  if 
In  yonder  field,  where  my  poor  countrymen. 
In  mangled  heaps,  lie  many  a  rood  extended. 
Kind  fate  had  doomed  me  to  a  noble  fall, 
With  this  right  arm  I  earned  it 

Tinmr,  Say,  what  motive 
Unsheathed  thy  rebel  blade,  and  bade  thee  seek 
These  wars? 

Hamet.  The  love  of  honourable  deeds, 
The  groans  of  bleeding  China,  and  the  bate 
Of  tyrants. 

limur.  Ha ! — take  heed,  rash  youth — ^I  see 
This  lesson  has  been  taueht  thee.    Octar,  haste. 
Seek  me  the  mandarin :  fet  him  forthwith 
Attend  me  here.  [Exit  Octar.]  Now  tremble  at 

my  words ! 
Thy  motive  to  these  wars  is  known — thou  art 
Ztwhimri. 

Hornet.  I  Zaphimri ! 

Timur.  False  one,  yes : 
Thou  art  Zaphimri — thou!— whom  treacherous 

guile 
Stole  from  my  rage,  and  sent  to  distant  wilds, 
Till  years  and  horrid  counsel  should  mature  thee 
For  war  and  wild  commotion. 

Hamet.  I  the  prince  ! 
Tlie  last  of  China's  race !  Nay,  mock  not  majesty. 
Nor  with  the  borrowed  robes  of  sacred  kings 
Dress  up  a  wretch  like  me— Were  I  Zaphimri, 


Thiok'st  tho«  thy  treniblnig  eye  oouU  bev  te 

shock 
Of  a  mudMnjured  kii^  ?  Cooldst  thou  sartsiait? 
Say,  couldst  thou  bear  to  view  a  royal  vjJbn, 
Whose  father,  mother,  brocber,  sisters^  m, 
Thy  murderous  arm  bath  kmg  since  Imd  ia  dasi? 
Whose  nadve  crown  on  thy  ignoble  brow 

Thou  darest  dishonour? whose  wide^nttd 

country 
Thy  arms  have  made  a  wjldenwas  ? 

Timur,  I  see 
Thou  hast  been  tutored  in  thy  looe  retreat 
Bv  some  sententious  pedant.     Soon  these  vaiB^ 
These  turgid  maxims,  shall  be  all  anbdned 
By  thy  approaching  death. 

Hamet,  Let  desidi  come  on ; 
Guilt,  pilt  alone  shrinks  back  appalled      ik 

brave 
And  honest  still  de^  his  dart;- 
Calmly  can  e^  his  frown  ^ 
Invokes  his  friendly  aid  to  end  her 

Timur,  Thy  woes,  presumptuous  jootb^  ^^ 
all  my  fear% 
Shall  soon  lie  buried. 

^nter  Zixrir 

Timur.  Now,  {nous  false  ooe^  aaj,  wbo  is.tfatf 
youth  ? 

ZamtL  His  air,  his  featnrei^  and  his  faooea 
mien. 
Proclaim  all  fair  witfaip.    But^  migbty  str, 
I  know  him  not: 

Timur.  Take  heed,  old  man,  nor  dan. 
As  thou  dost  dread  my  power,  to  practise  gaile 
Beneath  a  mask  of  sacerdotal  perfidr : 
Priestcraft,  I  think,  calls  it  a  pioiis  mod. 

Zoai^i.  Priestcraft  and  saomotal  perfidy 
To  me  are  yet  unknown.    Religion's  garb 
Here  never  serves  to  consecrate  a  crane : 
We  have  not  yet,  thank  Heaven,  so  fki  imbibed 
The  vices  of  the  north ! 

Timur.  Thou  vile  impostor ! 
Arov  Zaphimri,  whom  thy  tfeacbeitwis  arts 
Concealed  ftvm  justice ;  or  else  desolatioB 
Anin  shall  ravage  this  devoted  lancL 

Zamfi.  Aks  !  full  well  thou  know^a^  that  son 
already 
Hath  Aed  aU  royal  blood. 

Timur,  Traitor,  'tis  false ! 
By  thee,  vile  slave,  I  have  been  wioti|slit  to  tibadk 
The  hated  race  destroyed :  thy  artfbl  tale 
Abused  my  credulous  ear.    But  kaow^,  at  ka^ 
Some  captive  slaves,  by  my  *v**f^^  jiap'^i 
Have  owned  the  horrid  tnitb    have  owned  dicy 

fought 
To  seat  Zanhimri  on  the  throne  of  Cfaiaa. 
Hear  me,  ttiou  froward  boy— <darest  tfaoa  be  h> 

nest. 
And  answer  ynho  thoa  art? 

Hamet.  Dare  I  be  honest! 
I  dare !— «  mind,  grown  op  in  native  hoooar, 
Dares  not  be  otfaenrise— uiea,  if  thy  mops 
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Ask  from  the  li^^toiog  of  whose  blade  they  fled, 
Tell  them  'twas  Hamec^s. 

Zamti.  *fi*— it  is  my  son ! 

My  boy— my  liamet !  \Aude. 

'Hmur,  Where  was  your  abode  ? 
HameL  Far  hence  remote,  in  Corea's  happy 
realm. 
Where  the  fint  beams  of  day,  with  orient  bhishes. 
Huge  the  salt  wave :  there,  on  the  sea-beat  shore, 
A  cavern  rock  yielded  a  lone  retreat 
To  virtuous  Morat 
Zamii  Oh !  ill-fated  youth  1  [Aside. 

Hamet.  The  pious  hennit,  in  that  moss-grown 
dwelling, . 
Found  an  asylum  from  heart-piercing  woesy 
From  slavery,  and  that  restless  din  of  arms, 
With  which  thy  fell  ambition  shook  the  world. 
There  too  the  sage  nurtured  my  greener  years ; 
With  him  and  contemplation  have  I  walked 
The  paths  of  wisdom :  wlmt  the  great  Confucius 
Of  moral  beauty  taught,  whate*cr  the  wise, 
Still  wooing  knowledge  in  her  secret  haunts, 
Di^oscd  of  Nature  to  the  sons  of  men. 
My  wondering  mind  has  heard :  but  alM>ve  all, 
The  hennit  taught  me  the  most  useful  science. 
That  noble  science  to  be  brave  and  good. 
Zamti,  Oh !  lovely  youth !  at  every  word  he 
utters, 
A  soft  effusion,  mixed  of  grief  and  joy. 
Flows  o*er  mv  heart.  [Aside. 

Timur,  Wno,  said  he,  was  your  father? 
Uamet.  My  birth  the  pious  sage — I  know  not 
why— — 
Still  wrapped  in  silence ;  and  when  urged  to  tell, 
He  only  answered  that  a  time  might  come, 
1  should  not  blush  to  know  my  father. 

Thnur,  Now, 
With  truth   dedarc,  hast  thou. ne'er  heard  of 
Zaunti? 
Hamet,  Of  Zamti!  Oft^  enraptured  with  his 
name. 
My  heart  has  glowed  within  me,  as  I  beard 
Fhc  praises  ot  tlie  godlike  mui. 

Titnur,  Thou  slave,  [To  Zamti. 

Each  circumstance  arraigns  tliy  guilt  f 

Hamet,  Oh  !  Heavens ! 
Can  chat  be  Zamti? 
7i0iicr.  Yes,  that  is  the  traitor. 
Hornet.  Let  roe  adore  liis  venerable  form, 
fhus  on  my  koces  adore — 

ZamtL  I  cannot  look  upon  bira, 
Lest  tenderness  dissolve  my  feeble  powers, 
\nd  wrest  my  purpose  from  me —  [Aside. 

Ttmur,  Hence,  vain  boy  ! 
fhou  spedous  traitor !  thou  false,  hoary  moral- 
ist !  [to  Zamti, 
'oofusion  has  oVrta'en  thy  subtle  frauds. 
fo  make  my  crown's  assurance  firm,  tliat  none 
lereafter  bhall  aspire  to  wrench  it  from  me, 
^ow  (iwn  your  fancied  king ;  or,  by  yon  heaven, 
^o  make  our  vengeance  sure,  through  all  the  east 
lach  youth  shall  die,  and  carnage  thin  mankind, 
Vol.  I. 


Till  in  the  general  wreck  your  boasted  Orphan 
Shall  undistinguished  fall.  Thou  know'st  my  word 
Is  fate.    Octar,  draw  near — when  treason  lurks, 
Each  moment's  big  with  danger — thou  observe 
These  my  commands  ■ 

[Talks  apart  to  Octar. 
Zeanti,    Now,  virtuous  cruelty  repress  my 
tears! 
Cease  your  soft  conflict.  Nature !  Hear  me,  Tar- 
tar: 
That  youth — ^his  air— his  every  look  unmans  me 
quite. 
Timur.  Wilt  thou  begin,  dissembler? 
Zamti.  Down,  down,  down 
It  must  be  so,  or  all  is  lost — ^Tliat  youth, 
IVe  dealt  by  him — as  every  king  could  wish 
In  a  like  case,  his  faithful  subjects  would. 
Timur,  Dost  thou,  then,  own  it?  Triumph, 
Timurkan, 
And  in  Zaphimri^s  grave  lie  hushed  my  fears ! 
Brave  Octar,  let  the  victim  straight  be  led 
To  yonder  sacred  fane :  there,  in  the  view 
Of  my  rejoiciug  Tartars,  the  declining  sun 
Shall  see  him  odered  to  our  hving  Lamar 
For  this  day's  conouest :  thence  a  golden  train 
Of  radiant  years  snail  mark  my  future  sway. 

[Exit. 
Zamti,    Flow,  flow  my  tears,  and  ease  this 

aching  bre&st ! 
Hamet.  Nay,  do  not  weep  for  me,  thou  good 
old  man ! 
If  it  will  close  the  wounds  of  bleeding  China, 
That  a  poor  wretch,  like  me,  must  yield  his  life, 
I  give  it  freely.    If  I  am  a  king, 
Though  sure  it  cannot  be,  what  greater  blessing 
Can  a  young  prince  enjoy,  than  to  dilFuse, 
By  one  great  act,  that  happiness  on  miUions, 
For  which  his  hfc  should  be  a  round  of  care? 
Come,  lead  me  to  my  fate. 

I  Exit  with  Octarf  J^c. 
eart! 
M^  gallant,  generous  youth !  Mandane's  air. 
His  mother's  dear  resemblance,  rives  my  souL 
Man,  [Within,]  Oh!  let  me  fly,  and  find  the 
barbarous  man ! 
Where— where  is  Zamti  ? 

Zamti.  Ha !  'tis  JMandane 
Wild  as  the  winds,  the  mother  all  alive- 
In  every  heart-string,  the  forlorn  one  comes 
To  claim  lier  boy ! 

Enter  Mavdane. 

Man.  And  can  it  then  be  true  ? 
Is  human  nature  exiled  from  thy  breast  ? 
Art  thou  indeed  so  barbarous  ? 

Zamti.  Loved  Mandane, 
Fix  not  your  scorpions  here ;  a  bearded  shaft 
Already  drinks  my  spirits  up. 

Man.  I've  seen 
The  trusty  Morat— Oh !  I  have  heaixl  it  all  ! 
He  would  have  shunned  my  steps ;  but  what  can 
'scape 
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The  eye  of  tenderness  like  mine  ? 

Zamti,  By  Heaven 
I  cannot  spcok  to  thee ! 

Jlfan.  Think'st  thou  those  tears^ 
Those  false^  those  cruel-  taarsy  will  cfaoak  the 

voice 
Of  a  fond  mother's  love,  now  stung  to  madness  ? 
Oh !  I  will  rend  the  air  with  lamentations, 
Root  up  this  hair,  and  heat  this  throbbing  breast. 
Turn  all  connubial  joys  to  bitterness, 
To  fell  despair,  to  anguish  and  remorse, 
Unless  my  son 

ZamtL  Thou  ever  faithful  woman. 
Oh !  leave  me  to  my  woes ! 

Man,  Give  me  my  child, 
Thou  worse  than  Tartar  !  give  me  back  my  son ! 
Oh  !  give  him  to  a  mother's  eager  arms» 
And  let  rao  strain  him  to  my  heart ! 

ZamtL  Heaven  knows 
H6w  dear  my  boy  is  here !  But  our  first  duty 
Now  claims  attention— to  our  country's  love 
All  other  tender  fondnesses  ihust  yield : 
I  was  a  subject  ere  I  was  a  father. 

Man.  You  were  a  savage  bred  in  Scythian 
wilds, 
And  humanizing  pity  never  reached 
Your  heart — Was  it  fur  this — oh  !  thou  unkind 

one ! 
Was  it  for  this — oh !  thou  inhuman  father ! 
You  wooed  me  to  your  nuptial  bed  ?  So  long 
Have  I  then  clasped  thee  m  these  circline  aims, 
And  made  this  breast  your  pillow  ?  Cruel,  say, 
Are  these  your  vowsr  are  these  your  fond' en- 
dearments ? 
Nay,  look  upon  me — if  this  wasted  form, 
These  faded  eyes  have  turned  your  heart  against 

me, 
With  grief  for  you  I  withered  in  my  bloom* 

Zamti,  Why  wile  thou  pierce  my  heart? 

Man,  Alas !  my  son. 
Have  I  then  bore  thee  in  these  matron  arms^ 
To  see  thee  bleed  ?  Thus  dost  thou  then  return  ? 
This  oould  your  mother  hope,  when  first  she  sent 
Her  iniknt  exile  to  a  distant  clime  ? 
Ah  !  could  I  think  thv  early  love  of  fame 
Would  urge  thee  to  this  peril  ?  thus  to  fUI, 
By  a  stem  fatfaer^s  will'— -by  thee  to  die ! 
From  thee,  inhuman,  to  receive  his  doom : 
Murdered  by  thee !   Y^  hear  me,  Zamti,  bear 

me — 
Thus,  on  mv  knees — I  threaten  now  no  more— 
Tis  Nature's  voide  that  pleads — ^Nature  alarmed, 
Quick,  trembling,  wil<(  touched  to  her  inmost 

feeling. 
When  force  would  tear  her  tender  young-  ones 
from  her. 

Zamti.  Nay,  seek  not^  with  enfeebling  fond 
ideas, 
To  swell  the  flood  of  grief — ^it  is  in  vnin— 
He  must  submit  to  fete ! 

Man,  Barbarian!  no  ■         [She ritet kastify- 
He  shall  not  die — ^rather — ^I  prithee^  Zamti, 


Urge  not  a  grief-distractfed 

At  the  wild  fury  of  a  mother's  love ! 

2^tL  I  tremble  rather  at  a  breach  of  otfhs. 
But  thuu !   break  thine — bathe  your  pofidioas 

hands 
In  this  life-blood — betray  the  rifjhtcoos  ewe 
Of  all  our  sacred  kings. 

Mim.  Our  kings!  ourkin^! 
What  are  the  sceptered  rulers  of  the  worid? 
Formed  of  one  common  clay,  are  ^btj  aot  a)} 
Doomed  with  each  subject,  with  the  means! 

slave. 
To  drink  the  cup  of  human  woe  ?  alike 
All  levelled  by  affliction?  Sacred  kings! 
Tis  human  policy  sets  up  their  claim — 
Mine  is  a  mother's  cause — mine  is  die  CMse 
Of  husband,  wife,  and  child:    those  mutest 

ties ! 
Superior toyour r^t divine  of  kiags !— * 
Zamti.  Then  go,  Mandane — tfao*  once  Mr 

fill  woman. 
Dear  to  this  heart  in  vain:  go^  and  forget 
Those  virtuous  lessons^  whioi  I  aSi  have  taogM 

thee, 
In  fond  credulity,  while  on  etach  word 
You  hung  enamoured.    Go,  to  Hmurltan 
Reveal  the  awful  truth.    Be  dioa  spectatits 
Of  murdered  majesty.    Embrace  your  sob, 
And  let  him  lead,  in  shame  and  servitude^ 
A  life  ignobly  bought.    Then  let  those  eyrs 
Those  faded  eyes,  whkh  grief  for  me  hath  dia- 

med, 
With  ^ilty  joy  re-animate  their  lustre. 
To  brighten  slavery,  and  beam  their  fires 
On  the  fell  Scythian  murderer. 

JIfaa.  And  is  it  thus. 
Thus  is  Mandane  known  ?  My  aooA  Asdain^ 
The  vile  imputed  guilt    No— never — »ein?r— 
Still  I  am  true  to  fame.    Come,  lead  me  benciy 
Where  I  may  lay  down  life  to  san'e  Zaphinri 
But  save  my  Hamet  too.    Then,  then  you'll  tsd 
A  heart  beats  here,  as  warm  and  great  a»  tiujif < 
ZamtL  Then  make  vrith  me  one  strong  om 

glorious  eflbrt. 
And  rank  with  those,  who,  from  the  first  of  ose^ 
In  Fame's  eternal  ardiives  stand  revered. 
For  conquering  all  the  dearest  ties  of  Natoiv, 
To  serve  the  general  weal. 

Man.  That  savage  virtue 
Loses  with  me  its  minid  charms.     I  faipre  s«w 
To  save  my  king.    But  should  a  mother  tarn 
A  dire  assasanr  oh  !  I  cannot  bear 
The  piercii^  thought!   Distraction,  qakk  dh- 

traction 
Will  seize  my  brain.    Think  thou  hAM^m 

Hamet,    • 
The  dear,  die  lovely  youth,  my  bloomiie  ben> ! 
Think  thou  behold'st  him--See !  my  dM !  my 

chstd! 
By  euttfds  sunounded,  a  devoted  rietkn ! 
mitarian,  hold^-^ah !  see,  he  <fics !  be  dies! 

iSkefimttinto  Immiis  «raft 


MORFHT.] 


BRITISH  |>RAMA. 


803 


ZamtL  Wbere  isAnace?  Fond  maternal  love 
Shakes  her  weak  frame. 

Enter  Absace. 

Quickly,  Arsaoe,  help 

lliis  erer-tcnder  creature.     Wandering  life 
Rekindles  in  her  cheek.    Soft,  lead  her  off 
To  where  the  fanuine  breeze,  in  yonder  bower, 
May  woo  her  spirits  back — Propitious  Heaven ! 
Pi^  the  woonduigs  of  a  father^s  licart ! 


Pitj  my  stnig^ings  with  this  best  of  women ! 
Support  our  virtue  !  kindle  in  our  soub 
A  raj  of  your  divine  enthusiasm ; 
Such  as  inflames  the  patriot's  breast,  and  lifts 
The  impassioned  mind  to  that  sublime  of  virtue, 
That  even  on  the  rack  it  feels  the  good. 
Which,  in  a  single  hour,  it  works  for  millions, 
And  leaves  the  legacy  to  after  times ! 

lExitf  leading  qff'Mandane. 


ACT    IIL 


SCENE  I. — A  Temple,    Several  tonibs  up  and 
dovn  the  stage. 

Enter  Morat. 

Morat,  This  is  the  place — these  the  long 

winding  aisles. 
The  solemn  arches,  whose  religious  awe 
Attunes  the  mind  to  melancholy  musing. 
Such  as  befits  free  men  reduced  to  slaves. 
Here  Zamti  meets  his  friends.  Amid  thc^se  tombs, 
Where  lie  the  sacred  manes  of  our  kings, 
Thev  pour  their  orisons^-«r-hold  converse  here 
With  the  illustrious  shades  of  inunlcrcd  heroes, 
And  meditate  a  great  reveqg^ (a  groan  as 

heard)  A  groan ! 
The  burst  of    anguish  from  some  care-worn 

wrelchy 
That  sorrows  o'er  his  country — ^ha !  'tis  Zamti ! 

Zamti  comes  out  of  a  tomb. 

Zamti.  Who's  he,  tliat  seeks  these  mansions  of 
the  dead  ? 

Morat.  The  friend  of  Zamti  and  of  China. 

Zamtu  Morat! 
Come  to  my  arms,  thou  good,  thou  best  of  men ; 
I  have  been  weeping  o'er  the  sacred  reliqurs 
(>f  adear  murdered  king — Where  are  our  friends  ? 
Hast  seen  Orasming  ? 

Afora^.  Through  these -vaults  of  death 
Lonely  he  wanders,  plunged  in  deep  despair. 

ZamtL  Hast  thou  not  told  him?    hast  thou 
nought  revealed 
Touching  Zaphimri  ? 

Morat.  There  will  I  wait  thy  will 

ZamtL  Oh  !  thou  art  ever  faithful !  on  thy  lips 
&ts  pensive  Silence,  with  her  hallowed  finger. 
Guarding  the  pure  recesses  of  thy  mind. 
But,  lo !  they  come. 

Enter  Orasmivo,  Zimtevti,  and  othen. 

ZamtL  Droop  ye,  my  ^lant  friends } 

Oras,  Oh !  Zamti,  lul  is  lost !  Our  dreams  of 

libertT 
Are  vanishedf  into  air.    Nought  now  avails 
Integrity  of  life.    E'en  Heaven,  combined 
With  lawksa  might*  abandons  us  and  virtue. 
ZamtL  Can  your  great  souls  thus  shrink  with- 
in je?  thus 


From  heroes  will  ye  dwindle  into  slaves  ? 
Orat,  Oh !  coiidd  you  give  us  back  Zaphimri ! 
then 
Danger  would  smile,  and  lose  it*s  face  of  horror. 
ZamtL  What !  would  his  presence  fire  ye  ? 
Oras.  Twould,  by  Heaven  ! 
Zitn.  This  night  should  free  us  from  the  Tar* 

tar*svoke. 
ZamtL  Then  mark  the  care  of  the  all-gracious 
gods ! 
This  youthful  captive,  whom  in  chains  they  hold. 
Is  not  Zaphimri. 

^^'-   I  Not  Zaphimri ! 

ZamtL  No! 
Unconscious  of  himself,  and  to  the  world  un- 
known. 
He  walks  at  large  among  us. 

Orat.  Heavenly  powers ! 

ZamtL  This  night,  my  friends,  this  very  night 
to  rise 
Refulgent  from  a  blow,  that  frees  us  all — 
From  the  usurper's  fate !  the  first  of  men, 
Deliverer  of  his  country ! 

Oras,  Mighty  gods  I 
Can  this  be  possible? 

ZamtL  It  IS  most  true. 
Ill  bring  him  to  ye  straight — {calling  to  Etan^ 
within  the  tomb)  What  ho !  come  forth — 
You  seem  transfixed  with  wonder!   oh!    my 

friends, 
Watch  all  the  motions  of  your  rising  spirit. 
Direct  vour  ardour,  when  anon  tou  hear 
What  fate,  long  pregnant  with  tne  vast  event, 
Is  labouring  into  birth. 

Etan  comes  out  of  the  tondf, 

Etan,  Each  step  I  move 
A  deeper  horror  sits  on  all  the  tombs ; 
Each  shrine,  each  altar  seems  to  shake,  as  if 
ConsdouR  of  some  important  crisb. 

ZamtL  Yes ! 
A  crisis,  great  indeed,  is  now  at  hand  ! 
Heaven  holds  it's  golden   balance  fortli,  and 

weighs 
2^phimri's  and  the  Tartarus  destiny. 
While  hovering  anireis  tremble  round  the  beam. 
Hast  thou  beheld  that  picture  ? 
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Elan.  Fixed  attention 
Hath  paused  on  every  part ;  yet  still  to  me 
It  shadows  forth  the  forms  of  things  unknown ; 
All  imagery  obscure,  and  wrapt  in  darkness. 
Zamti,   That  darkness  my  informing  breath 
shall  clear, 
As  morn  dispels  the  nighL    Lo !  here  displayed 
This  mighty  kingdom's  fall, 
Etan.  Alas  I  my  father. 
At  sight  of  these  sad  colourings  of  woe, 
Our  tears  will  mix  with  honest  indignation. 

Zamti.  Nay,  but  survey  it  closer see  that 

child, 
That  royal  infant,  the  last  sacred  relic 
Of  China's  ancient  line — see  where  a  mandarin 
Conveys  the  babe  to  his  wife's  fostering  breast. 
There  to  be  nourished  in  an  humble  state ; 
While  their  own  son  is  sent  to  climes  remote, 
That,  should  the  dire  usurper  e'er  suspect 
The  prince  alive,  he,  in  his  stead,  might  bleed^ 
And  mock  the  murderer's  rage. 

Etan.  Amazement  thrills 
Through  all  my  frame,  and  my  mipd,  big  ^ith 

wonder. 
Feels  every  power  suspended  ! 
Zamti.  Ilather  say, 

That  strong  imagination  burns  within  thee 

Dost  thou  not  feel  a  more  than  common  ardour? 
Etan.  By  Heaven !  my  soul  dilates  with  some 
new  impulse ; 
Some  strange  inspired  emotion — Would  the  hour 
Of  fate  were  come  ! — this  night  my  dagger's  hilt 
I'll  bury  in  the  tyrant's  heart. 
Zamti.  Wilt  thou  ? 

Etan.  By  all  the  mighty  dead,  that  round  us  lie, 
By  all  who  this  day  groan  in  chains,  1  will. 
Zamti.  And  when  thou  dost — then  tell  him  'tis 
the  prince 
That  strikes ! 

Etan.  The  prince's  wrongs  shall  nerve  my  arm 
With  tenfold  rage. 

Zamti.  Nay,  but  the  prince  himself! 
Etan.  What  says  my  father  ? 
Zamti.  Thou  art  China's  orphan ; 
The  last  of  all  our  kings — no  longer  Etatiy 
But  now  Zaphimri ! 
Zaph.  Ha! 

Oras.  O  wondrous  hand 
Of  Heaven ! 

Zaph..  A  crowd  of  circumstances  rise 

Thy  frequent  hints  obscure thy  pious  care 

To  train  my  youth  to  greatness. — Lend  your  aid 
To  my  astonished  powers,  that  feebly  bear 
This  unexpected  shock  of  royalty ! 

Zamti.  Tliou  noble  youtn,  now  put  forth  all 
your  strength, 
And  let  Heaven's  vengeance  brace  each  sinew. 

Zaph.  Vengeance ! 
That  word  has  shot  its  lighting  through  my  soul. 

But  tell  me,  Zamti--rstill  'tis  wonder  all 

Am  T,  indeed,  the  royal  orphan  ? 
Zamti,  ITiou 


Thou  art  the  king,  whom,  as  mj  hambte  son, 
I've  nurtured  in  humanity  and  virtue. 
Thy  foes  could  never  tliink  to  find  thee  here, 
Even  in  the  lion's  den ;  and  therefore  here 
I've  fi^ed  thy  safe  asylum,  while  my  sod 
Hath  dragged  his  life  in  exile. — Oh  !  my  friends^ 
Morat  will  tell  ye  all— each  drcumstance. 

Meantime — ^there  is  your  king ! 

lAU  kneel  t0  Mm. 

Orat.  )  Long  live  the  father  of  the  esien 

Zim.    S      world ! 

Zamti,  Sole  governor  of  earth  ! — 

Zaph.  AU-ruiing  powers ! 
Is  then  a  great  revenge  for  all  the  wrongii 
Of  bleeding  China — are  the  fame  and  fate 
Of  all  posterity  included  here 
Within  my  bosom  ?  [Tkey  aU  rtK. 

Zamti.  Yes ;  they  are : — ^the  shades 
Of  your  great  ancestors  now  rise  before  dice. 

Heroes  and  demi-gods ^Aloud  they  caU 

For  tlie  fell  Tartar's  blood. 

Zaph.  Oh,  Zamti !  all. 
That  can  alarm  tlie  powers  of  man,  now  stirs 
In  this  expanding  breast 

Zamti.  Anon  to  bnrst, 
With  hideous  ruin,  on  the  foe.         My  gaUsot 

heroes. 
Are  our  men  stationed  at  their  posts  f 

Oras.  They  are. 

Zamti.  In  every  gate  secured  ? 

Oras.  All  safe. 

Zamti.  The  signal  fixed  ? 

Oras.  It  is. — Will  Mirvan  join  us  ? 

Zamti.  Doubt  him  not. 
In  bitterness  of  soul  he  counts  his  wrongs, 

And  pants  for  vengeance would  have  joined 

ye  here, 
But,  favoured  as  he  is,  his  post  requires  him 
About  the  Tartar's  person.    The  assault  begun, 
He'll  turn  his  arms  upon  the  astonished  he. 
And  add  new  horrors  to  the  wild  commotion. 

Zaph.   Now,   bloody  spoiler!  now  thy  boor 
draws  nigh, 
And,  ere  the  dawn,  thy  guilty  reign  shall  end. 

Zamti.  How  my  heart  bums  within  me ! — Oh ! 
my  friends, 
Call  now  to  mind  the  scene  of  desolation, 
Which  Timurkan,  in  one  accursed  hour. 
Heaped  on  this  groaning  land  ! — ^Even  now  I  see 
The  savage  bands,  o'er  reeking  hills  of  dead, 
Forcing  their  rapid  way. — I  see  them  urge, 
With  rage  unhallowed,  to  this  sacred  temple^ 
Where  good  Osmintgi,  with  his  queen  and  dol- 

dren. 
Fatigued  the  gods  averse.    See  where  AipbisSf 
Rending  the  air  with  agoniang  shrieks, 
Tears  her  dishevelled  hair : — then,  with  a  look 
Fixed  on  her  babes,  grief  choaks  its  pessagie  v^ 
And  all  the  feelings  of  a  mother's  breast 
Throbbing  in  one  mixed  pang, breathless  she  fioots 
Within  her  husband's  arms.    Adown  his  rhe^ 
In  copious  streams,  fast  flowed  die  manly  sorrov; 
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While,  clustering  round  his  knees,  his  little  off- 
spring, 
Tn  tears  aJl-elonaent,  widi  arms  outstretdied, 
Sue  for  parental  aid. 

Zaph,  Go  on — the  tale 
Will  fit  me  for  a  scene  of  horror. 

ZamtL  Oh !  my  prince, 
rhe  charge,  which  your  great  father  gave  me,  still 
Sounds  in  my  ear.    Ere  yet  the  foe  burst  in, 

Zamti,*  saia  he — Ah !  that  imploring  eye ! 

Fhat  agonizing  look  ! 

Preserve  my  little  boy,  my  cradled  infant — 

Shield  him  from  rumans-^ train  his  youth  to 

virtue : 

V'irtue  will  rouse  htm  to  a  great  revenge ; 
Or  failing,  virtue  shall  still  make  him  happy.' 
ie  could  no  more— the  cruel  spoiler  seized  him 
\nd  dragged  my  king — my  ever  honoured  king — 
rhe  father  of  his  people — basely  drags^ed  him, 
3y  his  white  reverend  locks,  from  yonder  altar, 
lere— on  the  blood-stained  pavement ;  while  the 

queen, 
Vnd  her  dear  fondlings,  in  one  mingled  heap, 
!)ied  in  each  other's  arms ! 

Zaph.  Revenge !  revenge  ! 
•Vidi  more  than  lion's  nerve  Fll  spring  upon  him, 
Vnd  at  one  blow  relieve  the  groaning  world, 
^et  us  this  moment  carry  sword  and  fire 
To  yon  devoted  walls,  and  whelm  him  down 
n  ruin  and  dismay ! 

Zamti.  Zaphimn,  no. 
)y  rashness  you  may  mar  a  noble  cause. 
To  you,  my  friends,  I  render  op  my  charge 
To  vou  I  give  your  king.  Farewell, 'my  sovereign! 

iaph.  Thou  eood,  thou  godlike  man  ! — a  thou- 
sand feelings 
)f  warmest  friendship— all  the  tendencies 
)f  heart-felt  gratitude  are  struggling  here, 
lod  fain  would  speak  to  thee,  my  more  than  fa- 
ther ! 
-Farewell ! — sure  we  shall  meet  again  ! 

ZamtL  We  shall 

Zaph,  Farewell ! — Zamti,  farewell ! — [Embra- 
ces Aim.] — Orasming,  now 
lie  noblest  duty  calls  us.    Now  remember 
Ve  arc  the  men,  whom,  from  all  human  kind, 
)ur  fate  hath  now  selected,  to  come  forth 
^ snorters  of  the  public  weal; — to  drench  our 

swords 
n  the  nppressor*s  heart; — to  do  a  deed 
Vhich  Heaven,  intent  on  its  own  holy  work, 
>hall  pause  with  pleasure  to  behold. 

[£.n7,  wUk  conspirators, 

Zamti.  May  the  Most  High 
^our  down  his  blessings  on  him  !  and  anon, 
Q  the  dead  waste  of  night,  when  awful  jusdce 
A'alks,  with  her  crimson  steel,  o'er  slaughtered 

heaps 
'^f  crooning  Tartars,  may  he  then  direct 
llii  youthful  footsteps  through  the  paths  of  peril ! 
^)h,  may  he  guide  the  hoirors  of  tne  storm, 
An  angel  of  your  wrath,  to  point  your  vengeance 


On  every  guilty  head !  Then,  then  'twill  be  enough; 
When  you  have  broken  the  oppressor's  rod. 
Your  reign  will  then  be^  manifest — Mankind  will 

see 
That  truth  and  goodness  still  obtain  your  care — 

SA  dead  marcA. 
Is? — Again ! — 
They  lead 
My  boy  to  slaughter !-  Oh !  look  down,  ye  Hea- 
vens! 
Look  down  propitious ! — ^Teach  me  to  subdue 
That  nature  which  ye  gave ! [Exit. 

A  dead  march.    Enter  Ham et,  Octab,  Guards, 

ifC. 

Octar.  Here  let  the  victim  fall,  and  with  hii 
blood 
Wash  his  forefathers'   tomb.     Here  ends   the 

hated  race. 
The  eastern  world,  through  all  her  wide  domain. 
Shall  then  submissive  feel  the  Scythian  yoke. 
And  yield  to  Timurkan. 

Hornet.  [Standing  bv  the  tomb.']  Where  is  the 
tyrant  ?  I  would  have  him  see, 
With  envy  see,  the  unconquered  power  of  Virtue : 
How  it  can  calmly  bleed,  smile  on  his  racks. 
And  with  strong  pinion  socv  above  his  power, 
To  regions  of  perennial  day. 

Octar.  The  father 
Of  the  whole  eastern  world  shall  mark  thee  well. 
When,  at  to-morrow's  dawn,  thy  breathless  corse 
Is  borne  through  all  our  streets  for  public  view. 
It  now  befits  thee  to  prepare  for  douh. 

Hamet.  I  am  prepareo.    I  have  no  lust  or  re* 
pine. 
No  murders  to  repent  of.    Undismayed, 
I  can  behold  all-judging  Heaven,  whose  hand. 
Still  compassing  it's  wondrous  ends,  by  meant 
Inextricable  to  all  mortal  clue. 
Hath  now  inclosed  me  in  it's  awful  maze. 
Since  'tis  by  your  decree  that,  thus  beset. 
The  inexorable  angel  hovers  o'er  me, 
fie  your  great  bidding  done ! 

Octal'.  The  sabre's  edge 
Thirsts  for  his  blood— then  let  it!s  lightning  fkll 
On  his  aspiring  head.  [Guards  seize  Hamet. 

Man.  [mthin]  Off^^et  me  free !— inhuman, 
barbarous  ruffians !  ■ 

Octar.   What  means  that  woman  with  dis- 
hevelled hair. 
And  wild  extravagance  of  woe  ? 

Man.  My  griefs 
Scorn  all  restraint — I  must — ^I  will  have  way ! 

[She  enterSj  and  throws  herself  on  her  knees. 
Me— me— on  me   convert  your  cage — ^plunge 

deep. 
Deep  in  this  bosom  your  abhorred  steel, 
But  spare  his  precbus  life ! 

Octar.  Hence,  quickly  bear 
This  wild,  this  frantic  woman ! 

Man.  Never,  never 
You  shall  not  force  me  hence.   Here  will  I  ding 
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Fast  to  the  earth,  and  rivet  here  my  faands^ 
In  all  the  fury  of  the  last  despair ! 

He  is  my  chikl ! ^my  dear,  dear  son ! 

Octar,  Howy  woman ! 
Said'st  thou  your  son  ? 

Man.  YeSy  Octar,  mine ; — ^my  son. 
My  boy — my  Hamet!  [ske  riiOy  and  emhraeet 

Aim]  Let  my  eager  love 
Fly  all  unbounded  to  him — oh!  my  child  !— 
my  child ! 
Octar,  Suspend  the  stroke,  ye  ministers  of 
death. 
Till  Timurkan  hear  of  tliis  new  event. 
Meantime,   thou^   Mirvan,    speed  in  quest  of 

Zamti, 
And  let  him  answer  here  this  wondrdus  tale. 

[Exit, 
Mir,  The   time  demands  his  presence;   or 
despair 
May  wring  each  secret  from  her  tender  breast ; 

[Aude, 
And  then  our  glorious,  fancied  pile  of  freedom. 
At.  one  dire  stroke,  shall  tumble  into  nought. 

[Exit. 
Man.  Why  did'st  thou  dare  return  ?— -ah  ! 
rather 
Did'st  thou  so  long  defer,  with  every  grace, 
And  every  growing  virtue,  thus  to  raise 
Your  mother's  dear  delight  to  rapture  ? 

Hamet,  Lost 
In  the  deep  mists  of  darkling  ignorance, 
To  me  my  birth's  unknown— *bnt  sure  that  look. 
Those  tears,  those  shrieks,  that  animated  grief, 
Defying  danger,  all  declare  the  efiect 
Of  Nature's  stragglings  in  a  parent's  heart. 
Then  let  me  pay  my  filial  duty  here. 
Kneel  to  her  native  dignity,  and  pour 
In  tears  of  joy  the  transport  of  a  son  ! 

Man.  Thou  art,  thoii  art  my  son ! — thy  father's 
face. 
His  ev'ry  feature,  blooming  in  his  boy ! 
Oh !  teU  me,  tell  me  all— 4iow  bast  thou  lived 
With  faithful  Morat  !--4iow  did  he  support 
In  dreary  solitude  thy  tendec  years? —  * 
How  tram  thy  growing  mind  ^-*oh !  quickly  tell 

roe. 
Oh !  tell  me  all,  and  charm  me  with  thy  tongue ! 
Hamet.  Mysterious  Powers !  have  I  then  lived 
to  this, 
In  the  hour  of  peril  thus  to  find  a  parent. 
In  virtue  firm,  majestic  in  distress. 
At  length  to  fee)  unutterable  bliss 
In  her  dear  circling  arms  [They  embrace, 

* 
Enter  Timuskak,  Octar,  ^c, 

TVfimr.  Where  is  this  wild 
Outrageous  woman,  who,  with  headlong  grief. 
Suspends  ray  dread  command  ?-^Tear  them  ason* 

derf 
Send  her  to  some  dark  cell  to  rave  and  shriek, 
And  dwell  with  madnes»--and  let  instant  death   { 


Leave  diat  rash  yooth  a  beadlen  rmnk  bcfae 

me. 
Man,  Now,  by  the  ever^Kinuii^  lampa  that 

light 
Our  holy  shrmes,  by  great  Confudu^  altar, 
Bv  the  prime  source  of  life,  and  ligM,  and  bcia|^ 
That  is  my  child,  the  blossom  of  my  joys ! 
Send  for  his  cruel  father — he^-^'tisne 
Intends  a  fraud — ^he,  for  a  stranger's  life^ 
Would  yield  his  ofi^:>riqg  to  the  cruel  axe. 
An  i  rend  a  wretcbra  mother's  brain  with  uaA- 


Enter  ZAifTi. 

Zamti,  Sure  the  sad  accents  of  Maodane's 
voice 
Struck  on  my  frighted  sense ! 

Timur,  Once  more,  thou  slave ! 
Who  is  that  stubborn  youth  ? 

Zamti,  Alas  !  what  needs 
This  iteration  of  my  griefs? 

Man,  Oh  !  horror  T—4ionor ! 
Thou  marble-hearted  father ! — ^'tis  jour  duld» 
And  wouidst  thou  see  him  bleed  ? 

ZamtL  On  him  !^-on  him 
Let  fall  your  rage,  and  ease  my  soul  at  ODce 
Of  all  it's  fears! 

Man.  Oh !  my  devoted  child ! —    [SkeJainU. 

Hamet,  Support  her.   Heaven  J   aupfwit  her 

tender  frame ! 

Now,  tyrant,  now  I  b^  to  live — [kneeiM]  lo !  heie 
I  plead  for  life;  not  f^r  the  wretched. oooo 
To  breathe  the  air,  which  thy  ambition  taints; 
But  oh !  to  ease  a  mother's  pains;  for  her, 
For  that  dear  object — oh !  let  me  live  for  her ! 

'Hmur,  Now  by  tlie  conquests  this  good  sword 
has  won. 
In  her  wild  vehemence  of  grief  I  hear 
Tlie  genuine  voice  of  nature. 

Man,  [Recovering.]  Ah !  where  is  he  ? 
He  is  my  son !  my  child !  and  not  Zaphinui ! 
Oh !  let  me  clasp  thee  to  my  heart !  thy  faard^ 
Thy  cruel  father  shall  not  tear  thee  from  me ! 

Timur,  Hear  me,  thou  frantic  nxnimer,  diy 
those  tears — 
Perhaps  you  still  may  save  this  darling  son. 

Man,  Ah !  quickly  uame  ttie  means ! 

Timur^  Give  up  your  king, 
Your  phantom  of  a  kiqg,  to  sate  my  vengeance. 

Hamet,  Oh !  my  much  hononred  mother,  n^ 
ver  hear^ 
The  base,  the  dire  proposal !  let  me  rather 
Exhaust  my  life-blood  at  each  gushing  vein. 
Mandane,  then — then  you  may  well  rejoioe 
To  find  your  child — then  you  may  truly  know 
Tlie  best  delight  a  mother's  heart  can  proves 
When  her  son  dies  with  glory. 

Timur,  Curses  blast 
The  stripling's  pride !    [Talks  apart  with  Oetar, 

Zamtt,  Ye  venerable  host. 
Ye  mighty  shades  of  China's  royal  line, 
Forgive  the  joy  ib^t  mingles  with  niy  tean^ 
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MThen  Ibeboki  him  still  aim !  Ptopitious  powers ! 
You  never  meant  entirely  to  destroy 
Hub  bleeding  ooootiyy  when  your  kind  indul- 
gence 
Lends  us  a  Toatfa  like  him. 
Ob !  I  can  bold  no  more — let  me  enfold 
That  lovely  ardour  in  bis  father's  arms — 
My  bmve— -my  generous  boy !      [Embraen  him, 

Jimur.  Dost  tbon  at  length 
Confess  it,  traitor  ? 

Zamti.  Yesy  I  boast  if,  tyrant; 
Boast  it  to  thee — ^to  earth  and  heaven  I  boast, 
This— this  is  Zamti's  son ! 

Hornet  At  length  the  hour, 
The  glorious  hour  is  come,  by  Morat  promised, 
When  Hamet  shall  not  blush  to  know  his  father. 

[Knetit  to  him, 
Zamti,  Oh !  thou  intrepid  youth !  what  bright 
reward 
Ctn  your  glad  sire  bestow  on  such  desert  f 
The  righteous  gods,  and  your  own  inward  feel- 
ings 
Shall  give  the  sweetest  retribution.    Now, 
Mandane,  now  my  soul  for^ves  thee  all, 
Since  I  have  made  acquaintance  with  my  sun : 
Thy  lovely  weakness  I  can  now  excuse ; 
But  oh  !  I  charge  thee  bj  a  husband's  right— 
Ihmtr,  A  husband's  n^t!  a  traitor  has  no 
right— 

Soaety  disclaims  him— Woman,  bear 

Mark  well  my  words — Discolour  not  thy  soul 
Widi  the  black  hue  of  crimes  like  his — renounce 
All  hymeneal  vows,  and  take  again 
Your  much-loved  boy  to  his  fond  mother's  arms, 
While  justice  whiHsthat  traitor  to  his  fate. 
Man.  Thou  vile  adviser! — ^wbat,  betray  my 
lord. 
My  honoured  husband  ?  Turn  a  Scythian  wife? 
Fon^  the  many  years  of  fond  delight. 
In  which  my  soul  ne'er  knew  decreasing  love^ 
Charmed  with  his  noble,  all-accomplished' mind  ? 
Xo,  tyrant,  no !  with  him  I  will  rather  die; 
With  him  in  ruin  more  supremely  blest^ 
Than  guilt  triumphant  on  its  throne. 
Zomti,  Now  tnen, 


Inhmnan  Tartar,  I  defy  thy  power. 
Lo !  here,  the  father,  mother,  and  the  ton ! 
IVy  all  your  tortures  on  ua— here  we  stand. 
Resolved  to  leave  a  tract  of  bright  renown 
To  mark  our  beings-*nll  resolved  to  die 
The  votaries  of  honour ! 

Timur,  Then  die  ye  shall — what,  ho !  guardi^ 
seiie  the  slaves, 
Deep  in  some  baleful  dungeon's  midnight  gloom. 
Let  each  apart  be  plunged — and  Etan  too- 
Let  him  be  forthwith  found — ^he  too  shall  share 
His  father's  fate. 

Mir,  Be  it  my  task,  dread  sir. 
To  make  the  rack  ingenions  in  new  pains, 
Till  even  meity  almost  relent 
At  their  teen,  agonizing  groana. 

pmur.  Be  that, 
Mirvan,  thy  care.    Now,  by  the  immortal  Lama^ 
I  will  wrest  this  mystery  from  them— else  the 

dawn 
Shall  see  me  up  in  arms-Higainst  Corea'S  diief 
L  will  unfuri  my  banners— Ins  proud  cities 
Shall  dread  my  thunder  at  their  gates,    and 

mourn 
Their  smoaking  ramparts-— o^er  his  verdant  plains 
And  peaceful  vales  1  will  drive  my  vrarlike  car. 
And  deluge  all  the  east  with  blood.  [JSorif. 

Odor.  Mirvan,  do  thou  bear  hence  diose  mis- 
creant slaves ; 
Thou,  Zamti,  art  my  charge. 

[Laying  hM  rf  him, 

Zamti.  Willing  I  come—         [Shaken  him  o^ 
The  steady  mind  can  scorn  your  mansions  drear, 
And  brighten  horror  with  its  noon-jidetay. 
Mamfene,  summon  all  thy  strength.    My  son. 
Thy  father  doubts  not  of  thy  fortitude. 

[JSrjf,  guarded  by  Ociaf, 

Man,  Allow  me  but  one  last  embrace — 

Uamet,  Oh  I  mother,  [2b  the  Guards. 

Would  I  could  rescue  thee ! 

Man.  Lost,  lost  again ! 

Hamet,  Inhuman,  bloody  Tartars ! 

Oh !  farewell ! [Boih  together.^ 

[Exeunt^  on  different udet. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I. — A  jfriion.    Hah et  m  chains. 

Enter  Zapbimai,  (dinguUed  in  a  Tartar  drem) 

with  Mirvan. 

Mir.  TircKE  stretched  at  length  on  the  dark 
ground  he  lies, 
Scorning  his  fate.    Your  meeting  must  be  short 

Zaph.  ft  shall 

Mir.  And  yet  I  tremble  fur  the  event: 
Why  wouldst  thou  venture  to  this  place  of  dan- 
c<^r! 
Zoj  h.  And  canst  thou  deem  me,  then,  so  mean 
of  spirit, 


To  dwell  secure  in  ignonrinious  safety. 

With  cold  insensibility  to  wait 

The  lingering  hours — with  coward  patience  wait 

them. 
Deliberating  on  myself,  while  rain 
Nods  over  Zamti's  house  ^ 

Mir,  Yet  whilsc  thou  art  here, 
Thv  fiite's  suspended  on  each  dreadful  moment 
iapk.  I  will  hold  converse  with  him,  even 
thoueh  death 
Werearmed  against  the  interview.  {Exit  Mirvan, 
Hamet.  [SHU  on  the  gnmnd.]    Wbat  wooldst 
thou,  Tartar? 
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Zaph,  Rise,  noble  youth— —no  vulgar  errand 
'  mine 

Hornet.  [Comes  forward\^  Now  speak  thy  pur- 
pose. 

Zaph.  Under  this  disguise 

HameL  If  under  that  disguise,  a  murderer^s 
dagger 
Thirst  for  my  blood — thus  I  can  meet  the  blow. 

[Throwing  himself  open, 

Zaph.  No  ruffian's  purpose  lurks  witmn  this 
bosom. 
To  these  lone  walls,  where  oft  the  Scythian  stab- 

her, 
With  murderous  stride,  hath  come ;   these  walb 

that  oft 
Hare  seen  the  assassin's  deeds — ^I  bring  a  mind 
Firm,  virtuous,  upright.    Under  this  vile  garb, 
Lo !  here  a  son  of  China.  [Opens  his  dress. 

Hamet.  Yes,  thy  garb 
Denotes  a  son  of  China ;  and  those  eyes 
Roll  with  no  black  intent    Say  on 

Zaph,   Inflamed  with   admiration  of  heroic 
deeds, 
I  come  to  seek  acquaintance  witli  the  youth, 
Who  for  his  king  would  bravely  die  ! 

Hamet,  Say  then. 
Dost  thou  applaud  the  deed  ? 

Zaph.  By  Ueaven,  I  do. 
Yes,  virtuous  envy  rises  in  my  soul — 
Thy  ardour  charms  me,  and  even  now  I  pant 
To  change  conditions  with  thee. 

Hamet.  Then  my  heart 
Accepts  thy  proffered  friendship.    In  a  base, 
A  prune,  degenerate  age,  wiien  foreign  force 
And  foreign  manners  have  overwhelmed  us  all. 
And  sunk  our  native  genius — thou  retainest 
A  sense  of  antient  wortii.    But  wherefore  here, 
To  this  sad  mansion,  this  abode  of  sorrow, 
Com'st  thou  to  know  a  wretch  that  soon  must 
die? 

Zaph.  By  Ele^ven,  thou  slialt  not  die — ^I  come 
to  speak 
The  gladsome  tidings  of  a  happier  fate, 
By  nie  Zaphimri  sends 

Hamet.  Zaphimri  sends ! 
Kind  powers  !  Where  is  the  king? 

Zaph.  His  steps  are  safe ; 
Unseen  as  is  the  arrow's  path.     By  me  he  says, 
He  knows,  he  loves,  he  wonders  at  thy  virtue. 
By  me  he  swears,  rather  than  thou  should'st  fall, 
l][e  will  emerge  from  dark  obscurity. 
And  greatly  brave  his  fate. 

Hamet.  Ha !  die  for  me ! 
For  me,  ignoble  in  the  scale  of  being ! 
An  unimportant  wretch !  Whoe'er  thou  art, 
I  prithee,  stranger,  bear  ray  answer  back — 
On  !  tell  my  sovereign  that  here  dwells  a  heart 
Superior  to  all  peril.    When  I  fall, 
A  worm — an  insect  dies !  But  in  his  life 
Are  wrapped  the  glories  of  our  ancient  line, 
The  liberties  of  China !  Tlien  let  him 
Live  for  his  people — be  it  mine  to  die. 


Zaph,  Can  I  bear  this,  ye  povrerS)  and  not  £s^ 

solve 
In  tears  of  gratitude  and  love  ?  [Ahdt. 

Hamet.  Whjr  streams 
That  flood  of  grief?  and  why  that  stifled  groa? 
Through  the  dark  mist  his  sorrow 

him. 
He  seems  no  common  man.     Saj, 

youth. 
Who,  and  what  art  thou  ? 

Zaph.  Who,  and  what  am  I? 
Thou  lead'st  me  to  a  preci^nce,  from  whence 
Downward  to  look,  turns  wild  the   inaddenun 

brain. 
Scared  at  the  unfathomable  deep  below. 
Who,  and  what  am  I  ?  Oh  !  the  veriest  wretdi, 
That  ever  vet  groaned  out  his  soul  in  anguish ! 
Oue  lost,  abandoned,  hopeless,  plunged  in 
Beyond  redemption's  aid.    To  tell  thee  all 
In  one  dire  word,  big  with  the  last  distress^ 

In  oue  accumulated  term  of  horror 

Zaphimri ! 

'  Hamet.  Said*stthou! 


Zaph.  He  ! — that  fatal  wretch. 
Exalted  into  misery  supreme. 
Oh  !  I  was  happy,  while,  good  Zamti's  son, 
I  walked  the  common  tracts  of  life,  and  strofe 
Humbly  to  copy  my  imagined  sire. 
But  now 

Hamet.  Yes,  now — if  tliou  art  he — as  sure 
'Tis  wond'rous  like-braised  to  a  state,  in  whack 
A  nation's  happiness  on  thee  depends — 

Zaph.  A  nation*s  happiness  I   There,  there  I 
bleed ! 
There  are  iny  pangs !  For  me  this  war  bc|;an, 
For  me   hath  purple  slaughter  dreDched    yoa 

fields ; 
I  am  the  cause  of  all.    I  forged  those  chains — 
For  Zamti  and  Mandane  too--Oh  !  Heavens  !>- 
Them  have  I  thrown  into  a  dungeon's  gloom. 
These  are  the  horrors  of  Zaphimri's  reigo. 
I  am  the  tyrant ! — I  ascend  the  throne. 
By  trampling  on  the  neck  of  innocence — 
By  base  ingratitude !  by  the  vile  means 
Of  selfish  cowardice,  that  can  behold 
Thee,  and  thy  father,  mother,  all  in  chains^ 
All  lost,  all  murdered,  that  I  thence  may  rise 
Inglorious  to  a  throne  ! 

Hamet.  Ala/!  thy  spirit, 
Thy  wild  disordered  fancy  pictures  forth 
Ills  that  are  not— or,  being  ills,  not  worth 
A  moment's  pause. 

Zaph.  Not  ills  I  Thou  canst  not  mean  it. 
Oh  !  I  am  environed  with  the  worst  of  woes! 
The  angry  fates,  amidst  their  hoards  of  toh 

geance. 
Had  nought  but  this — they  meant  to  render  me 
Peculiarly  distressed.      Tell  me,    thou  galknc 

youth — 
A  soul  like  thine  knows  every  fine  emotion — 
Is  there  a  nerve,  in  which  the  heart  of  man 
Can  prove  such  torture,  as  when  thus  it  meets 
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UneqatUed  friendship,  honoor,  tnithy  and  lave^ 
And  no  return  can  make?— *0h!   tb  too 


moch, 
Ye  mighty  ^9,  too  much — thus,  thus  to  be 
A  feeble  pnnoe,  a  shadow  of  a  king. 
Without  the  power  to  wreak  revenge  on  euilt| 
Without  thepower  of  doing  virtue  right  f 
Hornet,  That  power  will  come. 

Zaph.  But  when  ? — when  thou  art  lost, 
When  Zamti  and  Mandane  are  destroyed. 
Oh  for  a  dagger's  point,  to  plunge  it  cleep, 
Deep  in  this — ha  !  deep  in  the  tyrant's  iMmrt ! 

namet.   There  your  revenge  should    point 
For  that  great  deed 
Heaven  hath  watched  all  thy  ways;  and  wilt 

thou,  now, 
Widi  headlong  rage  spurn  at  its  guardian  care, 
Nor  wait  the  movements  of  eternal  justice? 

Zapk,  Ha ! — whither  has  my  frenzy  strayed  ? 
Yes,  Heaven 
Has  been  all*bounteoas    Righteous  powers ! 
To  you  my  orisons  are  due — But  oh  1 
('omplete  your  goodness :  save  this  valiant  youth  : 
^>ave  Zamti's  house;   and  then— 4f  such  your 

will. 
That  from  the  Tartarus  head  my  arm  this  ni|dit 
Sliall  grasp  the  crown  of  China — teach  me,  Sien, 
To  bear  your  dread  vioe^erency—- I  stand 
Resided  to  your  high  will. 

Hornet  Aiid  Heaven,  I  trust. 
Will  still  preserve  thee;  in  its  own  good  time 
Will  finish  its  decrees. 

Zoph,  Yes,  Hamet,  yes ; 
A  ^leam  of  hope  remains.    Should  Tlmurkan 
Defer  his  muroer  to  the  midnight  hour, 
Dien  will  I  come,  then  burst  these  guiltyvwalls, 
Kend  those  vile  manacles^  and  give  thee  free- 
dom. 

Hamet.  Oh  !  no— yon  must  not  risk. 

Zaph*  A  band  of  heroes 
F'or  this  are  ready ;  honourably  leagued 
To  vbdicate  their  rights.    Thy  father's  care 
Planned  and  in^ir»l  the  wnole.    Among  the 

troops, 
•^avy  in  his  very  guards,  there  are  not  wanting 
'^ine  gallant  sons  of  China,  in  that  hour, 
kV'ho  will  discover  their  long  pent-up  fury, 
Ind  deal  destruction  round.         ^ 

Hamet.  What — all  convened, 
Vnd  every  thing  disposed  ? 

Zapk,  determined  ! — Now 
In  silent  terror  all  intent  they  stand, 
^nd  wait  the  signal  in  each  gale  that  blows. 

Hamet.  Why  didst  thou  venture  forth  ? 

Zapk.  What !  poorly  luric 
A'hilc  my  friends  die ! — that  thought — hot,  ge* 

nerous  youth, 
ill  not  think  meanly  of  thee— No— that  thought 
U  foreign  to  thy  heart. 

Hamet.  But  think,  my  prince, 
'>n  China's  wrongs,  the  dying  heroes'  groans) 
rhink  on  thy  ancestors. 


Zaph.  My  ancestors! 
What  is  it  to  me  a  long-descended  line^ 
A  race  of  worthies,  legislators,  heroes, 
Unless  I  bring  their  virtues  too  ?    No  more— » 
Thy  own  example  fires  me.    Near  this  place 
ru  take  my  stand,  and  watch  their  busy  mo« 

tions, 
Until  the  general  roar ;  then  will  I  come, 
And  arm  thee  for  the  assault 

Hamet.  Oh  !  if  tliou  dost, 
Yet  once  again  I'll  wield  the  deathful  blade^ 
And  bear  against  the  foe. 

Zaph.  Yes,  thou  and  I 
Will  rush  together  through  the  paths  of  death, 
Mow  down  our  way,  and  with  sad  overthrow 
Pursue  the  Tartar— like  two  rushing  torrents. 
That  from  the  mountain's  top»   'midst  roaring 

caves, 
'Midst  rocks  and  renfr*up  trees,  foam  headlong 

down. 
And  each  depopulates  his  way.-7-— 

[Aflouriik  of  trumpets 

Hamet.  What  means 
That  sudden  and  wild  harmony  ? 

Zaph.  Even  now 
The  conqueror,  and  his  fell  barbaric  rout, 
For  this  day's  victory  indulge  their  joy; 
Joy  soon  to  end  in  groans — for  all  conspires 
To  forward  our  design— *and  lo !  the  lights 
That  whilom  biased  to  heaven,  now  rarely  seen. 
Shed  a  pale  glimmer,  and  the  foe  secure 
Sinks  down  in  deep  debauch ;  while  all  awake, 
The  genius  of  this  land  broods  o'er  the  work 
Of  justice  and  revenue. 

Hamet.  Oh !  revel  on  ! 
Still  unsuspecting  plunge  in  guilty  joy. 
And  bury  thee  in  riot ; 

Zaph.  Ne'er  again 
To  wake  from  that  vile  trance— for,  ere  the  dawo/ 
Detested  spoiler,  thy  bot  blood  shall  smoke 
On  the  stained  marble,  and  thy  limbs  abhorred 
ril  scatter  to  the  dogs  of  China. 

Enter  Mirvan. 

ii/tir.  Break  off  your  conference-^Octar  thi» 

way  comes. 
Zaph.  This  garb  will  cloak  me  from  each 
hostile  eye ; 
Thou  need'st  not  fear  detection. 

Enter  0ctar< 

Mir.  There's  your  prisoner* 

[Pomftn/r  to  Hamet. 
Octar,  Lead  him  to  where  Mandaue's  matron 
grief 
Rin^  through  yon  vaulted  roof. 
Hamet.  Oh  f  lead  me  to  her ! 
Let  me  give  balm  to  her  afflicted  mind. 
And  soften  anguish  in  a  parent's  breast 

[Exit  with  Mirvan. 
5D 
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Zaph,  What  may  diis  mean?  I  dread  some 
lurking  misdiief. 

[Exit  on  the  opfotUe  side. 
Octar,  When  the  boy  clings  aroundlusmotfaer^b 
heart 
In  fond  endearment,  then  to  tear  him  from  her. 
Will  once  again  awaken  all  her  tenderness, 
And,  in  her  impotence  of  grief,  the  trath 
At  length  will  burst  its  way.    But  Timurkan 
Impatient  comes. 

Enter  Tihurkav. 

Thus  with  disordered  looks, 

Why  will  my  sovereign  shun  the  genial  banquet, 

To  seek  a  dungeon's  gloom  ? 

Timur,  Ob,  valiant  Octar ! 
A  more  than  midnight  gloom  involves  my  soul. 
Hast  thou  beheld  this  stubborn  mandann  ? 

Octar,  I  have;  and  tried,  by  every  threatened 
vengeance. 
To  bend  his  soul :  unoonquered  yet  by  wordsy 
He  smiles  contempt ;  as  if  some  inward  joy. 
Like  the  sun,  labouring  in  a  ni^ht  of  clouds^ 
Shot  forth  its  gladdening  unresisted  beams, 
Cheering  the  face  of  woe. 

T^mtir.  WhatofMandaoe? 

Octar,  At  6rBt  with  tears  and  bitter  lamenta- 
tionsy 
She  called  on  Hamet  lost ;  but  when  I  urged. 
She  still  mifi^ht  save  her  boy,  and  save  herself. 
Would  she  but  give  Zaphimri  to  your  wrath. 
Her  tears  forgot  to  flow ;  her  voice,  her  look, 
Her  colour  sudden  changed,  and  all  her  form. 
Enlarging  with  the  emotions  of  her  soul. 
Grew  vaster  to  the  sight.    With  blood-fibot  eyes 
She  cast  a  look  of  silent  indignation. 
Then  turned  in  sullen  mood  away. 

Timur,  Perdition 
0*erwhelm  her  pride ! 

Octar,  Might  I  advise  you,  sir, 
An  artful  tale  of  love  should  softly  glide 
To  her  afflicted  soul — a  conqueror's  sighs 
Will  waft  a  thousand  wishes  to  her  heart. 
Till  female  vanity  aspire  to  reach 
The  eastern  throne ;  and  when  her  virtue  melts 
In  the  soft  tumult  of  her  gay  desires, 
Win  from  her  every  truth,  then  spurn  to  shame 
The  weak,  deluded  woman. 

Timur,  Octar,  no : 
I  cannot  stoop  with  love-«ick  adulation 
To  thrill  in  languishing  desire,  and  try 
The  hopes,  the  fears,  and  the  caprice  of  loi^e. 

inured  to  rougher  scenes,  far  other  arts 
ly  mind  employed  :   to  sling  tlie  well-stored 
quiver 
Over  this  manly  arm,  and  wing  the  dart 
At  the  fleet  rein-deer,  sweeping  down  the  vale. 
Or  up  the  mountain,  straining  every  nerve ; 
To  vault  the  neighing  steed,  and  urge  his  course 
Swifter  than  wliirlwinds ;  through  the  ranks  of 

war 
To  drive  my  chariot^wheela^  smoking  with  gore : 


These  are  my  patsiana,  this  wuw  only 
Above  the  pulmg  sicknesses  of  love. 
Bring  that  vile  slave,  the  boaiy  priest,  htfan  me. 

llik  Oder. 
dy  Heaven,  their  fortitude  erects  a  tenoe, 
To  shield  them  from  my  wrath,  man  mcrfsl 

far 
Than  their  high-boasted  wail,  whidi  Isog  kdk 

stood 
The  shock  of  time,  of  war,  of  8tanns»  aad  cb»- 

der. 
The  wonder  of  the  world ! 
What  art  thou.  Virtue,  who  can*st  thus  ii 
This  stubborn  pride,  this  dignity  of  soul. 
And  still  unfamng,  beauteous  in  ^stress, 
Cao'st  taste  of  joys  my  heart  hath  never  ksof«i.^ 

Enter  Zamti,  in  ckaim, 

Mark  me,  thou  traitor !  thy  defeated  sigjit 
Once  more  I  brook,  to  tnr  if  yet  the  scase 
Of  deeds,  abhorred  as  thine,  bas  toochcd  jm 

soul. 
Or  dear  this  mystery,  or,  by  yonder  Hcafei^ 
ril  hunt  Zaphimri  to  his  secret  haunt. 
Or  spread  a  general  carnage  roond  the  worid. 

Zamti,  Thy  rage  b  vain^-far  fnm  thj  radiks 
power 
Kind  Heaven  protects  him,  till  the  awful  crvtlv 
In  some  dread  hour  of  horror  and  revcqge^ 
Shall  burst,  like  thunder,  on  thee. 

Timur.  Ua!  beware^— 
Nor  rouse  my  lioo-ra^e — ^yet,  era  *tis  late. 
Repent  thee  of  thy  cnroes. 

Zamti.  The  crime  would  be 
To  yield  to  thy  unjust  commanda.     But  knor, 
A  louder  voice  than  thine  fbrbida  the  deed ; 
The  voice  of  all  my  kings !  Forth  frooi  their  toaiU. 
Even  now,  they  send  a  peal  of  groans  to  Hcsvcn, 
Where  all  thy  murders  are  long  snice  gpue  of, 
And  stand  in  dread  array  againat  thee. 

Thnur,  l^lurders ! 
Ungrateful  mandarin !  Say,  did  not  I, 
When  dvil  discord  lighted  up  her  brand. 
And  scattered  wide  her  flamies— when  fierce  odo* 

tention 
HTwixt  Xohohamti  and  Zaphimri*s  ^tfaer 
Sorely  convulsed  the  realm — did  not  I,  tfacsi. 
Lead  forth  my  Tartars  from  their  s 

tier. 
And  bid  fair  order  rise  ? 

ZamtL  Bid  order  rise ! 
Hast  thou  not  smote  us  with  a  hand  of  wiadt? 
By  thee  each  art  has  died,  and  evcfy  sdoxe 
Gone  out  at  thjr  fell  blast.    Art  thou  not  coa« 
To  sack  our  cities,  to  subvert  our  templeiy 
The  temples  of  our  gods,  and  with  the  wunhqi^ 
The  monstrous  worsiup,  of  your  li^i^g  Ijuds, 
Profane  our  holy  shrines? 

Ihmtr.  Peace,  insolent ! 
Nor  dare,  with  horrid  treason,  to  promike 
Ihe  wrath  of  injured  majesty. 

Zamtu  Yea>  tyrant! 
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Yes,  thoa  hast  smote  us  with  a  hand  of  wrath ; 
Full  tweoty  rean  hast  smote  us ;  but  at  length 
come  the  hour  of  Heaven's  i 


just  visitation, 
hear  me,  thou  man  of 


Will 

When  thou  shalt  ru 

blood 

Yes,  thou  shalt  rue  the  day,  when  thy  fell  rage 
Imbrued  those  hands   in  royal  blood.      Now 

tremble— > 
The  arm  of  the  Most  High  is  barred  against  thee — 
And  see ! — the  hand  of  fate  describ^  thy  doom, 
In  glaring  letters^  on  yon  rubied  wall ! 
Each  gleam  of  light  is  perished  out  of  Heaven, 
And  darkness  rushes  o'er  the  face  of  earth. 
T^mur.  Think'st  thou,  vile  slave,  with  visionary 

fean, 
I  e'er  can  shrink  appalled  ?    Thou  moon-atruck 


No  more  III  bear  this  mockery  of  words : 

Or  straight  resolve  me,  or,  by  hell  and  vengeance, 

Unheard  of  torment  waits  thee ! 

ZamiL  Know'&t  thou  not 
I  offered  up  my  boy  ?    And  after  that, 
AfVer  diat  conflict,  think'st  thou  there  is  aught 
Zaniti  has  left  to  fear  ?— 

Zliiitir  Yes ;  leara  to  fear 
Mj  will,  my  sovereign  will,  which  here  is  law, 
And  tmds  upon  the  neck  of  slaves. 

ZamtL  Thy  will 
The  law  in  China !  Ill-instructed  man ! 
Now  learn  an  awful  truth — Though  ruffian  power 
May  for  a  while  suppress  all  sacred  order, 
And  trample  on  the  rights  of  man,  the  soul. 
Which  gave  our  legislation  life  and  vigour. 
Shall  sdll  subsist,  above  the  tyrant^s  roich  :—~^ 
The  spirit  of  the  lawft  can  never  die. 

Timur.  Fll  hear  no  more.    What,  ho ! 

Enter  OcTAa  and  Ouardt, 
Bring  forth  Mandane- 


Ruin  involves  ye  all — ^this  very  hour  * 

Shall  see  your  son  impaled :  yes^  both  your  sons. 

Let  Etan  be  brought  forth. 

Octar,  Etan,  my  liege, 
Is  fled  for  safety. 

Timur.  Hiou  pernicious  slave !       [7b  Zamti, 
Him,  too,  would'st  thou  withdraw  from  justice  ? 

him 
Wouldst  thou  send  hence  to  Corea's  realm,  to 

brood 
O'er  some  new  work  of  treason  ?   By  the  powers 
Who  feel  a  ioy  in  vengeance,  and  delight 
In  human  blood,  I  will  unchain  my  fury 
f)n  all,  who  trace  Zaphimri  in  his  years ! 
But  chief  on  thee  and  thy  devotea  race. 

Enter  Max  dans  and  Hamet.    Mievan  guard- 
ing ikentf  Sfc, 

Thnur.  Woman,  attend  my  words instant 

reveal 
This  dark  conspiracy,  and  save  thyself. 
If,  wilful,  thou  wilt  spurn  the  joys  that  woo^thee, 
The  rack  ihaU  hare  its  prey. 


Man.  It  is  in  vain. 
I  tell  thee,  homicide,  my  soul  is  bound 
By  solemn  vows:   and  wouldst  thou  have  me 

break. 
What  angels  wafbed  on  their  wings  to  Heaven  f 
nnur.  Renounce  your  rash  resolves,  nor  court 

destruction, 
Man.  Goddess  of  vengeance  I  from  your  realms 
above, 
Where  near  the  throne  of  the  Most  High  thou 

dwellest, 
Insphered  in  diurkness,  amidst  hoards  of  thunder^ 
Serenely  dreadful,  till  dire  human  crimes 
Provoke  thee  down;   now,  on  the  whirlwind's 

wing 
Descend,  and,  with  your  flaming  sword,  your  bolti^ 
Red  with  almi|2:hty  wrath,  let  loose  your  rage, 
And  blast  this  vile  seducer  in  his  guilt! 

Tiuiur,  Blind  frantic  woman  !--think  on  your 

loved  boy. 
Man,  That  tender  struggle's  o'er—if  be  must 
die^ 
ru  greatly  dare  to  follow. 
Tinnir,  Then,  forthwith 
ni  put  thee  to  the  proof— Drag  forth  the  boy 

To  mstant  death [fkey  ieize  Hame^ 

Hornet.  Come  on,  then— Lead  me  hence 
To  some  new  world  where  iustice  reigns;  for  hen 
Thy  iron  hand  is  stretched  o'er  all. 

[Erit  guarded* 
Tlmur.  Quick,  drag  him  forth. 
Man.  Now,  by  the  powers  above,  by  eyery  tie 
Of  humanizing  pity,  seize  me  first ; 
Oh !  spare  my  child,  and  end  hia  wretcba^  mo* 
ther! 
Timur.  Thou  pleadest  in  vain. 

Enter  a  Messenger  in  haste. 

Mess.  Etan,  dread  sir,  is  found. 
ZamtL  Ah!  China  totters  od  the  brink  of 
ruin!  [Aside^ 

Tlmur.  Where  lurlced  the  slave? 
Mess.  Emereii^  from  diseuise. 
He  rushed  amid  the  guards  Uiat  led  forth  Haaet: 
*  Suspend  the  stroke,'  he  cried :  then  craved  ad* 

mittance 
To  your  dread  presence,  on  affiurs,  he  says, 
Of  highest  import  to  your  throne  and  life. 
Zamti.  Ruin  impends.  [ilsMJf.]  Heed  not  an 

idle  boy. yTo  Timurkan, 

Jlmtir.  Yes,  I  will  see  him :  bring  him  straight 

before  me. 
Zamti.  Angela  of  light !  quidc  on  the  rapid  wine 
Dart  from  the  throne  of  grace,  and  hover  round 
himi 

Enter  ZAPBiMai,  Guards foUomng  him. 

Yimur.  Thou  com'st  on  matters  of  tmportanoo 
deep 
Unto  my  throne  and  life    ■ 

Zaph.  I  do.    This  veiy  hour 
Thy  death  is  plotting. 
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Timur.  Ha !— by  whom  ? 

Zaph.  Zaphiiupi ! 

Zatnti.  What  means  my  son  ?- 


Timur.  Quick,  give  him  to  my  rage, 
And  mercy  shall  to  thee  extend. 

Zaph,  Think  not 
I  meanly  come  to  save  this  wretched  beine. 
Pity  Mandane^— save  her  tender  frame !  [Kneeh, 
Pity  that  youth  ! — Oh  !  save  that  godlike  man  ! 
Zatnti  Wilt  thou  dishonour  me,  degrade  thy- 
self', 
Thy  native  dignity,  by  basely  kneeling? 
Quit  that  vile  posture. 

Timur,  Rasn  intruder,  hence. [To  Zamti 

Hear  me,  thou  stripling ;  or  unfold  thy  talc, 
Or  by  yon  heaven  they  die— -^Wouldst  thou  ap- 
pease my  wrath, 
Bring  me  Zaphimri's  head. 
Z^ph.  Will  that  suffice  } 
Zamti,  Oh!  Heavens!    -  [Aside, 

Timur.  It  will   ■■ 
Zaph,  Then  take  it,  tyrant. 

[Rising  up,  and  pointing  to  himself. 

Zamti  and  Hamet.  Ah  ! 

T^ph.  I  am  Zaphimri — ^I  your  mortal  foe ! 
Zamti.  Now,  by  yon  heaven,  it  is  not 

Zaph.  Here— strike  here 

Since  nought  but  royal  blood  can  quench  thy 

thirst, 
Unsluice  these  veins— but  spore  their  match- 
less lives. 
Timur,  Wouldst  thou  deceive  me  too  f 
Zamti.  He  would — y 

Zaph.  No here, 

Here  on  his  knees,  Zaphimri  begs  to  die. 

Zamti.  Oh !  horror,  Sis  my  son !  by  great  Con- 
fucius, 
That  is  my  Etan,  my  too  generous  bo^, 
,That  fain  would  die  to  save  his  aged  sire ! 
Man,   Alas!    all  is  ruinedr-freedom  is  no 
more !  [Aside, 

Zaph.  Yet  hear  me,  Tartar-^hear-the  voice  of 
truth — 
J  am  your  victim — ^by  the  gods,  I  am.  ' 

[Laying  hold  of  Timurh^n, 
Tlfintir.  Thou  early  traitor T  by  your  guilty  sire 
Trained  up  in  fraud — no  more  these  arts  prevail. 
My  rage  is  up  in  arms^  ne'er  to  know  res^ 


Until  Zaphimri  perish.    OS,  rile  stave ! 
This  very  moment  sweep  them  from  my  sight 
Man.  Alas !  my  husband — Oh !  my  sob-hb^ 


son! 


Zamti.  May  all  the  host  of  Heaven  prottct 
him  still ! 

[Exeunt  Zamti  and  Masidasie,gUMrdiihif 
Octar,  4*0. 

Zaphimri,  struggling  with  Tiuubkav,  imlii 

Knees, 

Zaph,  Ah !  yet  withhold — in  pify  bold  a  bd* 
ment — 
I  am  Zaphimri— I  resicn  my  crowo— — 
Timur.  Away,  vain  boy !  Go  ace  them  bleed; 
behold 
How  thev  will  writhe  in  pangs;  pangs  doooh 

ed  for  thee. 
And  every  stripling  through  the  east.    Vile  lUitf 
away !  [Bredksfrom  him,  andeoL 

Zaphimri,  lying  on  the  ground  ;  officen  sad 
guards  behind  him. 

Oh  !  cruel !  yet  a  moment — barbarous  Scjdii> 

ans! 
Wilt  thou  not  open,  earth,  and  take  me  dowi^ 
Down  to  thy  caverns  of  eternal  darkness, 
From  this  supreme  of  woe  ?  Here  will  I  lie^ 
Here,  on  thy  flinty  bosom — ^witii  this  breast 
I'll  harrow  up  my  grave,  and  end  at  once 
This  powerless  wretch — this  ignominioos  king! 
And  sleeps  almighty  justice?  Will  it  not 
Now  waken  all  its  terrors  ?  arm  yon  band 
Of  secret  heroes  with  avenging  thunder? 
By  Heaven  that  thought  [nging]  lifts  up  my  Ids- 

dling  soul 
With  renovated  fire.  [Aside.]  My  glorious  frieiA, 
(Who  now  convene  bie  with  your  country's  ftie) 
When  I  am  dead— oh  1  give  me  just  revenge  I 
Let  not  my  shade  rise  unatoned  amonpt  ye; 
Let  me  not  die  inglorious ;  make  my  rail. 
With  some  great  act  of  vet  unheard-of  veneesooe^ 
Resound  throughout  the  world;    that  nirthest 

Scythia 
May  sta^d  appalled  at  the  huge  distant  roar 
Qf  one  vast  ruin  tumbling  on  the  heads 
Of  this  fell  tyrant,  and  ms  liated  race. 

lExU,(purU 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  L-^ne  palace. 


Enter  Oct AHy  Zamti  and  Mavdave  following 

htm. 

Zamti.    Why  dost  thou  lead  us  to  this  hated 
'   mansion? 
Must  we  again  behold  the  tyrant's  frown  ? 
Thou  know'st  our  hearts  are  fixed. 

Octar.  The  war  of  words 
We  ^com  again  to  wage :  thither  ye  come 


Reneath  a  monarch's  eye  to  meet  your  doom. 

The  rack  is  now  preparing :  Timurkan 

Shall  soon  behold  your  pangs,  and  oouot  csdl 

groan 
Even  to  the  fullest  luxury  of  vengeance. 
Guard  well  that  passage:  [To  the  guards  wkh- 

in.]  See  these  traitors  find 
No  means  of  flight;  while  to  the  conqueror 
I  hasten,  to  receive  hi&  last  commands. 

[Exit  Octar,  on  the  oppouts^s 
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Zarnii.  Tbott  erer  faithful  creature ! 

34sa.  Can'st  thoa,  Zamtiy 
Still  call  roe  faithful  ?  By  that  honoured  name 
Wilt  thou  call  her»  whose  wild  maternal  love 
Hath  overwhelmed  us  all  ? 

ZamtL  Thou  art  my  wife, 
Whose  matchless  excellence,  even  in  bondage, 
Hath  cheered  my  soul ;  but  now  thy  every  charm, 
By  virtue  wakened,  kindled  by  distress 
To  higher  lustre,  all  my  passions  beat 
Unutterable  gratitude  and  love. 
And  must— oh !  cruel !  must  I  see  thee  bleed  ? 

Man.  For  me  dea(b  wears  no  terror  on  liis 
brow. 
Foil  twenty  years  hath  this  resounding  breast 
Seen  smote  with  these  sad  hands ;  these  haggard 

eyes 
liave  seen  my  country's  fall ;  my  dearest  hus- 
band— 
My  son — ^my  king — all  in  the  Tartar's  hands : 
Wbat  then  remains  for  me  ?  Death !  only  death. 

ZamiL  Ah!   can  thy  tenderness  endure  the 
pangs 
Inrendve  cruelty  even  now  designs  ?— 
Must  this  fair  form — this  soft  perfection  bleed  ? 
Tby  decent  limbs  be  strained  witli  cruel  cords 
To  glut  a  ruffian's  ra^e  ? 

Man,  Alas  !  this  irame, 
This  feeble  texture  never  can  sustain  it 
But  this — this  I  can  bear—*—  [Shews  a  dagger. 

ZamtL  Ha  * 

Man,  Yes !  this  dagger ! 
Do  thou  but  lodge  it  in  this  faithful  breast, 
Mv  heart  shall  spring  to  meet  thee. 

'iamti.  Oh  1 

Man.  Do  thou, 
Mv  honoured  lord,  who  taught  me  every  virtue, 
A^brd  this  friendly,  this  last  human  oflice, 
And  teach  me  now  to  die. 

Zam/i.  Oh  ! 


never- 


•never- 


Ileuoe  let  me  bear  this  fatal  instrument. 

[Take$  the  dagger. 
What,  to  usurp  the  dread  prerogative 
Of  life  and  death,  and  measure  out  the  thread 
Of  our  own  beings  1  'tis  the  coward's  act, 
M  bo  dares  not  to  encounter  pain  and  peril. 
Be  that  the  practice  of  the  untutored  savage ; 
Be  it  the  practice  of  the  gloomy  North. 

Man,  Must  we,  then,  wait  a  haughty  tyrant's 
Qod, 
The  vassals  of  his  will !  No ;  let  us  rather 
Nobly  break  through  the  barriers  of  this  life. 
And  join  the  beings  of  some  other  world. 
Who'll  throng  around  our  greatly  daring  souls, 
And  view  the  deed  with  wonder  and  applause. 

ZamtL  Distress  too  exquisite !  Ye  holy  powr's ! 
If  aught  below  can  supersede  your  law. 
And  plead  for  wretches,  who  dare,  self-impelled, 
Uubli  to  your  awful  presence ;  Oh  !  it  is  not 
W'hen  tbe  distempen^  passions  rage,  when  pride 
Is  stun^  to  madness,  when  ambition  falls 
From  his  bjjglb  ica£E61ding ;  Oh !  po.    If  aught 


Can  justify  the  bloiv,  it  is  when  Virtue 

Has  nothing  le  ft  to  do ;  when  liberty 

No  more  can  breathe  at  large;  'tis  with  tim 

groans 
Of  our  dear  country  when  we  dare  to  die. 
ilfan.  Then  h.ere  at  once  direct  the  fiiendlj 

steel 
Zamti.  One  last  adieu !  now !  ah !  does  this 
become 
Thy  husband's  love7  thus,  with  uplifted  blade. 
Can  I  approach  that  bosom-bliss,  where  oft 
With  otner  looks  than  these-^^h  !  my  Madane  I 
I've  hushed  my  cares  witliin  thy  sheltering  arms! 
Man,  Alas!  the  loves>  that  hovered  o'er  our 
pillows. 
Have  spread  their  pinions,  never  to  retum. 
And  the  pale  fates  surround  us ! 
Then  lay  me  down  in  honourable  rest : 
Come,  as  thou  art,  all  hero,  to  my  armS| 
And  free  a  virtuous  wife. 

Zamti,  It  must  be  so. 
Now,  then,  prepare  thee — ^My  arm  flags  and 

droops, 
Conscious  of  thee  in  every  trembling  nerre. 

[Dashes  down  the  dagger. 
By  Heaven,  once  more  I  would  not  raise  the 

point 
Against  that  hoard  of  sweets,  for  endless  years 
Of  universal  empire. 
Man,  Ila !  the  fell  ministers  of  wrath — and 
yet 
They  shall  not  long  insult  us  in  our  woes. 
Myself  will  still  presene  the  means  of  death. 

[Takes  tip  the  dagger. 

Enter  Timurkak  and  Octar. 

Hmur.  Now,  then,  detested  pair,  your  hour  is 
come — 
Drag  forth  these  slaves  to  instant  death  and  tor- 
ment. 
I  hate  this  dull  delay ;  I  bum  to  see  them 
Gasping  iu  death,  and  weltering  in  their  gore. 
Man.  Zamti,  support  my  steps — with  thee  to 
die 
Is  all  the  boon  Mandane  now  would  crave. 

[Exeunt  Mandane  and  ZamtL 
77mttr.  Those  rash,  presumptuous  boys,  are 

they  brought  forth  ? 
Octar,  Mir\'an  will  lead  the  victims  to  their 

fate. 
Timur.  And  yet  what  boots  their  death?  the 
Orphan  lives, 
And  in  tins  breast  fell  horror  and  remorse 
Must  be  the  dire  inhabitants.    Oh !  Octar, 
Tliese  midnight  visions  shake  roj  inmost  soul ! 
Octar.  And  shall  the  shadowiugs  of  a  feverish 
brain 
Disturb  a  conqueror's  breast } 
Timur,  Octar,  they've  made 
Such  desolation  here — ^'tis  drear  and  horrible  ! 
On  yonder  couch,  soon  as  sleep  closed  my  eyei^ 
All  that  yon  mad  enthusiastic  priest 
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In  mystic  ra^  denminoed,  rose  to  my  view ; 

And  ever  and  anon  a  livid  flash. 

From  conscience  shot,  shewed  to  my  aching  sight 

The  colours  of  my  guilt 

Billows  of  blood  were  roond  me ;  and  the  ghosts, 
The  ghosts  of  heroes,  by  my  rage  destroyed. 
Came  with  their  ghastly  orbs,  and  streaming 

wounds. 
They  stalked  around  my  bed ;  with  loud  acclaim 
They  called  Zaphimri!  'midst  the  lightning's 

bhuee 
Heaven  rolled  consenting  thunders  o'er  my  head ; 
Straight  from  his  covert  the  youth  sprung  upon 

me, 
And  shook  his  gleaming  steel— he  hurled  me 

•  down, 
Down,  headlong  down  the  drear— Hold,  hold ! 

where  am  I? 
Oh !  this  dire  whirl  of  thought — my  brain^  on 

fire! 
Octar.  Compose  this  wild  disorder  of  thy  soul. 
Your  foes  this  moment  die. 

Enter  Mirvan. 

^npiur.  What  wouldst  thou,  Mirvan  ? 

Mir,  Near  to  the  eastern  gate,  a  slave  reports, 
As  on  his  watch  he  stood,  a  gleam  of  arms 
Cast  a  dim  lustre  through  the  night;  and  straight 
The  steps  of  men  thick  sounded  in  his  ear : 
In  close  array  they  marched. 

TUffitir.  Some  lurking  treason ! 
What,  ho !  mj  arms—ourself  will  sally  forth. 

Mir.  My  liege,  their  scapty  and  rash-levied 
crew 
Want  not  a  monarch's  sword — the  valiant  Octar, 
Joined  by  yon  faithful  guard,  will  soon  chastise 
them. 

Hmur,  Then  be  it  so— Octar^  draw  off  the 
guard. 
And  bring  their  leaders,  bound  in  chains,  before 
me.  I  Exit  Ortar, 

Mir.  With  sure  conviction  we  nave  further 
learned 
The  lon^-contended  truth — Etan's  their  king — 
The  traitor  Zamti  counted  but  one  son ; 
And  him  he  sent  far  hence  to  Corea*s  realm. 
That,  should  it  e'er  be  known  the  prince  sur- 
vived. 
The  boy  might  baffle  justice. 

l^mur.  Ha !  this  moment 
Oursdf  will  see  him  Ml. 

Mir.  Better,  my  liege. 
At  this  dead  hour  you  sought  repose— meantime 
Justice  on  him  shall  hold  her  course.    Your  foes 
Else  might  still  urge  that  you  delight  in  blood. 
The  semblance  of  humanity  will  throw 
A  veil  upcm  ambition's  deeds — 'tis  thus 
That  minhty  conquerors  thrive ;  and  even  vice. 
When  it  would  prosper,  borrows  virtue's  mein. 

Tmmr.  Mirvan, thou counsell'st right:  beneath 
a  shew 
Of  public  weal  we  Lay  the  natioiii  waste. 


And  yet  these  eyes  shaU  never  know  leposc^ 
Till  toey  behold  Zaphimri  perish.  Biinan, 
Attend  me  forth. 

Mir.  Foigive,  my  sovereign  liege, 
Forgive  my  over-forward  seal        I " 


It  was  not  fitting  he  should  breathe  a  monai: 
The  truth  once  known,  I  rushed  opoa  the  victov 
And,  with  this  sabre,  deft  him  to  the  gnRDd. 

Ttimir.  Thanks  to  great  Lama!  treasoa  isM 
more. 
And  their  boy  kin^  is  dead.    Mirvan,  do  thn 
This  very  night  brmg  me  the  stripling's  heii 
Soon  as  the  dawn  shall  purple  yonder  cait, 
Aloft,  in  air,  all  China  shall  beh<dd  it, 
Parched  by  the  sun,  and  weltering  to  die  wad : 
Haste,  Mirvan,  haste,  and  sate  my  foadcst  wi4 

Mir.  Thb  hour  approves  my  loyahy  and  tradi 

Tinmr.  Their  deep^Jaid  ploi  hath  misicd  as 
aim,  and  Timurkan 
May  reign  secure.    No  longer  horrid  drcsas 
Shall  hover  roond  my  couch :  the  proitntevuU 
Henceforth  shall  learn  to  own  my  sovereign  swat. 

Enter  Mibyak. 

WeO,  Minran,  hast  thoa  brought  the  wished^ 
pledee? 
Mir.  Myli^  I  fear  *twill  strike  tl^  sool  vitk 

horror! 
Thmtr.  By  Heavep,  the  s^bt  will  gM  ■! 
lon^ng  eyes ! 
Oh !  give  it  to  me ! 

Enter  Zaphimri  (m  tahrt  m  hu  kmd)  ui 
plants  himself  before  the  tyrant. 

Ha!  then  all  is  lost 
Zaph.  Now,  bloody  Tartar^  now  Aen,  kxv 

Zaphimri. 
Tlmur.  Accursed  treason !    To  beboM  thee 

thus 
Alive  before  me,  blasts  my  achiii|  eye-balk : 
My  blood  foigets  to  move ;  eacn  power  dies  ia 

me. 
Zaph.  Well  mig^st  thou  tiemhley  wcQ  mj 

guilt  like  thme 
Shrink  back  appalled ;  for  now  avengiiig  Hei*ca 
In  me  sends  forth  its  minister  of  wrm. 
To  deal  destruction  on  thee. 
TVmiir.  Treacherous  slave ! 
Tis  false — ^with  coward  art,  a  base  assassiD, 
A  midnight  ruffian,  on  my  peacs^ul  boar 
Secure  thou  oom^ ;  thus  to  aaaaolt  a  wanrior 
Thy  heart  could  never  dare  to  meet  in  anal. 
Zaph.  Not  meet  thee,  Tartar?  ha !  in  ok  tbot 

seest 
One  on  whose  hcMl  murambered  wrongs  fhnrA 

heaped ; 
Else  opuld  I  scorn  thee,  thus  defenceless.   Yt% 
By  all  my  great  revenge,  could  bid  ihee  uy  cwi 

shape,  _^^ 

Assume  each  horrid  form,  come  forth  SBIJC* 
In  all  the  terrors  of  deatroctiye  gotli; 


MVIFBT.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


815 


But  now  a  dear, «  nuvderod  fiuber  caUs; 
He  lifts  my  ana  to  rivet  thee  to  earthy 
The  avem^  of  RumkindL 

Mir.  ¥aX\  on,  my  prince. 

Thimr,  Bj  Heaven,  FU  dare  thee  still    Re- 
sign It,  slave, 
Resign  thy  blade  to  nobler  hands. 

[Snatckei  MkvaiCt  nArt, 

Mir,  Oh !  horror ! 
What,  ho!   bring  help!— Let  not  the  &te  of 

China 
Hang  on  the  issue  of  a  doubtful  combat 

Tmur.  Come  on,  presumptuous  boy  1 

Zapk,  Inhuman  regicide ! 
Now,  hiwless  ravager,  Zaphimri  comes 
To  wreak  his  vengeance  on  thee. 

IT    ni.1  u-  [Exeunt  Jightine, 

Mtr,  Oh !  nerve  his  army  ye  powers^  and  gmde 
each  blow! 

Enter  Hamet. 

Ifir.  See  there !  behold — he  darts  upon  his 
prey. 

Zaph,  [within,]  Die,  bloodhound,  die ! 

Tunur,  f  within,]  Stay  curses  blast  my  arm. 
That  failed  so  soon  ! 

Hamet.  The  Tartar  drops  his  point 
Zaphimri  now— 

Timur.  [within,]  Have  mercy !  mercy !  oh  ! 

Zaph.  [within.]  Merqr  was  never  thine.  This, 
fell  destroyer, 
Tliis,  for  a  nation's  groans ! 

Mir,  The  monster  dies ; 
He  Quivers  on  the  ground.    Then  let  me  fly 
To  Zamti  and  Mamhuie  with  the  tidings, 
And  call  them  back  to  liberty  and  Joy. 

[Erit  Mirvan, 

Enter  Zaphimri. 

Zaph.  Now,  Hamet,  now  oppression  is  no  more: 
Ihis  smoking  blade  hath  drunk  the  tyrant's  blood. 

Hamet,  Cnina  again  is  free!   There  lies  the 
corse 
fhat  breathed  destruction  to  the  worid. 

Zaph,  Yes,  there, 
jnannic  guilt,  behold  thy  fatal  end, 
rhc  wages  of  thy  sins. 

Enter  Morat. 

Morat.  Where  is  the  king  ? 
He^-enge  now  stalks  abroad.  Our  valiant  leaders, 
fnie  to  the  destined  hour,  at  once  broke  forth 
^rom  every  quarter  on  the  astonished  foe : 
)ctar  is  fallen ;  all  covered  o*er  with  wounds 
fe  met  his  fate ;  and  still  the  slaughtering  sword 
iiradcs  the  city,  sunk  in  sleep  and  wine. 

ZapK  Lo!  Timurkan  lies  levelled  with  the 
dust! 
end  forth,  and  letOrasming  straight  proclaim 
^phimri  king-— my  subjects'  rights  restored. 

[Exit  Morat. 
svwf  where  is  Zamti?  where  Mandane?— ha! 


What  means  that  took  of  wain 


Enter  Mirvav. 

Mir.  Oh !  dire  mischance  ! 
While  here  I  trembled  for  the  great  event; 
The  unrelenting  slaves,  whose  trade  is  death. 
Began  their  work.    Nor  piety,  nor  age, 
Could  touch  their  felon-hearts ;  they  seiaed  on 

Zamti, 
And  bound  him  on  the  wheel  All  frantic  at  the 

sight, 
Mandane  plunged  a  poniard  in  her  heart. 
And  at  her  husband's  feet  expired. 

Ifome^  Oh!  heavens! 
Mjr  mother ! 

Zaph,  Fatal  rashness !— >Mirvan,  say, 
Is  Zamti,  too,  destroyed  I 
Mir,  Smiling  in  pangs, 
We  found  the  good,  the  venerable  man  s 
Released  from  anguish,  with  what  strengdi  re* 

mained. 
He  reached  the  couch  where  lost  Mandane  lay; 
There  threw  his  mangled  limbs;  there,  dinging 

to  the  body. 
Prints  thousand  kisses  on  her  chiy-cold  lips^ 
And  pours  his  sad  hunentings,  in  a  strain 
Might  call  each  pitying  angel  from  the  skj, 
To  ^moathize  with  human  woe. 

[The  great  fotding-doort  open  in  the  back 
icene* 
Zaph,  And  see, 
See  on  that  mournful  bier  he  clasps  her  still ; 
Still  hangs  upon  each  faded  feature ;  still 
To  her  deaf  ear  complains  in  bitter  ^ngitiA. 
Heart-piercing  sight ! 

Hamet,  Oh !  agonizing  scene ! 

[The  corte  it  brought  forward^  Zamii  lying 
on  the  conchy  and  clasping  the  dead  body^ 
Zamti.  Ah !  stay,  Mandane,  stay ! — jet  once 
again 

Let  me  behold  the  day-light  of  thy  ^es ! 

Oone,  gone — for  ever,  ever  gone  f  Inose  orbs. 
That  ever  gently  beamed,  must  dawn  no  more  I 
Zaph,  Are  tnese  our  triumphs? — these  our 

promised  joys  ? 
Zamti.  The  music  of  that  voice  recalls  my  souL 
[Rises  from  the  body^  and  runs  eagerly  to 
embrace  Zaphimri ;  his  strength  faiU  him^ 
and  he  falls  at  his  feet.] 
My  prince !  my  king ! 
Zaph.  Soft,  raise  him  from  the  ground. 
Zamtu  Zaphimri ! — Hamet  too  !--Oh !  blessed 
event ! 
I  could  not  hope  such  tidings — Thee,  my  prince — 
Thee,  too,  my  son — I  tliought  ye  both  destroyed. 
My  slow  remains  of  life  cannot  endure 
Hiese  strong  vicissitudes  of  grief  and  joy. 
And  there-^Jh !  Heaven  !•— see  there,  there  lies 
Mandane ! 
Hamet.  How  fares  it  now,  my  father? 
Zamti.  Lead  me  to  her 
Is  that  the  ever  dear,  the  faithful  woman  ^ 
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Is  that  my  wife  ? — And  is  it  thus  at  length, 
Hius  do  I  see  thee  then,  Mondane  ?-^oldiy 

Alas !  death-cold 

Cold  is  that  breast,  where  virtue  from  above 
Made  its  delighted  sojourn,  and  those  lips 
That  uttered  heavenly  truth-— pale  !  pale  !— dead, 
dead !  t;SifiA«  on  the  body. 

Pray  ye,  entomb  me  with  her  1 

Z<^A.  Then  take,  ye  Powers,  then  take  your 
conquests  back ; 
Zaphimri  never  can  survive • 

Jaiii/i.  [Raiting  himself.]  I  charge  thee,  live : 
A  base  desertion  of  the  public  weal 
Can  ne'er  become  a  king. — Alas !  my  son 
(By  that  dear  tender  name,  if  once  again 
Zamti  may  call  thee)— tears  will  have  tlieir  way ! 
Forgive  this  flood  of  tenderness :  my  heart 
Melts  even  now  !  lliou  noble  youth,  tliis  is 
The  only  interview  we  e'er  sliall  have. 

Zaph,  And  will  ye  then,  inexorable  powers, 
Will  ye  then  tear  him  from  my  aching  heart ! 

Zamti.  The  moral  duties  of  the  private  man 
Are  grafted  in  thy  soul — Oh !  still  remember 
The  mean  immutable  of  happiness, 
Or  in  the  vale  of  life,  or  on  a  throne, 
Is  virtue.    Each  bad  action  of  a  king 
Extends  beyond  his  life,  and  acts  again 
Its  tyranny  o'er  ages  yet  unborn. 
To  error  mild,  severe  to  guilt,  protect 
The  helpless  innocent ;  and  learn  to  feel 
The  best  delight  of  serving  human  kind. 
Be  these,  my  prince,  thy  arts ;  be  theso  thy  cares, 
And  live  the  father  of  a  willing  people. 

Hornet.  Oh  !  cruel ! — see — ah  see ! — he  dies ! 
—his  lips 
Tremble  in  agony — ^his  eye4Mdls  glare  !-- 
A  death-like  paleness  spreads  u'«r  all  his  face ! 


Oli,t 


son— 


Ztqfk.  Is  there  no  help  to  save  so  dear  a  \ik ! 

Zamti.  It  is  too  late— I  die — alas !  I  die  !— 
Life  harassed  out,  pursued  with  barbarous  an, 
Tlirough  every  trembling  joint — ^now  fails  at 
Zaphimri— oh  !  farewell ! — ^I  shall  noc  see 
The  glories  of  thy  reign. — ^Uamet !— -n 
Thou  good  joung  man,  farewell ! — ^Mandaiw,  us, 
My  soul  with  pleasure  takes  her  flight,  &,m  il - 
Faithful  in  death,  I  leave  these  cold  renta^m 
Near  thy  dear  honoured  clay.  ^       [D-r. 

Zaph.  And  art  thou  gone. 
Thou  l)est  of  men  ? — ^Then  rotist  Zaphimri  pine 
In  cver-during  grief,  since  thou  art  lost ; 
Since  tlmt  firm  patriot,  whose  parental  care 
Should  raise,  should  guide,  should  animate  iz] 

virtues. 
Lies  there  a  breathless  corse. 

Hornet.  My  liege,  forbear : 
Live  for  your  people ;  madness  and  despair 
Belong  to  woes  like  mine. 

Zaph.  Thy  woes,  indeed. 
Are  deep,  thou  pious  youth — ^yes,  I  will  livf, 
To  soften  thy  amictions ;  to  assuage 
A  nation's  grief,  when  such  a  pair  expires. 
Come  to  my  heart : — ^in  thee,  another  Zarati 
Shall  bless  the  realm.   Now  let  me  hence  to  L 
My  people  with  the  sound  of  peace ;  that  ci^u. 
To  these  a  grateful  monument  shall  rise. 
With  all  sepulchral  honour.    Frequent,  thcr^, 
Well  ofier  incense ; — there,  each  weepiof  vs^ 
Shall  grave  the  tributary  verse  ; — ^with  tears 
Embalm  their  memories;  and  teach  mankind, 
Ilowc'cr  oppres!$ion  stalk  the  groaning  earth. 
Yet  Heaven,  in  its  own  hour,  can  bring  relief; 
Can  blast  the  tyrant  in  his  guilty  pride. 
And  prove  the  Orphan's  guardian  to  the  la>r. 
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ACT    L 


K^EXE  I. — An  avenue  leading  to  a  Gothic 

castle. 

Enter  Grey  and  First  Knight* 

Grey,  A  messenger  dispatched  by  lady  Sa- 
lisbury ! 

Knt.  Andy  in  the  specious  guise  he  wore,  had 

passed 
oquestioned,  had  not  t,  in  happy  season^ 
pproached,  even  as  the  unwary  centioels 
^r  op*d  the  efite.    By  threats  o'erawed  in  part, 
I  uut  througn  hupe  of  favour  won,  he  owned, 
t  length,  by  whom  employed,  whither  bent, 
ihI  tor  what  purpose. 

Orey,  Say 

Knt.  Straight  to  repair 
0  Marlborough ;  where  now,  as  fame  reports, 
ur  king  resides,  with  all  his  peers ;  and  there 
0  beek  the  lord  de  Warren;  to  what  end 
l>i&  paper  will,  as  I  suppose,  inform  you< 
^•15  about  to  bear  it  to  lord  Raymond. 

Orfy.  That  care  be  mine.    llcnceforward  it 
concerns 

Vol.  L 


Us  near^  Our  vigilance  be  doubly  firm.  [Exit  Knt, 
[Reads,]  '  The  countess  of  Salisbury,  to  her  illua* 
'  trious  friend,  the  lord  de  Warfen. 
'  I  have  lost  my  husband — Me  and  my  lands 
'  lord  Raymond  claims,  as  by  royal  grant  assigned 
'  to  him.  He  has  banished  my  train,  encompass- 
'  ed  rae  with  his  creatures,  and  holds  me  a  pri^ 

*  soner  in  my  own  castle.    If  the  memory  of  thy 

*  noble  friend  be  dear  to  thee,  haste  ana  rescuo 
'  th6  afflicted  «  Ela.' 
How  near  was  Raymond's  hope^  the  beauteous 

hope 
He  tendea  with  unceasing  care ;  how  near 
My  risine  fortunes  marred — I  like  not  this : 
Her,  ancTher  ridi  domains,  he  would  possess ; 
Yet  in  his  breast  there  lives  that  kind  of  h^irt 
Withholds  him  from  the  path  that's  nearest.  He^ 
That  would  be  great,  must  first  be  bold. 
I  hate  those  motleyed  characters; 
Something,  I  know  not  what,  'twixt  good  and  ill, 
Yet  neither  absolute;  all  good,  all  ill. 
For  me — ^That  day,  saith  he,  that  happy  day. 
Which  sees  the  countess  mine,  shall  amply  pay 
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Tliv  services — a  doubtful  balance  this 

Whereon  my  fortunes  hang. — ^This  way  be  moves; 

And,  by  his  gait  and  gesture,  ill  at  ease 

We  must  be  firm ; 

My  hopes  demand  it,  and  the  time  admits 

No  weak,  no  scrupulous  delay 

Enter  IUymonp* 

Ray,  To  sue, 
But  ever  without  grace  to  sue — Oh  Grey  t 
I  am  even  weary  of  the  vain  pursuit. 

Grey.  It  is,  in  truth,  my  lord,  an  irksome  la- 

hour. 
Ray,  But  now  I  cast  me  at  the  fkir  one^s  feet ; 
Pleaded  my  passion  with  whatever  arts 
Might  best  the  gentle  purpose  aid ;  but  she^ 
Instead  of  such  return  as  I  might  hope» 
Repaid  me  with  an  eye  of  cold  contempt. 
Of  her  late  gallant  lord  she  spoke ;  his  merits 
In  opposition  hateful  placed  to  mine. 
Urged  then  with  recollection  of  her  wrongs, 
like  the  loud  torrent,  with  steep  winter  runs 
O'ercharged,  in  all  the  loose,  ungovemed  sway 
Of  wrath  and  indignation,  she  assailed  me. 
Grey.  And  did  my  lord,  in  this  unseemly  fa- 
shion. 
Hear  all  with  equal  temper?  Waked  he  not 

With  such  a  peal-: 

Ray.  Thou  know*st  not  what  it  is 
To  love  like  me — Long  time  (for  pasaon  now 
Had  shed  o'er  all  her  charms  a  brighter  glow, 
That  like  Jove's  daughter  most  she  looked,  se- 
vere 
In  youthful  beauty)  long  I  lay,  o'erawed 
And  silenced,  as  by  some  superior  being; 
Till,   H-aked  by  pride,  quick  from  the  floor  I 

sprung; 
Warned  her  how  she  provoked  my  power ; 
^^was  great,  'twas  now  witliin  these  walls  su- 
preme; 
I  long  had  gently  wooed  her ;  but  that  love, 
Though  patient,  would  not  always  brook  disdain. 
Grey.  Twas  well :  and  what  ensued  ? 
Ray.  Silence  at  first, 
Then  tears ;    bright  drops,  like  May-mom  dews, 

ihat  fall 
From  the  sweet  blossomed  thorn.    Back  in  her 
chair 

She  sunk Oh !  had  you  seen  her  then^  dis: 

solved 
In  all  the  soft,  the  lovely  languishment 
Of  woe ;  while  at  her  knee,  with  countenance 
Most  piteous,  stood  her  beauteous  boy,  and  looked 
*    As  if  each  tear,  which  from  his  mother  fell. 
Would  force  a  passage  to  his  little  heart — 
I  fled ;  else  haa  I  kneeled,  and  wept  myself 
As  well  as  she. 

Grey.  O  shame  to  manhood !  suits 
Such  weakness  with  our  hopes  } 
Ray.  §he  must,  she  mus^ 


Grey.  Say  to  what  puipooe,  then,  was  sand 
her  castle  ? 
When  she  your  suit  rejected,  then,  perforce, 
To  claim  lier  as  the  gift  of  royal  fat ou ! 


To  lord  it  here  so  lon^  and  now  to 
My  lord,  my  lord,  the  mound  is  ovefki|A; 
What  now  forbids  but,  without  further  puse. 
To  crop  the  rich,  the  golden  fmits  withu? 

Ray.  Ungracious  is  the  love  reluctaooe  fields; 
And  cold.  Cold  even  as  marble,  is  the  msia, 
Who  comes  unwilling  to  anotber^s  amis. 
Grdy.  In  brief,  would  you  partoke  thdadj'sbri* 
Ray.  What  means  the  question  ? 
Grey.  Look  on  that,  my  Unnd : 
Better  reluctant  come,  than  not  at  alL 
Ray.  How  came  this  to  your  faaod  f 
Grey.  By  one  whose  cares 
Of  thee  demand  no  trivial  recompenoe. 
His  wakeful  eye  it  was  descried  the  heaiv; 
Else  had  the  watdi,  with  all  their  vigilance, 
Proved  insufficient. 

Ray.  My  better  angel  interposed. 
Grey.  Had  this  its  purposed  scope  actsincd-' 
my  lord. 
Were  this  but  whispered  in  oar  UenrVs  ear- 
He  gave  the  royal  nod,  you  say :  true,  he 
Permitted,  but  thus  far ;  that  yoo  shoaM  ik)o 
I1ie  lady,  and,  her  choice  approving^  wed ; 
No  more.     By  us  the  public  ear  is  told 
She  hath  approved :  our  artifioe  hath  spmd 
The  rumour ;  and  with  some  it  is  reorivcdL 
That  she  is  now  your  full  espoused  coosoct: 
But  truth,  my  lord,  long  cannot  rest  concealed; 
It  will  abroad,  of  that  be  sure,  in  spite 
Of  all  our  studied  wiles. 
Ray.  What's  to  be  done  f 
Grey.  'Tis  critical,  and   most  be  iiiaiia5^ 

nicely 

But  see,  with  Eleanor  the  countess  comes; 
And  in  her  hand  the  young  lord  William.   Met 
Her  custom  is  to  walk ;  retire  we  now ; 
And  thou  observe  the  counsels  of  a  friend.  [Eraai. 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Lady  Salisbury,  Lord  Wiluav,  9^ 

Eleanor. 

Lady  SaL  Talk'st  thou  of  patience?  ^'ht'. 
the  very  roof. 
That  should  protect  and  shelter  me,  beooose 
My  prison?  Awed,  and  threatened,  as  I  ii% 
By  tnis  intruder !  Cruel  destiny ! 
Had  I  not  more  than  common  griefs  befoic' 

Ele.  In  evil  hour  thy  hospitable  gates 
Were  opened  to  receive  him. 

Lady  SaL  Unguaidcd  that  I  was !  B«it  n^ 
could  then 
Foresee  the  purpose  of  his  coming? 

Eie.  Who 


^. , ,  Can  think  even  yet,  that,  once  r^nilsed,  hc^c 

Yes,  Grey,  she  must  be  mine — ^and  yet— yet  fail}  I  Would  thus  presume  ? 

Would  I  persuade  the  fair  one,  not  compeL  [     Lady  SaL  Is  there  do  saocour  ihte? 
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No  generous  hand  to  vindicate  my  wrongs  ? 
Oh  Salisbury  !    Salisbury !    Why,  if  yet  thou 

Jiv'st 

Fond  hope!    he  lives  not,  else  with  speed  of 

thought 
Would  lie  repair  to  his  afflicted  Ela. 

Ele.  Why,  dearest  lady,  will  you  yield  you  up 
A  prey  to  purposed  sorrow  ?  Time  is  fruitful ; 
Anil  the  next  hour,  perhaps,  may  bring  thee  com- 
fort. 
Ladjf  SaL  Day  after  day  I  have  watched  the 
joyless  hours : 
Night  after  night,  ,when  some  fleet  courier,  sent 
Before  perchance,  or  letter,  fraught  with  sweet 
Assurance  of  his  safety,  might  appear ; 
Five  tedious  moons  have  passed  since  first  were 

toW 
The  dismal  tidings ;  no  fleet  courier,  sent 
Before,  alas !  nor  letter,  with  such  sweet 
Assurance,  yet  appears — he's  gone !  he's  lost ! 
And  I  shall  never,  never  see  him  more. 

Ete,  Ah  !  suffer  not  the  leaden  hand  of  cold 
Despair  thus  weigh  thee  down;  1  yet  have  hope. 
Ladjf  SaL  Away  witli  hope,  away  !    No,  no ; 
full  loud. 
As  I  remember,  and  outrai;eous  blew 
The  storm,  that  even  the  solid  fabric  shook 
Of  yonder  walls ;  deep-rooted  oaks  gave  way ; 
Churches  and  spires  were  overturned;   nor  even 
The  peasant's  humble  roof  escaped  that  hour. 
The  fleet,  save  only  one,  one  luckless  ship, 
Have  all  returned ;  my  lord  nor  hath  been  seen, 
Alas !  nor  ever  heard  of  since  the  htonn. 

Eie.  Heaven  visit  her  affliction,  and  bestow 
That  patience  which  she  needs ! 

Lady  Sal,  No,  Eleanor;  no  more  shall  he 
To  th^  deserted  walls  return.    No  more 
Shall  trophies,  won  by  many  a  gallant  deed, 
llirough  the  long  hall  in  proud  procession  move ; 
No  more  fair  Sausbur/s  oattlements  and  towers 
He-echo  to  the  approachini;  trumpet's  voice. 
Never,  Oh !  never  more  sh.all  Ela  run. 
With  throbbing  bosom  at  the  well-known  sound, 
To  unlock  his  helmet,  conquest-plumed,  to  strip 
The  cuishes  from  his  manly  thigh,  or  snatch 
Quick  from  his  breast  the  plated  armour,  wont 
To  oppose  my  fond  embrace — Sweet  times,  fare- 
well ! 
Lord  WiL  Mother,  why  do  you  speak  so  ?  you 

make  me  sad. 
Lady  SaL  It  is  too  soon,  my  diild,  for  thee  to 
know 
What  sadness  is. 
Lord  WU.  Will  not  my  father  come  home 
soon^ 
Eleanor  told  mc  he  would :  she  would  not  tell  a 
lie. 
iMdy  SaL  No,  love. 
Ijni  Wii.  Then  he  will  come. 
Lady  SaL  Sweet  innocence !  I  fear  he  will 

not 
Lord  WiL  I  hope  he  is  not  sick. 


Lady  SaL  Go,  lovely  prattler,  seek  thy  toys; 

go.  go. 

Lord  WiL  I  will,  good  mother;   but  dont  be 
sad,  or  I  shall  be  so  too.  [Exit. 

Lady  SaL  Sweet  state  of  childhood !  unallay- 
ed  with  cares ; 
*Serene  as  spring-tide  mom,  new-welcomed  up 
With  bleat  of  lamb,  with  note  of  woodlark  wild. 
With  nper  years  come  passions  turbulent 
And  rude,  a  baleful  ci*ew,  unnumbered  as 
The  forest  leaves,  that  strew  the  earth  in  autumn. 
When  happiness  is  round  thee,  when  thou  art  on 
The  lap  of  downy  ease,  when  thou  art  cherished 
In  the  fair  bosom  of  unruffled  joy. 
Comes  a  fell  hand,  dashes  thee  rudely  down, 
And  leaves  thee  to  despair. 

Eic.  Cease, 
Cease,  lady,  to  afflict  thee :  Raymond  may, 
I  trust  he  will,  ere  Ion!;,  retire  and  give 
Thee  ease  again — But  hither  comes  his  minion : 
Much  with  his  lord  he  can;  and,  as  he  lists. 
To  purposes  of  good  or  ill  o'er-ruk*s 
His  mind  :  if  he  accost  thee,  speak  him  gently. 

Enter  Grev. 

Grey,  As  you  arc  fair  above  all  other  women. 
So  may  you  lend  to  that  I  would  implore 
A  gracious  ear. 

Lady  SaL  Without  more  preface,  briefly  speak 

thy  suit 
Grey.  To  love,  but  ne'er  to  reap  of  love  the 
sweet 
Returns,  is  sure  the  worst  of  ills. 
Lady  SaL  And  what  of  that  ? 
Grey.  Though  love  denied,  yet  pity  may  do 
much 
To  soothe  the  wound  that  pity  gives.    In  brief, 
Thou  much-revered!   my  suit  is  in  behalf  of 
Raymond. 
Lady  SaL  Then  I  will  spare  us  both  some 
cost 
Of  words :  In  brief,  I  love  him  not,  nor  pity : 
So  tell  thy  lord — I  would  be  private — hence. 
Grey.  Your  words  are  brief  indeed ;  but  of 
that  kind 
I  dare  not,  must  not  bear  my  lord. 
Lady  SaL  Must  not  I 
Grey.  'Tis  cruel  towards  the  man  who  loves 

so  fondly. 
Lady  SaL  Doth  he  assume  the  specious  name 
of  love  ? 
Love  is  a  bright,  a  generous  quality. 
Heaven  gave  to  noble  minds ;  pure  and  unmix- 
ed 
With  every  grosser  stuff*;  a  goodly  flower, 
^oots  up  and  blossoms  in  great  souls  alone. 
Grey,  The  mind,  the  exalted  soul  thou  nam'st, 
is  his. 
lives  there  a  youth  more  gentle  of  condition. 
In   fair  accomplishments  more  graced,  admi* 

red? 
If  beauty  sway  thy  fond  regards,  if  wealth. 
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I  know  not  in  fair  England  ope  with  him 
Can  vie. 

Lady  Sal  Ip  thpn  the  star^  die  peerless  star, 
That  late  was  gazed  on,  quite  obscured  ?    What 

though 
He  may  have  set,  hath  he  not  left  a  train 
Of  glory  in  the  skies  \    The  illustrious  name 
Of  Salisbury  yet  survives.    If  wealth — but  mark 

me; 
Were  he  of  all  the  wealth  possessed  from  where 
The  East  Indian  bids  the  sun  goodrmorrow,  to 

where 
The  Atlantic,  in  her  wide-extended  lap. 
Receives  him  setting ;  could  he  in  each  hand 
A  thousand  sceptres  place,  pot  all  should  bribe 
Me  to  his  bed.    No,  Salisbury  I  thou  hast  been 
The  husband  of  my  early  love ;  with  thee. 
That  loye  was  all  interred ;  and  when  I  plnck 
It  forth  again,  gape  wide  that  earth  wherein 
Thou  liest,  quick  snatch  me  from  the  light  of 

Heaven, 
And  swallow  me  within  b^r  lowest  prison ! 

Grey.  For  pity's  sake  yet  soflen ;  for.  Oh !  sure 
No  former  love  could  ever  equal  his ; 
No  bosom  boast  the  generous  flame  wherewith 
Lord  Raymond  glows  for  thee,  admired  fair ! 
.  Lady  SaL  Hear  this,  ye  Heavens !  and  grant 

me  patience — Where's 
My  people  r  where  the  freedom  that  I  late 
Was  blest  with  }  Wherefore  is  my  palace  throng- 
ed 
With  strangers  ?  Why,  why  are  my  gates  shut  up 
And  fortified  against  their  rightful  mistress^ 

Grey.  Madam 

Lady  SaL  I^  this  the  love  he  boasts  ? 
Is  this  the  fair  accomplished,  this  thp  gentle 

youth  ? 
Must  I  recal  to  mipd-^-Came  he  not,  then, 
Even  while  the  memory  of  my  dear  loved  lord 
Was  gveeu,  vhile  sorrow  yet  was  in  my  eyes  ? 
Tears !  ye  will  choke  me — Came  he  not  even 

then, 
And  broke  in  on  my  sorrows.^  Like  a  spoiler 
He  came,  heaped  up  the  measure  of  my  woes> 
Added  new  anguish  to  the  afHicted  heart. 
And  swelled  the  current  of  the  widow's  tears ! 
Grey.  Madam,  were  he  that  spoiler  thou  pro- 

plaim'st, 


will 


He  need  not  now  thus  humbly  sue  for  duit 
His  power,  long  since,  unasked,  mig;ht  fasre  et* 
torted. 

Lady  SaL  Ha !  what  art  thou,  that  thus  fve- 
siim'st  to  threaten  ? 
Extorted ! — Hence,  thou  rude  onCy  bolder  erea 
Than  him  who  calls  thee  slave. 

Grey,  Madam,  you  speak 
As  though  you  knew  me  not 

Lady  SaL  I  know  thee  well — 
To  what  concerns  lord  Raymond  I  have  spoke. 
My  fmal  purpose  fixed : 

For  thee,  I  charge  thee  shun  my  presence  ;  hence! 
And  le^rn  the  distance  that  befits  thy  railing 

Grey.  Not  ere  I  speak  more  nilly-  to  tbe 
cause — 
Nay,  ladv,  look  not  on  me  with  so  stem 
An  eye,  but  give  me  patient  hearing — 

Lady  Sal.  No  more;  I'll  hear  no  more. 

Grey.  Not  hear  me ! — Whei)  ne^  we 

I  will  be  heard,  [I 

Lady  SaL  What  meant  he,  Eleanor  9 — -t 
be  heard! 

Eie.  Alas !  I  know  not :  but  a  soul  he  hati^ 
Prompt  and  alert  to  acts  of  desperate  thinking. 
Hardly  thou  art  beset;  O  lady,  lend 
An  ear  to  what  thy  Eleanor  would  comascl. 
When  next  he  comes,  (for  that  he  bath  obtained 
Of  Ri^ymopd  leave  to  woo  thee  to  his  will, 
I  know)  assume  a  gentler  carriage.    Seen| 
As  though  you  may  hereafter  to  his  suit 
Incline,    Be  ruled :  necessity  oft  lends 
A  sanction  to  deceit.    Demand  a  pause : 
My  lord  of  S^isbury^s  fate,  yet  unconfirmed. 
Shall  add  thereto  a  seeming  colour.    Chanoe, 
Mean  time,  that  comes  or  soon  or  late  to  all. 
To  thee  may  come  with  unexpected  succour. 

Lady  ^L  Sincerity, 
Thou,  spotless  as  the  snowy-vested  hill ! 
{■orgive  me,  if,  bv  lawless  power  constrained, 
I  turn  thi^  once  from  thy  long-trodden  path; 

It  must  be  so '- 

Oh,  Salisbury !  Salisbury !  thou  lamented  shade; 
Descend  from  those  pure  mapsions^  where  thou 

sit*st 
Exalted :  hover  o*er  me :  and,  as  thou 
Wert  wont,  support  me  in  tliis  hour  of  trial ! 

[Ereumt. 


ACT  XL 


3CENE  L—WUhin  the  castle. 

Enter  Raymond  and  Grey. 

Grey.  Away,  my  lord,  away  with  every  ca^ ! 
The  conflict's  past*  and  Fortune  is  our  own— : 
Defeated  once,  again  I  sought  the  fair; 
I  sought  her,  apd  prevailed. 

Ray.  By  all  the  joys,  the  nameless  joys,  tl^ 
on 
The  precious  hour  of  soft  compliance  wait. 


I  will  rcouite  thee  nobly.    Say — for  modi 
My  wonder's  moved — ^how  hast  thou  found 
Such  grace  ?  How  wrought  this  change,  thus  sod- 
den  tlms 

Unhoped,  from  her  late  bearing  } 

Grey.  Uncertain  is  the  sex-^ut  that  inqMMts 
not. 
It  now  remains^  that  proof,  such  proof  be  soagli| 
Of  Salisbury's  fate,  as,  by  minute  detail 
Of  circupistancesy  shall  with  the  lady  gain 
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IVonpc  dwinoe.    Hear  wlnt  I  have  deviaed^  if 
yott 


Enter  a  Knight 

Kmt.  My  lord,  two  stmngere  I  have  brought, 
'   Within  the  nreciticts  of  the  castle  found. 
«       Rdy,  Sural  thou  two  strangers  ?  of  what  qu»- 

Knt,  with  me  they  were  of  speech  toot  over- 
r  prompt; 

Butp  by  theur  outward  gutse,  they  would  aeem 


As  with  some  pious  purpose  charged.    Severe 
Iheyounger  seems,  but  of  excelliuf^  form ; 
And  wishes  to  recruit  his  wearied  limbs 
Beneath  the  friendly  covert  of  this  roof. 
jR#y.  Conduct  tMm  to  our  presence.    [Exit 
'  KnighiJ]    I  were  loth 

.  The  weanr  traveller  to  dismiss  my  gatea^ 
Inhospitably  rude ;  yet  none  I  wish. 
While  we  are  vet  suspended  at  the  nod 
Of  peevish  and  uncertain  chance,  approach 
These  walls. 

Rc'Cmter  Knighty  woith  Strangen* 

^Vhence,  and  what  are  you  ? 

lit  Strwt,  What  we  are, 
These  weeds^  though  we  were  silent,  might  unr 

fold. 
Alwin  I  am  called,  my  fellow-traveller 
J^roches.    Our  way  was  bent  for  Canterbury, 
W'idi  purpose  of  a  pious  vow :  o*ertakcn 
fiy  weariness  from  travel,  and  desire 
Of  food,  we  journeyed  hitherward,  in  hope 
The  k>rd  of  these  fair  turrets,  first  descried 
At  close  of  evening,  might  befriend  our  toils. 

Bay.  Whence  have  you  come  ? 

Aim.  From  France,  not  many  days. 

Hay.  Say,  what  occasion  may  have  called  you 
hither? 

Aim,  To  aid  (Heaven  prosper  long)  my  odun- 
Cry's  weal. 

JO^.  You  are  a  soldier  then  ? 

Aim.  I  have  been  such ; 
And  to  be  such  was  my  most  dear  inclining ; 
Sipit  with  the  love,  even  from  my  greenest  youth. 
Of  honest  arms.    Some  share  ot  fame  I  too 
AchievcKl — But  ill  the  soldier  it  beseems 
To  trumpet  his  own  praises. 

Ray.  Cease  not  so. 
Though  in  the  school  of  war  untutored,  rouoh 
It  plcaseth  me  to  hear  the  brave  man's  labours. 

Atir.  None  but  have  heard  how  some  time 
ainoe  was  sent. 
To  claim  of  Lewis  certain  lands  usurped, 
A  puissant  force 

R§y,  Were  you  therehi  employed  f 

Aim.  Bcncam  the  royal  banner  I  enrolled. 
As  was  my  bent,  in  quest  of  fame. 

Ray,  Indeed! 


Lord  Salisbunr  then,  peichaaoe,  of  thee 

known? 
Aim,  I  knew  him  well ;  our  liege's  near  ally, 
And  second  to  duke  Richard  in  command. 
Fast  by  his  side  was  my  allotted  post 
Upon  the  marshalled  field :  by  him  I  fough^ 
For  him  had  died. 

Riy,  Of  him  fame  loudly  speaks, 
That  m  those  wars  he  was  a  g^lant  man. 
Aim,  He  was  not  wont,  while  others  bravely 

fopgbt, 
To  look  inactive  on. 

Ler,  A  foe  like  him 
France  never  knew,  of  all  that  warrior  host, 
Whid^  like  an  inundation,  Engkmd  poured 
On  her  affiigh'ted  shores 

Ray,  But  what 
Have  proved  his  latter  fortunes  I  should  wish 
To  learn— ^y,  courteous  stranger,  if  thou  can'st^ 
Of  this  renowned  lord :  a  rumour  hath 
Long  since  prevailed,  that  he  on  Gallia's  coast 
Was  wrecked  with  all  his  crew. 
Aim.  What  cause  there  was 
Of  such  report,  alas !  these  eyes  have  seen ; 
How  true  m  part  it  is,  too  sure  this  tongue 
Can  testify. 
Ray,  I  pray  you,  let  us  hear. 
Aim.  O'ermrxed  with  human  prey,  fell  war 

had  ceased 
To  walk  his  wasteful  round;  well  pleased  w« 

turn 
Us  from  the  blood-stained  field ;  exulting  each 
With  some  rich  spoil,  trophies  by  valiant  dint 
Of  anns  achieved.    Forthwith  the  eager  host 
Embark. 

And  now  the  chalky  clifi  on  Albion^l  coast 
To  our  straining  view  appeared;  the  exulting 

crew 
With  peals  redoubled  greet  the  well  known  shore- 
Ill-fated  men !  in  vain  the  anxious  dame 
Oft  mounts  the  highrraised  tower,  thence  earnest' 

looks 
Haply  if  her  wished-for  lord  may  come ;  in  vain 
The  prattling  boy  oft  asks  her  of  his  sire. 
That  never,  never  shall  return. 

Ray.  Proceed, 
Good  stranger— what  was  the  event? 

Aim,  Anon 
The  winds  began  to  shifV ;  up  rose  a  storm. 
And  heaved  the  bosom  of  the  troubled  deep : 
On  the  swoln  billows  sits  enthroned  grim  Death, 
And  shakes  his  fatal  dart.--The  fleet,  which  late 
In  such  fair  order  sailed,  is  now  dispersed. 
Before  the  wind  we  drove,  left  to  the  mercy 
Of  the  wild  waves,  and  all^lisposinR  Heaven — 
Oh  my  loved  friends !  associates  ofmy  toils ! 
Rescued  in  vain  from  wai^s  wide  wasteful  arm. 
Here  end  your  labours !  here,  sweet  life  fprsakea 

you! 
For  me,  a  slender  plank,  next  to  the  hand 
Of  some  good  angel,  bore  me  to  the  shore. 
Of  full  five  hundred  gallant  lives^  which  late 
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Embarked,  ik)t  one  that  fatal  hour  surviyed — 

Ray.  Save  only  thee  ? 

Aiw,  Save  only  me. 

Ray.  Speak  now,  secure,  for  nearly  it  con- 
cerns 
My  quiet — speak —  was  Salisbury  of  your  crew  ? 

Aiw.  Alas  !  tuo  sure. 

Ray.  Enoueh — ^TTiy  courtesy 
Of  us  may  well,  and  shall  be  well  requited. 
Of  this  our  friend  accept  mean  time  his  prompt 
Regards :  anon  we  shall  be  glad  to  hold 
Some  farther  converse  with  you. 

[EjtU  Aiw.  Lev.  and  Knt. 

Grey.  Of  this  stranger 
What  thinks  my  lord  ? 

Ray.  As  of  an  angel,  sent 
To  waft  me  on  his  wint^  strait  to  the  summit 
Of  all  my  wishes — With  what  a  gallant  grace 
lie  bears  him  ! — Much  I  wish  to  hear  him  vpetk 
Again — to  hear  the  battles  he  has  fou^t, 
And  all  the  story  of  his  life  and  fortunes. 

Grey.  That  we  shall  learn  hereafter :  but  'tis 
meet 
That  he  to  lady  Salisbury  first  unfold 
The  sum  of  what  he  here  reported. 

Ray.  Methinks 
I  now  behold  her,  like  some  full-blown  flower, 
The  fairest  of  the  garden,  late  o'ercharged 
With  showers,  her  head  declining  sad,  whilst  he 
Recounts  the  story  of  her  Salisbury's  fate. 
Would  she  were  mine  without  a  tear ; 
Without  a  sigh. — But  she  must  weep ;  she  must; 
Thereon  my  all  depends — Oh  wayward  sorrow ! 
That  wounds — yet,  wounding  heals  the  lover. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL — Changes  to  an  apartment.    Lady 
Salisbury  reclining  on  a  couch. 

Enter  Eleanor. 

Ele.  Grief,  that  of  time's  fixed  periods  for  re- 
pose 
Takes  small  account,  hath  lulled  her  wearied 

senses — 
Where'er  thou  dwell'st.  Oh  Peace !  with  azure 

eyes 
Serene ;  or  if  in  stately-structured  dome, 
Or  thatched-roofed  cottage  low,  or  in  cool  grot 
By  fountain  clear  thou  sit'st,  or  if  perchance 
Alonf^  the  silver  brook's  green  liveried  verge 
Reclined,  approach^  thou  rosy-dimpled  fair ! 
Leave  thy  sweet  haunts  awhile ;  and  with  that 

balm 
Which  soothes  the  woe-struck  heart,  await  her 

slumbers. 
The  hour  approaches,  when,  as  is  her  custom. 
She  seeks  the  hallowed  shrine,  and  pious  wakes 
The  voice  of  pure  devotion  to  high  heaven : 

ril  thither,  and  expect  her — but  she  wakes 

How  fares  the  mistress  of  my  best  regards  ? 
Proved  her  slumbers  sweet  as  were  my  wishes  ? 


Lady  Sal.  Sweet,  sweety  my  Eteanor;  so  smet, 
oh!  would 
I  never  had  waked.    I  dreamt,  as  wont  oa  \m 
To  dream,  that  I  beheld  his  gracious  fono, 
My  bosom's  lord  :  a  while  he  stood,  and  secand 
On  me  to  smile ;  then  flew  to  mt  embraces— 
Ah  fleetii^  ecstacy ! — ^twas  but  a  dream. 

Enter  a  Knight, 

Knt,  Thy  favour,  lady ;   I  am  diarged  wAl 
news, 
That  much  imports  thy  hearing :  summon  op 
Thy  powers;  two  strangers  late  have  godm^  of 

whom 
One  brings  assured  tidings  of  thy  lord. 

Lady  SaL My  lortE ^OBH speik— 

Knt.  He  saith  he  knew  my  lord 
Of  Salisbury  well ;  that  he  was  of  his  crew; 
And  with  that  peer  embarked  from  France. 

Lady  SaL — But — ^wcll — ^fram  France.— 

Knt.  Lady,  all  must  have 
Their  sorrows.    Strait  uprose  a  mighty  tnnpai, 
Dispersed  the  fleet  o'er  all  die  scno 
The  storm — the  fatal  wreck— of  all 
The  stranger  gives  most  drcumstantial  proof. 

EU.  Ams  me  tidings ! — Dearest  lady,  civc 
Thy  sorrows  vent ;  thy  bosom's  ovcrfiao^t, 
And  will  find  ease  by  letting  loose  its  woes. 

Lady  SaL Well,  well 

Then  be  is  lost,  and  all,  all  is  despair. 
Though  languid,  yet  was  hope  not  quite  extinct— 
Where,  wfaere's  the  stranger  ?  Seek  him,  hs^tt^ 

that  I 
May  hear  him  fully  speak  of  all.    Methinks 

[Eiit  Jst 
HTwill  be  a  desperate  sort  of  soothing;  to  bans 
Upon  each  sound,  catch  eveiy  circomstanoe 
Of  the  sad  story ;  and  wring  my  adiing  hear^ 
Till  I  am  even  surfeited  witti  sorrow. 

Ele.  Behold !  the  stronger  comes 

Enter  Alwik. 

La^  SaL  Bear,  bear  me  up,  good  Heaven ! 
That  1  may  give  full  measure  to  my  sonow. 

Aiw.  Tny  angel  hover  o'er  thee,  and  sappvt 
thee.  [In  an  under  VM 

Lady  SaL  The  dead  ere  now 
Have  burst  tlie  prisons  of  the  dose^pent  grav^ 
And  apparitions,  strange  of  faith,  appeared; 
Perhaps  thou  too  art  Init  a  shadow ;  let 
Me  grasp  thee,  for,  as  I  have  hfe,  I  tUnk^-" 
It  is,  it  is  my  Salisbury  !  O  my  lord ! 

Lord  SaL  My  bosom's  joy  I 

Lady  SaL  And  dost  thou  live  indeed? 
Amazine  Providence  I  He  docs!  be  does! 
Look !  look !  behold  him,  Eleanor !  beboM 
The  gracious  form !  The  viaon  was  not  vain* 

[EUgeaeak. 

Lord  SaL — And  art  thou,  art  thou  thea— 
La(fy  SaL  O  my  full  bosom ! 
Lord  SaL  The  same,  by  time  or  drcsastix* 
unchanged  ? 
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LufySaL  Unhoped  reverse!    Hence,  hence 
ali  former  woes — 
M?  loctl !  my  life  1  hence,  hence,  be  swallowed  up 
AU  griefs,  and  lost  in  this  most  blisful  hour. 

Lfrd  SaL  Thou  art,  I  see,  thou  art  the  same, 
thoarausfe — 
Thou  hast  not  yielded  to  another  lord  ? 

La^^  Sal.  Another  lord !  and  could  jou,  did 
you  think 
'Twasso? 

Xortf  SaL  Thus  spoke  loud  rumour  on  my 
way: 
Indeed,  I  scarce  could  think  it. 

Lady  SaL  Oh !  'twas  foul ! 
Indeed  thou  should'st  not  think  it 

Lord  SaL  Ever  dear ! 
No  more;  my  soul  is  satisBed,  and  thinks 
Of  nuthing  now  but  happiness  and  thee. 

Lttdjf  SaL  Say,  then,  thou  wanderer — Oh !  I 
ha%'e  much 
Of  thee  to  ask,  thou  much  to  hear :  how  is't 
I  see  thee,  see  tliee  thus  ?  Where  hast  thou  been  ? 
What  secret  r^ion  hath  so  long  detained  thee  ? 

Lord  SaL  O  thou !  wliose  image,  ever  in  my 
view. 
Sustained  me,  angel-likc,  against  tlie  rough 
And  rapid  current  of  adversity ; 
iShould  I  recount  the  story  of  my  fortunes, 
Rach  circumstance  beginning  from  that  day 
We  parted,  to  this  hour,  thine  ear  would  be 
Fatigued ;  the  stars,  ere  I  had  ended,  cease 
To  twinkle ;  and  tlie  morning's  sun  break  in 
rpon  the  unfinished  talc ;  suthce  it  tliee 
To  know  the  sum : 

For  England  we  embarked,  when,  black  and  foul, 
A  tempest  rising,  quick  upturned  the  beas, 
And  cast  roe  forth  upon  a  hostile  shore. 
Why  need  I  tell  thee,  love,  how,  in  disguise. 
On  foot,  alone,  Tvc  toiled  my  weary  way. 
Through  dreary  vale,  o'er  mountain  wild;   my 

bed 
Oft  of  the  blasted  heath,  whilst  o'er  my  limbs 
Damp  night  hath  shaken  her  cold,  dewy  wings. 
And  the  chill  northern  gale  hath  spent  his  brtiath 
On  my  defenceless  head  ? 
Through  what  variety  of  strange  events 
Fve  cume,  hcavciv^uided,  to  behold,  once  more, 
My  wife ?  But,  ah!  my  son !  our  oiUy  hope ! 
My  boy  !  what,  what  of  him  ? 

Ladtf  SaL  Dear  to  these  eyes 
As  is  the  new-born  light  of  heaven  !  he  livct»; 
Is  well — But  say,  my  lord,  what  would  tliy  co- 
ming. 
Thus  unattended,  tlms  disguised? 

Lord  So/.  How  I  escaped  fi-um  hard  captivity, 
And  Gallia's  coast,  more  leisure  Ahall  inform  you. 


My  friend,  sir  Ardolph,  had  but  just  embraced 

roe, 
(The  first  glad  transports  of  our  meeting  o'er) 
When,  with  an  honest  tear,  the  good  old  man 
In  brief  disclosed  what  fame  had  now  reported ; 
That  thou  wert  soon,  or  hadst,  ere  this,  espoused 
Earl  Hubert's  nephew,  and  sole  purposed  heir. 

Lady  SaL  Oh,  most  unhallowed,  thus  to  abuse 
My  unattainted  love !  And  could  my  loni— —> 

Lord  SaL  Yet  hear  me.    Strait  I  grafted  my 
sword ; 
And,  single  as  I  was,  had  tallied  forth. 
Had  not  my  friend's  sage  counsels  interposed. 
By  Ardolph  swayed,  I  veiled  me  as  thou  seest; 
And,  with  a  sharer  in  the  dark  intent; 
Set  forward  on  my  way  for  «Saii&bury  castle : 
A  simple  hind's  low  cottage,  not  far  hence, 
Received  us.    Here,  fast  by  tlie  greenwood  side. 
We  lodged;    resolved,  otinelves  unknown,   to 

prove 
What  doubtful  rumour  only  had  proclaimed* 
With  this  intent,  at  dusk  of  cvenuig  we 
Forsook  the  cot. 

Lady  SaL  There  needs  no  more :  Heaven  saw 
Me,  and  was  touclied  with  pity.    What  a  chango 
'\  his  hour !  Sequestered  as  I  was,  even  like 
The  votarist ;  perhaps  the  destined  prey 
Of  rude  desire. 

Lord  SaL  O  for  to-morrow's  slow  returning 
night ! 

Lady  SaL  Say,  what  of  that,  my  lord  ? 

Lord  SaL  lievenge,  revenge — 
I'll  tell  thee :  S<jon  as  the  dark  usurping  night 
Shall  chace  to-raorruw's  sun  adown  the  skies, 
Know,  Ardolph,  with  a  chosen  troop  of  friend?. 
To  that  same  cottage,  armed,  shall  come 

Knter  Eleanor. 

Ele,  My  lord,  I  hear  tlie  approach  of  hasty 

steps. 
Lord  SaL  Farewell,  my  best: 
Nor  peace  nor  sleep  nhalj  visit  me,  till  I 
Have  given  thee  freedom,  and  revenged  our 
wrongs. 

Enter  Knight, 

Knt,  Iy>rd  Raymond,  sir,  forthwith  expects  your 

coining. 
Lord  SaL    I   will   attend   him.      Lady,   fain 
wonld  I 
Have  told  thee  less  ungnicioos  things :  but  all 
Have  their  appointed  trials.     Learn  to  bev ; 
Convinced,  the  hand  of  Heaven,  when  it  inflict^ 
Prepares  us  oft  for  some  superior  good. 

[Extum. 
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ACT   IIL 


SCENE  l.'-Witkhi  the  castle. 

Enter  Ratmonp  and  Grey. 

Ray.  I  see  nor  cause  my  joys  to  check;  nor 
boost 
As  yet  securely. 

Oretf,  Think,  that  Hope,  the  young, 
The  merry-minded  fair,  exalts  us  of^ 
To  make  our  fall  the  greater. 

Ray.  Why  this  cold, 
This  prudent  maxim? 

Grey.  Mark  the  wary  falcon : 
Forward  he  shoots  his  piercing  eye,  and  kens 
The  quarry  from  afar ;  like  his  bie  thine. 
Perhaps,  my  lord,  mine  are  but  nicer  fears, 
Waked  in  a  heart  o^er  anxious  of  thy  welfare : 
Yet  hath  the  younger  of  those  strangers  raised 
In  me  suspicion  of  alarming  hue, 
Lest,  underneath  this  honest  guise,  there  lurk 
Some  subtle  mischief.    Lady  Salisbury  saw  him : 
Their  conference,  as  'twas  long^  so  was  it  held 
In  secret-^would  we  had  been  present 

Ri^.  Granting 
Our  presence  had  been  seemly — wherefore  spoke 
You  not  this  counsel  ere  they  met  ? 

Grey.  I  saw  not  then  die  danger. 
Ilis  honest  carriage,  and  the  recent  change 
Within  her  mind,  had  lulled  each  nicer  fear. 

Ray.  Till  now  unmoved,  say  what  hath  waked 
suspicion  ? 

Orey.   I  know  not  well.     Would  she  were 
firmly  thine, 
Beyond  the  reach  and  grasp  of  wayward  fortune. 
The  knight,  whose  office  was  to  introduce 
Him  to  the  countess,  he  dismissed,  ere  they 
Approached  the  apartment. 

ttay.  Indeed! 

Grey.  This  too:  Is  it  not  strange,  though 
night,  and  this 
Thy  proffered  roof,  invited  his  sojourn. 
He  would  not  wait  the  approach  of  morning  ? 

Ray.  Are  they  gone  ? 

Grey.  Amid  the  unguarded  joy 
Which  held  us,  they  escaped,  unneeded. 

Enter  Second  Knight. 

Knt.  My  lord. 
Two  strangers,  it  is  said,  in  palmers'  weeds 
Attired,  have  lodged  since  roomii^  in  a  hut ; 
You  may  have  marked  it,  in  the  darksome  glen. 
Near  to  the  forest  of  wild  oaks,  iust  where 
The  stream  white  rushes  down  the  shelving  cliff. 

Ray.  Since  morning  sa/st  thou  ? 

Knt.  Further  I  have  learned : 
Their  guise,  as  doth  appear  from  certmn  words 
Overheard,  is  borrowed  with  design  to  nuisk 
Some  secret  purpose.  [£n7. 

Grey.  It  must  be  so : 
Their  close-concerted  arts  have  foiled  our  caution. 


Ri^.  They  scarce  have  measured  half  the  pre- 
cincts yet ; 
Send  forth  my  kmghts,  we  will  pursue  d«B. 
Grey.  No :  One  way  there  is,  and  only  ooe— 
But  hence ; 
I  hear  the  countesfr— Sie  loves  lord  WiSbb 

well: 
And  much,  much  will  a  pious  mother,  sure, 
To  save  an  only  son.  [£revi^ 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Lady  Salisbury  and  ELEASoaju 

LadySaL  In  spite  of  this  event,  this  blest  evecc, 
That  hath  restored  the  lord  of  this  fond  bosom. 
Yet  is  my  mind  with  doubts  and  fears  disturbed; 
With  images  and  wild  oonceits,  of  form 
Unsightly;  such  as  hover  oft  in  dreams 

About  the  curtains  of  the  sick. Alas ! 

Whilst  others  joy  within  the  friendly  roof. 
Of  night  regardless,  and  the  storm  that  beats 
Without,  he  struggles  hard ;  or  hies,  at  best, 
To  the  dark  shelter  of  the  drippii^  wood. 
Besides,  what  unknown  perils  may  assail  him, 
Unaided  thus  against  whatever  ilL 
Would  he  had  waited  the  return  of  mom ! 
Ele.  The  night  b  dark  indeed,  the  tempest 

high; 
But  hear  me^  lady,  hear  a  pious  lesson. 
Which  thy  own  hps  to  me  nave  oft  repeated: 
There  is  a  power  unseen,  whose  chaise  it  t&, 
With  ever  wakeful  eye,  to  watch  the  good; 
And  peaceful  ever  is  that  breast,  wfaidi  trusts 
In  his  angelic  guard. — The  hand 
Of  Heaven,  that  hitherto  hath  been  his  shield, 
Will  minister  safe  convoy  to  his  stras. 
Though  night  and  darkness  shed  their  tbidLest 

gloom. 
Lady  Sal.  Misdeem  not  of  my  fears;  or  tfaiak 

I  speak. 
As  over  diffident  of  that  same  power 
Thou  namest,  whose  all-surreying  eve  wakes  evo-; 
Clear,  unobstructed,  either  when  t6e  son 
Shrowds  in  night's  shadowy  veil,  or  when  at  doob 
He  shines  revealed  on  his  meridian  throne. 
But  where's  the  bosom  throbs  not,  if  it  hopes? 
Hope  ever  is  attended  with  a  train 
Of  wakeful  doubts ;  and  where  the  sweet  api^ 

harbours. 

There  flutters  also  her  pale  sister,  Fear. 

But  hence,  as  was  our  purpose,  to  the  shrine; 
Where,  as  is  meet,  for  my  dear  lord  restored, 
I  will,  with  grateful  adoration 

Enter  Lord  Wiixiam. 

£or(f  Wil.  Mother,  I  fain  wouM  know  thit 
stranger,  who  he  is,  that  iust  now  met  me. 
Lady  Sal  And  wherefore  wouMst  tfaoa  fcoov 
him,  love? 
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htrd  WiL  Gentle  he  was,  and  mild ;  not  like 
chose  gnm-hused  ones  T  see  here  every  day :  aiid 
such  kiod  things  he  did,  as  make  me  love  him 
dearly. 

laify  SaL  Say,  what  were  they? 

Lord  WU.  He  kissed  me,  stroked  my  head,  and 
patted  me  upon  the  cheek,  and  said 

Lodjf  Sal.  What  said  he,  sweet  f 

Lard  WiL  lie  said,  *  Heaven  bless  thy  beau- 
'  leous  bead,  sweet  boy/ 

Enter  Grey. 

Grey.  Permit  me,  honoured  dame;  I  have  a 
word 
Dr  two,  that  claims  thine  ear. 

Lady  SoL  Then  but  a  word ; 
My  present  cares  ill  brook  long  interruption. 

Grey.  Behold  the  blossom  of  the  spring,  how 
fair  f 
i'H  in  his  velvet  bosom  lurks  the  worm, 
\nd  hourly  wastes  him  of  his  choicest  sweets ; 
Vor  less  a  foe  is  slow  consuming  grief 
To  beauty,-*— 

fou  may  remember,  when  we  last  conferred, 
rbe  pudous  purport  of  your  words  to  what 
.'oncerned  lord  Kaymond,  when  you  taught  his 

suit 
To  hope  a  prosperous  issue ;  thus  by  me  he  speaks : 
n  the  recesses  of  the  hallowed  slinne, 
Vhere  with  him  stands  the  sable  vested  priest, 
ie  waits  thy  coming ;  there,  with  pious  vows 
'exchanged,  even  now  to  consecrate  thee  his. — 
day  every  rose-lipped  son  of  light  look  dovim, 
ini  smile  propitious  on  the  joyful  hour ! 

Ldufy  Sal  la  this  a  season  meet  for  such  a 
theme? 

Grty,  For  gracious  acts  all  seasons  should  be 
meet; 
leaven  shews  the  bright  example ;  ever  prompt 
o  incline,  when  virtue  lifts  her  suppliant  eye. 
(ut  say  that  for  the  present  he  forbore 
lis  earnest  suit,  say,  shall  to-morrow  make 
lim  happy  ?  or  to-morrow's  night,  perchance  ? 
h* — ^what  shall  be  the  bright  succeeding  day  9 

Lady  SaL  I  know  not ;  nor  will  I  submit  me  or 
0  promised  league  or  tie;  no,  though  thou 

shouldst  plead 
^cn  with  an  angd-s  tongue. 

Grey.  You  will  not,  lady  ! 

Lnow,  then,  this  night,  this  hour  mugt  make  thee 
his. 

Lady  SaL  lliis  night !  this  hour! ^Wholl 

make  me  his  this  hour  ? 

Grey.  A  power,  my  lady,  thou  shalt  learo  to 

fear; 
'orce,  force  superior,  that,  with  giant  hand, 
lucks  even  the  moiwrch  from  his  thrqne — dis- 
robes 
^  virgin  of  her  honour ;  while  distress, 
Vith  streaming  eyc»  and  loose  dishevelled  hairi 
lotds  forth  her  supplicating  fiaqds  in  vain. 

Voi„L 


Lady  SaL  I  know  the  monster  dion  wouldst 
fright  me  with ; 
But  I  despise  his  power. — Hast  thou  ne'er  heard? 
Learn,  then,  of  mc  a  truth,  a  golden  truth. 
Graved  on  the  registers  of  hoary  time : 
Virtue,  with  her  own  native  strength  upheld. 
Can  brave  the  shock  of  rutfian  force,  unmoved 
As  is  the  rock,  whose  firm-set  base  not  all 
The  tumult  of  the  western  surge  can  shake. 
Though  the  fierce  winds  uplift  him  to  the  stars. 

Grey.  This  is  a  truth,  indeed,  may  hold  a  place 
On  fancy's  tinsel  page : — What  will  avail 
Thy  virtue's  boasted  powers,  when  thou  shalt  see, 
Tom  from  thy  feeble  arms,  all  thou  boldest  dear? 
Yes,  lady,  thy  lord  William,  thy  loved  son  1 

Lady  SaL  Ha ! — Save  him.  Heaven !  He  dare 
not  sure and  yet 

Grey.  Think,  lady,  think  upon  thy  son. 

^Lady  SaL  Protca 

Him,  O  ye  powers  celestial ! angels  watch 

His  steps,  and  hover  round  his  harmless  head  ! 

Grey.  Say,  will  you  to  the  altar,  lady  ? 

Lady  Saf.  Sooner  to  my  grave. 

Gr^.  Thy  obstinacy  on  bis  head — Who  waits? 

Enter  a  Huffian, 

Lady  SaL  What  wouldst  thou  here  ?    Henc^ 
execrable  wretch ! 
Thou  makest  my  blood  run  cold. 

Lord  WiL  On,  mother,  I  am  frightened. 

Lathf  SaL  Dearest  lamb ! 

Hast  thou  no  terrors  for  thyself? — Oh,  Salisbury ! 
Hast  thou  no  fears? — Oh,  I  could  tell  thee  what. 
Like  thunder,  would  appal  thy  hearing,  shrink 
Up  everv  nerve  within  thy  blasted  frame. 
And  make  thee  nothing.'— —Fear  not,  love. 

Qrey,  Think  not 
With  empty  sounds  to  shake  our  purpose ;  say. 
Will  you  comply  ? 

Lady  SaL  My  little  innocent ! 
Thou  oarest  pot,  fell  a9  is  thy  oaturo-*My  love ! 
My  life ! 

Grey.  Copvev  lord  William  hence. 

Ijord  WiL  On,  save  me,  mother,  save  me ! 

Lady  SaL  Forbear  your  impious  hands !  for- 
bear! 

Grey,  Or  to  the  altar,  or,  by  all  therein, 
I  swear,  this  moment  wrests  him  from  thy  view. 

Lady  SaL  Inhuman  that  thou  art,  can  nothing 
move 

Thee? Oh!  those  little  harmless  looks  would 

preach 
Even  to  the  hungry  lion,  make  him  pause, 
And  turn  his  rage  to  pi^. 

Grey.  Nay,  madam—— 

Lady  SaL  Forbear,  and  I  will  go— Whither? 
Distraction !  I  will  rouse 

The  castle. Help ! — My  cries  shall  tear  tha 

roofs! 
Help,  help,  oh,  help ! — ^the  mother  and  the  soq  \ 

drey,  liiw  cries  are  vain, 

5F 
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Enter  Lord  Salisbury. 

Lard  Sal.  Hold  !-.What  is  it  ye  do  ? 
Grey.  He  here  agaia! 

Lord  SaL  Speak,  lad  j !  would  these  men  have 
wronged  thee? 
Pale  £ear  is  on  thy  cheek ! 

[Eie.  reauntM  Lord  WiL — Exeunt  Grey  and 

Ruf- 
Ledtf  Sal.  Cold  horror  hath  o'efoome  me. 
Jj)rd  Sal.  Ever  loved ! 
Sure  thou  weit  sore  distressed !  I  heard  diee  cry. 
Lady  SaL  Ah,  sore  distressed  indeed !  the  hand 
of  peril 
Was  on  me ;  violence  and  murder  stared 
lie  full  in  all  their  hideous  forms ! 

Lord  SaL  Gracious  powers !  my  fear,  my  fear, 
new  waked ; 
For  thee  it  was,  as  Heaven  decreed,  that  urged 
]tf  e  hack,  and  brought  me  to  thy  timely  rescoe. 
Loify  SaL  Twas  Heaven,  indeed,  that  hconght 
thee  hither  now ! 
Yet  I  have  wondrous  fears — thou  art  but  one, 
Surrounded  by  a  legion  of  those  fiends. 

Enter  Raymond,  Grey,  and  armed  Knights. 

Kay.  [A$  he  enten^    Where  u  the  audacious 
man,  that  hath  presumed 
To  question  with  such  bold  intrusion  ? 

Lord  SaL  If  him  you  mean. 
Who  took  the  part  of  feeble  innocence 
Against  the  ruffian's  aim— he^s  here. 

Ray,  Which  of  you,  slaves,  have  suffered  him 
to  enter? 

Kut.  My  lord,  he  bade  us  to  unbar  the  gates^ 
Driven  by  the  tempest,  as  he  said,  to  seek 
The  pre&r^  shelter  he  had  late  declined ; 
Pardon,  if,  deeming  him  your  honoured  gues^ 
We  answered  him  with  prompt  compliance. 

Ray.  Say,  what  dark  purpose  is  it  nath  brought 
thee  hither? 
Confess  thee  true,  or,  by  the  blessed  saints, 
Thou  shalt  have  cause  to  mourn  the  hour  which 

moved 
Thee,  daring  as  thou  art,  to  approach  our  castle. 

Lord  Sal,  To  other  regions,  other  dimes,  with 
threats 
like  these,  where  proud  oppression  lords  it :  here 
The  free-bom  subject  knows  not  what  it  it 
To  he  in  awe  of  arbitrary  power. 

Ray.  I  will  know  what  thou  art. 

Lord  SaL  Even  what  thou  seest 
Am  I ;  a  man  not  prompt  to  ofier  wronfc 
Yet  of  that  frame,  I  brook  not  to  behold 
A  noble  lady  made  the  prey  of  ruffians. 

Ray.    Intruder,   bola  as  thou  art  offidous, 
wherefore 
Shouldst  thou  concern  thee  in  this  lady's  cause  ? 

lA)rd  SaL  The  cause  of  innocence  should  he 
the  cause 
Of  all.    Confess  thee,  lord!  was  it  noUv  done^ 
T9  let  those  bold,  those  rude  aasuknts  loose^ 


And  g^e  a  sanction  to  soch  fool  prDosedsy? 
R^.  Pikrim,  hast  thoa  forgot  dbee?  Wk 

LordSaL  Whoartthoo!  Ad^sikdij deeds 
And  they  will  answer.    Tbebi«atho(faachidi 

told 
How  base  they  have  been;  dieraregpasabnad, 
And  the  pure  air  is  tainted  wish  tfadr  fonbien. 

Ray.  Presuming  slave!  whoever  thoa  sn,  ht 
thy 
Unlicenced  bearine  dearly  shalt  thoa  aasvcr. 
Hence  with  the  bold  defamer;  bind  him  Cut; 
Be  instant  death  has  lot,  should  he 
Seiw  him,  I  say ! 

Lady  SaL  Oh !  spue  him, 

LordSaL  Out,  servile  miniWiTS ! 
Ye  know  not  who  it  is  ye  would  attenpl— 
Oppressive  lord !  whom  oor  the  aacreii  boad 
Of  justice,  nor  of  hospitality 
Controls,  regard  me !  while  with  siglbt 
More  dire  than  e'er  of  Gorgon  fci^ied^  I  ibftc 

thee— 
Now,  Ravmond,  if  thou  hast  of  noble  firs 
One  spark  within  thee,  draw  thy  sword;  coat 

on. 
And  meet  my  arm ;  wake  all  thatfs  man  vidu 
thee. 

Come  on [Kiui  of'hiM  ditftk. 

Tis  Salisbury,  Salisbnrr  calls  tfaec  to  the  snife. 

Lady  SaL  Heaven  shield  my  dearest  lord ! 

Ray,  Salisbury !  then  what  am  I  !— 

Lord  SaL  Vengeance  at  length  is  aimed ;  div 
fate  cries  out. 
And  honour,  injured  honour,  claims  ahwd 
Her  victim. 

Rw.  Secure  thou  seem'st  of  fale,  but  fidl  «1» 
wiU 
A  victim,  let  the  sword [Drmmi 

Grey.  What  would  you  do  ? 

tAttde,  koldiaghuerm. 
Look  not  to  know  him,  aJl  may  yet  be  wellr- 
Be  not  abused,  my  lord :  this  is  m  ploi^ 
Devised  with  purpose  to  effect  thy  naa. 

LordSaL  Ha!  what  dost  say? 

Grey.  Believe  him  not,  my  lord.    He!  kekxd 
-Sali^uiy! 
Tis  all  a  trick,  an  artful  dieat,  and  ha 
A  liar  traced — 

Lord  SaL  Nay  then  my  iword 
Dishonest  knights ! 


no'n^ 


i  Going  to  attack  Raymamdf  ke  ii 
\y  SaL  Now,  by  these  tean^ 
lence! 
He  is,  he  is  my  husband. 
Grey.  Regard  her  not: 
He  hath  conspired  against  thee,  and 
The  hand  of  justice. 

LordSaL  Will  v«  not ope^  ye U 
instant  send 
Your  thunder  to  my  aid  ?  Unhand  ne,  riUsim . 
Or,  by  the  powers  of  vengeance^  I  wii  duk 
You  pieoe*mcal  I 
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R^,  Bew  tke  tnitor  henoe,  tnd  bind 
Hk  sciibborn  arms :  bettow  the  kdy  Mfe 
M'ichio  her  chamber. 
iMfy  £dL  I  will  not  part  my  hasband— Hold 
yoor  handt— * 
The/  overpower  me       barbarous,    barbarous 
men! 
LordS&L  Ruffians^  forbear  joor  more  than  kn- 
pioiis  hands ! 


Lad^  Sal  Yet  hear  me,  Raymond— by  these 
strraminj;  eyes, 
Oh  !  hear  me  yet-^ 
Kay,  Away 
Laird  SaL  Slaves !  murderers  ! 

[7Vy  are  forced  off»everaUy» 
Ray.  Away  with  hiiOi  away  1  honour  is  lost, 
And  shame  must  heneeforth  be  ray  only  portion. 

[Kttmnt 


ACT    IV. 


SCENBL 


Enter  Raymond  and  Gbet, 

Grey.  Mr  lord,  you  waste  the  peedous  hours 
in  cold 
Irresolute  delays :  nor  arcaaastanea 
Nor  time  admit  of  long  deliberation. 

Ray.  VfaM  I  had  never  seen  this  latal 


Grey,  A  sorry  wish,  my  lord.     Behold  the 
fierce, 
The  lordly  ranger  of  the  desert  wild ; 
\o  slogeiah  fear  he  knows ;  he  pauses  not, 
Nor  looks  behind,  but  onward  speeds  bun  till 
Ue  gripes  the  trembling  prey :  be  ever  tbua 
The  youth,  whom  thirst  of  love  and  beauty  fires. 

Bay.  Away ;  call  forth  my  tiain — nay,  mur- 
mur not : 
Command  tfasic,  ere  the  lark  proolahn  the  mom, 
7hcj  hold  tli«m  each  prepaeed.     Here  I  will 


If  rest  I  can,  this  night;  tcMnorrow's  sun 
Shall  see  me  fled  for  ever  from  these  walls. 

Grey.  G€>— — 1  detain  thee  not 

SufomoQ  thv  train,  mount  the  swift  steed,  away ; 
The  gates  shall  open  to  thv  flieht.    But  know. 
That  shame  and  scorn  shall  follow  at  thy  heels. 
Yet  worse;    the  insulted   baron  next  pursues 

thee: 
Xor  ro^s,  nor  mountains,  nor  opposing  seas 
•ShaJJ  stay  hnn ;  but  with  more  than  mortal  rage 
He  shall  aaaail  thee. 

Ray.  Are  there  no  other  means? 

Grey.  None. 

Ray.   No   other  way  but  murder?    Horrid 

tlMMlght! 

Dh !  Grey,  if  e'er  the  dagger's  drawn,  I  feel 
>och  perturbsoion  here  !  what  then,  oh  what 
Shall   prore    my  portion  when  'tis  steeped  in 

Mood? 
rhe  drops  emu  from  the  point  be  wiped  away, 
But  newer  from  the  mma. 

Grey.  liftt,  lift  thme  eve, 
^nd  let  It  nse  upon  the  bright  reward, 
(iches  aaci  honours  grace  me  swelling  act, 
Vhile  beauty,  like  tM  ruby-crowned  room, 
Vhen  first  ane  appears  upon  the  mountain  top, 
*omes  smiling  on  to  meet  yon.    These  are  ob- 
jects, 


My  lord,  would  irritate  the  pidsied  arm 
Itself  of  fear ;  excite  the  lagging  blood. 
And  spur  it  on  to  acts  bf  noble  daring. 

Ji<9.  What  would  you  do?  Think— Salisburf 
is  a  name 
Of  all  beloved,  of  more  than  vulgar  sway 
Throughout  the  land ;  a  deed,  unauthorised 
As  this^  shall  never  escape  the  arm  of  justice. 

Grey.  Such  waiy  counsels  shall  our  steps  o*er» 
rule^ 
As  may  dernle  sumidon — One  there  is, 
A  knipit  among  tny  vassal  train,  perhaps 
Unnoted :  soft  uf  speech  he  is,  and  foir ; 
But  of  a  heart  that  mocks  at  human  feelinn  t 
Him  I  have  sounded  with  reserve ;  and  find 
Him  not  unapt  to  this  our  secret  purpose. 
But  say,  what  reoompence,  what  high  reward 
Awaits  the  man,  whose  arm  for  tliM  enacts 
Such  signal  service  ? 

Ray.  Half  my  fortunes        all 
Would  I  on  him  bestow,  whose  prosperous  arts 
Should  make  the  fair  one  mine. 

Grey.  She  shall  be  thine. 

R^.  Butsay,  myfiriend — what  tale,  what  rare 
device 
Should  fruitful  art  explore,  that  might  amuse 
Her  just  suspicions  ? 

Gr^.  Innocence !  the  mask 
Of  innocence,  and  counterfeited 

Enter  Elcakor. 

Ele.  If  beauty  in  distress,  if  dignity, 
Now  sinking  into  ruin,  can  assail 
Thy  pity,  come,  oh !  come,  and  weep  to 

Grey.  The  countess,  I  suppose. 

£7e.  My  lord,  my  lord, 
Twould  melt  the  savaj^e  into  human  softness. 
And  make  him  howl  forth  pity,  to  behold  hci^- 
Ob !  did  you  see  her,  pale,  disordered  as 
She  runs,  now  calling  wildly  on  her  lord. 
Again  upon  her  son,  again  on  thee ! 
Sometimes,  alas!   she  beats  her  beauteous  bo- 
som; 
Anon,  in  frantic  mood,  tears  from  her  head 
The  silken  hairs,  which  fall  in  heaps  unheeded ; 
Wrings  her  white  hands,  and  weeps  and  nnres  by 

turns, 
Till  nature,  spent  and  wearied,  gives  her  pause. 
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Ray.  At^ay :  we  \vill  speak  comfort  to  her  sor- 
rows. [Exit  Eleanor. 
Wretch  that  I  am  !  But  I  iwill  yield  them  up ; 
Son,  husband— all  I  will  resign,  if  so 
I  may  appease  her  phrenzy. 

tGoingy  is  detained  by  Grey. 

Short  IS  the  date  of  every  stronger  passion ; 
Unstayed  the  mind  of  woman ;  by  a  breath 

Oft  agitated,  by  a  breath  composed 

Yield  tliem,  my  lord  !  it  would  be  madness,  ruin. 

Ray.  Which  ever  way  I  turn,  it  is  destruc- 
tion. 

Grey.  Overcast  with  fear,  thine  eyes  take  no- 
thing in 
Btit  fancies  of  the  sickliest  hue-*-«— For  shame ! 
Rouse,  rouse,  ray  noble  lord;  awake,  shake  off 
This  weakness.    Pleasure  must  be  wooed  with 

toil. 
Go  to  her,  solace  her;,  if  that  should  fail, 
Permit  her,  as  by  stealth,  to  visit  Salisbury ; 
At  sight  of  him  this  tumult  shall  subside. 

Ray.  With  love  and  pity  I  am  torn.    In  vain 
I  strive ;  too  far  I  am  advanced  in  error. 
Oh !  will  no  hand  disclose  a  path,  whereby 
I  may  return  ?  Accursed  be  thou,  myself; 
And  doubly  be  accursed  tliat  fatal  hour 
I  turned  mine  ear  to  thy  destructive  counsels ! 

IGoes  out  in  great  agitation. 

Grey.  [Alone.]    My  hopes  begin  to  totter. 
If  he  resign  them,  Salisbury  is  appeased. 
And  he  retires :  what  then  becomes  of  Grey  ? 
On  me,  on  me,  of  course,  the  tempest  falls* 
That  must  not  be — he  goes  to  see  her  now — 
Who  knows  what  new-spruog  hope  may  follow 

thence  ? 
There  is  a  charm  in  soft  distress,  that  works 
Upon  the  soul  like  magic ;  causing  love 
Oft  times,  as  oft  exciting  loose  desire- 
It  is  most  apt.    I  wiii,  before  he  goes 
To  her,  explore  each  access  to  his  heart ; 
Attack  each  avenue  that  leads  to  virtue; 
Try  every  winning  art  that  may  assist 
The  loose  contagion :  should  he  seize  her  beau- 
ties, 
Farewell  remorse;    then  dies  the  injured  hus- 
band. [Ejnt. 

SCENE  II. — Openi  and  discovert  Lord  Salis- 
bury on  the  groundj  in  chains. 

Enter  Leroches. 

.  Ler.  Alas!  on  the  cold  ground!  I  fear  his 

wrongs 
Have  made  him  mad;  I  heard  him  rage^-My 

lord — 
Rise,  risf,  my  lord,  and  speak  to  thy  Leroches. 
Lord  Sal.  — ThOu  art  uiikind. 
Ler.  Oh !  would  to  Heaven  that  I  could  ease 

thy  troubles ! 
Lord  Sai.  1  Iiad  in  sweet  oblivion  lost  niy&elf 
And  every  care  i  why  hast  tbou  called  me  bock 


To  hated  recollection  ? — O  ?  my  vmmpf 

My  wrongs !  they  now  come  mshing  o'er  mf 

head — 
Again,  again,  they  wake  me  into  madness. 

Ler.  Thy  wrongs  shall  be  revenged. 

Lord  SuL  Tom  from  diem  both! 
Let  me  not  think. 

Ler.  Think  on  our  friends,  my  l6rd : 
Perhaps,  even  now,  they  are  at  namd ;  and  sooi 
Will  tnunder  at  the  gates. 

Lord  Sal.  Is  it  possible  ? 
Or  do  my  eyes  but  false  persuade  me  to  it?— 
In  trammels,  and  within  my  walls !  beneath 
That  roof  where  I  am  sole  intested  lord  !— 

Ler.  Look,  behold. 

Lord  SaL  I  see  thou  art  dishonoured. 

Ler.  lis  the  will 
Of  Heaven,  and  I  submit  me  to  my  fortunes. 

Lord  SaL  How  cam'st  thou  hither? 

Ler.  By  command,  as  I 
Suppose,  of— but  I  will  not  name  him. 

Lord  Sal.  Blasts 
Upon  him !— Didst  thou  see  my  wife  f 

Ler.  No,  my  lord. 

Lord  Sal.  Nor  my  son  ? 

Ler.  My  lord,  I  saw  not  either. 

Lord  Sal.  Nor  of  either  heard  ? 

Ler.  No,  my  good  lord; — ^I  tnist  that  tfaey tfe 
safe. 

Lord  Soli  Hear  me,  sweet  Heaven !  ye  throoed 
powers  above. 
Dread  arbiters  of  mortal  doings,  faeai^* 
Dry  not  instant  up  die  springs  of  life. 
But  grant  me  measure  ot  revenge.     Unbind, 
.For  pity,  these  dishonoured  limbs  unbind, 
And  give  this  monster  to  my  willing  ann : 
If  I  not  firmly  gripe,  if  I  not  tear 
With  m6re  than  savage  force  his  hated  farai— 

Enter  a  Knight. 

Traitor ! 

What  hast  thou  done }  Bring  forth  my  faonoiired 

dame-* 
Haste,  bring  her  instant ;  give  her  to  my  anii% 
Uninjured,  undefiled,  or,  by  the  souls 
Of  the  most  holy  and  unspotted  saints- — 
Spare  me,  good  Heaven-^I  am,  I  am  to  blame. 
Imports  thy  coming  aught  w  th  me  ? 

Knt.  Behold 
In  me  thy  l>etter  anscel,  eome  to  warn 
Thee  of  unguarded  danger— Oh !  my  lord, 
M  v  lord !  ^ware  of  horrid  treachery — 
Whatever  knight  thou  not*st,  tliat,  tnitor-like, 
Approacheth  thee  with  snules ;  that,  widi  ife 

charm 
Of  honeyed  speech,  would  practice  on  thy  hetfin^ 
Of  him  beware— lliey  seek  thy  luin;  cbaaoe 
Betrayed  their  purpose ;  I  was  touched  widipitf> 

[Gin* 
Lord  Sal.  Nay,  go  noft  yet. 

Knt.  Suspicion's  on  the  watch; 

My  thoughts  are  scarce  my  own. 
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Ijfrd  Sal.  It  is  for  guitt, 
Not  conscious  honesty,'  to  tasti^  of  fear. 
Knt  Know  then,  ray  lord,  though  strict  neces- 
sity 
Enrolls  me  in  the  list  of  Raymond's  train^ 
Yet  doth  my  soul  abhor  the  unhallowed  service. 
Lord  Stu.  Be  thou  but  faithful,  and  discover  all 
Thou  know'st,  so  shalt  thou  thrive  in  Salibur/s 
favour. 
Knt  Fear  not  my  faitlu    But  shall  lord  Sa- 
lisbury prove 
A  friend  indeed  ?  For  I  shall  need  thy  arm 
And  interest  both  af^inst  so  great  a  foe. 

Lord  Sal.  Now  by  my  honour,  ever  yet  held  dear, 
I  will  protect  thee,  '{^nst  whatever  foe. 
Knt,   Morton  desires  but  thi^— Know  then, 
that  late 
As  by  the  western  pordi  I  stood,  my  ear 
Was  met  by  certain  voices :  straight  I  turned ; 
And  through  the  crevice  of  the  adjoining  door 
Was  known  that  same  insidious  kiiight  and  Grev, 
In  low,  but  earnest  converse.  Thee  they  named ; 
And  I  could  hear  the  latter,  whilst  he  said, 
'  A  dagpcr  is  the  best     With  honest  smiles, 
'  And  fair-instructed  speech  you  must  essay  him. 
'  Tliy  peace  and  fortunes  on  this  feat  depend/ 
Lord  Sal.  I  thank  thee  for  this  warning ;  and 
ere  long 
Shall  recompense  tliy  love. 
Mor.  Had  I  the  power 
To  scnc  thee,  as  the  will,  thou  should'st  not  wear 
Thobe  marks  of  sliame— -But  oh !  the  unhappy 
countess ! 
Lord  Sal,  What,  what  of  her  ? 
Mor.  Alas  !  to  think  the  pangs 
She  feels  this  moment,  torn  as  she  hath  been, 
By  rude  barbarians,  from  her  lord  and  son. 
Lord  Sal.  But  is  she  safe  ?  Hath  not  dishonour 

readied  her  ? 
Mor.  Oh  niaY  she  never  know  dishonour!— Yet 
Lord  Ilaymono— 

Lord  SaL  Perish  the  detested  name 
For  ever  !  for  it  makes  my  blood  outcourse 
The  wholesome  speed  of  nature. 

Mor.  It  is  true, 
He  holds  her  in  his  power— 

Ijord  Sal.  He  does,  he  docs : 
And  I  do  live  to  know  it ! 

Mor.  But  I  trust 
He  will  not  use  that  power — Farewell,  my  lord ; 
I  \^  ill  away,  and  gather  all  I  can 
Of  their  condition. 

Lord  SaL  Thou  shalt  win  my  love. 
Sec,  see  my  wife,  oh  !  see  her  if  thou  can'st : 
Speak  comfort  to  her.    Say,  the  only  pangs  I  feel, 
Arc  for  her  safety.    Bid  her  hope  for  timely  aid ; 
But  to  retnembcr  still,  the  virtuous  mind 
Will  welcome  death  itself  before  dishonour. 
Mor.  To  see  her,  is  a  task  I  fear  will  foil 
My  utmost ;  but  no  art  shall  be  untried. 

[Exit  Mor. 
Lord  SaL  Is  there  no  way  to  freedom  ? — Oh 
my  friends ! 


My  friends !  Haste,  Ardolf,  haste  to' my  revenfoe! 
Ler.  Thy  fierce  impatience,  thy  untoward  wUI/ 
It  is>  my  lord,  that  hath  betrayed  our  safeties. 
To  Ardolf  deaf,  thou  would'st  not  wait  his  suc- 
cours; 
Deaf,  too,  to  me,  thou  would'st  approach  the 
castle. 
Lord  SaL  Fear  not:  this  stranger,  like  Hea- 
ven's brighter  star. 
Hath  risen  propitious— Heavens !  but  what  of  that? 
My  wife  I-^perhaps,  even  now  within  the  gripe 
01  fell  incontinence  she  struggles — Beware 
That  tliought — down,  down,  or  I  shall  rage  to 
madness. 
Ler.  My  lord,  he  would  not— 
Lord  SaL  Hark  !— 

Ler.  He  would  not,  dare  nol^  sure :  or,  if  he 
dare. 
Her  inborn  dignity,  her  virtue— 
Lord  SaL  Peace  1— 
Lady  SaL  Hold  off  your  brutal  hands ! 

[From  without. 
Lord  SaL  Tis  she !  'tis  she ! 
The  slave  assails  her — Let  me  forth— 
Slaves !  murderers !  instant  let  me  forth,  or  L— 
Lady  SaL  Hast  thou  no  touch  of  pity  ? 
Lord  SaL  Honor  *  horror !  * 

Out  hair !  out  by  the  roots !  nor  let  a  grain 
Be  left  to  tell  there  grew  such  honours  there. 
Lady  Sal.  O,  my  lord !  my  lord ! — 
Lord  SaL  By  Heaven  I  will  not  be  restrained-— 

[Ler.  strivfi  to  $tay  him. 
Nor  all  your  bolts,  nor  barriers,  all  the  powers 
Of  hell  united  shall  withliold  me  from  her— > 

Ler.  Preserve  him.  Heaven !  I  fear 
Some  act  of  horrid  import-^Oh  !  she  comes ! 
Wild,  wild  as  the  rough  ocean  vexed  with  stormiL 

[Buntifortk. 

Enter  Lady  Salisbury,  Eleanor,  and  Mob- 

TON, 

Lady  SaL    I  will  have  vengeance.    Such  att 
outrage — ^No^ 
I  will  not  weep.    They  think  I  have  no  means: 
Tis  false :  I  will  resume  a  spirit. 
EU.  Alas,  alas ! 

Lady  SaL  I  had  a  son :  sweet  William ! — tbon 
hast  heard 
Him  prattle ;  there  was  music  on  his  tongue. 
£/e.  Can  Heaven  behold  such  crimes,  and  not 
awake 
Its  thunders  ? 

Laify  SaL  Wecp'st  thou  ?  I  can  weep  myself; 
I  have  some  cause^-— He  is  my  husbaud^-wbo 
W^ill  part  us  ? — Cold,  cold,  colJ.    The  rains  beat 

sore. 
And  the  winds  make  a  noise ;  'tis  a  rough  night ; 
No  little  star  to  guide  his  darkling 
llie  heavens  do  rain  down  pity  for  me. 

Ele.  Kave 
Not  thus,  dear  lady ;  oh !  be  comforted. 

Lady  SaL  Yes,  yes ;    I  know ;   these  trifles 
have  disturbed  me, 
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The  bird  »  rifled: 

Poor  flutterer !  oh !  it  was  naught  to  spoil 

Her  of  her  little  hope Did'st  thoa  not  see 

Her  valiant  mate,  how  fierce  he  shook  his  plumes, 
And  pecked  at  them  ?  Did  he  not  ? — ^He  had  saved 
His  mistress  from  the  spoilers,  but  the^  snared  him. 

Lord  SaL  [Entering.]    Where  is  the  slave  ? 
I  will  not  brook  delay. 

Lady  SaL  He's  come!   he's  come— — *Now, 
ruffians,  I  have  found 
Him,  we  will  die  together  ere  jou  part  us ! 

Lord  SaL  Hell  I  what  are  your  blackest  hor- 
rors to  (his  ? 

Lady  SaL  We  will  have  justice,— bury  Grey 
alive. 

Lord  SaL  She'd  lost ! 

Lady  SaL  Say  you  !•— Pnt  Raymond  to  the 
torture. 

Lord  SaL  I  will  tear  him  joint  by  joint 

Lady  SaL  But  they  will  part  us— 
They  come— You  shall  not— no;  no  power  on 

earth 
Shall  force  me— Now  they  puU;    hold,  hold, 

my  lord ; 
Yet  closer now,  now,  now,  [Fkintt, 

Lord  SaL  My  wife,  my  Ela ! 
Lost  as  thou  art,  oh !  do  not  leave  me. 

Mor,  Distressful  sight!    Oh,  most  inhuman 
Grey! 

Ele.  Nature,  my  lord,  uneqnal  to  the  conflict, 
Has  for  a  space  retired  within  herself; 
But  shortly  to  return.    This  interval 
Of  death-like  quiet  will,  I  trust,  recall 
Her  safer  senses— —She  revives. 

Latfy  SaL  But  this  is  strange 

Ele,  My  lord. 
Speak  to  her ;  soothe  her,  and  she  will  be  calm. 

Lord  SaL  Speak  to  her,  soothe  her ^what 

have  I  with  her  ?  with  thee  ? 
Oh  agonizing  hour !  Had  I  but  perished 
In  the  safe  wave  that  buried  my  loved  friends, 
It  had  been  wel^^Twas  cruelty  to  save  me. 

Lady  SaL   Am  I  indeed  awake?— Let  me 
stand  u|>*- 
What  is  the  matter? 

Lord  SaL  My  poor,  injured  wife  \ 

Lady  SaL  Nay,  but  mform  me,  I  mn  over 
doubtful ; 
I  would  believe,  I  know— If  what  I  now 
Behold  be  not  a  dream,  you  are  my  husband  ? 

Lord  SaL  The  wretch  that  was  so  called. 

Lady  SaL  Alas  !  alas ! 
Sure  I-  have  been  afflicted  sore— My  lord ! 
My  life ! — why  dost  thou  start  from  me  ?  Oh  take 
Me  to  thy  arms,  for  I  have  need  of  comfort  I 

Lord  Saif  Art  thou  not  undone  ? 

Lady  SaL  Indeed  I  have  wept. 

Lord  Sai.  Lost,  stained,  dishonoured  by  a  vil- 
lain! 

Lady  Sal.  How, 
My  lord !  Think'st  thou  that  I  have  other  wrongs 
To  weep,  than  thou  hast  seen  ? 


Lord  SaL  I  heard  iSbee  cry. 
La4fy  SaL  I  know  not  what  I  did— Didh0- 
noured— O! 
The  thought  wakes  every  pulse  to  indignnrino. 
Lord  SaL  What!  didhenotaasdl  tliee? 
Xm^  SaL  No— Assail  me ! 
Lord  SaL  Then  thon  art  safe,  tfay  hamomr  wf 

assamd? 
Latfy  Sal  So  witness  Heaven ! 
Lord  SaL  The  God  of  Heaven  be  nruaed ! 
Lady  SaL  —And  oonldst  thoo  ditnk  so  meaiily 
of  me?— Oh! 
I  had  let  the  Hfe-bkiod  from  this  bosom  IbrtK 
Ere  I  had  brooked  dishooonr. 
Lord  SaL  Best  of  thy  sex— tby  cries  like  dig* 
gers  pieroed  ne: 
And  fearful  fancy  pictured  such  a  aceiie;^ 
As  hurried  me  to  madness— But  dwo  art  m£e. 
My  wife  is  safe !  and  I  am  blest  again. 
Lady  SaL  My  heart  o'eijoys^— T&n  wlmefiae 

do  I  fear? 
Lord  SaL  I  had  foigofe— ooraoo;  forhindMM 

fear'st! 
La^  SaL  Not  only  for  my  son,  bat  for  thy* 

Thy  predcNis  self,  I  tremUed— Oh,  tfab  Bend ! 
Hie  slaves  aiid  agents  of  destrnctioD,  black 
And  bold,  are  stationed  round  him,  and  bat  wait 
Their  master^s  nod. 

£er.  Would  we  were  sale  bestowed 
Without  this  fearful  prison ! 

Lady  SaL  Would  we  were  I — 
Think,  think,  my  lord,  is  there  noway  of  fliprht? 

Lord  SaL  Thou  hast  recalled  to  my  remem- 
brance what^ 
If  seconded  by  this  oar  alighted  friend, 
May  claim  a  serious  ana  attentive  heaiin^. 

Mor,  Small  is  the  service  I  can  boaat,  mj  lord; 
In  all  my  best  I  shall  be  prompt  to  aid  you. 

Lord  Sal,  Hear,  then.    Deep  underoeatii  this 
vaulted  ground. 
Curious  and  ck»e,  by  our  forefathers  scooped^ 
I  do  remember  roe  tnere  is  a  dark 
And  secret  mine,  which  leads*  by  anay  a 
Without  the  castle.  Not  far  theaoe  there 
Within  the  bosom  of  an  aged  grove. 
An  house,  for  pious  uses  set  apart. 
The  hallowed  seat  of  godly  brethren :  tbere^ 
I  fear  not,  we  shall  rest  secure  of  ill. 

Lady  Sal.  Most  opportune,  as  could  cmr  wisbct 
frame- 
But  oh  !  our  little  hope !  our  younger  care  I 

Mor.  My  life  shall  answer  for  lord  William's 
safety. 

Lady  SaL  Then  let  us  forth. 

Mor.  The  night  is  over  young; 
Tlie  castle's  yet  awake,  and  would  bat  nock 
The  attempt. 

Lord  SaL  Say,  what  shall  be  the  appelated 
hour ! 

Mor,  Some  three  hours  hence,  mjkicd;  or 
ere  the  dock 
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P<rch«nee  have  told  the  leooiid  watcb-^aod  now. 
That  squint  suspicioii  nttr  not,  let  us  uurt. 
LadySaL  Tnea  mutt  we  part?— But  'tis  to 
save  us  all. 
Three  hoars— farewell !— Oh !  they  will  be  three 


Long  hours  to  me ! 

£frd  SaL  Farewell,  my  best  !^— Mean  time 
Leroches,  we  will  rest  us  here  apart     Farewell* 
Farewell !  thou  soother  sweet  ot  every  care ! 
The  God,  that  loves  the  unsullied  nund,  descend^ 
And  be  thy  guardian  till  we  meet  again!  [Excua/. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I.— J  forett  and  cottage. 
Enttr  Arpolf  and  a  Knight. 

AxD.  The  storm  is  laid ;  and  from  the  parting 
clouds 
See  where  the  moon  steps  forth,  pale  goddess, 
Cheerinc  the  dark,  dull  brow  of  haggud  ni^L 
This  is  Uie  forest— that  the  cottager's. 
Or  I  do  err,  the  appointed  place  of  meeting. 

KaU,  It  is :  behold  the  rock,  as  was  described. 
The  torrent  foaming  down  his  ragged  side. 

Ard,  See,  the  bright  harbinger  of  morning 
climbs 
The  steep  of  heaven :  they're  in  the  first  repose — 
Wake,  peasant  wake^-How  balmy  sweet  the 

sleep 
Of  him,  who  stretches  under  rustic  roof! 
His  task  of  labour  o'er,  content  he  lays 
Him  on  his  rushy  couch ;  nor  elves,  nor  goblins 
(The  ooinaee  of  swoln  surfeit  or  of  guilt) 
Approach  his  peaceful  pillow.    Wa^e,  I  say : 
Peasant,  awake. 

Enter  a  Peasant  from  the  cottage. 

Pea,  Who  calls  ? 
What  is  your  business,  that  at  this  late  bour 
You  make  the  forest  echo  with  your  cries  ? 

Ard,  Peasant,  are  there  not  certain  travellers 
Within  your  cottage  ? 

Pen.  No. 

Ard.  What !  saw  you  not 
Two  stranger  pilgrims  pass  this  wav ! 

PeTTSd,  "^  ' 

Two  such  arrived  ere  the  lark  had  risen 
From  her  moss  cabin,  or  the  cock 
Gave  note  of  morn. 

Ard.  Say,  i^entle  cottager. 
Where  may  tliey  now  be  lodged  ? . 

Pea.  Nay,  stranger,  that 
I  know  not.    They  went  hence  about  the  time 
The  bat  began  her  twilight  play. 

Ard,  Tis  strange 
They  dhottld  depart— Left  they  no  message  ? 

Pfa.  Nonew 

They  said,  they  wished  to  see  the  neighbouring 

abbey; 
But  would  to-night  partake  our  homely  fare. 

[Returns  into  the  cottage. 

Ard.  We  now  are  in    the  precincts  of  uc 
castle; 
But  whether  to  proceed,  or  wait,  perchance 


If  they  retun^  I  know  not — ^Ilark !  some  one 
Approaches—who  is  there  ? 

Enter  Lerocbcs. 

Lerocbes ! 
Ler.  Happily  met — where  are  your  friends  ? 
Ard,  At  nand;   and  well  appointed  each — 

where  is  my  lord? 
Ler.  In  chains  :  in   his  own  castle    basdy 
bound- 
Torn  from  his  wife  and  son. — ^IIow  I  escaped— 
But  haste ;  time  is  too  precious  now  for  more : 


His  life  hauEs  upon  ^icn  eventful  moment. 
Ard.  In  chains !  his  life  in  danger !— Ho  I 
friends! 


my 


To  horse,  auick ;  we  will  rescue  him,  or  perish. 

Ler.  Ardolf,  pursue  the  eastern  causeway  you ; 
I,  with  a  chosen  few,  will  trace  the  path, 
Which  led  me  from  the  postern. 

Ard.  Wisely  cautioned : 

Divided  thus,  we  wage  an  easier  war.    {^Exeunt., 

SCENE  n.—Within  the  caitU. 

Enter  Grey  and  Morton. 

Grey.  My  noble  Morton ! well  hast  thorn 

repaid 
The  nMoer  hope  which  I  reposed  in  thee. 
— ^Their  unprovided  rest  outrans  my  wishes. 

Mor.  Fools !  not  to  see  through  my  hypocrisy  I 
That,  in  the  borrowed  guise  of  honest  friend- 

ship, 
I  studied  but  to  lure  them  to  my  toils-^ 
Concealed  from  upper  light,  it  yields  a  safe 
Retreat — through     that    they    purposed    their 
escape. 
Grey.  Within  the  secret  womb  of  that  same 
vault. 
When  all   the  casUe's  hushed,  their  bleeding 

tmnks 
We  will  deposit. 

Mor.  Yes— we  will  be  bloody. 
Grey.  Here  is  the  weapon — oe  firm,  and  pros- 
per. 

[Mor.  receives  a  dagger^  and  goes  out. 

Thou  too,  unthinking  foo^  must  this  hour 

bleed — 
Would  it  were  <wer-*they  may  chance  to  wake.-~ 
Thou,  Sleep !  still  child  of  sable-hooded  night, 
Befriend  us  I  From  the  dark  Lethean  cell 
Up-oonjure  all  thy  store  of  drowsy  charms: 
Lock  fast  their  lids,  o'erpowcr  each  torpid  Knse^ 
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That  they  awake  not  ere  the  deed  be  done — 

iBell  tolls. 
's  curfew, 
deep 
And  dismal  verberates  the  solemn  knell ! 

Enter  a  Knight. 

Knt,  A  stranger,  tar,  who  calls  him  Oswald, 
waits 
Without  the  castle,  and  would  speak  with  you. 
Grey.  Oswald  ! — He  is  our  fhend. 
Knt,  I  have  not  leari^ed 
His  errand ;  but,  as  it  would  seem,  he  comes 
With  news  that  much  import  thy  present  hear* 
ing. 
Grey,  1*11  speak  with  him  anon. 
Knt,  I  know  not  what 
Their  purpose ;  but  even  now,  as  on  the  tower 
I  stood,  whicii  high  overlooks  the  eastern  cause- 
way, 
Methought  I  heard  the  distant  sound  of  horses, 
As  hither  bent  in  full  career. 

Grey,  The  sound 
Of  horse ! — Look  out ;   call  up  our  knights — 
away.  [Exit  Knt, 

—What  can    delay  him  ?•— -Should  my  present 

hopes 
Miscarry,  I  will  bear  the  lady  hence. 
And  make  her  hostage  for  my  safety ;  nay. 
Perchance,  what  I  have  some  incentives  to. 
Supplant  them  both,    the   lover  and  the  hus- 
band— 
He  comes !— - 

Re-enter  Mortok. 

Mor.  Oh!   that  the  earth  would  yawn  and 
cover  me ! 
Or    that .  Heaven's    quick-devouring  (ires    had 

shrunk 
And  withered  up  this  arm  when  it  was  raised — 
Eves !  eyes !  why  closed  ye  not  ere  you  beheld 
The  ghastly  ruinr 

Grey.  Speak,  direct are  they  disposed  ? 

Mor.  Away ! — tliou  hast  destroyed  my  peace 
for  ever- 
Had  you  beheld  him  as  he  lay,  struggling 
In  the  cold  gripe  of  death ;  cheeks  o*erspfead 
With  livid  pale ;  those  eyes,  Uiat  late  shut  forth 
So  radiant,  now  quite  sunk ;  their  burning  lamps 
Extinct ;  while  from  tlie  deep-mouthed  wound, 
As  from  a  copious  fountain,  issued  forth 
Life's  purple  spring. 

I  would  have  tied,  but  horror  for  a  space 
Suspended  every  power. 

Greif,  Tis  well — 
Hast  thou,  then,  slain  lord  Salisbury  } 
At  thy  own  peril  be  it — Help !— >He  has  slain 
The  innocent ! 

They're  murdered,  foully  murdered  by  a  slave. 

[Exit. 


Mor.  The  earth  has 
this  sure 
Out-moDsters  all ! 


[Haitsoh. 

tMowa  wHji  pioA|itt— 


Enter  Raymond  Aosft/y,  with  his  noori  4rsn. 

Ray.  On  what  purpose  art  thou  here? 

Mor,  Lord  Raymond  cannot  be  a  stnaeer, 
sure. 

Ray,  A  dagger !— -what  hast  tboo  done? 

Afor.  Did  not  my  lord  approve  the  deed? 

Ray.  What  deed  ? 

Afor.  How's  this !— My  lord, 
I  had  your  sanction  ratified  by  Grey ; 
With  promise  of  high  recompence  the  boor 
When  Salisbury  should  expire. 

Ray.  Accursed  be  he  that  told  thee  w;  aai 
thou 
That  gavest  him  credit ! 

Mor.  This  is  strange ! 

Ray.  Approve ! 
I  did  not ;  oy  the  powers  of  truth  I  did  not^ 
Remorseless  villain  ! — Where,  where  shall  1  bk 
Me  ?  whither  shall  I  fly  ? — O  deed  of  hornw '.— 
Thy  blood,  detested  hireling,  shall  in  part 
Compensate. 

Jllor.  Hold — ^He  cannot  sure  dissemble — 
Wish  you,  my  lord,  this  deed  were  yet  nadant^ 

Ray.  What  would  the  monster?  Qh !  cobU I 
recall 
His  life  by  killing  twenty  tboasand  slaves 
Like  thee,  it  were  a  comfort ! 

Afor.  I  believe 
That  you  are  innocent :  know,  then,  my  kiid. 
He  lives ;  he  sleeps ;  and  sleeps  secure  of  bun 

Ray.  Take  heed  thou  dost  not  trifle ! 

Mor.  I  will  confess 
Me  true,  and  heaven  for^ve  my  fool  intent ! 
I  undertook  to  slay  this  mnocent : 
Approached  him  as  a  friend — ^I  saw  his  soflerii^; 
Saw  his  distracted  wife :  at  length  I  cursed, 
And  in  mv  heart  abjured  the  wicked  purpose. 

Ray.  Hadst  tliou  the  goodnesal  Tbeo,  per- 


Mor.  I  thought 
Haply  tliat  you  yourself  might  soon  rekot 
This  mstrument  of  purposed  crocltT» 
I  took ;  and,  with  a  fair-devised  tale 
Of  Salisbury's  death,  amused  the  guilty  wretti^ 
That  would  ensnare  your  quiet. 
Ray.  Is  this  honest  ? 

Jlior.  Approach,  jny  lord,  approach,  and  H 
your  eye 
Be  witness  of  my  truth — In  doing  thus, 
I  thought  I  should  be  deemed  lord  RayaMid* 
friend. 
Ray.  Thou  wert  the  best  of  friends!  Rrti'c 
thou  now.  [Exit  Mt^- 

One  way  there  yet  remains  to  reconcilr 
This  double  war,  and  heal  my  tortured  boHiBL 
Thou,  that  so  soundly  slecp*8t,  unguarded  th» 

[Going  to  the  side  of  the  ttf'. 
Against  whatever  ill  th^  may  approadi  tboe, 
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Awake !  roose  from  the  bed  of  listlesa  sleeps 
And  see  who  comes  to  greet  thee. 

Enter  Lord  Salisbury. 

hfrd  Sal.  Do  I  dream  ? 
}r  aiD  I  in  the  regions  of  the  unblest. 
Beset  with  monsters }  Though  thou  art  a  fiend, 
i  will  attempt  diee. 

Ray,  Rusn  not  on  my  weapon. 
[  have  sought  thee  on  a  cause  which  honour 

loves ; 
Kod  would  not  have  thee  mar  my  soul's  fair 
Dorpose. 
Lord  Sal  Inglorious!   base!   Oh,  shame  to 
manhood !  Dearly 
Mt  thou  atone  the  accumulated  wrongs 
rhat  I  do  bleed  withal.    Nor  sea,  nor  earth, 
rhough   thou    shouldst  traverse  her  remotest 

cKmes, 
^11  shelter  thee  from  my  determined  fury. 

Aoy.  Think  not  that  I  shall  fly  thee ;  or  that  I 
lave  sought  thee  now,  but  on  such  terms  as  even 
klay  challenge  thy  applause.    I  come  a  foe, 
ndeed,  hut  I  do  come  a  generous  foe. 
Lard  SaL  A  generous  foe !  The  brave  indeed 
aspire 
To  generous  acts ;  their  every  thought  looks  up, 
ind  honour's  dictates  are  their  only  function : 
ktthou!  what  terms  would'st  thou* propose? 

what  act 
)f  that  essential  virtue,  that  may  rase 
lie  ignoble  stains  wherewith  thou  art  polluted } 
Ray,  The  ignoble  and  the  brave  alike  have 

erred; 
^nd  he,  that  re-ascends  to  virtue's  heii;ht, 
)oc8  often  snatch  a  wreath,  which  never  bloomed 
hi  safer  wisdom's  brow.     First  let  me  lose 
liose  ignominious  bonds,  which  have,  indeed, 
Jy  own  dishonoured — not  the  wearer's  arm. 

[Takei  cff'hU  chaim. 
Lard  SaL  Say  to  wliat  purpose  tends  this  ho- 
nest teeming? 
jRiiy.Tbat  I  have  wronged  thee,  I  confess; 
take  this, 
[Givti  him  a  tMordj  and  drawt  another, 
lie  only  restitution  I  have  left 
know  thou  never  canst  forgive,  nor  I 
'orgct:  the  sword,  then,  judge  between. 

Ijtrd  SaL  Indeed ! 
.ivcs  there  so  much  honour,  then,  within  thee  ? 
^pite  of  the  mighty  wrongs  which  thou  hast  done 
^le,  I  do  thank  thee. 
Ray,  Now,  Fortune  mark  her  favourite  ! 

[Raymond  ii  diiarmed, 
dim  she  is  partial,  and  1  roust  submit 
Lord  Sai,  Take  up  thy  sword  again ;  my  fair 
revenge 
Itffiains  too  cheap  a  conquest. 

Ray.  'Tis  too  much. 
>h  generous !  generous  even  to  cruelty ! 
y)mc  way  I  would  repay  thee— -Oh,  that  I 

[Take$  up  hit  tword. 
Vol.  L 


Had  never  seen  thv  wife !  It  may  not  be ; 
Then  let  me  tear  for  ever  from  my  breast 
The  ffuiltv  oassion :  thus  I  thank  thee thus 

t Wounds  himtelf, 
,  ! [iWif. 

Lord  SaL  This,  indeed,  . 

Atones  for  all.    Thou  much  misguided  youth ! 
What  tempted  thee  to  stray  so  wide  from  ho- 
nour? 
Ray,  Ask,  ask  that  villain  ;  he  will  answer  alh 
That  villain  Grey,  whose  wicked  arts  seduced 
me; 

Forgive 1  die,  I  die :  a  dreadful  proof 

What  ills  await  the  wretch,  who  gives  his  ear 
To  vicious  counsels.  [Dies, 

Lord  SaL  Dreadful  proof  indeed  ! 
I  do  forgive  thee,  so  forgive  thee,  Heaven ! 

Reenter  Morton. 

Now,  Where's  my  wife  ?  where  is  my  frieqd  Lc- 
roches? 
Afor.  My  lord,  by  my  assistance,  he  has  fled. 
I  saw  how  vain  your  purpose  to  escape ; 
His  single  flight  was  unobserved.    Your  friends, 
In  quest  of  whom  he  hasted,  are  arrived : 
That  trumpet  speaks  it  [A  trumpet  heard. 

Lord  Sal,  It  is,  it  is  sir  Ardolph  1   See,  he 
comes. 

Enter  Ardolf  and  Knight. 

Ard,  My  noble  friend !  safe !  crowned  with 
conquest  too ! 

Lord  SaL  Saw  you  Leroches  ? 

Ard.  My  lord, 
He  sought  the  castle  by  a  private  path. 
I  thought  he  had  been  here  by  this. 

Lord  SaL  Tis  well.  . 

But  Where's  my  wife  ?  my  son  ?  my  soul  is  maimed 
Of  half  its  joys  till  I've  again  embraced  them. 

Enter  Eleanor. 
Ele.  Mv  lord,  my  lord !  the  countess  and  lord 

William . 

Send,  send  and  save  them  from  destruction ! 
With  horses,  that  outstrip  the  winds,  the  villains 
Have  borne  her  from  the  castle  ! 

Lord  SaL  Ravished  by  villains !  Mount  your 

horses,  haste  I 
Ard,  Say,  which  way  have  they  fled  ? 
Ele.  West  of  the  castle : 
Heaven  grant  their  swiftness  mock  not  your  best 

Ard,  pJow,  good  my  lord,  if  I  might  speak— 

Lord  Sal,  Speak  not 
To  me ;  but  forth  and  scour  the  country ! 

Ard.  Hark ! 
Methought  I  heard  a  voice- 

Ele,  And  I  methought 
Perhaps  Heaven  has  been  kind !  perhaps  us  she. 

Lady  SaL  [Entering.]  Now,  hushed  be  every 
fear— 'Where,  whereas  my  hero. 
That  I  may  once  more  hold  him  to  my  bosom  f 
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Enter  Ladt  Salisbury  and  Lord  William, 
conducted  by  Leroches. 

Lord  All  Til  she !  'tb  she ! 
My  wife  is  in  my  arms  ag^in !  Speak,  ipeak ! 
Oh,  whence  this  precioos,  this  anlooked  event? 

Lady  SaL  When  the  fell  raffian. 
When  Grey,  with  impious  haDd%  had  snatched  as 

hence, 
Then  came  my  g;nardian  angei  ■    -came  your 

friend, 
And  rescued  us  from  ruin. 

Ler.  Happr  hour! 
I  took  the  patti  which  brought  me  to  their  re»> 

cue ; 
The  atrocious  viUain  fell  beneath  this  aim. 

Xortf  &it  My  wife ! 
My  son !  my  friend !   My  God !  my  guardian 
God! 
Ek.  O  joi^  that  ^ey  are  here  again ! 
Lord  SaL  They're  here !  they're  here !  my  wife 
and  son  are  here ! 


iProdaimit^OjfesoBsoflighi!  spKHlvide 
^  Your  starry  pinioas^  angds,  spread  dna  wAt, 
And  trumpet  loud  throng^out  the 


Of  higjbest  Heaven,  that  virtue  is  msdekfff ! 
L^SaL  Letthesonoeaaet0  8faiBc,tk)b- 


Drop  every  star  from  his  edkerial  he^^ 
Erel  forget  thee,  source  of  eveiy  good ! 
LordSuL  Fkiends^  I  am  much  behoUaa 
you  alL 
My  love !  the  gloom,  dwt  ovenpiead  ov  mor^ 
Is  now  dispersed;  our  late  misoipi^ 
Recalled,  shall  be  the  amusing  iHintifC, 
And  stoiy  of  our  future  evcui^  oft 
Rehearsed.    Our  soo,  too,  he  diall  hang  spoi 
The  sounds*  and  lift  his  litde  hands  in  prsae 
To  heaven:  taa^ght  fay  his  molfaei's  bn^ en» 

That,  to  be  traly  goody  is  to  be  blessed. 

[£mal 
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EARL  OF  WARWICK. 
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FRANKLIN. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


MEN. 

Kino  Edward,  attached  to  lady  B.  Gray. 
Eakl  op  Warwick,  her  lover. 
£iRL  OF  PsMBROKEy/rtfiM^  to  Warwick, 
Earl  op  SnrroLKy  Aw  enemy. 


WOMEN. 


Margaret  op  Akjou,  the  depoted  queen* 
Ladt  Elizabeth  Gray,  attached  to  Warwick, 
Lady  Clippord,  confidante  of  Margaret, 
Officartf  Attendanti^  Ouardiy  ifc. 


Scene^The  Palace, 


ACT    I. 


SCENE  r.— J  palace. 


Enter  Margaret  of  Avjou,  and  Lady  Clif- 
ford. 

CUf.  Thanks,  gricioiis  Heaven !  my  royal  mi^ 

tieM  tmiles, 
JmiflDml  gladnest  tperkles  in  her  eye, 
ind  bids  me  welcome  in  the  stranger,  Joy, 
^0  his  new  mantion. 
^  Marg,  Yes,  my  faithful  Clifibrd, 
'ortune  b  weary  of  oppressing  me : 
liroii{^  my  dark  dood  of  srief  a  cheerfnl  ray 
)f  light  breaks  forth,  and  gilds  the  whole  hor^n. 

CUf,  Henry  in  chains,  and  Edward  on  the 
throne 
)f  Lancaster;  thyself  a  prisoner  here ; 
i1)j  captive  son  torn  from  his  mother's  arms^ 
^  in  the  tyiant^s  power ;  a  kingdom  lost: 
Voudst  so  many  sorrows,  what  new  hope 
itth  wrought  mis  wondrous  change  ? 

Marg,  That^  which  alone, 
Ji  aorrow's  bitterest  hour,  can  minister 
y*ftH  comfort  to  die  dai^hters  of  afflicdon, 


And  bid  misfortune  smile^-tbe  hope  of  vengeance : 
Vengeance !  benignant  patron  ot  distress 
Thee  I  have  oft  invoked,  propitious  now 
Thou  smilest  upon  me ;  if^I  ao  not  srasp 
Tlie  glorious  opportunity,  henceforth 
Indiffnant  frowii,  and  leave  me  to  my  fate  ! 

Co^  Unhappy  princess !  that  deceiver,  Hope, 
Hath  often  flattered,  and  as  oft  betrayed  thise ; 
What  hast  thou  gained  by  all  its  prooaises  ? 
What's  the  reward  all  thy  toib? 

Marf.  Eiperience— 
Yes,  Clifibrd,  I  have  read  the  instructive  volume 
Of  human  nature,  there  Ions  since  have  learned, 
Hie  way  to  conquer  men  is  by  their  passions ; 
Catch  tiut  the  ruling  foible  ot  their  hearts. 
And  all  their  boasted  virtues  shrink  before  you. 
Edward  and  Warwick,  those  detested  names. 
Too  well  thou  know'st,  united  to  destroy  me, 

Cltf.  That  was,  indeed,  a  fatal  league. 

Marg,  But  mark  me ; 
If  we  could  break  thb  adamantine  diain,  ^ 
We  might  again  be  free :  thii<  mighlj  warrior, 
This  dread  of  kings  die  unconquenble  Warwkki 
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Is  plighted  to  the  fair  Elizabeth. 

Clif.  The  lady  Gray,  you  mean,  the  beauteous 
widow, 
Whose  husband  fell  in  anns  for  Lancaster, 

Mare,  The  same,  my  Clifford — Warwick  long 
has  loved 

Clif,  And  means  to  wed  hen 

Afarg,  But  if  I  have  art. 
Or  she  ambition,  that  shall  never  be. 

Clif.  Canst  thou  prevent  it? 

Marg,  Yes,  my  Clifford ;  Warwick 
Were  a  mean  choice  for  such  transcendent  beauty ; 
I  shall  provide  her  with  a  fitter  husband, 
A  nobler  far,  and  worthier  of  her  charms—^ 
Young  Edward — > 

CUf  Ha !  the  king !  impossible ! 
Wan%'ick,  even  now,  commissioned  by  the  state 
To  treat  with  Lewis,  offers  England^s  throne 
To  France's  daughter;  and,  ere  this,  perhaps, 
Hath  signed  the  solemn  contract. 

Mnrg.  Solemn  trifles ! 
Mere  cobweb  ties — Love's  a  despotic  tyrant. 
And  laughs,  like  other  kings,  at  public  faith^ 
When  it  opposes  private  happiness  : 
Edward  is  youthful,  gay,  and  amorous; 
His  soul  is  ever  open  to  the  lure 
Of  beauty;  and  Elizabeth  hath  charms 
Micht  shake  a  hermit's  virtue. 

Clif.  Hath  he  sceu 
Tliis  peerless  fair  one  ? 

Marg,  Ye^— by  my  contrivance, 
When  last  he  hunted  in  the  forest,  some, 
Whom  I  had  planted  there,  as  if  by  chance 
Alone  directed,  led  him  cross  the  lawn 
To  Grafton.  There,  even  as  my  soul  had  wished^ 
llic  dazzling  lustre  of  her  charais  surprised 
His  unsuspecting  heart 

Clif.  What  followed  ? 

Marg.  Oh ! 
He  gazed  and  wondered ;  for  awhile  his  pride 
Indi&^-nant  rose,  and  struggled  with  his  passion, 
But  love  was  soon  victorious :  and  last  night, 
The  earl  of  Suffolk — so  my  trusty  spies 
Inform  mc — was  dispatched,  on  wings  of  love, 
To  plead  his  master's  cause,  and  offer  her 
The  throne  of  England. 

Clif.  What  if  she  refuse 
The  golden  bribe  ? 

Marg.  No  matter ;  all  I  wish 
Is  but  to  make  them  foes ;  the  generous  War- 
wick 
Is  fiery,  and  impatient  of  reproof; 
He  will  not  brook  a  rival  in  his  love, 
'^rhough  seated  on  a  throne;  besides,  thou  know'st. 
The  haughty  earl  looks  down  with  scorn  on  Ed- 
ward, 
As  the  mere  work  of  his  all-powerful  hand, 
The  baby  monarch  of  his  own  creation. 

Clif.  Believe  me,  madam,  Edward  still  reveres 
And  loves  htm ;  still,  as  consdous  of  the  debt, 
Pays  him  with  trust  and  confidence ;  their  souls 
Are  linked  together  in  the  strictest  bonds 


Of  sacred  friendships 

Marg.  That  but  serves  my  cause : 
Where  ties  are  close,  and  interests  united. 
The  slightest  injuries  are  se^'erely  felt; 
Offended  frienciship  never  can  forgave. 

Clif.  Now  the  full  prospect  opens  to  my 
I  see  thy  distant  aim,  and  trace  the  paths 
Of  vengeance :  England  soon  will  be  a  scene 
Of  blomi  and  horror ;  discord's  fatal  torch 
Once  lit  up  in  this  devoted  land. 
What  power  shall  e'er  extinguish  it  ?  Alas! 
I  tremble  at  the  consequence. 

Marg.  And  I 


Enjoy  it : — Oh  !  'twill  be  a  noble  contest 
Of  pride  'gainst  pride,  oppres^on  'gainst 


oppia- 


sion 


Rise  but  the  storm,  and  let  the  waves  beat  fai^ 
The  wreck  may  be  our  own :  in  the  warm  stntt^ 
Who  knows  but  one  or  both  of  them  may  fau. 
And  Margaret  rise  triumphant  <m  their  rain ! 
It  must  be  so ;  and  see,  the  king  approacbei: 
Tliis  way  he  passes  from  the  counai — ^Mark 
llis  downcast  eye  !  he  is  a  stricken  deer. 
The  arrow's  in  his  side — he  <amnot  'scape : 
We'll  meet  and  speak  to  him. 

Clif.  What  mean  you,  madam  ? 

Ji^arg.  To  ask  him — ^what,  I  know,  he  will  r^ 
fuse;  , 

That  gives  me  fair  pretext  to  break  with  frnn, 
And  join  the  man  I  hate,  vindictive  Warwick. 
But  soft,  he  comcsr* 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  an  Cfffictr. 

Edw.  Is  Suffolk  yet  returned  ?   [To  oa  Ofictr. 

Offi.  No,  my  ^ood  liege. 

Edw.  Go,  wait  and  bring  him  to  me. 

[Exit  Of. 
Ill  to  my  closet.    Pardon  me,  fair  lady, 
I  saw  you  not. 

Marg,  Perhaps  it  is  beneath 
A  conqueror  to  look  down  upon  his  slave ; 
But  Tve  a  boon  to  ask. 

Edw.  Whate'er  it  is. 
Within  the  limits  of  fair  courtesy. 
Which  honour  can  bestow,  Fll  not  refuse  thee. 

Marg.  There  was  a  time,  when  Maiguetof 
Anjou 
Would  not  have  deigned  to  ask  of  EdwaedaHgh; 
Nor  was  there  aujpit,  which  Edward  dared  le- 

fuse  her; 
But  that  is  past,  great  Warwick's  arm  prefaifedl 
And  I  am  now  vour  prisoner* 

Edw.  Since  the  hour, 
When  fortune  shone  propitious  on  the  cnse 
Of  justice,  and  gave  victory  to  cor  anns^ 
You  have  been  treated  with  all  due  respect, 
Sen'cd  like  a  queen,  and  lodged  within  our  pdboe : 
Is  there  aught  more,  you  can,  with  reasoiv  ^ 
Or  I,  in  prudence,  grant  you  ? 

Marg.  Give  melwck 
The  liberty  I  lost^— restore  my  son. 
And  I  may  then,  periiaps,  be  recoodkd 
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To  an  usurper^  nuty  withhold  my  vengeanoe. 
And  let  thee  sit  anpunished  on — itay  throne. 

Edm,  You  ask  too  proudly,  madam;  but  to 
shew  you 
[  cannot  fear,  yon  have  your  liberty.  - 
Letters  this  morning  I  received  from  France, 
Have  odered  noble  ransom  for  your  person ; 
Without  that  ransom — for  the  soul  of  Edward 
b  far  above  the  sordid  lust  of  gold, 
[  j^rant  itp^from  this  moment  you  are  free; 
But  for  your  son,  I  cannot  part  with  lunk 

Marg,  I  scorn  your  bounties,  scorn  your  prof- 
fered freedom. 
nrhat*s  hberty  to  me  without  my  child  ? 
But  fate  will  place  us  soon  above  thy  reach : 
Thy  short-lived  tyranny  is  almost  past, 
Die  storm  is  gathering  round  thee,  and  will  burst 
i\1ch  tenfold  vengeance  on  thy  guilty  head. 

Edw.  I  am  not  to  be  talked  into  submission, 
S^or  dread  the  menace  of  a  clamorous  woman. 

Marg,  Thou  ma/st  have  cause  to  dread  a  wo- 
man^s  power. 
the  time  may  come— mark  my  prophetic  word— 
^Vhen  wayward  beauty  shall  repay  with  scorn 
fhr  fruitless  vows,  and  nudicate  my  wrongs : 
Hie  friend  thou  leanest  on,  like  a  broken  reed, 
>hall  pierce  thy  side,  and  fill  thy  soul  with  an- 
guish, 
Cecn  as  the  pongs  I  feci :  York^s  perjured  house 
ilmll  sink  to  rise  no  more,  and  Lancaster 
'Vith  added  lustre  rc-nssumc  the  throne, 
lear  this  and  tremble — give  me  back  my  son — 
)r  dread  the  vengeance  of  a  desperate  mother. 

\Esit  Margaret. 

Edw.  Imperious  woman !  but  the  voice  of  Woe 
s  ever  clamorous :  'tis  the  privilci^e, 
rhe  charter  of  affliction  to  complain. 
riiLH  tardy  Suffolk  !  how  I  long  to  know, 
fct  dreaa  to  hear  my  fate  !  Elizabeth, 
)n  tbec  the  colour  of  my  future  life 
depends,  for  thou  alone  ciinst  make  me  blest, 
)r  cursed  for  ever !    O  !  tins  cruel  doubt 
b  worse  than  all  my  tortures :  but  he  comeS; 
[he  ambassador  of  love. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Supfolk. 

^'hat  news,  my  Suffolk  ? 
Iiall  I  be  happy  ?   O !  Fm  on  the  rack' 
)f  expectation  f  Didst  thou  tell  my  talc 
is  if  It  were  tliy  own,  and  may  I  hope—' 

Suf.  My  royal  liege 

Edv.  Good  Suffolk,  lay  aside 
rhe  forms  of  dull  respect ;  be  brief»  and  tell  me, 
)peak,  hast  thou  seen  her?    Will  she  be  my 

queen? 
^uick,  tell  me  every  circumstance,  each  word, 
'^ch  look,  each  gesture :  didst  thou  mark  them, 
Suffolk  ? 

Suf.  I  did,  and  will  recount  it  all ;  Inst  night, 
)y  your  command,  in  secret  I  repaired 
To  Grafton's  tufted  bower,  the  happy  seat 
)( innocence  and  beauty ;  there  I  found 


Thy  soul's  best  hope,  the  fair  Elizabeth ; 
Neer  did  these  eyes  behold  such  sweet  perfec- 
tion: 
I  found  her  busied  in  the  pious  office 
Of  filial  duty,  tending  her  sick  father. 

Edw.  That  was  a  lucky  moment,  to  prefer 
My  humble  suit :  touch  but  the  tender  string 
Of  soft  compassion  in  the  heart,  and  love 
Will  quickly  vibrate  to  its  kindred  passion ;.« 
You  urged  our  royal  purpose,  then  r 

511/  I  did. 
With  all  the  warmth  of  friendship ;  dwelt  witk 

pleasure 
On  every  princely  virtue,  that  adorns 
Your  noble  heart ;  she  listened  with  attention, 
And  echoed  back  your  praises. 

Edw,  Was  not  that 
A  kind  propitious  omen  ? 

Suf.  Sucn  indeed 
f  lopmg  to  find  it,  I  called  in  the  powers 
Of  flattery  to  my  aid,  and  gazed  upon  her. 
As  if  confounded  by  her  dazzling  beauties- 
Conscious  she  sndled;  but  when,  at  length,  I 

spake 
Of  England's  monarch  sibling  at  her  feet. 
The  crimson  glow  of  modesty  o'erspread 
Her  cheek,  and  gave  new  lustre  to  her  charms  : 
She  turned  aside,  and,  as  she  silent  bowed 
Her  doubtful  thanks,  I  marked  the  pearly  tear 
Steal  down  its  secret  track,  and  from  her  breast 
Heard  a  deep  sigh,  she  struggled  to  conceal ; 
If  I  have  any  juclgment,  or  can  trace 
The  hidden  feelings  of  a  woman's  heart, 
Her's  is  already  fixed :  I  fear,  my  liege, 
With  all  that  England,  all  that  thou  couldst  give. 
The  crown  would  sit  but  heavy  on  her  brow. 

Edu*.  Not  heavier,  Suffolk,  than  it  sits  on  mine : 
My  throne  is  irksome  to  me ;  who  would  wish 
To  be  a  sovereign,  when  Elizabeth 
Prefers  a  subject?  ITien  the  impetuous  Warwick, 
His  awful  virtue  will  chastise  my  weakness. 
I  dread  his  censure,  dread  his  keen  reproaches ; 
And  dread  them  more,  because  they  will  be  just. 
I've  promised  Lewis  to  espouse  his  daughter,  * 
To  strengthen  our  alliance  :  would  to  Heaven 
1  had  nut !  If  I  seek  this  coy  refuser. 
And  break  with  France,  Warwick  will  take  the 

alarm; 
If  once  offended,  he's  inexorable. 

Sttf.  I  know  him  well — Believe  me,  sir,  the 
high 
And  haughty  spirit,  when  it  meets  rebuke^ 
Is  easiest  checked,  and  Sinks  into  submtssioD. 
Let  him,  my  liege-,  who  ventures  to  arraign 
His  master's  conduct,  look  into  his  own  -. 
There  ever  is  a  comer  in  the  heart 
Open  to  folly ;  Warwick  is  not  free 
From  human  frailties. 

Edw,  No:  ambition  fires 
His  noble  breast,  luve  triumphs  over  mine ; 
But  well  thou  knowest,  sur  eyes  are  ever  open 
To  others*  faults,  and  shut  agaiust  our  own. 
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We  seldon!  pity  woes  we  ne'er  experienced, 
Or  pardon  weakness,  which  we  do  not  feel: 
He  IS  a  hero. 

Suf.  Heroes  are  but  men ; 
I  have  some  cause  to  think  90*-but  of  that 
We'll  talk  another  time :  meanwhile,  my  liege, 
I  think  lord  Warwick  is  a  useful  friend. 

Edw.  A^e,  and  a  dangerous  foe;  the  people  love. 
To  adoration  iove  him ;  if  he  falls 
From  his  allegiance,  crowds  will  follow  him. ' 
England  has  long  been  rent  by  civil  broils. 
And  fain  would  rest  her  in  the  arms  of  peace ; 
Her  wounds  scarce  closed,  shall  Edward  open  them, 
And  bid  them  bleed  afresh  ?  believe  me,  Suffolk, 
I  would  not  be  the  cause  of  new  divi^ons 
Amongst  my  people,  for  a  thousand  kingdoms. 

Suf.  Tis  nobly  said,  and  may  thy  grateful  sub- 
jects 
Hevere  thy  virtues,  and  reward  thy  love ! 

Edw.  O !  Sufiblk,  did  they  know  but  half  the 
cares, 
That  wait  on  royalty,  they  would  not  grudge 
Their  wretched  master  a  few  private  hours 
Of  social  happiness.    If  France  consents, 
I  am  undone ;  and  Warwick  hath,  ere  this. 
Enslaved  me :  curse  on  this  state  policy, 
That  binds  us  thus  to  love  at  second  hind ! 
Who  knows  but  he  may  link  me  to  a  wretch ; 
Wed  me  to  folly,  ignorance,  and  pride, 
Ill-nature,  sickness,  or  deformity ; 
And,  when  Fm  chined  to  misery,  coldly  tell  me. 
To  soothe  my  grief,  'twas  for  the  public  good ! 

Suf.  How  far  you  have  commissioDea  him^  I 
know  not; 
But  were  I  worthy  to  advise,  n^y  li^, 
I  would  not  be  the  dupe  of  his  ambition. 
But  follow  nature's  dictates,  and  be  happy. 
England  has  charms  beside  Elizabeth's, 
And  beauties  that— - 

Edw.  No  more ;  my  heart  is  fixed 
On  her  alone ;  ^d  out  this  powerful  rival, 
I  charge  thee,  Suflblk :  yet  wny  wish  to  find. 
What,  found,  will  makJe  me  wretched?  were  he 

bound 
In  cords  of  tenderest  friendship  round  my  heart, 
Deorer  than  Warwick,  dearer  than  thyself. 
Forgive  me,  but  I  fear  X  should  abhor  him. 

0  think  on  something,  that  may  yet  be  done, 
To  win  her  to  my  heart  ere  Warwick  comes ! 

Suf.  1  hear  he  is  expected  every  hour. 
£dw.  Grant,  Heaven,  some  friendly  storm  may 
yet  retard  him. 

1  dread  his  presence  here. 


Enter  a  Meuenger» 


here  Iikh 


Met$.  My  liege,  the  earl 
Of  Warwick  b  arrived^ 

Edw.  Ha!  when?  how?  where? 
Would  he  were  buried  in  the  rapid  wiires, 
That  broodic  him  hither!   comes  he  he 
niflit? 
Mm.  My  liege,  ere  now  he  m%^t  hsve  rei^ 
ed  the  palace, 
But  that  the  shouting  multitudes  press  faard 
On  eve^  side,  and  seem  to  worship  him.    [£h^. 

Suf.  Such  adoration 
But  ill  befits  the  idol,  diat  reodves  it 
Edw.  What's  to  be  done  ?  I  cannot,  must  aot 
see  him, 
mi  all  is  fixed ;  once  more,  my  bestrloved  Sd^ 

folk, 
Try  the  soft  arts  of  thy  persuasiye  toogoe : 
What  method  canst  thou  think  oi^  to  evade 
This  promised  marriage  with  ambidoos  Fimoe? 
Stff*  Summon  your  council,  lay  your  thoog^ 
before  them. 
Meet  Warwick  there,  and  uige  a  sovere^^'s 

right, 
To  please  himself  in  that,  which  should  ooo- 

cem 
Himself  alone— firm  Buckingham  and  I 
Will  plead  your  cause  against  the  baugh^  War- 
wick, 
Whom  I  would  treat  with  cold  dvility. 
And  distant  state,  which  ever  aneers  more 
Hesentful  spirits  than  the  warm£  of  passiofi. 
Edw.  Tis  well  advised : — ^mean  time,  if  pos- 
sible, 
I  will  compose  m  troubled  thoughts  (o  rest : 
Sufiblk,  adieu :  if  Warwick  asks  for  me, 
I  am  not  well — Fm  hunting  in  the  forest*- 
I'ra  busy — stay — remember  what  I  told  yoo. 
Touching  the  earldom,  which  I  mean  to  give 
Her  father;  that  may  brins  her  to  the  court; 
You  understand  me,  Sufblk — fare  thee  weU. 

[ErUSt/. 
Why  should  I  dread  to  see  the  man  I  love — 
The    man    I    reyercnoe    ■■  Warwidt    is    not 

changed. 
But  Edward  i»-«8uffiolk,  I  know,  abhors  Imn — 
A  favourite  must  be  hated— if  he  urg^ 
This  dreadful  contract,  I  shall  hate  hun  too : 
I  cannot  liye  without  Elisabeth : 
VW  think  no  more— if  I  must  sacrifice 
My  friendship  or  my  love— the  choice  b  made. 
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ACT  n. 


SCENE  I. 


Emiet  Wabwick,  ipeitking  to  an  Cjgieer. 

Wmrw.  Tn  well:  I  thall  attend  his  highness' 

pkasuie.  [Oma  forward, 

Ifeet  me  in  the  oouncil  \  Warwick  might  have 

claimed 
K  private  andjeooe— After  all  mv  toilsi 
4j  perils  in  his  service,  'tb  a  cold, 
Jnbnd  reception :  some  hase  whisperer, 
iome  needj  qrcophant,  perhaps,  hath  poisoned 
If/  rojal  master's  ear— or,  do  I  judge 
Too  rashly?  As  my  embassy  concerns 
rhe  public  welfare,  he  would  honour  me 
Vith  public  thanks— Elizabeth  will  chide  me 
^or  this  unkind  delay — ^but  honour  calls, 
ind  duty  to  my  kipf :  that  task  performed, 
bast^  my  love^  to  happiness  and  thee.     [Exit. 

SCENE  IL—The  CouneU-Ckamber. 

Inter  Kmg  Epwabd,  Duke$  of  Claebvce  wd 
BucKivoHAM,  £arU  qf  Suffolk,  Pem- 
BBOKi,  4rc. 

Edm.  Good  Buckingham,  I  than)^  thee  for  thy 

counsel, 
lor  blame  thy  honest  warmth ;  I  )ove  this  free- 
dom; 
t  is  the  bir^right  of  an  Englishman. 
Lod  doth  bea>me  thee :  what  says  noble  Su£R)lk  ? 
Suf,  I  would  not  cross  my  royal  master's  will ; 
lut,  on  my  soul,  I  think  thu  nuptial  leagpe 
Tith  France  preposterous  and  impolitic  I 
t  cannot  last ;  we  are  by  nature  toes, 
Old  nought  but  mutual  poverty  and  weakness 
!sn  ever  make  us  frienoa— she  wants  our  aid 
i|ainst  the  powerful  Burgundy,  and  therefore 
luows  out  ttiis  lure  of  bauty  to  ensnare  you. 
hat  purpose  gpuned,  she  turns  her  arms  against 

us. 
Pern.  Why,  let  her :  if  she  comes  with  hostile 

arm, 
logland,  thank  Heaven,  is  ready  to  receive  her : 
love  my  country,  and  revere  my  king, 
ks  much,  perhaps,  as  honest  Buckingham, 
k  my  good  fearful  lord  of  Sufiblk  here, 
i^ho  knows  so  well,  or  would  be  thought  to 

know, 
Hat  France  will  do  hereafter :  yet  I  think, 
he  faith  of  nations  is  a  thing  so  sacred, 
t  ought  not  to  be  trifled  witl^I  hate, 
Ls  mudi  as  you,  the  unnatural  forced  alliance ; 
Uid  yet,  my  lords,  if  Warwick  is  empowered, 
W  so  I  bw  he  is,  to  treat  with  Lewis, 
know  not  how  in  honour  you  can  swerve 
^rom  his  conditions.  [Shouting. 

lark !  the  hero  comes; 

Immc  shouts  proclaim  him  near:    the  joyful 
people 


Will  usher  in  their  great  deliverer. 
As  he  deserves. 

Enter  Wabwick. 

Edw,  Thrice  welcome,  noble  Warwick ! 
Welcome  to  all !     [To  Ciarenee,  Pembrokcy  ^e. 

Suf.  You've  had,  my  lord,  I  fear. 
An  arduous  task,  which  few  could  ei^ecute. 
But  Warwick,  in  the  council  and  the  field, 
Alike  distinguished,  and  alike  successful 

Edw.  What  says  our  cousin  France  ? 

Warw.  By  me,  my  liege,* 
He  greets  you  well,  and  hopes,  in  closer  ties 
United,  soon  to  wear  a  deajrer  name. 
At  length,  thank  Heaven !  the  iron  gates  of  war 
Are  closed,  and  Peace  displays  her  silken  baiH 

ners 
O'er  the  contending  nations;  every  doubt 
Is  now  removed,  and  confidence  established, 
I  hope,  to  last  for  aees. 

Edw.  Peace,  my  lord. 
Is  ever  welcome;  'tis  the  gift  of  Heaven, 
The  nurse  of  science,  arfs  fair  patroness, 
And  merit's  best  protector ;  but  if  Fmnce 
Would  chain  us  down  to  ignominious  terms, 
Cramp  our  free  commerce,  and  infringe  the  rights 
Of  our  liege  subjects,  Enjgland  may  repent 
Too  late  l^r  rasii  credulity,  and  peace, 
With  all  her  blessings,  may  be  bought  too  dear. 

Warw.  The  shame  would  then  be  his,  who 
made  the  purchase. 
If  any  doubt  my  faith,  my  honest  xcal 
For  thee,  and  for  my  country,  let  him  speak. 
And  I  will  answer :  punish  me,  just  Heaven, 
If  in  the  task  I  have  consulted  aught 
But  England's  honour,  and  my  sovereign's  glory  I 

Edw.  Mistake  me  not,  good  Warwick ;  well  I 
know 
Thy  nx>tiess  truth,  thy  honour,  and  thy  love ; 
But  ^ory  has  no  farther  charms  for  me : 
Raised,  by  thy  powerful  aid,  to  England's  throne^ 
I  ask  no  more :  already  I  am  ^reat 
As  fame  and  fortune  with  their  smiles  can  make 

me. 
And  all  I  nish  for  now  is — to  be  happy. 

Warw.  That  too,  my  liege,  hath  been  thy  Wa»* 
wick's  care : 
Happy  thou  shalt  be,  if  the  fairest  form. 
That  ever  caught  a  gazing  lover's  eye, 
Joined  to  the  sweetest,  most  engaging  virtue^ 
Can  make  thee  so : — she  is  indeed  a  gem. 
Fit  to  adorn  the  br'ghtest  crown :  to  see. 
Is  to  admire  her ;  trust  me,  England's  self. 
The  seat  of  beauty,  and  the  throne  of  love. 
Boasts  not  a  fairer. 

Edw.  Beauty,  sood  my  lord. 
Is  all  ideal ;  'tis  ue  wayward  child 
Of  fancv,  shifting  with  the  chanceful  wind 
Of  foncf  opinion ;  what  to  you  appenni 


840 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[FsAKKLIlf. 


The  model  of  perfection,  may  disgust 
My  Strang  capricious  taste. 

Warw.  Such  charms  would  6x 
Inconstancy  itself  s— her  winning  virtues 
Even  if  her  beauty  failed,  would  soon  subdue 
The  rebel  heart,  and  you  would  learn  to  love  her. 

Edwi  Is  passion  to  be  learned  then  ?  wouldst 
thou  make 
A  science  of  affection,  guide  the  heart, 
And  teach  it  where  to  nx  ?  impossible  1 
'f  is  strange  pliilosophy. 

[Rises  and  comes  forward. 
My  lord  of  Warwick, 

Your  zeal  in  England's,  and  ii>  Edward's  cause 
Merits  our  thanks ;  but  for  the  intended  marriage 
With  France's  daughter — it  may  never  be. 

Warw,  Not  be !  it  must :  your  sacred  word  is 
passed, 
And  cannot  be  recalled ;  but  three  days  since 
I  signed  the  contract^  and  my  honour's  pledeed 
For  tlic  performance:   Heavens!   whust  fickle 

France 
Is  branded  'midst  the  nations  of  the  earth 
For  breach  of  public  faith,  shall  we,  my  liege. 
Practise  Qurselves  the  vices  we  condemn. 
Pass  o'er  a  rival  nation's  every  virtue, 
And  imitate  tbcir  perfidy  alone  ? 

Edw.  You'll  pardon  me,  my  lord ;  I  thought  it 
part 
Of  a  king's  power  to  have  a  will,  to  see 
With  his  own  eyes,  and  in  life's  little  feast, 
To  cater  for  himself;  but  'tis,  it  seems, 
A  privilege  his  servants  can  refuse  him. 

Want,  And  so  they  ought — the  king,  who  can- 
not conquer 
His  private  interest  for  the  public  welfare, 
Knows  not  his  duty. 

EdiD.  Kings,  my  lord,  iM'e  bom 
With  passions,  feelings,  hearts — like  other  men ; 
Nor  see  I  yet,  why  Edward's  happiness 
Must  fall  a  iKicrifice  to  Warwick's  honour. 

Warw.  My  honour,  sir,  is  yours;  my  cause 
your  own : 
Who  sent  me,  and  whose  ima^  did  I  bear  ? 
.  The  image  of  a  great  and  glonous  king, 
Or  of  a  weak  and  wavering  boy  ? — henceforth, 
Choose  from  the  herd  of  fawnmg  sycophants, 
Some  needy  slave  for  your  mock  embaBSsies, 
To  do  your  work,  and  stain  the  name  of  England 
With  foul  reproach — £^ward,  I  blush  for  thee, 
And  for  my  country ;  from  this  hour,  expect 
From  injured  France  contempt,  with  deep  re- 

scutmenc 
For  broken  faith,  and  enmity  eternal. 

Edw,  Eternal  be  it,  then  !  for,  as  t  prize 
My  inward  peace  beyond  the  pomp  of  state, 
And  ail  the  tinsel  glare  of  fond  ambition, 
1  will  not  wed  her.-r-Gracious  Heaven !  what 

am  I? 
The  meanest  peasant  in  my  realm  may  choose 
His  rustic  bride,  and  share  with  her  the  sweets 
Of  mutual  friendship-  and  domestic  bliss ! 


Why  should  my  happier  subjects,  then,  dcnj  ik 
The  common  rights,  the  privilege  of  natare. 
And,  in  a  land  of  freedom,  thus  conspire 
'  To  make  their  king  the  only  slave  amongst  thoa? 

Warw.  The  worst  of  slaves  is  he,  whom  ^ 
sion  rules, 
Unchedkcd  by  reason,  and  the  powerful  rwce 
Of  friendship,  which,  I  fear,  is  neard  no  more 
By  thoughtless  Edward.— *Tl8  the  curae  of  kinp 
To  be  surrounded  by  a  venal  herd 
Of  flatterers,  that  soothe  his  darling  rices, 
And  rob  their  master  of  his  subjects'  lore. 
Nay,  frown  not,  sirs !  supported  as  ye  aie^ 
I  fear  ye  not.    Whi<^  ot  this  noble  train, 
These  well-beloved  coonsellors  and  fnenda^ 
Assembled  here  to  witness  my  disgrace, 
Have  urged  you  to  this  base,  unmanly  felsehood? 
Shame  on  you  all !  to  stain  Che  spodess  mind 
Of  uncorrupted  youdi,  undo  the  work 
Of  Warwick's  friendly  hand,  and  give  him  back 
A  sovereign  so  unlike  the  noble  Edward ! 

Suff".  My  lord,  we  thank  you  for  the  kiad  sog- 
gesdon, 
Howe'er  ill-founded ;  and  when  nest  we  ineeiy 
To  give  our  voice  in  aught,  that  may  oonoon 
The  public  wc»U,  no  doubt  shall  ask  your  kmt, 
Ere  we  proceed. 

Pemb.  My  lord  of  Sufiblk,  speak 
But  for  yourself;  Warwick  hath  too  mocfa  cmuc 
To  be  ofiended :  in  my  poor  opinion, 
Whate'er  you  courtiers  think,  the  best  sappoit 
Of  En^and's  throne  are  eauity  and  truth ; 
Nor  will  I  hold  that  man  my  sovereign's  friend, 
Who  shall  exhort  him  to  forsake  his  word. 
And  play  the  hypocrite :  what  tie  shall  hind 
The  subject  to  obedience,  when  his  kin^ 
Bankrupt  in  honour,  gives  the  royal  sanctiaD 
To  perhdy  and  falsehood  ? 

Buck,  It  becomes 
But  ill  the  earl  of  Pembroke— 

Edip,  Oood  my  lords, 
L«t  us  have  no  dissentions  here ;  we  meet 
For  other  purposes — some  few  days  hence 
We  shall  expect  your  counsel  in  affiurs    - 
Of  moment — ^for  the  present,  mge  no  fordwr 
This  matter — fare  ye  wcU. 

[7%e  council  hreak  up  ami  ditpent. 

Edw,  [Comes  to  Wanp,]  Lord  Warwick,  ke^ 
In  narrower  bounds  that  proud  impetuoos  toi- 

per; 
It  may  be  fatal :  there  are  private  reasons— 
When  time  befits  we  shall  mipart  than  toyni; 
Meanwhile,  if  you  have  friencuhip,  love,  or  dutji 
No  more  of  Bona— I'm  determined.  [ExH  Eif' 

Warw,  So : 
lis  well,  'tis  very  well :  I  have  deserved  it; 
I've  borne  this  callow  eagle  on  my  wing, 
And  how  he  spnms  me  nom  him ;  'tis  a  dsBfjt 
I  little  looked  for,  and  sits  hea^^  on  me : 
Alas,  how  doubly  painful  is  the  wound. 
When  'ds  inflicted  bv  the  hand  we  lore ! 
Cruel;  ungrateful  Edward  !■ 
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Ha !  wlio'i  here  ? 

The  capdve  queen  !  if  she  has  aught  to  9ik 
Of  me^  she  comes  in  luekless  hoUr,  for  I 
Am  powerless  now. 

Enter  Maroaket  of  Anjou. 

Warw.  Will  Margaret  of  Anjou 
thus  deign  to  visit  her  acknowledged  foe } 

Marg,  Alas !  my  lord,  inured  to  wretchedness 
As  I  am,  and  fnmiliar  with  misfortune, 
I  harbour  no  resentment ;  have  long  since 
Forgot,  that  ev^r  Warwick  was  my  foe. 
And  only  wish  to  prove  myself  his  friend* 
Warm.  Talk  uot  of  friendship,  'tis  an  enApty 
uamcy 
And  lives  but  \n  idea ;  once,  indeed, 

J  thought  I  had  a  friend. 

Marg.  Whose  name  was — Edward ; 
Read  I  aright,  my  lord,  and  am  I  not 
A  shrewd  diviner !  Yes,  that  down-cast  eye 
And  gloomy  aspect  say  I  am :  you  look 
As  if  the  idol,  made  by  your  own  bandsi 
Had  ftdlen  upon,  and  crushed  you ;  is  it  not^so  ? 
Warw,  Amazement !  nought  escapes  thy  picr- 
cingeyc. 
And  penetrating  judgment :  'tis  too  true, 
I  am  a  poor,  dtsgraoBd,  dishonoured  slave, 
Xot  worth  tliy  seeking ;  leave  me^  for  the  tide 
Of  court  prefennent  flows  another  way. 
Marg,  The  feast,  perhaps,  you  have  provided, 
suits  not 
With  Edward's  nicer  palate ;  he  disdains, 
How  sweet  soe'cr,  to  taste  a  foreign  banquet, 
And  relishes  no  dainties  but  his  own : 
\m  I  again  naistakeu  ? 

tt'arw.  Sure  thou  deol'st 
yith  some  all-knowing  spirit^  who  imparts 
^ch  secret  purpose  to  thee ;  else  how  know'st 

thou. 
That  Edward  had  refus^  to  wed  the  princess? 
^  Mar^g^  Oh !  it  requires  no  supernatural  aid 
o  trace  his  actions,  nor  has  Margaret  trod 
"he  paths  of  life  with  unobserving  eye. 
could  have  told  you  this  long  since— for  know, 
he  choice  is  made»  the  nuptial  rites  prepared, 
i^hich«  but  for  your  return,  as  unexpected 
s  undesired,  had  been,  ere  this,  complete ; 
nd,  as  in  duty  bound,  you  then  had  paid 
our  due  obe^ence  to  our  English  queen. 
JVarw,    Determined,  say'st  thou  ?   Gracious 

Heaven!  'tis  well 
am  retained. 

Marg.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  came 
UtUe  out  of  season ;  'twas  unkind 
»  interrupt  your  master^s  happiness, 
>  blast  so  fair  a  passion  in  its  bloom, 
nd  check  the  rising  harvest  of  his  love. 
li'arwm  Margaret,  I  thank  thee — ^yes,  it  must 

be  so: 
is  blushes,  his  confusion,  all  confirm  it ; 
id  yet  I  am  amazed,  astonished* 
Marg,  '\Vhercfore  ?— 

V0L.  I. 


Is  it  so  strange  a  youthful  prince  should  love? 
Is  it  so  strange,  a  mind,  nnfraught  with  wisdom, 
And  lifted  high  with  proud  prosperity. 
Should   follow    pleasure    through    the  crooked 

paths 
Of  falsehood,  should  forsake  a  useless  friend 
For  the  warm  joys  of  animating  bcaufy  ? 

Warw.   No:    but  'tis  strange,  that  he,  who 
knows  how  much 
lie  owed  to  Warwick ;  he,  who  every  hour 
Tastes  tlie  rich  stream  of  bounty,  should  forget 
The  fountain,  whence  it  flowed. 

Marg.  Alas  !  my  lord, 
Had  YOU  been  chastened  in  affliction's  school^ 
As  I  have  been,  and  tatight  by  sad  experience 
To  know  mankind,  you  bod  not  fallen  a  prey 
To  such  delusion. 

Warw.  Was  it  like  a  friend, 
Wsis  it  like  Ivdward,  to  conceal  his  love  ? 
Some  base,  ihsinuating,  artful  woman, 
With  borrowed  charras,  perhaps—***  ^ 

Marg.  Hold,  hold,  my  lord, 
Be  not  too  rash :  who  fights  in  darkness  oft 
May  wound  a  bosom  friend  :  perhaps  you  wrong 
The  best,  and  most  accomplisned  of  her  sex. 

Warw.  Know  you  the  lady  ? 

Afar^.  But  as  fame  reports, 
Of  peerless  beauty  and  transcendent  charmsi 
Hut  for  her  virtue— I  must  &sk  of— jrou— 

Warw.  Of  me  !  What  virtues  ?  Whose  ? 

Marg.  £lizabeth*s. 

Warw.  Amazement !  no :  it  ihust  not,  cannot 
be : 
Elizabeth !  he  could  not,  dare  not  do  it ! 
Confusion !  I  shall  soon  discover  all.         j^Asidc* 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  Edwarrrs  choice. 
Whoe'er  she  be,  if  he  refuses  mine  ? 

Marg.  Dissimulation  sits  but  ill,  my  lord. 
On  minds  hke  yours :  I  am  a  poor  weak  womaA, 
And  so,  it  seems,  you  think  me ;  but  suppose 
That  same  all-knowing  spirit,  which  you  raised. 
Who  condescends  so  kindly  to  instruct  me. 
Should  whisper—^-Warwick  knows  the  power  of 

love 
As  well  as  Edward ;  that  Elizabeth 
Was  his  first  wish,  the  idol  of  his  soul ; 
What  say  you  ?  Might  I  venture  to  believe  it? 

Warw.  Margaret,  you  might ;   for  'lis  in  vain 
to  hide 
A  thought  from  thee ;  it  might  have  told  you  too. 
If  it  be  so,  there  is  not  such  a  wretch 
On  earth  as  Warwick ;  give  me  but  the  proof — 

Marg,  Lord  Suffolk  was  lost  night  dispatched 
to  Grafton, 
To  offer  her  a  share  in  Edward's  throne. 

Warw.  Which  she  refused :  did  she  not.  Mar* 
garet?  Say 
She  did1 

Marg,  I  know  not  that,  my  lord ;  Init  crowns 
Are  dazzling  meteors  in  a  womon's  eye; 
Such  strong  temptations,  few  of  us,  I  fcnr. 
Have  virtue  to  rc^ist. 
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Warw.  Elizabeth 
Has  every  virtue !  I  will  not  doubt  her  faith. 
Marg.  Edward  is  young  and  handsome. 
Warip,  Curses  on  him ! 
Think'st  thou  he  knew  my    fond    attachment 
there? 
Mars,  O,  passing  well,  my  lord ;  and  when 
'twas  urged 
How  deeply  it  would  afiect  you,  swore  by  Hea- 
ven, 
Imperious  Warwick  ne'er  should  be  the  master 
Of  charms  hke  hers ;  'twas  happiness,  he  said, 
Beyond  a  subject*s  merit  to  deiserve. 
Beyond  his  hope  to  wish  for,/>r  aspire  to, 

Warw,  But  for  that  Warwick,  Edward's  self 
had  been 
A  subject  still — and — ^may  be  so— 4iereafter. 
Thou  smil'st  at  my  misfortunes. 

Mar^,  I  must  smile, 
When  I  behold  a  subtle  statesman  thus 
t)uped  and  deluded  by  a  shallow  boy. 
Sent  on  a  fruitless  errand  to  expose 
His  country  and  himself— it  was  indeed 
A  master-stroke  of  policy,  beyond. 
One  should  have  thought,  the  reach  of  years  so 

green 
As  Edward's,  to  dispatch  the  weeping  lover, 
And  seize  the  glorious  opportunity 
Of  tamperii^s;  with  his  mistress  here  at  home. 
Warm,  Did  Nevil,  Rutland,  Chffbrd,  bleed  for 

this? 
Marg,  For  this,  doth  Henry  languish  in  a  dun- 
geon, 
And  wretched  Margaret  live  a  life  of  woe  ? 
For  this,  you  gave  the  crown  to  pious  Edward, 
And  thus  he  thanks  you  for  his  kingdom. 

Warw.  Crowns 
Are  baubles,  fit  for  children  like  himself 
To  play  with ;  I  have  scattered  many  of  them : 
But  thiis  to  cross  me  in  my  dearest  nope, 
The  sweet  reward  of  all  my  toils  for  him 
And  for  his  country ;  if  I  suffer  it, 
If  I  forgive  him,  may  I  live  the  scorn 
Of  men,  a  branded  coward,  and  old  age, 
Without  or  love  or  reverence,  be  my  portion ! 


Henceforth,  good  Margaret,  know  me  for  % 

friend : 
We  will  have  noble  vengeance :  are  there  not 
Still  left  amongst  the  lazy  sons  of  peace 
Some  busy  spirits,  who  wish  well  to  ihee, 
And  to  thy  cause  ? 

Marg,  There  are ;  resentment  sleeps, 
But  is  not  dead.    Beneath  the  hollow  cover 
Of  loyalty,  the  slumbering  ashes  lie 
Unheeded ;  Warwick's  animating  breath 
VVill  quickly  light  them  into  flames  again. 

Wane,  Then,  Edward,  from  this  momeat  I  ab- 
jure thee : 
Oh !  I  will  make  thee  ample  recompence 
For  all  the  wrongs,  that  I  nave  done  the  house 
Of  Lancaster :  go,  summon  all  thy  friends; 
Be  quick,  good  Margaret,  haste,  ere  I  r^)eBt, 
\nd  yield  my  soul  to  peijured  York  again. 
The  king,  I  think,  gives  you  free  liberty 
To  range  abroad  ? 

Marg,  He  doth,  and  I  will  use  it, 
As  I  would  ever  use  the  gift  of  foes, 
To  nis  destruction. 

Warm,  That  arch-pander,  Suflblk, 
That  minister  of  vice — but  time  is  prccioas; 
To-morrow,  Margaret,  we  will  meet  in  privBte^ 
And  have  some  further  conference ;  mean  time 
Devise,  consult,  use  every  means  against 
(Jur  I'ommon  foe :  remember,  from  this  hoar, 
Warwick's  thy  friend — be  secret  and  be  hap^. 

Marg,  What  easy  fools  these  ciinniog  states- 
men are. 
With  all  their  policy,  when  once  they  fall 
1  nto  a  woman's  power !  This  gallant  leader, 
This  blustering  Warwick,  how  the  hero  shrunk 
And  lessened  to  my  sight !  Elizabeth, 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  wonder-working  charms; 
The  time  perhaps  may  come,  when  I  shall  stind 
Indebted  to  them  for — tb?  throne  of  England. 
Proud  York,  l)eware ;  for  Lancaster's  great  nsme 
"shall  rise  superior  in  the  lists  of  fame . 
Fortune,  that  long  had  frowned,  shall  smile  tt 

last. 
And  make  amends  for  all  my  sorrows  past.  [£nf* 


ACT    III. 


SCENE  I. 


Ejiter  Margaret,  Clifford,  and  attendantt. 

Marg,    Dispatch    these   letters  straight   to 
Scotland — this. 

To  the  French  envoy — these,  to  the  earl  of  Pem- 
broke. [To  a  gentleman. 

Thus  far,  my  friend,  hath  fortune  favoured  us 

[Turning  to  Ladi/  Clifford, 

Beyond  onr  hopes :    the  soul  of  haughty  War^ 
wick 

Is  all  on  fire,  and  puling  Edward  loves 

With  most  romantic  ardour-^  my  Clifiord, 


You  would  have  smiled  to  see  how  artfully 
I  played  upon  him :  flattered,  sootlied,  prot^okcd, 
And  wrought  him  to  my  purpose :  we  are  InW 
In  firmest  bonds  of  amity  and  love. 

Clif,  Hath  Warwick,  then,  so  soon  foi?ot  te 
Edward  ? 
Think'si  tliou  the  frantic  earl  will  e'er  exert 
His  ill-directed  powers  to  pull  down 
The  royal  structure,  which  himself  had  raised? 
Never. 

Marg,  What  is  there  disappmnted  lore 
And  unrestrained  ambition  will  not  do? 
I  teU  thee,  we  are  sworn  and  cordial  friends. 
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Clif,  Thoa  know'st  he  hates  the  house  of  Lan- 
caster. 

Marg.  No  matter he  has  man^ellous  good 

skill 
In  making  kings,  and  I  have  business  for  him. 
Ciifi  And  canst  thou,  then^  forget  the  cruel 
wrongs, 
Tlte  deep-felt  injuries  of  oppressive  Warwick, 
To  join  the  hand,  tlmt  torged  thy  husband's 

chains. 
And  robbed  thee  of  a  crown  ? 

Marg.  But  what — my  Clifibrd, 
If  the  same  hand,  that  ravished,  should  restore 

it! 
Tis  a  court  friendship^  and  may  last  as  long 
As  interest  shall  direct :  IVe  not  forgot, 
No,  nor  forgiven ;  I  hate,  abhor^  detest  him ; 
But  I  will  use  him  as  my  instrument, 
My  necessary  tool ;  I  will  make  him  draw 
flis  traitorous  sword,  to  sheath  it  in  the  breast 
y  him  he  loves,  then  point  it  to  his  own. 
i'eSj  Cliflbrd,  I  have  twined  mc  round  his  heart ; 
ike  the  fell  serpent  crept  int(f  his  bosom. 
That  I  might  sting  more  surely :  he  shall  perish ; 
keep  him  for  the  last  dear  precious  morsel, 
To  crown  the  glorious  banquet  of  revenge. 
Ciif.  Tis  what  he  merits  from  us ;  yet  the  at- 
tempt 
Vere  dai^erous;  he  ts  still  the  people's  idol. 
Marg,  And  so,  perhaps,  shall  Margaret  be ; 
applause 
V'aits  on  success ;  the  fickle  multitude, 
•ike  t)je  light  straw,  that  floats  along  the  stream, 
'lide  with  the  current  still,  and  follow  fortune, 
^r  prospect  brightens  evory  hour :  the  people 
re  ripe  for  a  revolt :  by  civil  wars, 
on^  time  inured  to  savage  scenes  of  plunder 
nd  desolation,  they  delight  in  war : 
hese  English  heroes,  when  once  fleshed  with 

slaughter, 
ike  the  keen  mastiff,  lose  not  soon  the  track 
f  vengeance,  nor  foi^et  the  taste  of  blood. 
Ciif.   What  further  succours  have  we  to  de- 
pend on, 
eside  earl  Warwick's  ? 
Marg,  Of  his  name  alone, 
'ill  be  an  array  to  us. 
Clif.  If  we  have  it : 

c&entment  is  a  short-lived  passion — ^what 
Warwick  should  relent,  and  turn  again 
y  Edward  f 

Marg.  Theo  I  have  a  bosom  friend, 
iiat  shall  be  ready  to  reward  him  for  it^ 
ut  I  have  better  hopes :  without  his  aid, 
'e  are  not  friendless :  Scotland's  hardy  sons, 
^ho  smile  at  danger,  and  defy  the  storm, 
'ill  leave  their  fauren  mountains  to  defend 
nat  liberty  they  love ;  add  to  the  aid 
f  gallant  Pembroke,  and  the  powers,  which 


ill  send  to  vindicate  her  injared  honour : 
re  Edward  can  collect  kis  force  and  take 


The  field,  we  shall  be  thirty  thousand  stroi^. 

Clif,  But  what  becomes  of  the  young  pnnoe  ? 

I^iarg,  Aye ;  there 
I  am,  indeed,  unhappy  !  O  my  child  ! 
How  shall  I  set  him  tree  ?  hear.  Nature,  hear 
A  mother's  prayer !  O  guide  me  with  thy  counsel, 
And  teach  me  how  to  save  my  darling  boy ! 
Aye,  now  [  have  it :  monitress  divine, 
I  thank  thee :  yes ;  I  wait  but  for  the  means 
Of  his  escape,  then  fly  this  hated  palace. 
Nor  will  return  till  I  can  call  it  mine.  [£xeifii^ 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Edward  and  Suffolk. 

Edw,  I  fear,  we've  gone  too  far :   the  indig« 
nant  Warwick 
111  brooked  our  steady  purpose ;  marked  you, 

Suffolk, 
With  what   an  eye  of  scorn  he  turned   him 

from  us, 
And  lowered  defiance — that  prophetic  woman  ! 
Half  of  her  curse  already  is  fulfilled, 
And  I  have  lost  my  friend. 

Suf*  Some  friends,  perhaps. 
Are  better  lost :  you'll  pardon  me,  my  liege ; 
But,  were  it  fitting,  I  could  tell  a  tale 
VVouldsoon  convince  you — Warwick  is  as  weak — 

Edw.  As  Edward,  thou  would'st  say. 

Suf,  But  'twill  distress 
Thy  noble  heart  too  much ;  I  dare  not,  sir ; 
Yet  one  day  you  must  know  it. 

Edw,  Then  by  thee 
Let  it  be  told  mc,  Suffolk ;  thy  kind  hand 
Will  best  administer  the  bitter  draught : 
Go  on,  my  Suffolk,  speak,  I  charge  thee,  spcak^ 

Suf.  That  rival,  whom  you  wished  me  to  dis* 
cover 

Edw.  Aye,  what  of  him  !  quick,  tell  roc,  hast 
thou  found 
The  happy  traitor  ?  give  me  but  to  know. 
That  I  may  wreak  my  speedy  vengeance  on  him, 

Suf.  Suppose  that  rival  were  the  man,  whom 
most 
You  loved,  the  man,  perhaps,  whom  most  you 

feared; 
Suppose  'twere — Warwick. 

hdw.  Ha !  it  cannot  be : 

I  would  not  think  it  for  a  thousand  worlds 

Warwick  in  love  with  her,  impossible ! 
Now,  Sufit>lk,  do  I  fear  thou  speak'st  from  envy^ 
And  jealous  hatred  of  the  noble  Warwick, 
Not  from  the  Ime  of  justice  or  of  Edward ; 
Where  didst  thou  Icarn  tliis  falsehood  ? 

Srf,  From  the  lips 
Of  truth ;  from  one,  whose  honour  and  whose  word 
You  will  not'ouestion ;  from  Elizabeth, 

Edw.  From  her !  nay,  tlien,  I  fear  it  must  be  so. 

Suf,  When  last  I  saw  her,  for  again  I  went 
By  your  command,  though  hopeless  of  success, 
>\  ith  all  the  eloquence  that  I 
Was  master  of,  I  urged  your  ardent  passion. 
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Told  her  how  much,  bow  tenderly  you  loved  her, 
And  pressed  with  eagerness  to  know  the  cause 
Of  her  unkind  refusal ;  till  at  length, 
lieluctantiy,  with  blushes,  she  confessed 
'X'here  was  a  cause ;  she  thanked  you  for  your 

gooduesSy 
'Twas  more,  she  said,  much  more  than  she  de- 
served; 
8he  ever  should  revere  her  king :  and  if 
i)he  bad  a  heart  to  give,  it  should  be  Edward's.  • 
Edzp.  So  kind,  and  yet  so  cruel !  well,  go  on. 
Suf.  Then  told  inc  all  the  story  of  her  love, 

That  Warwick  long  had  wooed  her that  her 

hand 
Was  promised ;  soon  as  he  returned  from  France, 
Though  once  her  father  cruelly  opposed  it. 
They  were,  by  his  consent,  to  be  united. 

Edzc.  O  never,  Suffolk,  may  I  live  to  see 
That  dreadful  hour  1  designing  hypocrite  ! 
Ave  these  his  arts  ?  is  this  the  fnend  I  loved  ? 
By  Heaven !  she  shall  be  mine ;  I  will  assert 
A  sovereign's  right,  and  tear  her  from  him;  what 
If  he  rebel  ?  another  civil  war  ! 
Tis  terrible !  O  that  I  could  shake  off 
This  cumbrous  garb  of  majesty,  that  clings 
So  close  around  me,  meet  him  man  to  man, 
And  try  who  best  deserves  her  !  but,  when  kings 
Grow  mad,  their  guiltless  subjects  pay  the  for- 
feit. 
Horrible  thought  I  good  Suffolk,  for  a  while 
J.  would  be  pnvate ;  therefore  wait  without ; 
Let  roc  have  no  intruders;  above  all, 
Keep  Warwick  from  my  sight.        [Exit  Suffolk, 

Enter  Warwick. 

Warw,  Behold  him  here ; 
No  welcome  guest,  it  seems,  unless  I  ask 
My  lord  of  Suffolk's  leave ;  there  was  a  time, 
When  Warwick  wanted  not  his  aid  to  gain 
Admission  here. 

Edw.  There  was  a  time,  perhaps. 
When  Warwick  more  desired,  and  more  deser- 
ved it. 

Warw.  Never ;  I  have  been  a  foolish  faithful 
slave ; 
All  mv  best  years,  the  morning  of  my  life, 
Have  \>een  devoted  to  your  service :  what 
Arc  now  the  fruits  ?  disgrace  and  infamy ; 
My  spotless  name,  whicJi  never  yet  the  breath 
Ot  calumny  had  tainted,  made  the  mock 
For  foreign  fools  to  carp  at:  bat  'tis  fit 
Who  trust  in  princes,  should  be  thus  rewarded. 

Edw,  I  thought,  my  lord,  I  had  full  well  re- 
paid 
Your  services  with  honours,  wealth,  and  power 
iJnlimitcd :  thy  all-directing  hand 
Guided  in  secret  every  latent  wheel 
Of  government^  and  moved  the  whole  machine ; 
Warwick  was  all  in  all,  and  powerless  Edward 
Stood,  like  a  cypher,  in  a  great  account. 

]Varw.  Who  gave  that  cypher  worth,  and  seat- 


On  England's  throne  ?  thy  ondistingrahed  nmc 
Had  rotted  in  the  dust  from  whence  it  spnng, 
And  mouldered  in  obHvion,  had  not  Wvwid 
Dug  from  its  sordid  mine  the  useless  orr, 
And  stamped  it  with  a  diadem.    Thoobow'^ 
This  wretched  country,  doomed,  pedn^^e 

Rome, 
To  fall  by  its  own  self-destroying  hand, 
Tost  for  so  many  years  in  the  rough  sea 
Of  civil  discord,  but  for  me  had  perished. 
In  that  distressful  hour  I  seized  the  helm, 
Bade  the  rough  waves  subside  in  peace,  aad 

steered 
Your  shattered  vessel  safe  into  the  haHwur. 
You  may  despise,  perhaps,  that  useless  aid, 
Which  you  no  lotiger  want ;  but  know,  prwri 

youth. 
He,  who  forgets  a  friend,  deserves  a  ht. 
Edw,  Know,  too,  reproacb,  for  benefits  mtt- 

ved, 
Pays  every  debt,  and  cancels  obligation. 

Warw.  Why,  that  indeed  is  frugal  bonfsty, 
A  thrifty  saving  knowlec^e,  when  the  debt 
Grows  burthensome,  and  cannot  be  disdai^i 
A  spunge  will  wipe  out  all,  and  cost  yoa  DO1I0C. 
Edw.  When  you  have  counted  o*er  the  vax^- 

rous  train 
Of  mighty  gifts  your  bounty  lavished  on  me, 
You  may  remember  next  tne  injuries, 
Which  I  have  done  you :  let  me  know  them  »fl» 
And  I  will  make  you  ample  satisfaction. 
Warw.  Thou  canst  not ;  thou  hast  robh^  ^ 

of  a  jewel 
It  is  not  in  thy  power  to  restore : 
I  W9S  the  first,  shall  future  annab  say, 
That  broke  the  sacred  bond  of  public  tret 
And  mutual  confidence;  ambassadors, 
In  after  times,  mere  instruments,  perhaps, 
Of  venal  statesmen,  shall  recall  my  name 
To  witness,  that  they  want  not  an  example, 
And  plead  my  guilt,  to  sanctify  their  own. 
Amidst  the  heni  of  mereenai^  slaves. 
That  haunt  your  court,  could  none  be  found  k( 

Warwick, 
To  be  the  shameless  herald  of  a  lye? 

Edw,  And  wouldat  thou  turn  t&e  vile  repraac^ 

on  me? 
If  I  have  broke  my  faith,  and  stained  die  aaoe 
Of  Edgland,  thank  thy  own  pemicioQS  cooaseK 
That  urged  me  to  it,  and  extorted  ftum  me 
A  cold  consent  to  what  my  heart  abhorred. 
Warw,  I've  been  abused,  insulted,  andbccat- 

ed; 
My  injured  honour  cries  alood  for  vengeance; 
Hur  wounds  ^11  never  cJoae ! 

Edw,  Tliese  gusts  of  passion, 
Wiir  but  inflame  them ;  if  I  have  bees  i^t 
Informed,  my  lord,  besides  these  dBngeroe«9cv^ 
Of  bleeding  honour,  you  have  other  woaEd» 
As  deep,  though  not  so  fatal :  such  pcifaafs 
As  none  but  fair  Elitabeth  can  oire. 
Warw,  Elisabeth! 
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Edw,  Nay,  start  not,  I  hsve  cause 
To  wonder  roost:  *I  little  thooeht,  indeed, 
When  Warwick  told  me  I  roi^t  learn  to  love, 
He  was  himself  so  able  to  instruct  me ; 
But  IVe  discovered  all. 

Warm.  And  so  have  I; 
Too  well  I  know  thy  breadi  of  friendship  there, 
Thy  fruitless  base  endeavours  to  supplant  me. 

kwL  I  scorn  it,  sir— Elizabeth  hath  charms, 
And  I  have  equal   right  with  you   to   admire 

them: 
Nor  see  I  aught  so  godlike  in  the  form. 
So  all-commanding  m  the  name  of  Warwick, 
Uttt  he  alone  should  revel  in  the  charms 
Of  beauty,  and  monopoliie  perfection. 
I  knew  not  of  your  love. 

Warw.  By  Heaven,  'tis  false ! 
You  knew  it  all,  and  meanly  took  occasion, 
Whilst  I  was  busied  in  the  noble  office, 
Your  grace  thought  fit  to  honoar  me  withal. 
To  camper  with  a  weak  unguarded  woman. 
To  bribe  her  passions  high,  and  basely  steal 
A  treasure,  wnich  your  kingdom  could  not  pui> 
chase. 

Edm,  How  know  you  that?  but  be  it  as  it 

I  had  a  right,  nor  will  I  tamely  yield 

My  claim  to  happiness,  the  privilege 

To  choose  the  partner  of  my  throne  and  bed : 

It  is  a  branch  of  my  prerogative. 

Warw,  Prerogative  ! — what's  that  ?  the  boast 
of  tyrants : 
A  borrowed  jewel,  glittering  in  the  crown 
With  specious  lustre,  lent  but  to  betray. 
You  had  it,  sir,  and  bold  it — from  the  people. 

EwtL  And  therefore  do  I  prize  it ;  I  would 
guard 
Their  liberties,  and  they  shall  strengthen  mine : 
But  when  proud  faction  and  her  rebel  crew 
Insult  their  sovereiep,  trample  on  his  laws, 
And  bid  defiance  to  his  power,  the  people. 
Id  justice  t6  tijemselves,  will  then  defend 
llis'cause,  and  vindicate  the  rights  they  gave. 

Warw,  Go  to  your  darling  people,  then ;  for 
soon. 
If  I  mistake  not,  'twill  be  needful ;  try 
'Hieir  boasted  zeal,  and  see  if  one  of  them 
W'ill  dare  to  lift  his  arm  up  in  your  cause. 
If  I  forbid  them. 

Edw.  Is  it  so,  my  lord ! 
Then  auak  my  words :  IVe  been  your  slave  too 

lon& 
And  you  have  ruled  me  with  a  rod  of  iron ; 
But  henceforth  know,  proud  peer,  1  am  thy 

master. 
And  will  be  so :  the  king,  who  delegates 
His  power  to  others'  hands,  but  ill  deserves 
The  crown'  he  wears. 

Warw,  Look  well,  then,  to  your  own ; 
It  sits  but  loosely  on  your  head ;  for  know, 
llie  man,  who  injured  Warwick,  never  passed 
Unpunished  yet. 


Edw,  Nor  he,  who  threatened  Edward— « 
You  may  repent  it,  sir — mj  guards  there — seize 
This  traitor,  and  convey  him  to  the  tower ! 
There  let  him  learn  obedience. 

[Guards  enter^  seize  Warwick,  and  endea- 
vour td  disarm  him, 

Warw,  Slaves,  stand  off' 
If  I  must  yield  my  sword,  rll  give  it  him. 
Whom  it  so  long  has  served ;  there's  not  a  part 
In  thb  old  faithful  steel,  that  is  not  stained 
With  English  blood  in  grateful  Edward's  oause. 
Give  me  my  chains,  they  are  the  bands  of  friend- 
ship, 
Of  a  king's  friendship ;  for  his  sake  awlule 
I'll  wear  them. 

Edw,  Hence !  away  with  him 

Warw,  Tiswell: 
Exert  your  power,  it  tnay  not  last  you  long ; 
For  know,  tnough  Edward  may  forget  his  friend. 
That  England  vnll  not — ^Now,  sir,  I  attend  vou. 

rfcriV. 

Edw,  Presumptuous  rebel — ^ha !  who's  here  } 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Mess,  My  liege. 
Queen  Margaret,  with  the  prince  her  son,  are 

fled; 
In  a  few  hours  she  hopes — ^for  so  we  learn 
From  those,  who  have  pursued  her — to  be  joined 
By  the  earl  of  Warwick ;  in  his  name,  it  seems, 
She  has  already  raised  three  thousand  men. 
Edv,  Warwick  in  league  with  her !  O  Heaven  I 
'tis  well 
We've  crushed  the  serpent,  ere  his  poison  spread 
Throughout  our  kingdom — guard  the  palace  gates; 
Keep  double  watch ;  summon  my  troops  toge- 
ther: 
Where  is  my  brother  Clarence,  Buckingham, 
And  Pembroke  ?  we  must  check  this  foul  rebel* 
lion.  [£rtt  Mess, 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Suffolk. 


Suf.  My  liege,  the  duke  of  Clarence 

Edw,  What  of  him  ? 

Suf,  Hath  left  the  court;  tliis  moment  I  be- 
held him 
In  conference  with  Pembroke,  who,  it  seems. 
Is  Mar^ret's  firmest  friend :  'tis  whispered,  botK 
Will  join  the  queen. 

Edw,  Well :  'tis  no  matter ;  I 
Have  deeper  cause  forf^ef ;  he  cannot  feel 
A  brothers  falsehood,  who  has  lost  a  friend, 
A  friend  like  Warwick— Suffolk,  thou  behold'sCmo 
Betrayed,  deserted  by  the  man  I  loved ; 
Treated  with  cold  indifference  by  her. 
Whom  I  adored ;  for^ken  by  my  brother. 
And  threatened  by  the  subjects  I  protect; 
Oppressed  on  every  side :  but,  thou  shalt  see, 
I  have  a  soul  superior  to  misfortunes. 
Though  rebel  Clarence  wrings  my  tortured  hear^ 
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And  faithless  Warwick  bmves  tne,  we  will  yet 
Maintain  our  right— <]!Qme  oq,  my  frien4  Ithoa 
know'st. 


Without  his  boasted  aid,  I  could  have  guaed 
The  crown ;  without  hiniy  ifow^  I  will  preserve  it 

[EmmmL 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  L^The  IWer. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Warwick. 

Warw.  Mistaken  mortals  plan  delusive  sdiemes 
Of  bliss,  and  call  futurity  their  own, 
Yet  are  not  masters  of  a  moment — ^This 
Was  the  appointed  time,  the  veiy  day. 
Which  should  have  joined  me  to  Elizabeth 
In  nuptial  bonds.    O  cruel  memory. 
Do  not  torment  me ! — If  there  be  a  crime 
Of  deeper  d^e,  than  alt  the  guilty  train 

Of  human  vices,  'tis ingratitude. 

Tis  now  two  ^cars  since  Henry  lost  t))e  crown ; 

And  here  he  is,  even  in  this  very  prison, 

A  feUow  captive  now.    Disgraceful  thought ! 

How  will  be  smile  to  meet  his  conqueror  here  ! 

O  for  that  stoic  apathy,  which  lulls 

The  drowsy  soul  to  sweet  forgetfulness ! 

But  'twill  not  be  : — Elizabeth,  where  art  thou  ? 

Pefhaps  with  Edward— Oh  !  that  thought  dis* 

tracts  me : 
It  is,  I  fear,  as  Margaret  said ;  she's  fidse. 
But,  when  I  look  around  me,  can  I  hope 
To  find  one  virtue  left  in  human  kind  r 
.  My  Pembroke,  too !  am  I  so  soon  foi^otten  ? 

0  no ;  he  comes— 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Pembroke, 

Pemh,  My  friend  1 

Warro,  My  Pembroke,  welcome  ! 
Thee  I  have  found  most  just  and  kind ; 
But,  in  the  darkness  of  adversity. 
The  jewel,  friendship,  shines  with  double  lustre. 

Pemb.  I  am  not  of  the  insect  train,  that  bask 
In  fortune's  sunshine,  and  when  evening  damps 
Arise,  arc  seen  no  more  :  no,  Warwick ;  what 

1  speak,  I  mean :  you  have  been  hardly  treated. 

Warn?,  Oh !  Pembroke,  didst  thou  know  but 
half  the  wrongs,    - 
That  I  have  suffered,  thou  wouldst  pity  me. 

Pemb.  I  would  do  more,  much  more,  my  War- 
wick: he, 
Who  only  pities,  but  insults  the  wretdied ; 
I  come  witli  nobler  views;  I  come  to  tell  thee^ 
That  I  have  felt  thy  injuries  as  my  own. 
And  will  revenge  them  too. 

Warw,  How  kind  thou  art 
To  feci  for  Warwick  ! 

Pemb.  Every  honest  breast 
Must  feel  the  injuries,  that  a  good  man  suffers : 
Thine  is  the  common  cause  of  all :  adieu 
To  English  freedom,  when  our  liberty 
Shall  be  dependent  on  a  sovereign's  nod ; 
When  years  of  honest  service  slutll  be  paid 
With  infamy  and  chains ! 


Warw,  I've  not  deserved  themu 

Pemb.  Nor  shalt  thou  wear  them  long:  for 
thou  hast  ^reat 
And  powerful  friends — the  noble  duke  of  Cb- 

rence. 
Behold  his  signet — this,  my  Warwick,  gained  ne 
Admission  here we  most  be  seciet. 

Warw.  Ha ! 
Then  I  am  not  forsaken :  Clapenoe  !— — 

Pemb,  Yes: 
The  gallant  youth,  with  honest  zeal,  declared 
He  loved  his  brother  much,  but  justice  more. 

Warw.  Then,  Edward,  I  defy  thee :  geaeraB 
Clarence ! 
Thou  know'st,  the  man,  who  thus  oouid  tieat  t 

friend. 
Would  soon  forget  a  brother — ^But  say,  Peml^c^ 
How  stands  the  duke  of  Backingham  ^ 

Pemb.  Fast  bound 
To  Edward ;  he,  and  that  snootfa  courtier  Sd? 

folk, 
Arc  the  two  rotten  pillars,  that  support 
His  tottering  throne  :  but  Margaret 

Warw.  Aye ;  how  fares 
My  new  ally  ?  has  she  escaped  the  tyrant? 

P&nb,  She  has :  and  by  some  wondrous  mean^ 
contrived 
To  free  her  captive  soiu 

Warw.  'Though  I  abhor, 
I  must  admire  tnat  enterprising  woman : 
Her  active  mind  is  ever  on  the  wing 
In  search  of  fresh  expedients,  to  recover 
The  crown  she  lost. 

Pemb.  Already  she  has  raised 
A  powerful  arm^ ;  all  the  secret  foes 
Or  York's  ambitious  line  rush  forth  in  crowds 
And  join  her  standard  :  ere  to-morrow's  sun 
Shall  dawn  upon  us,  she  will  set  thee  free. 

Warw.  Oh !  Pembroke,  nothing  wounds  the 
generous  mind 
So  deep  as  obligations  to  a  foe. 
Is  there  no  way  to  liberty,  my  friend. 
But  through  the  bloodj  paths  of  civil  war? 

Pemb.  I  fear  there  is  not. 

Warw.  Then  it  must  be  so  : 
I  could  hsLve  wished — but  freedom  and  reva^ 
On  any  terms,  are  welcome. 

Pemb.  Here,  then,  join  we 
Our  hands 

Warw,  Our  hearts, 

Pemb.  Now,  Warwick,  be  thou  finn 
In  thy  resolves ;  let  no  unmanly  fear% 
No  foolish  fond  remembrance  of  past  fiiendsbif^ 
Uraien'e  thy.  arm,  or  shake  thy  stoidy  purpose. 

Warw.  No ;  by  my  wrongs  it  shall  not:  obc^ 
thou  know'st, 
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I  loved  him  bat  too  well,  and  thu  vile  prison 
Is  my  reward !    O  !  pte  me  but  the  use 
Of  dun  once  powerful  ann^  and  thou  shalt  see 
How  k  shall  punish  falsehood. — Are  thy  forces 
Prepared^ 

Pemb,  They  are,  and  wait  but  for  my  orders : 
Cltrence  will  join  us  soon :  our  first  great  end 
Is  to  secure  thy  liberty ;  that  done, 
We  haste  to  seiie  the  palace,  and  redeem 
The  fair  CUzabeth. 

Warm.  Redeem  her,  ha ! 
Is  she  a  papcive  too  ? 

Pemh,  A  willing  siaTC ; 
A  ^ay  state  prisoner,  left  to  roam  at  large 
O'er  the  young  monarch's  palace. 

Warw,  Ajfc,  ray  Pembroke, 
That's  more  inviting  than  a  prison.    Oh, 
Shc*8  false,  she's  false  ! — Who  sent  her  there  ? 

Pemb.  She  came. 
It  seems,  to  thank  him  for  his  royal  bounties 
To  her  good  father,  the  new  earl  of  Rivers, 
Who  will,  no  doubt,  persuade  her  to  accept— 

Warw.  Of  Edward's  hand— -distraction !  fly, 
my  friend ; 
Raste  thee  to  Margaret ;  tell  her,  if  she  hopes 
Por  Warwick's  aid,  she  must  release  htm  now, 
Ere  Fxiward's  iU-timed  mercy  shall  prevent  her. 

Pemb,  I  go :  my  friend,  adieu !  when  next  we 

meet, 
hope  to  bring  thee  liberty.  [Exit. 

Warw.  Farewell. 
>he*s  lost !  she's  gone !  that  base  seducer,  Edward, 
lath  wrought  on  her  weak  mind  !  it  must  be  so. 

Enter  a  Me$ienger. 

Meu.  My  lord, 
rhe  lady  Elizabeth. 

M'arm,  Amazement!  sure 
t  cannot  be  !     Admit  her,  sir— why,  what 

[Exit  Mens, 
i^ould  bring  her  here  ?    Edward  has  sent  her  hi- 
ther, 
To  see  if  I  will  crouch  to  him  for  pardon. 
)e  still,  my  jealous  lieart. 

Enter  Elizabeth. 

Eliz,  My  Warwick ! 

HVtrip.  Tis  a  grace  I  looked  not  for, 
D):u  a  fair  favourite,  who  so  late  had  tasted 
i  lie  pleasures  of  a  court,  should  condescend 
To  visit  thus  a  poor  abandoned  captive. 

EUz,  I  come  to  take  my  portion  of  misfortune. 
To  pour  the  balm  of  comfort  in,  and  heal, 
f  possible,  the  wounds,  which  I  had  made, 
ffw  well,  I  know,  I  was  the  fatal  cause 
>r  all  thy  sorrows— but  the  noble  Edward, 
«>r  so,  indeed,  he  is 

H  ctrar.  And  art  thou  come, 
i  o  plead  the  cause  oi  him,  who  sent  me  hither } 

Kliz.  1  came  to  be  the  messenger  of  peace, 
To  calm  thy  trf)ublcd  soul,  and  give  tlice  rest, 
To  teach  my  Warwick  to  forget  his  wrongs. 


Wmrm.  Forget  my  wrongs!  was  that  thy  er< 
rand  here, 
To  teach  me  low  submission  to  a  tyrant  ? 
To  ask  forgiveness,  kneel,  and  deprecate 
The  wrath  of  blustering  Edward  ?  If  thou  com'st, 
On  terms  like  these,  to  brim;  me  freedmn,  know 
It  will  not  be  accepted  :  Now  I  see 
Through  all  your  arts ;  by  Heaven !  Td  rather 

lose 
A  thousand  lives,  tlian  owe  one  to  his  bounty. 

EUz,  Either  my  Warwick  is  much  change(i^ 
and  so, 
I  fear,  he  is,  or  he  would  never  talk 
Thus  coldly  to  me,  never  would  despise 
A  life  so  precious,  if  he  knew  how  much 
Elizabetli  nad  sufibred  to  preserve  it. 
The  e;allant  Edward,  won  by  my  entreaties— 

Warw,  Entreaties !  didst  thou,  then,  descend 
so  low, 
\s  to  entreat  him  for  me  ? 

EUz,  Hadst  thou  seen. 
When  I  implored  him  to  forgive  my  Warwick, 
How  kind  he  looked,  how  his  repenting  heart 
Heaved  with  the  pangs  of  agnizing  fnendshij^ 
Thou  wouldst  have  pitied  him. 

Warw,  Deceitful  woman ! 
I  see  thy  fasehood  now ;  I  am  betrayed ; 
And  thou  art  leagued  with  Edward  to  destroy  me. 
Go  to  your  royal  lover,  and  unite 
Those  only  fit  companions  for  each  other, 
A  broken  friendship,  and  a  perjured  love  ! 
Give  up  discarded  Warwick,  and,  t^makc 
The  compact  firm,  cement  it  with  my  blood. 

EUi.  I  thought  the  soul  of  Warwick  far  above 
Such  mean  suspicions.    Shall  the  man,  whose 

truth, 
Whose  constancy,  and  lore,  have  been  so  long 
My  bright  example,  shall  he  stoop  so  low, 
As  thus  to  listen  to  an  idle  tale, 
Told  by  some  prating  courtier  }  if  indeed 
Thou  couldst  believe  it,  I  should  pity  thee. 

Warw,  Where  is  your  father,  the  ne%v  earl  of 
Rivers  ? 
Whv  sends  he  not  his  forces  to  our  aid  ? 

Eliz.  He  cannot :  honour,  gratitude,  forbid. 
That  he  should  lift  up  his  rebellious  arm 
Against  his  benefactor !  well  thou  know'st, 
<Jf  late,  when  civil  discord  reigned  amongst  us^ 
He  fought  with  Henry,  and  with  Henry  fell: 
When  injured  Edward  generously  forgave, 
Restorea  his  forfeit  lands,  and  late  advanced  him 
To  rank  and  title. 

Warw,  Infamy  and  shame; 
The  common  nets,  which  fearful  knavery  spreads 
To  catch  ambition's  foots :  mean  sordid  bnbes. 
We  know  the  treasure  they  were  meant  to  pur- 
chase. 

EUz,  Unkind  suggestion !  how  have  I  dcser\'cd 
it? 
Have  I  for  this  refund  a  youthful  monarch. 
And  spumed  his  offered  sceptre  at  my  feet, 
To  be  reproached  at  last  by  cruel  Warwick  ^ 
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Had  I  once  liftened  to  him ;  had  these  eyes 
Been  dazzled  with  the  splendoiir  of  a  court, 
I  need  not  thus  have  changed  it  for  a  dungeon. 
But,  since  I  ran  suspected,  witness  Heaven, 
And  witness  Warwick  to  my  vows !  henceforth, 
Dear  as  thou  tlrt,  I  cast  thee  from  my  love ; 
Elizabeth  will  never  wed— « traitor. 

Warm,  Am  I  awake,  and  did  Elizabeth 
Say  she  would  never  wed  her  faithful  Warwick  ? 
Then  bear  me  witness  too,  alHudging  Heaven ! 
Here  yield  I  up  all  visionary  dreams 
Of  future  bliss,  of  liberty,  or  life. 
Even  the  sweet  hope  of  vengeance,  that  alone 
Sustained  my  spirit,  loses  alTits  channs ; 
I  wished  for  freedom  but  to  purchase  thine : 
For  life,  but  to  enjoy  it  with  my  love, 
And  she  disclaims  me. 

EUz.  Heaven  forbid !  O  Warwick, 
I^t  not  the  tide  of  passion  thus  overwhelm 
Thy  reason. 

Wanp.  Canst  thou  pardon  me  ?  thou  know'st 
The  unguarded  warmtJi,  the  weakness  of  my  na- 
ture. 
I  would  not  wrong  thee,  but  Fve  been  so  of^ 
So  cruelly  deceived ! 

Eli2,  I  know  thou  hast ; 
But  never  by  Elizabeth. 

Warw,  O  no ! 
It  is  impossible,  that  perfidy 
Should  wear  a  form  like  thme.    [Looking  ttt  her, 
I  wonder  not. 

That  Edward  loved ;  no ;  when  I  look  on  tliee, 
All  beauteous,  all  enchanting  as  thou  art. 
By  Heaven !  I  think  I  could  almost  forgive  him. 

EUz,  Then,  wherefore  not  be  reconoled  ? 

Warw,  To  whom  ? 
Tlie  author  of  my  wroittS  ?  It  cannot  be : 
Know,  I  have  promised  Marearet  to  destipy  him. 

EUz.  Destroy  thy  friend:  ungenerous^  cruel 
Warwict! 
Is't  not  enough,  that  thou  hast  triumphed  here  } 
Already  we  nAve  pierced  his  noble  heart 
With  the  keen  pangs  of  disappointed  love : 
And  would'st  thou  wound  his  breast  with  added 

sorrows; 
IVould'st  thou  involve  a  nation  in  his  nun  ? 

Warw,  Elizabeth,  no  more :  alas !  too  well 
Thou  know'st,  there  is  a  powerful  advocate 
In  Warwick's  breast,  tliat  pleads  for  perjured 
Edward. 

EUz.  Cherish  the  soft  emotion :   O  my  Wai^ 
wick!— 

Warw,  That  aUgel  form  am  never  plead  in 
vain; 
But  then,  my  friends— where  is  my  solemn  vow 
To  Margaret,  and  to  Pembroke?  There's  tiie  tie; 
My  honour's  dearer  to  me— 

EUz,  Than  thy  love; 
Dearer,  much  dearer,  than  Elizabeth ! 
But  I  have  done :  farewell,  my  lord ;  I  see 
Thy  deep  resentment  is  not  to  be  moved 
By  my  weak  influence  o'er  thea  [Gaimg, 


W0rtb.  Sttty,  I  dftige  diee. 

EUz.  What  is  this  phanintn.  Honour,  tyspnail 
idol, 
That  tramples  thus  on  eveiy  huoadtle  viitiie? 
This  cruel,  bloody  Moloch,  that  deligjiti 
In  human  sacrifice !  O !  would  to  Hevca 
I  were  its  only  victim !  but,  with  rac^ 
You  offer  up  your  country  and  your  kin^ 

Warm^  Tlunk  on  my  vow,  think  on  my  pnaiae 
given. 

EUz,  Thy  league  with  Maigaret  must  be  fini: 
grant 
We  should  succeed,  and  Lancaster  oooe  man 
Assume  the  throne ;  how  dear  the  victorv. 
That's  purchased  with  our  fellow-subjects*  Uood! 
Alas !  such  triumphs  mdke  the  oonqocror  vm 
But  if  we  fail ! 

Warw,  Impossible. 

EUz,  O !  &ink 
Betimes !  what  dreadful  punishments  awtit 
The  vanquished  rebel :  thoo,  perhaps,  mj  ioie, 
Shalt  then  be  doomed  on  the  imosniniom  blod 
To  fall  inglorious ;  and,  when  Ux>o  art  gone, 
Who  shall  defend  thy  poor  Elizabeth? 

Warw,  Alarming  ttiought!  It  staggeis  lajte 
purpose. 
And  makes  me  half  a  villain. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

OjJL   Madam,  the  king  demands  your  ptt- 
senoe:  I 
Have  orders  to  convey  yon  to  the  nalaoe. 

irarv.  And  wilt  thou  leave  me  r 

EUz,  This,  my  Warwick,  this 
Is  the  decisive  moment ;  now  determine^ 
Accept  of  mercy,  ere  it  be  too  Inte ; 
Ere  hasty  Edward--^hall  I  any  tiiaa  wilt 
Return  to  thy  obedience,  and  receive 
Thy  oardon  ?  Shall  I  ?  Sp^k,  my  love. 

Warw,  Periiaps 
I  may  accept  it,  if 'tis  brought  by  tbee. 

EUz,  Then  we  shall  meet  in 

Warw.  FaieweU  !  ' '  [^o^/^r 

Warw,  Now  to  those  worst  companinm  m  th 
fliction. 
My  own  sad  thoughts  again ;  thG^re  gioooiT'  il!» 
And,  like  my  habitation,  full  of  homr. 
I  like  not  Edward's  message — ^if  he  bars 
My  league  with  Margaret,  he  still  has  popcr 
To  make  me  feel  his  rage ;  I  have  deserved  it^ 

[A  trmnpUng  heard  mUkmt, 
Methought  I  heard  a  noise--this  way  they  ooor; 
Perhaps  it  is  the  messenger  of 


her 


Enter  Peh  broke. 

Pemb,  The  messenger  of 
sword; 
Accept  it,  and  be  free.  [Ofi 

Warw,  First  let  me  know» 
To  whom  I  am  indebted  for  iL 

Pemb.  To  me. 
Soon  as  the  rumour  of  thy  fool  diigncc 
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Had  reached  the  public  ear^  the  impatient  people, 
Uncertain  of  thy  fate,  tumultuous  thronged 
Around  the  palace,  and  demanded  thee ; 
<  Give  us  our  Warwick !  eive  us  back,'  they  cried, 
'  Our  hero,  our  deliverer  r— I  stepped  forth. 
And  bade  them,  instant,  if  they  wished  to  save 
Hie  best  of  men  from  infamy  and  death, 
To  follow  me :  tnuisported  tney  obeyed : 
I  led  them  hither  :  forced  the  prison  ^tes, 
And  brought  thee  this— direct  it  as  thou  wilt. 

[Gives  the  sword. 
Warw.  Welcome,  once  more,  thou  dearest  gift 
of  Heaven, 
Immortal  liberty  !  my  friend,  I  thank  thee.  . 
0  Pembroke,  would  tliou  hadst  been  liere !  my 

love, 
My  dear  Elizabeth  is  true. 

Pemb.  At  least 
You  think  so. 

Warw.  She  has  told  me  such  sweet  trutlis ! 
Edward  repents  him  sorely,'  he-  is  grieved 
At  his  ingratitude. 

Pemb,  And  well  he  may ; 
I  fear  thou  art  betrayed  :  alas,  my  Warwick, 
Tliy  open,  generous^  unsuspecting  virtue. 
Thinks  every  heart  as  honest  as  thy  own. 
Thou  know'st  not  Edward — nor  Elizabeth. 
The  kingdom  is  in  arms,  and  every  hour, 


It  ii  expected  France  will  join  the  queen : 
Englaind  will  want  its  great  protector's  aid. 
Edward  and  Rivers  have  conspired  to  cheat 
Thy  credulous  ear,  and  who  so  fit  to  ^read 
The  flimsy  web  as  thy  Elizabeth, 
Their  fair  ambassadress  ?  I  see  thou'rt  caught^ 

Warw*  By  Heaven,  it  may  be  so  1  I  am  the 
sport 
Of  fortune  and  of  fhaid. 

Pemb.  Away,  my  friend : 
It  is  not  now  a  time  to  think  of  her : 
Mar^iret,  supported  by  thy  powerful  name^ 
And  joined  by  Clarence,  waits  us,  at  the  head 
Of  fifteen  thousand  men,  who,  eager  all 
To  crush  a  tyrant,  and  puU  down  oppresBion, 
Attend  thy  wished-for  presence ;  not  a  soldier 
Will  act  or  move,  till  Warwick  shall  direct  them* 
Edwsrd  and  England's  fate  depend  on  thee. 

Warw,  Away,  my  fnend,  I'll  follow  thcc. 

[Exit  Pembroke. 
Yet  stop 

A  moment — ^let  not  passion  hurry  mc 
To  base  dishonour — if  my  country  calls 
For  Warwick*s  aid,  shall  I  not  hear  her  voices 
And  save  her?  Pembroke  may  have  private  views, 
And  subtle  Margaret  too— Elizabeth  ! 
I  must  not  lose  Uiee— O  !  direct  me,  Heaven  ! 

[ErU. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Elizabeth. 

Eliz.  The  royal  pardon  came  too  late,  and 
Pembroke 
Already  has  released  him  ;  he  is  gone-* 
Elizabeth  may  never  see  him  more. 
A  thousand  terrors  haunt  me ;  a  fond  father, 
\  guiltless  sovereign,  a  distracted  lover, 
r'ame,  fortune,  friends,  and  country,  all  depend 
)ti  one  eveatful  moment — ^hark  !  the  sound 
)f  distant  groans ;  perhaps  the  king— perhaps 
4y  Warwick  bleeds.    O  !  agoniziiig  tnougfat ! 
treat  God  of  armies,  whose  all-|^iding  hand 
iireccs  the  fate  of  nations,  O !  look  down 
^n  thy  own  image  !  let  not  cruel  discord 
>ivide  their  kindred  souls !  in  pity  hear, 
bur  tliy  benignant  spirit  o*er  their  hearts, 
jnd  once  more  knit  them  in  the  bonds  of  peace  ! 

Enter  Suffolk. 

Suffl  The  prayer  of  innocence  is  always  heard. 
£/4Z.  Hft !  Suffolk,  whither  hast'st  thou  ?  art 

tliou  come — 
Suffl  I  come  ta  heal  thy  sorrows,  lovely  fair 

oacy 
o  tell  thee,  Edward,  and  thy  mucb-loved  War- 
wick, 
nre  more  are  friends. 
£/iz.  lodeed !  O  welcome  news ! 
A'oi-.  I. 


My  jo/s  too  great  for  utterance :  tell  me,  Suffolk, 
How  was  it?  Speak,  is  Wamick  safe?  O  Hew 

ven ! 
Suffl  A  moment's  patience,  and  1*11  tell  thee 

aU. 
Margaret,  thou  kiiow'st,  had  raised  a  powerful 

force, 
That  doubled  Edward's  troops ;  elate  wkh  "pride. 
And  almost  sure  of  victory,  slie  ur^d 
The  tardy  spearmen  ;  on  they  rushed,  as  if 
Secure  of  conquest :  the  unhappy  king 
Stood  nobly  firm,  and  seemed  to  brave  his  fate, 
When  Warwick,  like  a  guardian  god,  appeared  : 
His  noble  mien,  and  all  commanding  look, 
Strudk  deep  attention  ;  every  eye  was  bent 
Upon  him,  and  an  awful  silence  reigned 
O'er  either  host.    He  raised  his  voice  on  high. 
And  '  stop,'  he  cried, '  your  sacrilei^ious  hands, 
'  Nor  touch  my  friend :  who  pierces  Edward's 

breast, 
*  Must  pass  Uiroogh  mine  :  I  raised  him  to  ^the 

throne, 
'  And  will  support  him  there :  to  you  I  gave, 
'  From  you,  my  fellow  soldiers,  I  expect  him  -. 
'  Howe'er  the  cruel  wrongs  have  wounded  mc, 
'  He  never  injured  you,  and  I  forgive  him.' 
He  spake,  and  instant  through  the  gazing  crowd 
A  murmur  ran ;  down  dropped  their  nerveless 

arms. 
As  if  enchanted  by  some  magic  power, 
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And  with  one  voioe  they  crleii^  long  live  king  Ed- 
ward! 

EUx.  How  pewerfhl  is  die  tongae  of  eloquence, 
When  in  the  cause  of  virtue ! — well,  what  fol* 
lowed  ? 
Suff,  Encouraged  by  the  shoutfaig  soldiers,  Ed* 
ward 
On  like  a  modest  virgin  wishing  came^ 
Yet  fearful.  Warwick,  with  a  bridegroom's  speed, 
To  meet  him  flew ;  into  each  others  arms 
They  ran  with  speechless  joy :  the  tender  Soede 
Affected  every  heart,  and  die  rough  Soldier, 
Unused  to  melting  sympathy,  forgot 
His  ruthless  nature,  and  dissolved  in  tears. 

£/».  Sweet  reconcilement !  then,  Elizabeth, 
Thon  didst  not  plead  in  vain;  but,  say,  how 

brooked 
The  haughty  queen  this  unexpected  change  ? 

Suffl  Abashed,  confounded,  for  a  wtale  she 
strove 
To  stem  the  torrent,  but  in  vain ;  then  fled 
Precipitate. 

JB/iz.  But  where,  O  whfere's  mv  Warwick  ? 

iSii^  With  a  few  chosen  squacbons  he  pursues 
The  disappointed  Margaret 

Eliz,  O  my  fears ! 
I  know  not  why,  but  at  that  hateful  name 
I  tremble  ever ;  my  foreboding  heart 
Presages  somediing  dreadfuL 

Suffi,  Do  not  vex 
Thy  tender  mind  with  visionary  dangers. 

Eliz.  O  1  would  to  Hisaven,  that  he  were  shel- 
tered here. 
And  safe  within  diese  ahns  I 

Suffl  Be  not  alarmed  : 
He  is  the  care  of  Heaven ;  all  good  men  love. 
All  bad  ones  fear,  him.  * 

Etizi  Such  superior  merit 
Must  have  a  thousand  foes,  the  constant  mark 
Of  envy's  poisoned  darts. 

Suff:  There  Suffolk  feels 
The  keen  reproach ;  with  blushes  I  confess 
There  was  a  time,  when,  urged  by  fond  imbt- 

tion^ 
I  looked  on  Warwick  with  a  jealous  eye : 
But  this  last  noble  de^  hath  won  my  heart. 
And  I  am  now  a  convert  to  his  virtues; 
But  see,  the  king  approaches. 

Enter  Kino  Edward. 

Edw.  Health  and  peace. 
And  happiness  to  fair  Elizabeth ! 
Thou  art  no  stranger  to  the  joyful  news ; 
The  lustre  of  those  speaking  eyes  declares  it 

Eliz.  Sufiblk,  even  now,  hath  blessed  ine  with 
the  tidings. 

Edtp,  Oh !  'tis  amazement  all :  Elizabeth, 
When  last  we  met,  thou  wert  the  suppliant ;  now 
Tis  I  must  ask  forgiveness ;  I,  who  mjured 
The  dearest,  best  of  men.   Oh !  thou  hast  saved 
Edward  from  shame,  and  England  ftom  destmo- 
tioor 


Eliz.  Did  I  not  say  my  Warwick  woaU  be 

JHSt? 

Edw.  Thou  didst,  and  on  tho^e  lieMlwiiB  IfS 
fair  truth 
And  soft  persuasion  dwell;  long  time  he  And 
Inflexible,  and,  deaf  to  friendship's  voice, 
listened  to  nought  bat  aU-sobdtnng  kwe. 
In  after-times,  3)y  name  shaU  be  enrolled 
Amongst  the  great  deliverers  of  dieir  coaatit. 

Eliz.  I  hive  no  title  to  the  lanriah  pcaise 
Thy  generous  heart  bestows  *  I  boly  aid 
What  duty  prompted,  and  what  love  tnspind ; 
liidulgent  Heaven  has  crowned  it  with  soccos. 

E&.  Ihou  hast  done  all :  I  am  iodebfeed  IB 
thee 
For  more,  much  more,  than  I  can  e*er  Tom. 
Long  time,  with  shame,  I  own  hath  wannd 

soared 
Above  me,  but  I  will  not  be  outdone 
For  ever  by  this  proud  aspiring  rival ; 
Poor  as  I  am,  there  yet  is  one  way  left 
To  pay  the  debt  of  gratitude  I  awe  him. 
One  great  reward  for  such  exalted  virtues ; 
Thvself,  Elizabeth. 

JS/iz.  What  means  my  lord. 
My  royal  master? 

Edw.  Yes ;  when  next  we  meet, 
I  will  bestow  it  oti  him,  will  resign 
All  my  fond  claim  to  happiness  and  thee ; 
Though  tliy  dear  image  ne'er  can  be  effiioed 
From  Edward's  breast,  though  still  I  doat  opoo 

thee. 
Though  I  could  hang  for  ever  on  thy  beaaties, 
Yet  will  I  yield  them  to  their  rig|idiil  lord ; 
Warwick  has  earned,  Warwick  alone  desenes 
thcfn. 

Eliz.  Would  he  were  here  to  thank  thee  ix 
this  goodness ! 
Know,  generous  prince,  Elizabeth  has  long 
Admired  thy  virtues,  and,  could  love  admit 
Of  a  divided  heart,  the  noble  Edward 
Would  share  it  with  his  friend. 

Enter  a  Meuengtr, 

Mess,  My  foval  liege. 
The  rebels  are  disporMd,  queen  Margaret's  aoa 
Was  slain  in  the  pursuit,  aind  she 

Edw.  I  hope 
Secured 

Me$s,  Is  taken  prisoner,  and  wiD  aooa 
Be  here 

Edw.  Biit Where's  lord  Warwick? 

Mess,  Sir — the  queen* 

Enter  Ma  roam  et,  pri§mer, 

Marg.  Once  more  I  am  your  prisoner. 

ESw.  Twill  be  pmdent 
Hencefortli  to  keep  you  so. 

Marg,  Yon  dare  not ! 
Thou  thinkst,  perhaps,  that  I  shall  soe  to  tface 
For  mercy :  no ;  in  Maigaret  of  Anjoo, 
I  Thou  seest  the  wife,  and  daoeglhier  of  a  kiif. 
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A  spirit  BOC  to  be  sabdoed ;  tihough  fallen, 
TriuniplMUit«til];  and,  though  aDrisoner^  free. 
Tor  koow,  I  bear  a  mind  above  tne  reach 
Of  fortune  or  of  Edward— ~I  have  lost 
All  r  oould  wish  to  live  for,  in  my  child  ^ 
And  eainedy  what  most  I  wuhed  to  gain,  revenge ! 
[)r  lite  or  death  are  now  iodiflerent  to  me. 

Edw,  For  thy  unbounded  goodness,  poorer  su- 
preme, 
Accept  our  praise ! 

EwL  [Xaee^a^.]  Accept  our  bumble  prayer ! 

Mmrg,  Insulting  piety !  the  common  tnck 
)f  hypocrites  and  slaves :  when  ye  shall  know 
VJuit  Maigaret  knows,,  ye  may  not  be  so  thank- 
ful. • 
lethinks  'tis  pity  Warwick  is  not  here 
b  join  in  your  devoHon. 

£/».  Would  to  Heaven 
(c  were ! 

Marg,  That  monster,  that  perfidious  slave, 
lx>  broke  hii  fiuth  to  Margaret,  and  to  tlice  ! 
by  coward  soul,  unable  to  defend 
)e  treasure  thou  hadst  stolen,  could  meanly 

stoop 
)  court  the  traitor  whom  thou  dar'st  not  punish. 
yt  so  the  injured  Margaret — she  repelled 
le  wrongs  she  felt,  and  the  deceiver  met 
le  fate  he  merited. 
Etbc.  What  fat*?  Even  now, 
owned  with  inunortal  wreaths,  the  hero  comes 
bless  his  friends,  and  punish  guilt  like  tliine. 
Marg,  Proud  and  deluded  wretches !   1  look 

down 
th  pity  on  you :  captive  as  I  am* 
( mine  to  judge  and  punish ;  be  it  yours 
hear  and  tremble. 
S<Av.  Ha! 

S/u.  Wbat  can  this  mean  } 
^larg.  If  I  mistake  not,  Warwick  is  your 

friend, 
ir  lover  too^  I  think.  * 

7#2.  My  lord,  my  husband, 
ior^.  Kn<»w  then,  that  friend,  that  lover,  pei> 

jured  Warwick, 
ti  not  an  hour  to  live. 

'fim.  What  murtherous  hand 

(arg.  Mine,  tyrant,  mine :  think  not  I  roiean 

to  hide 
noble  deed;  it  is  my  happiness,        * 
my  ^lory :  thou  wilt  call  me  base, 
d-thirsty,  cruel,  savage,  and  reveng^fuL 
here  1  stand  acquitted  to  myself, 
every  feeling  heart  that  knows  n^  wrongs, 
itc  posterity  dethroned  queens, 
w(;eping  mothers,  shall  applaud  my  justice. 
/v.  justice!  on  whom? 
ar/^.  Can  Edward  ask  me  ?  Who 
isonod  Henry,  robbed  me  of  a  crown, 
placed  it  on  a  proud  usurper^s  head  ? 
$^*c  his  sacred  promise  to  a  queen, 
broke  it  f  Who— for  which  indignant  Uea- 
v<»is 


Chastised  bim— basely  murtbered  my  sweet  boy  ? 
Bereft  of  honour,  fortune,  husband,  child. 
Deprived  of  every  comfort,  what  remained 
For  me  but  yengeance,  what  for  him  but  death  f 
E4w.  What  hast  thou  done?  When?  Where ! 

SpeaK,  mortheress,  speak ! 
Marg*  Pressed  by  surrounding  multitudes,  and 
noade 
A  slave,  th^  dragged  me  to  the  conqueror's 

(ent; 
There  the  first  horrid  object  I  beheld. 
Was  the  pale  corpse  of  my  poor  bleedii^  child : 
There,    as  the  insulting  Warwick  stood,  and 

seemed 
To  triumph  o'er  him— from  my  breast  I  drew 
A  poniard  forth,  and  plunged  it  in  his  heart. 
The  astonished  soldiers  tnronged  around  him, 

Sfcized 
And  brought  me  here        now  to  your  prayers 
again.  [Elizabeth  fainti, 

Edw,  She  faints,  good  Suffolk ;   help  there ! 
help!  support! 
Assist  her.    Lead  her  in.  [Exit  EUzabeth. 

If  it  be  true, 

As  much  I  fear  it  is,  a  thousand  deaths 
Were  punishment  too  little  for  thy  guilt : 
Thou  shalt  be  tortured. 

Marg,  Tyrant,  I  defy  thee ! 
Thy  threats  appal  not  me:   prepare  your  tor- 
tures! 
Let  them  be  sharp  and  cruel  as  thyself. 
All  that  ingenious  malice  can  sug^st. 
Or  power  inflict,  'twill  be  my  comfort  still, 
Thev  cannot  be  so  great  as  those  you  feel. 
Edw,  Guards,  take  the  monster  hence !  let  her 
be  chained 
In  some  deep  dungeon,  dark  as  her  own  thoughts; 
There  let  her  perish— hence,  awajr  with  her ! 
•  Marg.  Despair  and  horror  visit  thee fare- 
well-— 
He  comes,  my  triumph  is  complete;  look  there  ! 

[ExU. 

Enter  Warwick,  leaning  on  two  ioldiert. 

Warw.  Where  is  he  ?  Lead  me,  lead  me  to 
mv  king. 

Edw.  My  Warwick !  my  preserver !  she  shall 
bleed 
For  this  in  every  vein. 

Warw.  Think  not  of  her. 
She  has  no  power  to  hurt  thee !  and  with  guilt 
Like  her^s,  'tis  punishment  enough  to  live : 
This  is  no  time  for  vengeance ;  death  comes  on 
With  hasty  strides— 'tis  but  a  little  while — 
A  few  shur^  moments,  a^d  we  pert  for  ever. 
My  friend 

Edw.  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  name, 
For  I  disgraced,  dishonoured,  murdered  thee ; 
Edward's  unkindness  was  the  cause  of  all : 
Canst  thou  forgive  me  ? 

Warw,  O  I  may  Warwick's  crimes 
Ne'er  meet  forgiveness  from  offended  Ilca^  en, 
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If  from  my  soul  I  do  not  pardon,  love,  i  O !  I  will  gnard  her  with  b  parentTs  ore 

And  honour  thee !  I  From  evety  ill,  watch  over  and  protect  her; 

Edw,  Away,  let  me  support  him !  I  And,  when  the  memory  of  thee  shall  mnkt, 

'Tis  the  last  office  I  shall  eer  perform  I  As  oft  it  will,  her  poignant  grie^  repd 

For  thee,  my  Warwick ^Wilt  thou  lean  upon  I  The  rising  sigh,  wipe  off  the  6owing  tear, 


me. 
And  seal  my  pardon  with  one  kind  embrace  ? 

Warw,  We  never  hated. 

£dw.  But  my  love  was  blind. 

Warw.  And  blinder  my  resentmenL 

Edw.  I  forgot 
Thy  services. 

Warw.  And  I  remembered  not 

Thou  wert  my  king ^My  sweet  Elizabeth, 

Where  is  she  r  Edward,  do  not  keep  her  from  me ; 
We  are  no  rivals  now. 

Eelw.  Shocked  at  the  news 
Of  thy  untimely  fate,  she  sunk  beneath  it, 
And  minted  in  these  arms :  I  seized  the  oca^ 

sion, 
And  bade  her  weeping  maidens  bear  her  hence : 
This  would  have  been  a  dreadful  sight  indeed. 

Eliz.  [Withdfit,]  I  can,  I  will  support  it 
Warw.  Ha !  that  voice- 
Sure  'tis  Elizabeth's ! 

Enter  Elizabeth. 

Elix.  O  !  give  me  way. 
For  I  must  see  him — O  f  my  Warwidc ! 

Warw,  O ! 
This  is  too  much  !  the  bitterness  of  death 
Is  to  be  severed  thus  from  those  we  love. 

Edw,  W^hy  would  you  bring  her  here  ? 

[To  the  Attendants. 

Warw.  Elizabeth, 
Be  comforted. 

Eliz.  O  no,  it  is  my  doom 
Never  to  taste  of  joy  or  comfort  more  x 
No ;  from  this  hateful  world  will  I  retire, 
And  mourn  my  Warwick's  fate,  imploring  Hea- 
ven, 
That  I  may  soon  wear  out  my  little  store 
Of  hopeless  days,  and  join  thee  in  the  tomb. 

Warw.  Thai  must  not  be :  I've  done  my  friend 
a  wrong, 
And  only  thou  canst  make  atonement  for  it 
Thy  hand,  Elizabeth ;  if  e'er  them  loved'st. 
Observe  me  now — thine,  Edward.    For  my  sake 
Cherish  this  beauteous  mourner,  take  her  from 

me, 
As  the  last  present  of  a  dying  friend. 

Edw.  If  aught  could  make  the  precious  gift 
more  dear, 
1^  would  be,  Warwick,  that  it  came  from  thee. 


And  strive  to  charm  her  to  foTf;etAi]ne9s. 
Warw.  Wilt  thou  indeed?  Then  I  ibiU&iB 

peace. 
Eliz.  Yet  thou  mayst  live. 
Warw.  Impossible :  I  feel 
The  hand  of  deadi  press  cold  upon  my  beirt, 
And  all  will  soon  be  o'er ;  I  have  lived  to  mtt 
My  fiedling  country,  to  repent  mj  oimei^ 
Redeem  my  honour,  and  restore  my  kiog. 

Edw.  Alas !  my  fnend,  tbe  memofy  m  dxe 
Will  poison  every  bliss. 

Warw.  All  healing  time^ 
That  closes  every  wound,  shall  poor  its  bafan 
O'er  thine.     Meanwhile,  reaieniber  Warndrt 

late. 
I  gave  my  word  to  Margaret,  and  brake  it; 
Heaven  is  not  to  be  modced,  it  soon  a^ett^»  oS) 
And  in  our  crime  we  meet  our  puniafaiBent 
O,  Edward !  if  thou  hop'st  that  length  of  daji^ 
And  fair  prosperity,  sbul  crown  tfaj  wishes. 
Beware  of  passion  and  resentment ;  make 
Thy  people's  good  and  happiness  thj  own ; 
Discourage  faction,  banisn  flatterer^  keep 
Thy  faith  inviolate,  and  reign  «n  peace. 
I  can  no  more^My  love !  Have  mercy,  Hcavo ! 

[Ditu 

Edw.  He's  gone! 

EUz.  And  with  him  all  my  hopes  of  bliss. 
Edw.  Let  every  honour,  to  a  soldier  doe, 
Attend  the  hero  to  his  tomb— meanwhile, 
Deep  in*  the  living  tablet  of  my  heart. 
Will  I  engrave  thy  words—illustrioos  diade ! 
Living,  thou  wert  my  counsellor  and  friend^ 
And,  dead,  I  will  remember  and  obey  tbce. 
Elh.   Warwick,  farewell !   I  ahaiU  not  looe 
*       survive  thee. 

Edw.  I  hope  thou  wilt-^Eliiabedi,  remeoiber 
His  dying  chargie,  think  on  thy  pramiae  given. 
Thou  shalt  remain  with  me,  with  me  laoieat 
Our  cbmmon  benefactor ;  we  will  sit 
And  talk  together  of  my  Warwick's  virtues, 
For  I  will  try  to  emulate  them  all. 
And  learn,  by  copying  him,  to  merit  thee. 
His  gr<!at  example  slnU  inspire  my  bieast 
With  patriot  zeal,  shall  teach  me  to  safadne 
The  power  of  faction,  vanquish  party  rage^ 
And  make  me,  what  alone  I  wish  to  be, 
The  happy  king  of  an  united  people. 

[EnaU 
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MEN. 

Pharasmanes,  Untrper  of  Iberia, 
Rhadamistus,  )  .. 
Teribaids,  ^  J  *«  «<>«*• 
ZopiROir,    ) 


M£OI^TVl^  a  tkepherdf'preierveri^ZemMt  hft* 

WOMEN. 

Zekobia,  wife  to  Rhadamiitus, 
Zelhira,  wife  i^Zopiroti. 

Attendantty  Guards,  ^e. 


Scene— -£iet  tn  Pharasmane^  camp,  <m  the  hank$  <fthe  Araxes, 


ACT.  1. 


8CENEL 


Zelm.  Through  the  wide  camp  'tis  awful  so- 
litude ! 
On  every  tent,  which,  at  the  morningfs  dawD, 
Eun^  vnth  the  din  of  arms,  deep  silence  sits, 
Adding  new  terrors  to  the  dreadful  scene  ! 
My  h€»rt  dies  in  me ! — ^hark !  with  hideous  roar 
The  turbulent  Araxes  foams  along, 
And  rolls  his  torrent  throuj^h  yon  depth  of  woods ! 
^s  terrible  to  hear ! — wlio*s  there  r — ^Zoniron ! 


Enter  Zopiron. 


Zelm,  My  lord;  my  husband  ! — ^help  me;  lend 

your  aid ! 
Zop,  Why  didst  thou  leave  thy  tent?— Why 
thus  afflict 
Thy  anxious  breast,  thou  partner  of  my  heart  ? 
Why  wilt  thou  thus  distract  thy  tender  nature 
With  groundless  fears?  Ere  yonder  sun  riiall 

visit 
The  western  sky,  all  will  be  hushed  to  peace. 

ZelnL  The  interval  is  horrid ;  big  with  woe, 
^ith  consternation,  peril,  and  dismay ! 
And  oh !  if  here,  while  yet  tli^  fate  of  naUons^ 


Suspended,  hangs  upon  the  doubtful  sword, 

If  here  the  trembling  heart  thus  shrink  with 

horror. 
Here  in  these  tents,  in  this  unpeopled  camp» 
Oh !  think,  Zopiron,  in  yon  field  of  death. 
Where  numbers   soon  in   purple  heaps  shall 

bleed, 
What  feelings  there  must  throb  in  every  breast  ? 
How  long,  ambition,  wilt  thou  stalk  the  earth. 
And  thus  lay  waste  mankind ! 

Zap,  This  day,  at  length, 
ThiB  warlike  king,  victonous  Pharasmanes, 
Closes  the  scene  of  war.    The  Roman  bands 
But  ill  can  cope  with  the  embattled  numbers 
A^  pours  forth,  a  firm,  undaunted  host ! 
A  nation  under  arms !  and  every  bosom 
To  deeds  of  ^ory  fired  ! — Iberia  then 

Zelm,  P^nsh  Iberia ! — may  the  sons  of  Rome 
Pour  rapid  vengeance  on  her  falling  ranks. 
That  he,  who  tramples  on  the  rights  of  nature, 
May  see  his  vassals  overwhelmed  in  ruin. 
May  from  yon  field  be  led  in  sullen  chains, 
To  grace  the  triumph  of  imperial  Rome, 
And  from  the  assembled  senate  humbly  learn 
The  dictates  of  humanity  and  justice ! 
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2op.  Tby  generous  zeal,  thy  every  sentiment 
Charms  my  delighted  souL    But  thou  be  cau> 

tious, 
And  check  tlie  rising  ardour  that  inflames  thee ! 
The  tyrant  spares  nor  sex  nor  innocence. 

Zepn,  Indignant  of  controul,  he  spurns  each 
law, 
Each  holy  sanction,  that  restrains  the  nations, 
And  forms  'twixt  man  and  man  the  bond  of 
peace. 

Zop,  This  is  the  tyger's  den ;  with  human  gore 
For  ever  floats  the  pavement ;  with  the  ^rieks 
Of  matrons  weeping  o*er  their  slaughtered  tota, 
The  cries  of  virgins,  to  the  brutal  arms 
Of  violation  dragged,  with  ceaseless  groans 
Of  varied  misery,  for  ever  rings 
The  di^rary  region  of  his  cursM  domain. 

Zelm.  To  multiply  his  crimes^  a  beauteous 
capUve, 
The  afflicted  Ariana — she — for  her, 
Por  that  fair  exceUence  my  bosom  bleeds ! 
She,  in  the  prime  of  every  blooming  grace. 
When  next  the  glowing  hour  of  riot  comes, 
Shall  fall  a  victim  to  his  base  desires*— 

Zop.  The  bounteous  gods  may  succour  virtue 
still! 
In  this  da]^s  battle,  which  perhaps  ere  now 
The  charging  hosts  have  joined,  should  Roman 

^  valour 
Prevail  o'er  Asia's  numbers—^ 

Zeim,  That  event 
Is  all  our  hope.    And  lo !  on  yonder  rampart, 
Trembling  with  wild  anxiety,  she  stands, 
Invokes  each  god,  and  bids  her  straining  eye 
Explore  the  distant  field. 

Zop.  Yes,  there  she's  fixed 

A  statue  of  despair ! ^That  tender  bosom 

Heaves  with  no  common  grief— I've  marked  her 

oft. 
And,  if  I  read  aright,  some  mighty  cause 
Of  hoarded  anf^ish,  some  peculiar  woe 
Preys  on  her  mind  unseen !— But,  ha !  behold. 
She  faints ;  her  fears,  too  powerful  for  her  frame, 
Sink  that  frail  beauty  drooping  to  the  earth. 

[Exit  hmtify. 

Zelm,  Haste,  fly,  Zopiron,  fly  with  instant  suc- 
cour; 
Support  her;  help  her; — ^lo !  the  attendant  train 
Have  caught  her  in  their  arms ! — Assist  her, 

Heaven, 
Assniijre  the  sorrows  of  her  gentle  spirit ! 
Her  fluttering  sense  returns ; — and  now  this  way 
The  virgins  lead  her.     May  the  avenging  gods, 
In  pity  of  the  woes  such  virtue  feels, 
In  pity  of  the  wrongs  a  world  endures. 
With  power  resistless  arm  the  Roman  legions. 
That  they  may  hurl,  in  one  collected  blow. 
Assured  destruction  on  the  tyrant's  head ! 

Enter  Zbnobi a,  leaning  <m  two  ettmdtmtM, 

Zen,  A  little  onward,  still  a  litde  onward 
Support  my  steps 


Zelm.  How  fares  it,  madam,  now  ? 

Zen.  My  strength  reuims — ^I  thaak  yc, 
rous  maids. 

And  would  I  could  rec^uite  you — ^fnadcsi  cfaanl* 
Arc  alt  a  wretch  can  give. 

Fir$t  attend.  The  gentle  oflice 
Of  mild  benevolence  our  nature  proiii|it»» 
Your  merit  too  comounds :— on  Ariana 
We  tend  with  willing  widi  deliglited  care^ 
And  that  delight  o'erpays  us  for  our  trouble. 

Zen.  Your  cares  for  me  deoote  a  heart  ibt 
feels 
For  others^  woes.  •Methinka,  with  streqg^  n- 

newed, 
I  could  adventure  forth  again. 

Second  attend.  Twere  best 
Repose  your  wearied  spirits — we  will  tedt 
Yon  rising  ground,  and  bring  the  awiftcit  uSap 
Of  all  the  mingled  tumult. 

Zen.  Go,  my  virgins ; 
Watch  well  each  movement  of  tbe  mardiaBcd 

field ; 
Each  torn  of  fortune ; — let  me  know  il  all; 
Each  varying  circumstance. 

Zel.  And  will  you  thus, 
Be  doomed  for  ever,  Ariana,  thus 
A  wilHi^  prey  to  visiopaij  ills, 
Tbe  selMx>nsumins  votanst  of  care  ? 

Zen.  Alas !  I'm  doomed  to  weep— die  wrath  of 
Heaven, 
With  inexhausted  vengeance,  follows  still. 
And  each  day  comes  with  aggravmfied 

ZeL  Yet,  when  Iberia'skin^  wl 
With  all  a  lover's  fondness 

Zen.  Name  him  not ! 
Name  not  a  monster  horrible  with  Uood, 
The  widow's,  orphan's,  and  the  virgin*» 

ZeL  Yet,  sava^  as  he  is»  at  sight  of  thee 
Each  fiercer  passion  softens  into  love. 
To  jou  he  bends;  the  monarch  of  the  east. 
Dejected,  droops  beneath  your  cold  ffisdam, 
And  all  the  tyranny  of  feinale  pride. 

Zen.  That  pride  is  virtue ;  virtue^  that  ahhon 
The  tyrant  reeking  from  a  brother's  mmder  * 
Oh,  Mithridates !  ever  honoured  shade ! 
Peaceful  he  reigned,  dispensing  good  aroond  bim» 
In  the  mild  eve  of  honourahle  days ! 
Through  all  her  peopled  redm  Anneain  felt 
His  equal  sway :  The  sunset  of  his  power. 
With  fainter  beams,  but  undiminished  gtury^ 
Sdll  shone  serene;  while  every  conscioas  sofajec^ 
With  tears  of  praise,  beheld  his  calm  dedae. 
And  blessed  the  partii^  ray ! — ^yet  dien,  Zekura, 
Oh,  fact  accursea ! — ^yes,  Pharasmanes 
Detested  perfidy !  nor  ties  of  blood. 
Nor  sacred  laws,  nor  the  just  gods,  restnun 
In  the  dead  midnight  hour,  the  fell  assassin 
Rushed  on  the  slumber  of  the  virtnoos  man ; 
His  life  blood  gurited  !    The  venerable  kiac 
Wdced,  saw  a  brother  armed  against  his  life- 
Forgave  him,  and  expired ! 

Zel.  'Yet  wherefore  open 
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Afmh  the  wounds^  which  time  long  sinoe  hath 

closed^ 
Tbis  daj  eonfiniu  the  sceptre  in  ha  hand- 
Zen,  Confinns  his  sceptre — ^his  !— indignant 
gods! 
M^U  no  red  vengeance,  from  ymir  stores  of  wrath, 
Burst  down  to  crush  the  tyrant  in  his  guilt  ? 

His  sceptre,  saidst  thou  f urge  that  word  no 

more 
The  sceptre  of  his  son ! — the  solemn  rig^t 
Of  Rhaoamistus !  Mithridates^  choice^ 
That  called  him  to  his  daughter's  nuptial  hed, 
Approved  him  lineal  heir;  consenting  nohlesy 
The  public  will,  the  sanction  of  the  laws, 
AU  ratified  his  claim — ^yet  curst  ambition,        , 
Deaf  to  a  nation's  voice,  a  nation's  charter, 
Not  satisfied  to  fill  Iberia's  throne. 
Made  war,  unnatural  war,  against  a  son. 
Usurped  his  throne,  and,  witti  remorseless  n^ 
Pursued  his  life  !  * 

ZeL  Can  Ariana  plead 
For  such  a  son  ? — Means  she  to  varnish  o'er 
rhe  guilt  of  Rhadamistus  ? 

Zen.  Guilt,  Zelmira ! 

ZeL  Guilt  that  shoots  horror  through  niy  ach- 
ing heart!  . 
Poor  lost  Zenobia ! 

Zen,  And  do  her  misfortunes 
\waWeii  tender  pity  in  your  breast  ? 

Zei.  Ill-fated  princess !  in  her  vernal  bloom 
By  a  false  husband  murdered  ! — from  the  stem 
\  rose-bud  torn,  and  in  some  desert  cave 
rhrown  by,  to  moulder  into  silent  dust ! 

Zen.  You  knew  not  Rhadamistus !— Pharas- 
manes 
(new  not  the  eariy  virtues  of  his  son. 
Vs  yet  an  infant,  in  his  teuderest  years 
lis  father  sent  hira  to  Armenia's  court, 
lut  Mithridates'  care  might  form  his  mind 
To  arts,  to  wisdom,  and  to  manners,  worthy 
Armenia's  sceptre,  and  Zenobia's  love, 
"he  world,  delighted,  saw  each  dawning  virtue, 
'^ch  nameless  grace,  to  full  perfection  rising ! — 
)h !  he  was  all  the  fondest  maid  could  wish^ 
Ul  truth,  all  honour,  tenderness  and  love ! 
fet  from  his  empire  thrown  I  with  merciless  fiiry 
fis  father  followii^ — slaughter  raging  round, 
Vhat  could  the  hero  in  that  dire  eitreme ! 

ZeL  Those  strong  impassioned  looks! — some 
fatal  secret 
Vorks  in  her  heart,  and  melts  her  into  tears. 

[Aaide. 

Zen,  Driven  to  the  margin  of  Araxes'  flood — 
<io  means  of  flight — aghast,  he  looked  around — 
Vild  throbbed  his  bosom  with  conflicting  pas- 
sions— 
And  must  I,  then' — tears  gushed  and  choaked 

his  voice 
And  must  I  leave  thee,  then,  Zenobia  ? — must 
Thy  beauteous  form' — he  paused,  then  aimed  a 

poniard 
U  his  great  hean«-But,  oh !  I  rushed  upon  him, 


And  with  these  arms,  ckMe-wrtathing  roond  hit 

neck, 
With  all  the  vehemence  of  prayers  aad  shrieks. 
Implored  the  on^y  boon  he  then  could  mnt. 
To  perish  with  hun  in  a  fond  embrace  f 
The  foe  drew  near — ^time  prcssed-^ne  way  was 

lefb— — 
He  clasped  roe  to  his  heart — together  botb. 
Locked  in  the  folds  of  love,  we  plunged  at  once. 
And  MV|^  n  re<)uiem  in  the  roaring  flood. 
JSeiL— This  wondrous  tale— this  sudden  burst 

of  passioft— 
Zen.  Ha !  whither  has  mt  freniy  led  me  I — 
haik! 
That  sound  of  triumph !  lost,  for  ever  lost ! 
Ruined  Ahnenia— oh !  devoted  race ! 

[AJlourish  0f  trumpets. 

Enter  Tioranes,  Soidier^  mnd  mme  Priioneru 

Zen.  Thy  looks,  Hgranes,  indicate  thy  pur- 
pose! 
The  armies  met,  and  Pharasmanes  conquered ; 
Is  it  not  so  f 

Tig.  As  yet  with  pent  up  fury 
The  soldier  pants  to  let  destruction  loose. 
With  eager  speed  we  urged  our  rvpid  mardiy 
To  where  the  Romans,  tented  in  the  vale. 
With  cold  delay  protract  the  lingering  war. 
At  our  approach  their  scanty  numbers  form 
Their  feeble  lines,  the  future  prey  of  vengeance. 

Zen,  And  wherefore,  when  thy  sword  demands 
its  share 
Of  havock  in  that  scene  of  blood  and  horror, 
Wherefore  retumest  thou  to  this  lonely  camp  f 

l^g.  With  cautious   eye  as  I  explored  the 
forest. 
Which  rises  thick  near  yonder  ridge  of  moun- 
tains. 
And  stretches  o'er  the  interminable  plain, 
I  saw  these  captives  in  the  gloomy  wbod. 
Seeking,  with  silent  march,  the  Roman  camp. 
.Impaled  alive  'tis  Pharasmanes'  will 
They  sufier  death  in  misery  of  torment. 

sin.  Unhappy  men!  and  must  they^~— ha^ 
that  face. 
That  aged  mien !  that  venerable  form ! 
Immortal  powers !  is  it  my  more  than  father ! 
— Is  that  Megistus? 

Meg.  Ariana  here ! 
Gods  r  could  I  ever  hope  to  see  her  more? 
Thou  virtuous  maid !  thou  darling  of  my  i^ ! 

Zen.  It  is — ^it  is  Medstos !  once  again, 
Thus  let  me  fall  and  cfasp  his  reverend  knee^ 
Print  the  warm  kiss  of  gratitude  and  love 
Upon  this  trembling  hand,  and  pour  the  tearsi 
The  minded  tears  of  wonder  and  of  joy ! 

Meg.  Rise,  Ariana,  rise — almighty  gods ! 
The  tide  of  joy  and  transport  pours  too  fisst 
Along  these  withered  veins— it  is  too  much 
For  a  poor  weak  old  man,  worn  out  with  grief 
And  palsied  age,  it  is  too  much  to  bear ! 
Oh  !  Arianai  daughter  of  afllktion. 
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Have  I  then  found  tliee?  do  I  thus  behold  thee  ! 
Now  I  can  die  content ! 
.  Zen.  Thou  best  of  men ! 
These  joys  our  tears  and  looks  can  only  speak. 

Meg.  Yet   they  are   cruel  joys — mysterious 
heaven ! 
You  bid  the  storm  overcast  our  darksome  ways ; 
You  gild  the  cloud  with  gleams  of  cheering 

light; 
Then  comes  a  breath  from  you,  and  all  is  vanisb- 
ed! 

Zen.  Wherefore  dejected  thus  ■  ■  ■ 

Meg.  Alas !  to  meet  thee 
But  for  a  moment,  and  then  part  for  ever  ! 
To  meet  thee  here,  only  to  grieve  thee  more, 
To  add  to  thy  afRictions,  wound  that  bosom 

Where   mild   aflfection, ^where    each  virtue 

dwells, 
Just  to  behold  thee,  and  then  close  my  eyes 
In  endless  night,  while  you  survey  my  pang^ 
In  the  approaching  agony  of  torment 

Zen.  'lalk  not  of  agony ;  'tis  rapture  all  I 
And  who  has  power  to  tear  thee  from  my  heart? 

Meg.  Alas !  the  charge  of  vile  imputed  guilt — 

Zen.  I  know  thy  truth,  thy  pure  exalted 

mind 

Thy  sense  of  noble  deeds — imputed  guilt ! 
Oh  !  none  will  dare — bast  thou,  Tigranes  ?  what, 
What  is  his  crime  ?  blush,  foul  traducer,  blush ! 
Oh  !  [to  Meg.^  the  wide  world  must  own  thy 
every  virtue. 

Tig.  If  in  the  conscious  forest  I  beheld 
Their  dark  complottings-" 

Zen,  Peace,  vile  slanderer,  peace ! 
Thou    knowest  who   captivates    a    moyarct's 
heart——— 


'Tis  I  protect  him— — Ariana  does  it ! 
Thpu,  venerable  man  !  in  my  pavillion 
I'll  lodge  thee  safe  from  danger-*— oh  1  this  joy. 
This  best  supreme  delight  the  gods  have  sent. 
In  pity  for  whole  years  of  countless  woe. 

[Exit  Zen.  with  Meg. 

Tig.  Witli  what  wild  fury  her  conflicting  pas- 
sions 
Rise  to  a  storm,  a  tempest  of  the  soul ! 
I  know  the  latent  cause — her  heart  revolts, 
And  leagues  in  secret  with  the  Roman  arms. 

ZeL  Beware,  Tigranes !  that  excess  of  joy, 
Those  quick,  those  varied  passions  strongly  speak 
The  stranger  has  an  interest  in  her  heart. 
Besides,  thou  knowest  o'er  Pharasmanes'  will 
She  holds  supreme  dominion ■ 

Tig.  True,  she  rules  him 
With  boundless  sway 

ZeL  Nay,  more  to  wake  thy  fears 
The  youthful  prince,  the  valiant  Teribazus, 
In  secret  sighs,  and  feels  the  ray  of  beauty 
Through  every  scn^  soft-thrilling  to  his  heart 
He  too  becomes  thy  foe. 

Tig.  Unguarded  man ! 
Whatever  he  loves  or  hates,  with  generous  warmth, 
As  nature  prompts,  that  dareshe  to  avow, 


Ancl  lets  each  paasioa  stand  oonfeoed  to  view; 
Such  too  is  Anana ;  bold  and  open. 
She  kindly  gives  instmctions  Do  her  foc^ 
To  mar  her  best  designs 

ZeL  Her  foe,  Tigranes ! 
That  lovely  form  enshrines  die  gentlest  viitae% 
Softest  compassion,  unaffected  wisdom. 
To  outward  beauty  lending  higher  cfaanns, 
Adorning  and  adorned  !  the  generous  priDce, 
He  too-^fuil  well  thou  knowest  hiio— ^  nmlo 
In  the  heroic  mould  of  manly  fimmess, 
Each  mild  attractive  art^^— <di !  sorely  nooe 
Envy  the  fair  renown  that's  earned  by  viitne. 

7%.  None  should,  Zelmira.     Ha !  tlioie  vtr* 
*     like  notes ! 

Enter  Teribaztts. 

Ter.  Each  weair  soldier  rest  upon  his  arau^ 
And  wait  the  king's  return — Zelmira,  say. 
In  these  dark  moments  of  impending  honar. 
How  fares  thy  beauteous  /riend  ?   her  tatkt 

spirit 
But  ill  supports  the  fierce  alarms  of  war. 

Enter  Zenobia. 

Zen.  Where  is  he  ?  let  me  fly— oh !  Ffaans- 
manes- 
Methought  those  sounds  bespoke  the  king^s  ap- 
proach  

Oh !  Teribazus,  tell  me — ^have  the  fates— 
This  horrible  saspensc'  ■ 

Ter.  I  came,  bright  maid. 
To  hush  the  wild  emotions  of  thy  heart. 
Devouring  slaughter  for  a  wliile  suspends 
Its  ruthless  rage ;  as  either  host  advanced 
In  dread  array,  and  from  the  burnished  anns 
Of  Asia's  ranks  redoubled  sunbeams  played^ 
Burning  with  bright  diversities  oTday, 
Came  forth  an  herald  from  the  Roman  camp 
With  proflfered  terms — my  father  deigned  for 

once 
To  yield  to  mild  persuasion — in  bis  teat 
The  ambassador  of  Rome  will  soon  atlend  biin, 
To  sheathe  the  sword,  and  give  the  nation  peace. 

Zen.  But  oh !  no  peace  for  me,  misfortune* 
heir! 
The  wretched  heir  of  misery  \  But  now 
A  more  than  fatlier  found,  yet  cruel  men 
Would  tear  him  from  me — generous,  generois 

prince. 
Spare  an  old  man,  whose  head  is  white  with  age. 
Nor  let  them  wound  me  with  the  sharpest  paa^ 
Hiat  ever  tortured  a  poor  bleeding  heart ! 

Ter.  Arise,  my  fair ;  let  not  a  storm  of  gnei 
Thus  bend  to  earth  my  Ariana's  beauties; 
Soon  shall  they  all  revive 

Zen.  They  brought  him  fettered. 
Bound  like  a  murderer !  Tigranes,  he, 
This  is  the  autlior  of  the  horrid  charge    — 
He  threatens  instant  death — ^but  oh  f  protect. 
Protect  an  innocent,  a  good  old  man, 
Or  stretch  me  with  him  on  the  moumfiil  bierl 
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Ter,  Bjr  HeaTen,  whoe'er  he  is,  sinoe  dev  to 
you, 
He  shaU  not  safier-^uick,  direct  me  to  him— 
My  gaards  shall  safe  inclose  him. 

Zen.  In  mj  pavillion 
He  waits  his  doom 

Ter,  Mvseif  will  bear  the  tidingi 
Of  life,  ofjoy,  and  liberty  restored.  ■  ^ 

And  thou,  artificer  of  ill,  tboa  false, 
Thou  vile  defamer !  leave  thy  treacherous  arts, 
Nor  dare  accuse  whom  Ariana  loves,  [Exit  Ter, 

Zen,  Zelmtra,  this  is  happiness  supreme  ! 
Oh  I  to  have  met  with  unexampled  goodness^ 
To  owe  my  all,  my  very  life  itself, 
To  an  unluiown  but  hospitable  hand. 
And  thus  enabled  by  the  bounteous  gods. 

To  pay  the  vast,  vast  debt 'tis  ecstacy 

That  swells  above  all  bounds,  till  the  fond  heart 
Ache  with  delight,  and  thus  run  o'er  in  tears. 
Zel,  What  must  Zelmira  think }  at  first,  your 
tongue 
Grew  lavish  in  the  praise  of  Rhadamistus, 
With  hints  obscure  touching  your  high  descent ; 

And  now,  this  hoary  sage is  he  your  father? 

My  mind  is  lost  in  wonder  and  in  doubt. 
Zen,  'flien,  to  dispel  thy  doubts,  and  tell,  at 
once. 
What  deep  reserve  has  hid  within  my  heart, 

• -I  am  Zenobia — I  that  ill-starred  wretch ! 

The  daughter  of  a  sceptered  ancestry, 
And  now  tlie  slave  of  Mithridates*  brother ! 
Zei,'  Long  lost  Zenobia,    and    restored    at 
length ! 
I  am  your  subject ;  oh !   my  queen !  my  sove- 
reign ! 
Zen,  Thou  generous  friend  !  rise,  my  2^1mira, 
rise, 
rhat  good  old  man  !"0h !  it  was  he  beheld  me 
Borne  far  away  from  Rhadamistus'  arms, 
lu>t  perished, just  lost!— 
lie  dashed  into  the  flood,  redeemed  me  thence, 
\nd  brought  me  back  to  life.    M^  opening  eyes 
lust  saw  the  light,  and  closed  again  to  shun  it. 
I^arh  vital  power  was  sunk ;  but  he,  well  skilled 
in  potent  herbs,  recalled  my  fluttering  soul. 
ieL  May  the  propitious  gods  rewanl  his  care ! 
Zen.  With  me  ne  saved  a  dear,  a  precious  boy, 
fhen  in   the  womb  concealed;   he  saved  my 
child 


To  trace  his  father's  loved  resemblance  to  me^ 
The  dear,  dear  oflspring  of  our  bridal  loves. 

ZeL  Oh !  blessii^  on  him,  blessings  oo  his 
head! 

Zen,  Resigned  and  patient  I  since  dwelt  with 
him, 
Far  in  the  mazes  of  a  winding  wood. 
Midst  hoary  mountains,  and  deep  cavemed  rocksu 
But  oh !  the  fond  idea  of  my  lord 
Pursued  me  still,  or  in  the  cavemed  rock, 
The  mountain's  brow,  or  pendent  forest's  gloom« 
The  sun  looked  joyless  aown ;  each  lonely  night 
Heard  my  griefs  ^:hoing  through  the  woodland 

shade. 
My  infant  Rhadamistus !  he  is  lost ; 
He,  too,  is  wrested  from  me ! — Midst  the  rage, 
And  the  wide  waste  of  war,  the  helMiound  troops 
Of  Pharasmanes  sought  my  lone  retreat. 
And,  from  the  violated  shades,  from  all 
My  soul  held  dear,  the  barbarous  ruffians  tore 

me^ 
And  never  shall  the  wretched  mother  see 
Her  child  agiiiii ! 

ZcL  Heaven  may  restore  him  still 
May  still  restore  your  royal  husband  too 
Who  knows  but  some  protecting  god 

Zen,  No  god. 
No  guardian  power  was  present  !•— he  is  lost !— ' 
Oh,  Rhadamistus !  oh,  my  honoured  lord ! 
No  pitying  ^e  beheld  thy  decent  form 
The  rolling  (food  devoureid  thee !  thou  hast  found 
A  watry  grave,  and  the  last  dismal  accents, 
That  trembled  on  tliy  tongue,  came  bubbling  up^ 
And  murmured  lost  Zenobia  I 

ZeL  Yet  be  calm; 
The  gods  may  bring  redress— even  now  they  givc^ 
To  misery  like  thine,  the  heartfelt  joj 
Of  shielding  injured  virtue. 

Zen,  Yes,  Zelmira, 
That  pure  delight  b  mine,  a  ray  from  hca^'en 
That  Dids  affliction  smile — ^All-gracious  powers ! 
Make  me  your  agent,  here,  to  save  Megistus ; 
I'll  bear  tlie  load  of  life,  bear  all  its  ills, 
Till  you  shall  bid  this  sad  world-weary  spirit 
To  peacefiil  regions  wing  her  happy  flight, 
Ano  seek  my  lord  in  the  dark  realms  oT  night ; 
Sefk  his  dear  shade  in  every  pensive  grove. 
And  bear  him  all  my  constancy  and  love. 

[£retia/. 


ACT   n. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  TioftAHES. 

Tig,  A  FALSE  accuser  deemed !— artificer  of 
fraud! 
Iiose  words,  intemperate  boy— thy  phrenzy,  too, 
)cluded  fair !  shall  cost  you  dear  atonement, 
et,  till  occasion  rise— the  king  approaches. 

[Grand  warlike  muiic. 
Vol.  I. 


A  militttiy  procession.  Enter  Peav^asuaviSj  Sft. 

Phar,  At  length,  the  fame  of  PharasmanesT 
arms 
Hath  awed  the  nations  round.    Rome  shrinks  a^ 

ghast 
With  pale  dismay,  recalls  her  trembling  legions^ 
And  deprecates  the  war.    Oh !  what  a  scene 
Of  glorious  havoc  had  yon  field  beheld, 

5K 
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If  peaceful  counsels  had  not  checked  my  fury ! 
Valiant  Tigranes,  those  rebeUious  slaves, 
Thy  care  &tected,  have  they  sufiered  death  ? 

1%.  Your  pardon,  sir — their  doom,  as  yet,  sus- 
pended  

The  eenerous  prince — ^I  would  not  utter  aught 
Should  injure  Teribazu»-*— 

PA«r.  lia!  nroceed, 
And  give  me  all  the  truth. 

Tig.  By  his  command— 
His  tender  nature  deemed  it  barbarous  rigour 
To  urge  their  sentence— 

PkSr,  Vain  aspiring  boy ! 
Tell  Teribazus— 

Enter  Zenobia. 

Tell  the  unthinking  prince* 

The  rash  presumptuous  stripling,  these  his  arts^ 

These  practices  of  popular  demeanour. 

Are  treason  to  his  rather.    Let  him  know. 

Through  wide  Armenia  and  Iberia's  realm 

My  wiU  is  fate — the  slaves  shall  meet  their  doom. 

Zen.  Oh!  mighty  king,  thus  bending  lowly 
down. 
An  humble  suppliant 

Phar.  Arianahere! 
Thou  beauteous  mourner,  let  no  care  molest 
Thy  tender  bosom ;  rise,  and  bid  thy  charms 
Beam  forth  thy  gentlest  lustre^  to  adorn 
Hie  glories  of  my  triumph. 
.    Zen,  Oh !  a  wretch  like  me 
It  best  befits,  dins  grovelling  on  the  earth. 
To  bathe  your  feet  with  tears. 

Phar,  It  must  not  be [He  roues  her. 

By  Heaven,  renown  in  arms  in  vain  attends  me, 
If  the  loTed  graces  of  thy  matchless  form 
^    Are  thus  depressed  and  wnguish  in  affliction, 
like  flowers  that  droop  and  hang  their  pining 

heads 
Beneath  the  rigour  of  relcmtlcss  skie& 
.  Zen.  If  diou  wouldst  raise  me  from  the  depths 

of  woe. 
Forgive  those  captives,  whom  thy  fatal  anger 
Adjudged  to  death,  nor  let  ill-tifned  resentment 
Fall  on  the  prince  your  bo»— 'twas  I — ^my  tears — 
My  piercing  lamentations  won  his  heart 
To  arrest  their  doom 

Phar.  For  traitors  to  my  crown 
Does  Ariana  plead  ? 

Zen.  For  mild  humanity 
My  suppliant  voice  is  raised — I  point  the  means 
To  add  new  glory  to  your  fame  in  arms. 
In  nought  so  near  can  m^n  approach  the  gods, 
As  the  dear  act  of  giving  life  to  others. 
hk  feats  of  war  the  glory  is  divided. 
To  all  imparted,  to  each  common  man. 
And  fortune  too  shall  vindicate  her  share. 
But,  of  sweet  mercy,  the  vast,  vast  renown 
I^  all  your  own ;  nor  officer,  nor  soldier 
Can.cbiim  a  pari— the  praise,  the  honoured  praise. 
Adorns  thp  victor ;  nor  is  the  echo  lost 
'Midst  shouts  of  armies^  and  the  trumpet's  sound. 


He  conquers  even  victory  itsdf. 

Than  hero  more — a  blessing  to  the  world ! 

Phar.  Thy  ekiquence  diaanns  my 
soul. 

But  wherefore  urgent  thus  ?   Amidst  the  band. 
Is  there  who  claims  thy  soft  solidaule  f 

Zen.  A  hoary  sage— alas!   a  snore  thaa  hr 


The  best  of  men— preserver  of  my 
A  blameless  shepherd !  void  of  fraud  and  guilt. 
Innoxious  through  his  life— Oh  !  naig^tj  km^ 
Spare  an  old  man,  a  venerable  sire ! 
Nought  has  your  fortune  greater  than  the  power 
To  ser\'e  humanity  1 — shew  diat  your  heart 
Has  the  sweet  grace,  the  generous  virtue  too ! 
Phar,  My  soul  relents^  and  yielcb  to  thy  eB> 

treaty, 
Thy  violence  of  prayer— release  him  strai^iC— 
My  brightest  honours  wait  him ;  hooours  €t 
For  him  who  gave  thee  birth;  for  him  whose 

virtue 
Thy  generous  soul  deems  wordiy  its  esteem. 
ien.  Our  humble  station  secu  nor  pomp  nor 

splendour ; 
We  onl3f  ask,  uncnvied  tod  obscure. 
To  live  in  blameless  innocence ;  to  seek 
Our  calm  retreat,  embraced  in  depth  of  woods, 
And  dwell  with  peace  and  humble  virtue  theie. 
Phar.  That  oold  disdain,  which  shuns  ***— **""g 

eyes, 
Attracts  the  more,  exalting  eveiy  charm. 
No  more  of  humble  lurth ;  thy  matchless  beesty, 
like  ^ems,  that  in  the  mine  conceal  their  lustie, 
Was  formed  to  dignify  the  eastern  throne. 
My  sceptre,  that  strikes  terror  to  each  hcait^ 
Graced  by  thy  decent  hand,  shall  make  each  aob- 

ject 
Adore  thy  softer  sway.    The  j^orioos  era 
Of  Pharasmanes^  love,  his  date  of  empire  / 

With  Ariana  shared,  henceforth  b^eins. 
And  leads  the  laughing  hours ;  but,  wst,  theatons 
Of  war  and  wild  commotion  must  be  hushi?d 
That  miglity  care  now  calls  me  to  my  thnme. 
To  give  the  Roman  audience ;  audience  fit 
To  strike  a  citizen  of  Rome  with  awe. 
When  he  beholds  the  majes^  of  kings.    [Gmmg. 

Enter  Teribazus. 

Ter.  Dread  sir,  the  Roman  embas^  approach- 
es. 
From  yonder  rampart,  that  invests  your  camp^ 
I  heard  their  horses  hoofs,  with  eager  speed. 
Beat  the  resounding  soiL 

Phar.  Let  them  approach 
And  thou,  whose  arrogance— but  I  forbeai^^ 
When  Ariana  pardons,  my  resentment 
Yields  to  her  smiles,  and  looks  away  its  ner. 
As  when  the  crimes  of  men  Jove's  wra&  de- 
mand, 
And  the  red  thunder  quivers  in  his  hand; 
The  queen  o£  love  his  venseance  can  disarm 
t  With  the  soft  eloquence  of  every  chann; 
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Controal  liis  panioot  with  reibtless  sway. 
And  the  impending  storm  smile  to  aereoest  day. 

[Exit  with  kii  train, 
Ter,  And  may  I,  theDy  once  more,  thou  bright 

perfection, 
May  Teribazus  once  again  approach  thee, 
While  thus  my  father,  my  ambitious  father, 
At  sight  of  thee  forgets  his  cruel  nature, 
And  wonders  how  be  feels  thy  beaiity*s  power? 
Oh !  may  I — ^bul  I  am  too  importunate—* 
Your  looks  rebuke  me  from  you,  and  I  see 
How  hateful  I  am  grown ! 

Zen,  Mistake  me  not, 
Vor  rashly  thus  arraign  the  looks  of  one, 
^hose  heart  lies  bleeding  here thy  generous 

worth 
s  oft  the  live-long  day  my  favourite  theme, 
)ut  oh  i  for  me,  n>r  wretched  Ariana, 
rhe  god  of  love  long  since  hath  quenched  his 

torch, 
^nd  every  source  of  joy  lies  dead  within  me. 

Ttr.  lliat  cold  averted  look !  but  1  am  used 
*o  bear  your  scorn ;  your  scorn  that  wounds  tlie 

deeper, 
ilaskcd  as  it  is  with  pity  and  esteem. 
^et  love  incurable,  relentless  love, 
lurns  here  a  constant  flame,  that  rises  still, 
lod  will  to  madness  kindle,  should  I  see 
liat  hoard  of  sweets,  that  treasury  of  charms^ 
'ield  to  another,  to  a  barbarous  rival, 
^ho  persecutes  a  son  to  his  undoing. 
Zen*  If  Ariana's  happiness  would  wound  thee, 
hou  wilt  ne'er  have  cause  to  murmur  or  repine. 
fought  can  divorce  me  from  the  blade  despair 
b  which  I  have  long  been  wedded. 
Ter.  Cahn  disdain, 

ei^t  you,  well  becomes  the  tyrant  fair 
i^'hom  Pharasmanes  destines  for  his  thrOne. 
ut  oh !  in  pity  to  this  breaking  heart, 
rive  me,  in  mercy,  give  some  other  rival, 
i^'hom  I  may  8tab--^ithout  remorse  may  stab, 
lid^t  his  delight,  in  all  his  heaven  of  bliss^ 
aid  spurn  him  from  the  joys,  that,  scorpion-like, 
hfiot  anguish  here — ^here,  through  my  very  soul. 
Ce/i.  Alas !  too  generous  prince,  the  gods  long 

since, 
etwee n  us  both,  fixed  their  eternal  bar. 
Ter.  What  sa/st  thou,  Ariana }  ha !  beware, 
or  urge  me  to  distraction^love  like  mine^ 
ieroe,  generous^  wild ^with  disappointment 

wild, 
lav  rouse  my  desperate  rage  to  do  a  deed 
*ii\  make  all  nature  shudder.    Love  despised, 
ot  always  can  respect  the  ties  of  nature ! 
^rivcu  to  eatremes^  the  tenderest  passion  ftorn- 

ed, 
[ay  hate  at  length  the  object  it  adores,  ^ 
nd  stung  to  madnesa    no !  inhuman  fair, 
ou  Atill  must  be — ^in  all  vicissitudes, 
1  all  the  scenes  misfortune  has  in  storey 
OQ  still  must  be  the  sovereign  of  my  souL 
lut  for  the  fiivoured,  for  the  happy  rival> 


By  Heaven,  whoe'er  he  be,  despair  and  phraniy 
May  strike  the  blow,  and  dasn  him  from  your 

armS) 
A  sacrifice  to  violated  love. 
Zen,  Why  thus  distract  yourself  with  vain  sus* 

picions  ? 
You  have  no  rival,  whom  your  rage  can  mur* 

der 

None  in  the  power  of  fate — Oh !  Teribazus, 
The  wretched  Ariana — long,  long  since 
My  heart  swells  o'er — ^I  cannot  speak~«  duty, 
A  rigorous  duty  bids  me  ne'er  accept 
Thy  proffered  love ;  a  duty,  which,  if  known, 
Would  in  eternal  silence  seal  thy  vows. 
Turn  all  thy  rage  to  tears,  and.  Oh !  my  prince  I 
Bid  thee  respect  calamities  Uke  mine.  [ErU  Ter, 
Ter,  Yet,  Ariana,  stay— -<ttm,  turn  and  hear 


She's  gone,  the  cruel,  unrelenting  fair ! 
And  kaves  me  thus  to  misery  of  souL 

« 

Enter  Zopibok. 

Zop,  Flamminius  from  the  R/imans  is  airived. 
And  bears  the  olive  branch ;  the  kii^  your  fiir 

ther, 
Assembles  all  his  nobles      \ 

Ter.  Say,  Zopiroo* 
Does  Rome  yield  up  Armenia  ? 

Zop.  Rome  is  still 
The  scourge  of  lawjess  power — a  people's  rights 
The  conscript  fathers  have  resolved  to  shield. 
And  to  the  lineal  heir  assert  the  crown. 

Ter.  May  the  stem  god  of  battles  aid  their 
arms, 
And  fight  with  the  deliverers  of  mankind  ! 
Unnatural  father !  that  would  seiie  my  sceptre. 
Mine,  as  my  brother's  heir,  and  ravish,  with  it, 
The  idol  of  my  soul— but  now,  no  more 
His  tvranny  prevails — to  empire  raised, 
'Twill  be  the  pride  of  my  eaulting  heart 
To  lay  my  crown  at  Ariana's  feet.       [Eni  Ter. 

Zop,  Unhappy  prince!    should  PharaBmaucs 
know 
His  ardent  passion  for  the  captive  maid, 
Alas !  his  fatal  rage — propitious  powers ! 
May  these  events — ^may  Kome's  ambassador — 
Oh !  may  he  come  with  concord  in  his  train, 
And  far  avert  the  ills  my  heart  forebodes ! 
But  lo !  Flamminius^— 

Enter  Rhadam  istcs. 

Welcome  to  these  tenta^ 
The  harbinger  of  peace  I 

Rhad.  Does  your  king  know 
Flamminius  waits  liis  leisure  f 

Zop.  He  prepares 
To  hear  you,  Roman ! 

BAmd,  As  I  tread  his  camp» 
There  is,  I  know  not  what,  of  horror  shoots 
Through  all  my  frame,  and  disconcerted  reason 
Suspends  her  hmction — a  black  train  of  crimesi 
Murders  and  lust,  and  rapiuci  cities  sacked^ 
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Nations  laid  'waste  by  the  destructife  sword, 
A  thousaod  ruthless  deeds  all  rise  to  view, 
And  shake  my  inmost  soul,  as  I  approach 
llie  author  of  calamity  and  ruin. 

Zap.  Then,  from  a  Roman,  from  a  son  of  free- 
dom. 
Let  the  fell  tyrant  hear  the  voice  of  truth. 
The  stronp  resistless  strain,  which  liberty 
Breathes  m  her  capitol,  till  his  proud  heart 
Shudder  with  inward  horror  at  itself. 

RhatL    In  Pharasmanes'  camp  that    honest 
style! 
Thy  visage  bears  the  characters  of  virtue. 
Wut  thou  impart  thy  name  and  quality  ? 

Zap.  In  me  you  see  Zopiron !  deem  me  not 
A  vile  abettor  of  the  tyrant's  f^ilt 
To  me  Armenia  trusts  her  sacred  rights ; 
Hither  her  chosen  delegate  she  sends  me. 
At  the  tribunal  of  Iberia's  king. 
To  plead  her  cause ;  an  injured  people's  cause ! 
Oh  f  never,  never  shall  my  native  land 
Yield  to  a  vile  usurper. 

Rhad.  Rome  has  heard 
Thy  patriot  toil  for  freedom — Rhadamistos 
Has  neard  thy  generous  ardour  in  his  cause. 
And  pants  to  recompence  thy  truth  and  zeal. 

Zop.  Oh !  name  not  Rhadamistus now  no 

more 
The  god-like  youth  shall  bless  Armenia's  realm. 
The  fates  just  shewed  him  .to  the  wondering 

world, 
And  then,  untimely,  snatched  him  from  our  sight ! 

BJuuL  And  did^  thou  know  the  prince  ? 

Zop.  My  lot  severe 
Denied  that  transport ;  but  the  voice  of  fame 
Endears  his  memory. 

Rhad.  A  time  may  come 
When  vou  maj  meet,  and  both  in  friendship  burn. 
Still  Bhadamistus  lives ! 

Zop.  Said'st  thou,  Flamminius ! 
lives  he  ? 

Rhad.  Still  he  survives ;  from  death  and  peril 
Saved  by  a  miracle !  and  now  for  him 
Rome  claims  Armenia. 

Zop.  Claims  Armenia  for  him  ! 
For  Rhadamistus  claims  !  and  will  ye,  gods ! 
Still  will  ye  give  him  to  a  nation's  prayers  ? 

Rhad.  Alas !  he  lives ;  heart-broken,  desolate. 
In  sorrow  plunged ;  abandoned  to  despcur ! 

Zop.   The  righteous  gods  will  vindicate  his 
cause. 
His  loved  Zenobia,  Mithridates'  daughter, 
That  every  excellence— does  she,  too,  live  f 
Have  the  indulgent  powers  watched  o*er  her  fiite. 
And  saved  her  for  her  people  ? 

Rhad.  There,  Zopiron, 
There  lies  the  wound  that  pierces  to  his  lonl. 
The  sharpest  pang — that  rends — that  cleaves  his 

heart 
Oh !  never  more  shall  lovely  lost  Zenobia, 
That  angel  fonn,  that  pattern  of  all  goodness^ 
No,  never  more — slie's  gone,  for  ever  gone ! 


Thou  would'st  not  think her  baibamii^  end 

husband"— 
With  his  own  hand — the  recollected  tile 
Of  horror  shakes  my  frame  to  cfissobnoD ! 
Her  husband  !— he  !— that  dear,   tbfc  tender 

form 


Oh  1 — poor  Zenobia — oh  1 —  [FmlU  cnffs 

Zcw.  He  faints !  he  falls ! 
Can  Roman  stoicism  thus  dissolve 
In  tender  pity  }  Rise,  Flamminitts,  rise ; 
He  stirs;  he  breathes;  and  life  bc^ns  to  vaads 
O'er  his  forsaken  cheek.     Resume  diy  stra^ 
And,  like  a  Roman,  triumph  o'er  Tourtcan. 

RJkuL  I  will  not  be  forced  backtoawRttkd 
world. 
No ;  let  me — ^let  me  die. — 

Zop.  His  eyes  reject 
The  cheerful  light — what  can  this  an^iaiidi  nesa? 

Rhad,  You  do  but  waste  your  pains;  itiia 
vain; 
Away !  and  leave  a  murderer  to  his  woes. 

Zo;i.  Why  thus  acxmse  thyself?   Ill  not  b^ 
lieve  it — 
Thus  let  me  raise  thee  from  the 

Rhad.  Alas !— {  Aisia^.]— 
Despair  weighs  heavy  on  me. 

Zop.  Still  I  must 
Controul  this  sudden  phrenzy— 

Rhad.  Oh!  Zopiron, 
Here,  here  it  lies 

Zcp.  Unburden  all,  and 


Your  loaded  heart — ^it  cannot  be— thou  never 

wert 
A  murderer ! 

Rhad,  Yes !  the  horror  of  the  world ! 
A  murderous  wretch  I  the  fatal  Rhadamistos ! 
Twas  I — these  felon  hands!  with  tfcachyet 

fove 
I  clasped  her  in  this  cursed  embraoe— I  bofcber 
Tn  these  detested  arms,  and  gjave  that  beaoty , 
That  tender  form,  to  the  devounmr  waves. 
Plunge  me,  ye  furies,  in  your  lakes  of  fire ! 
Here  fit,  fix  all  your  vultures  in  my  heart ! 
And  lo !  they  rush  upon  me.  [Starts  up.]  Set  I 

see  there ! 
With  racks  and  wheels  they  come ;  tbey  ttar  dk 

piece-meal— 

'TIS  just,  Zenobia  I  I  deserve  it  all 

[FalisupomZepim^ 
Zop.  Assist  him,  guardian  powers !  yonr  ova 

high  will 
Guides  these  event*-Hpevive,  my  prince,  rcri« . 
Rhad.  Why  thus  recal  me  to  despair  and  Inh^ 

ror? 
To  bid  me  hate  the  li^ht,  detest  myself 
Traitor  to  nature,  traitor  to  my  lore ! 
And  yet,  Zopiron,  yet  I  am  not  plunged 
So  far  in  guilt,  but  thou  umfsl  pity  me ! 
Heaven,  I  attest,  yes,  you  can  witness,  gods ! 
I  meant  to  perish  wit&  her — but  the  fans 
Denied  that  comfort — from  her  circling  am» 
The  torrent  bore  me  Xar— expiring,  serack^ 


MOBPHT.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA* 


66t 


Gasping  in  deftth,  tiie  oferflowinj;  tide 
Impetooos  dmve  me  on  the  unwuhed-for  shore. 
Tbere»  soon  deserted  by  the  merciless  stream, 
A  band  of  RomuiSy  as  from  Syria's  frontier 
lliey  ranged    the  coantry  roimdy  descried  me, 

stretdied, 
Pale  and  inanimate ;  with  barbarous  pity, 
rhey  lent  their  aid,  and  chained  me  to  the  rack 
Of  inauspicious  life ! 

Zap,  For  wond'rous  ends 
Mysterious  Plrovidenoe  has  still  reserved  you, 
To  circulate  the  happiness  of  millions^ 
A  patriot  prince 

kkad.  Would  they  had  let  me  perish ! 
What  has  a  wretch,  like  me,  to  do  in  life, 
When  my  Zenobia's  lostf  'tis  true,  mv  friend, 
»he  begged  to  die — ^but  that  pathetic  look, 
Her  tears,  embraces,  and  those  streaming  eyes, 
Still  beauteous  in  distress !  each  winning  grace, 
fier  every  charm  should  have  forbid  the  deed, 
KnA  pleaded  for  her  life  ! 

Zop.  And  yet,  my  prince, 
When  self-aoquitting  conscience 

Rhad,  Self<x>ndemned, 
^ly  soul  is  racked,  is  tortured— not  her  child, 
ler  unborn  infant,  the  first  fruit  of  love, 
^'ot  even  her  babe  could,  with  the  voice  of  na- 
ture, 
Mead  for  itself,  or  for  its  wretdied  mother. . 
Pbev  perished  both ;  she  and  her  little  one^ 
ind  I  survive  to  tall  it 

Zop.  Let  not  grief 
)*crwhelm  your  reason  thus— What !  when  your 

father, 
^oar  cruel  fadier,  reeking  from  the  blood 
)r  Mithridates— 

Rkad.  Nottffht  but  death  was  left ; 
'et  even  that  last,  and  refuge  was  debarred  me ! 
I'er  since,  I've  lived  in  misery ;  my  days 
^ere  coloured  all  with  anguish  and  despair ! 
iong  from  the  Romans  I  concealed  my  name, 
u  length  revealed  me  to  a  chosen  friend ; 
oumeyed  with  him  to  Rome ;  and,  in  full  se- 
nate, 
'old  all  the' dismal  story  of  my  woes^ 
lie  conscript  fathers  heard,  and  dropt  a  tear — 
lien,  to  quick  vengeance  fired,  dispatched  their 

lepons 
To  wa^  the  war ;  Paulinus  leads  them  on. 


And  now  to  me  commits  this  embassy, 
With  folly  delegated  powers  from  Rcmie. 

Zap.  With  one  united  voice  Armenia  calls 
For  Mithridates'  heir ;  convinced  by  rumour 
That  thou  art  lost,  the  general  cry  demands 
Your  brother  Teribazus— ^ 

Rhad,  He,  Zophiron, 
b  to  these  eyes  a  stranger. 

Zop.  Hapless  prince  f 
A  cloud  of  woes  lies  brooding  o'er  his  head. 
A  fair,  a  lovely  captive  rules  his  heart; 
Her  name  is  Ariana  ;  and,  indeed. 
No  wonder  she  attracts  his  soft  regard. 
And  kindles  all  the  vehemence  of  love. 
The  tyrant  eyes  her,  too»  with  fierce  desir^ 
And  ruin  nods  o'er  Teribazus^  head. 

Rhad.  By  Heaven  it  shall  not  be!  Alas!  I 
know 
The  pang  of  losing  whom  the  heart  adores. 
I'll  yield  him  up  Armenia — ^what  are  crowns 
But  toys  of  vain  ambition,  when  the  loved, 
The  dear  partaker  of  my  throne  is  lost? 

Enter  Tigrajtss. 

Zop,  What  would  Tigranes  ? 

Tig.  Pharasmanes  calls 
Flamminius  to  his  presence  ■ 

Rhad.  I  attend  nim ; 
So  tell  your  king 

'Hg.  Instant  he  waits  thee,  Roman.  [Esit7\g. 

Rhad.  How  my  heart  trembles  at  the  awful 
meeting! 

Zop,   Then  summon  all  your  strength — the 
lapse  of  time 
From  eany  youth,  when  Pharasmanes  saw  you. 
Affliction's  inward  stroke,  that  Roman  garb, 
All  will  protect,  and  doak  you  from  detection.  . 

Rhad  Zopiron,  yes;  in  tnis  important  crisis^ 
When  violated  laws,  and  injured  men. 
When  my  own  wrongs  are  labouring  in  my  heart. 
The  ^leat  occasion  odls  for  firmest  vigour. 
Yes,  in  this  interview  I  will  maintain 
A  Roman's  part ;  in  Pharasmanes^  soul 
ril  wake  the  furies  of  detested  guilt, 
And  pour  the  rapid  energy  of  truth. 
Till  even  to  himself  his  crimes  are  known. 
And  the  usurper  tremble  on  his  throne. 

[£r€imf. 


ACT  m. 


SCENE  I. — ^Prarasic ANES  on  his  throne  ;  Ti- 
granes, Zopiron,  Officer^  ifc 

Phar,  Where  is  this  bold  republican  from 
Rome? 
Phis  enemy  of  kings  ?  Tigranes,  thou 
)id  the  plebeian  enter  Pharasmanes 

rouchsaieft  him  audience. 


Enter  Flamminius. 

Phar.  Now,  Flammmius,  say. 
What  motive  brings  you  to  Araxes'  banks, 
To  wage  this  slow,  tnis  philosophic  war  ? 

Rhad    By  me,  unworthy  of  the  important 
charge. 
By  me,  unequal  to  the  arduous  theme, 
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Hie  conscript  fiitherB  here  explain  their  conduct, 
And  justify  the  ways  of  Rome  to  kings. 
Fhar.  Romany  thou  ma/st  dedaim  with  all  thy 

pomp 
Of  idle  eloquence. 

BJiod.  No  power  of  words. 
No  graceful  periods  of  harmonious  speech 
Dwell  on  my  lip— the  only  art  I  boast 
Is  honest  truth,  unpolisheo,  unadorned : 
Truth,  that  informs  you,  to  usurp  a  crown. 
For  dire  ambition  to  unpeople  realms, 
Are  violations  of  each  sacred  law. 
And  bid  the  Roman  eagle,  win^^ed  with  vengeance. 
To  the  Araxes'  margin  bend  her  flight, 
To  tell  destruction  it  shall  rage  no  more. 
Fhar.   And  dares  Pauiinus'  soldieri  darest 

thou,  slave. 
Thus  oflfer  vile  indi^^,  and  mouth 
The  language  of  vour  nmim  to  a  king  ? 

Rkad,  B^me  knows,  and  owns  you  as  Iberia's 

king, 
But  not  Armenia's. 
PKar.  Ha ! 

BJiod.  The  assembled  senate 
Acknowledges  Your  vast  renown  in  arms^ 
And  honours  the  unshaken  fortitude 
Even  of  a  foe — ^but,  sir,  the  fortitude, 
Whose  brutal  rage  lays  nations  desolate. 
It  is  the  glory  of  imperial  Rome 
To  hamble  and  subaue — it  is  the  i^ory 
Of  RoBM^  that  spares  the  vanquished,  'ds  her 

pride 
To  set  the  nations  free;  to  fix  the  bounds 
Of  the  fell  tyrant's  power ;  to  trace  die  circle 
From  whion  he  must  not  move.  I^ese  are  the 

arts, 
The  bright  preroj^dve  of  Rome— of  Rome, 
The  mistress  ot  the  worlc^  whose  conquering 

banners 
O'er  Asia's  reafins  so  oft  have  waved  in  triumph, 
And  made  even  kings  her  subjects'—— 
Phar,  Ha  !  Tain  boaster  ! 
Rhad,  Made  oriental  kings,  diort  by  die  knee 
Accept  their  crown,  with  teara  of  joy  accept  it, 
And  be  the  viceroys  of  a  Roman  senate. 

Fhar.  And  this  to  Pharasmanes  ?  has  not  *yet 
A  train  of  conquests  taught  you  to  revere 
This  good  right  arm  in  war  r  This  arm  the  Par^ 

thians 
Have  felt  with  fatal  overthrow — no  spoil, 
No  trophies  won  from  me  have  graced  their  tri- 
umphs ; 
^o  friends  of  mine  were  harnessed  to  their  char 

riots; 
No  capdve  chief,  like  your  own  mangled  Crassus, 
There  roams  a  sullen  ghost^  and  calls  for  ven* 

geance. 
For  vengeance  still  unpaid,  and  calb  in  vain 
For  the  sad  foneml  rites.    Would  Rome  pie- 

Bume 
To  wrest  Armenia  from  me — lo !  my  banners, 
From  frosty  Cancasos  to  Phasis'  baiu 8> 


Wave  high  in  air,  and  shadow  all  tike  laaiL 
Call  your  embattled  legions — or  does  Borne, 
All-conquering  Rome,  that  mistress  of  the  mriil 
Does  she  at  length,  by  her  ambnaaadon, 
Negotiate  thus  the  war^ 

Kkad,  Rome,  sir,  commands 
The  subject  world,  for  atie  adores  the  gpd^ 
And  their  all-powerful  aid. 

Fhar,  Womd'st  thou  dispute 
My  lawful  claim, — arm  thee  with  sword  andfiRi 
Not  with  vain  subUeties  and  idle  nuwimib 
Armenia's  crown  is  rainer-^lerived  to  me^ 
Heir  to  a  brother,  and  a  son  deceased. 

"Rhad,  And  can  a  murderer,  can  the  aidnglk 
ruffian 
Prove  himself  heir— by  the  assassin^s  stab? 

Fhar>  Thou  base  reviler ! 

Ipcmtiformard^  and  dramthkmhL 

Tig»  Moderate  your  fiu^.  [hMmghm] 

It  were  unjust— 

ZoD.  The  character  he  bears 
The  laws  of  nations 

Fhar,  Thou  base  insolent ! 
Who  dar'st  to  wound  the  ear  of  sacred  ki^gs 
With  a  black  crime,  that's  horriUe  to  aatore ! 

Rhad.  Yes,  horrible  to  nature ! — ^yet  the  worid 
Has  heard  it  all — thou  art  the  man  nf  hknd  I 
A  brother's  blood  yet  smokes  upon  thy  hand- 
Not  his  white  hge,  his  venerable  looks^ 
Not  even  his  godlike  virtues  ooiald  withhoM  tfaee! 
Gashed  o'er  with  wounds^  he  faU% — be  hkctfa^ 

he  dies. 
Witiiout  a  groan  he  dies! — that  is  thy  voik; 
Thine,  mutderer  !  thine ! 

Fhar,  No  more — the  hand  of  faearen 
Shook  from  the  blasted  tree  the  withered  firait 

Rhad.  Forbear  the  impious  strain— it  is  the 
stile 
Ambition  speaks,  when  for  a  crown  it  stab^ 
Then  dares,  with  eiecraUe  mockery,  dares 
Traduce  the  governing,  all-ri^teous  mind. 

Fhar.  He  harrows  up  my  sonl!    swl  ioA 
thou  think 
A  madman's  ravings 

Rhad,  Since  that  hoar  accursed 
Hast  thou  not  plunged  thee  deeper  still  la  gaSif 
Your  son— your  blameless  son 

Fhar,  His  crimes  provoked 
A  father's  wrath — his  and  Zenobsa's  crimes! 

Rhad,  She  too— untimely  lost — ^unhiddenteu% 
Forbear  to  stream,  nor  quite  unman  me  thus ! 

Fhar,  In  tears ! — ^by  Heaven,  tboo  wodo- 
hearted  slave, 
Those  coward  symptoms  have  some  latent  spiio^ 
Tint   lies  concealed  within    that    (lesoberoai 
heart 

Rhad,  They  are  the  tears  humanity  lets  fidl, 
When  sofl-eyed  beauty  dies,  wntimely  sliis. 
But  to  avenge  her  deatib,  arrayed  in  tenor, 
The  Roman  legions 

Fhar,  Lead  them  to  the  cheiige. 
Thou,  quit  my  camp :  H  when  yon  bud  dcsocstt 
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rhoa  lingerest  here,  the  title  of  ambnssador 
ihall  Doii^t  afail  to  save  thee  from  my  fury. 

RkML  E'er  that,  resign  Annenia.    Till  the 
close 
)f  day,  I  give  thee  leisure  to  revolve 
fhe  vengeanoe  Rome  prepares — ^Thou  know'st 
Vith  what  a  ponderous  arm  her  hardy  sons 
jfi  the  avenging  tpeai.    Be  timely  wise, 
<for  dare  provoke  your  fate.  [£ri<  Rhad, 

Phar.  Koman,  nirewell ! 
)o  thou,  Tigranes,  issue  forth  my  ordera 
^roin  tent  to  tent,  that  each  man  stand  prepared 
'or  the  dead  midni^t  hour — with  silent  march 
lien  will  I  pour,  widi  ruinous  assault, 
Jpon  the  astonished  foe ;  my  hones  hoofs 
inhnie  in  Mood,  and  give  to-morrow's  sun 
i  spectacle  of  horror  and  destruction. 
Ht  maundM  kU  f  Arpfi€,  and  the  back  iune  ckte$. 

SCENE  II. 

Enier  Zenobia  and  Mecistits. 

Zen.  Oh !  tell  me  all,  Megistus ;  let  mc  hear 
111  that  ouncems  my  child,  my  blooming  boy, 
rly  little  Rbadamistus — is  he  safe  ? 
five  roe  the  truth— do  not  deceive  a  mother, 
Vho  doats  upon  her  babe— is  my  child  safe  ? 

Meg,  Dry  up  your  tears — ^I  cannot  bear  to 

see  you 
Ifflicted  thua^yoor  infant  hero's  safe— 
'ou  may  believe  yovr  faithful,  old  Megistus^— 

Zen.  I  do  believe  thee ;  but  excuse  my  weak- 
ness. 
»Ij  fluttering  fears  for  ever  paint  him  to  me 
\j  ruffians  seised,  and,  as  he  sees  the  knife 
limed  at  his  little  throat,  in  vain  imploring 
' or  me,  by  name,  and  begging  my  assistance^ 
Vhile  far,  far  oflT,  his  miscmbie  motlier 
io  aid  can  give,  nor  snalch  him  to  her  heart 

Meg.  I  never  yet  deceived  you        by  yon 
heaven 
lie  prince  still  lives — when  I  regained  my  cot- 


ifter  the  toils  of  many  a  weary  day, 
found  him  there— Imt  grieved,  and  wondering 

much 
Vhere  his  dear  mother  was. 

Zen,  Megistus,  tell  me, 
)h !  tell  me  each  particular;  his  looks, 
Ul  his  apt  questions,  hie  enchanting  words ; 
''or  I  could  near  of  him  for  ever— lovely  youth ! 
lift  father's  image  blooming  in  his  boy ! 
llirough  seven  revolving  years  my  only  comfort ! 
Vhea  from  my  eyes  the  sudden  sorrows  gushed, 
iow  would  he  look,  and  ask  his  wretched  mother 
i^'hftt  meant  those  falling  tears  ? alas !  even 

now 
^  see  him  here  before  me — did  my  child 
fhink  his  poor  mother  lost  f 
Meg.  At  first  he  seemed 
f  o  pine  in  thought  at  your  long,  weary  absence. 
And  many  a  look  he  cast,  that  plainly  spoke 


His  little  bosom  heaved  with  various  passions. 
Still  would    he  seek  you  in  each  well-knowii 

haunt, 
Each  bower,  eadi  cavern,  like  the  tender  ikwn^ 
That  through  the  woodland  sedu  its  mother  lo^ 
Exploring  Sd  around  with  anxious  eye^ 
And  looking  still  unutterable  grief. 
Lonely  and  sad,  and  stung  mUi  keen  regreC 

Zen.   Did   my   child  weep?— HWt  much,  I 
hope 

Meg.  With  soo^ng  tales 
I  laboured  to  beguile  him  from  his  sorrow ; 
I  lYromised  your  return ;  a  gentle  smile 
Brightened  his  anxious  look ;  he  nghed  oonteat^ 
And  then  I  led  him  to  a  safer  dweuing, 
Among  the  shepherds  of  the  Syrian  vue. 
Who  all  have  sworn  to  guard  him  as  thcar  own. 
And  in  due  season  lead  him  to  the  Romans. 

Zen,  Oh,  may  those  shepherds  know  the  kind* 
est  influence 
Of  the  indulgent  heavens !  Yet,  why  not  stay 
To  guard  him  f  but  I'll  not  complain ;  uo  me 
Your  cares  were  fixed.  Oh  !  tell  me  how  the  gods 
Watched  over  all  thy  ways,  and  hrou^t  thee  to 

me! 
Where  hast  thou  lived  these  many,  many  days  ? 

Meg,  In  bitterness  of  soul  I've  lived,  thy  fate^ 
Thy  tender  form  deep  imaged  in  my  breast ! 
I  ranged  the  banks  where  the  Araxes  flows, 
But  brin^  alas !  no  tidings  of  your  lord. 
Heart-broken,  wearied  out,  I  measured  back 
My  feeble  steps,  but  thou  wert  ravished  thence ! 
For  thee,  I  traversed  hills  and  forests  drear ; 
Thee  I  invoked,  that  every  cavened  rock. 
Each  vale,  each  mountain  echoed  with  thy  name. 

Zeu,  And  here  at  lei^th  you  find  me;  liere,  ea* 
compassed 
With  all  the  worst  of  ills;  hence  let  us  flv 
To  the  blessed  Syrian  valley,  where  my  child 
Wins  with  his  early  manhood  every  hesrt. 
And  calls  for  me,  and  chides  this  long  delay. 

Meg,  Vain  the  attempt;  one  oiUy  way  is  left: 
Reveal  thee  to  the  ambaemdor  of  Rome. 
Safe  in  his  train,  thou  may'st  escape  this  place, 
And  gain  Paulinus'  camp ;  Zenobia,  known, 
Will  meet  protection  there. 

Zen,  The  gcxls  inspire 
The  happy  counsel.    Ha !  Tigranes  comes ! 
Retire,  Megistus.  [He  goei  out.]  A  gay  dawn  of 

liope 
Beams  forth  at  length,  and  lights  up  day  witliin 


Tig,  Hail  princess,  destined  to  imperial  sway. 
To  grace  with  beaoty  Pharasnkanes'  throne  ! 
By  me,  the  impatient  king  requests  you'U  fix 
'Fhe  happy  nuptial  hour. 

J^en.  Thou  might'st  as  weH 
Command  me  wed  the  forked  lightning's  blaxe, 
That  gilds  the  slorm,  and  be  in  love  with  horror. 

Tig,  Take  heed,  rash  fair!  an  eastern  nx^ 
narch's  love. 
Ardent  as  his^  must  not  be  made  the  sport 
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Of  tyrant  beaaty.    When  a  rival  dares 
Oppose  his  sovereign's  wish 

Zen,  Does  PharasmaneSy 
Say,  does  your  king  permit  his  spies  of  state, 
Thai  xione  of  human  kind^  to  breathe  their  whis- 
pers 
In  his  cieluded  ear  ? 

Tig,  Full  well  'tis  known 
That  Teribazus  bids  you  thus  revolt. 
And  draws  your  hearts  alleeiance  from  four  king. 

Zen.  Thou  vile  accuser?— if  the  prince's  vir- 
tues 
Have  touched  my  bosom,  what  hast  thou  to  urge? 
What  if  a  former  hymeneal  vow 
Has  bound  my  soul  ?— what  if  a  father,  sir, 
A  father,  dear  as  my  heart's  purple  drops, 
Enjoin  a  rigid  duty  ne'er  to  snare 
The  throne  of  Mimridates  with  a  murderer  ? 

Tig.  Madam,  those  words—-— 

Zen.  Thou  instrument  of  ill ! 
Who  still  art  ready  with  a  tale  suborned, 
And  if  thou  art  not  perjured,  dar^st  betray ; — 
Away,  and  let  thy  conscience  tell  the  rest.  [Exit 

Tig,  Vain  haughty  fair ! — ^thou  hast  provoked 
my  rage 
By  wrongs  unnumbered ;  but  for  all  those  wrongs, 
Soon  shall  inevitable  ruin  seize  thee. 

Enter  Rhadamistus. 

Rkad,  Perhaps,  ere  this,  your  king's  tumultuous 
passions 
Sink  to  a  calm,  and  reason  takes  her  turn. 
Then  seek  him,  sir,  and  bear  a  Roman's  message, 
The  terms  of  peace  humanity  suggests. 
Tell  him,  Flamminius  wishes  to  prevent 
The  rage  of  slaughter,  and  the  streams  of  blood. 
Which  else  shall  deluge  yonder  crimson  plains. 

Tig.  Already,  Roman,  his  resolve  is  &xed. 
War,  horrid  war  impendis. 

Rhad,  And  yet,  in  pity 
To  human  kind,  to  the  unhappy  millions 
Who  soon  shall  die,  and  with  their  scattered  bones, 
Whiten  the  plains  of  A«a;  it  Vere  be6t 
To  sheathe  the  sword,  and  join  in  Rome's  al- 
liance. 
Wilt  thou  convey  my  message  ? 

Tig,  I  obey.  [Exit. 

Rhad,  May  some  propitious  power  inspire  his 
heart, 
And  touch  the  springs  of  human  kindness  in  him. 
Else,  against  whom,  amidst  the  charging  hosts, 
Must  Rhadamistus'  sword  be  levelled  ? — ha ! — 
Spite  of  his  crimes,  he  is  my  father  still ; 
And  must  this  arm,  against  the  source  of  life, 
Nay,  more,  perhaps  against  a  brother  too— 
A  brother  still  uimnown ! — he,  too,  may  die 
By  this  unconscious  hand  ! — this  hand,  already 
Inured  to  murder  whom  my  heart  adores ! 
My  brother,  then,  may  bleed !  and  when  in  death 
Gasping  he  lies,  aod  pours  his  vital  stream. 
Then,  in  that  moment,  shall  the  generous  youth 
Extend  his  arms,  and,  with  a  piteous  look, 


Tell  me,  a  brother  doth  foi^ve  his  murderer! 
Gods !  you  have  doomed  me  to  the  hbckettim^ 
To  be  a  wretdi  abhorred,  author  of  crimes 
From  which  my  tortured  breast  revolts  vidiln^ 

ror! — 
Who's  there  ? — A  youth  comes  forward.— Ncmbc 

firm. 
Be  firm  my  heart,  and  guard  thy  fatal  secret! 

Enter  Teribazus. 

Ter,  Illustrious  Roman,  if  misfortune's  sob, 
A  wretched,  ruined,  miserable  prince^ 
May  claim  attention. 

Khad,  Ha,  can  this  be  he ! 
The  graces  of  his  youth,  each  feeling  here, 

Ter,  I  see  you  are  moved,  and  I  intrude  too 
far. 

Rhad,  Pursue  your  purpose ;  warmest  friend- 
ship for  you 
Glows  in.  this  breast 

Ter.  Though  Pharasmanes^  fur? 
Maintains  a  fixed  hostility  with  nome, 
Blend  not  the  son  with  ail  a  father's  crimes. 

ftha(L  Go  on ;  I  pant  to  hear. 

Ter.  My  father's  cruelty 
Each  day  breaks  out  in  some  new  act  of  hocnrt 
Nor  lets  the  sword  grow  cool  from  human  blood. 
First,  in  his  brother's  breast  he  plunged  it;  tfaci^ 
Inflamed  to  fiercer  rage,  'gainst  his  own  son. 
Oh,  Rhadamistus !  tmu.  much  injured  prince! 

Rhad.  And  didst  thou  lote  that  brother? 

Ter,  Generous  Roman, 
He  lived  far  hence  remote ;  I  ne'er  beheM  faior 
But  the  wide  world  resounded  with  his  fame. 

Rhad,  Hold,  hold  my  tears !— Oh !  they  «i 
burst  their  way 
At  this  his  virtuous  tenderness  and  love !  [Ad^ 

Ter.  And  dost  thou  weep  too,  Roman  ? 

Rhad,  From  such  horror. 
And  so  much  cruelty,  my  nature  shrinks. 
Whatever  purpose  rolls  within  thy  breast, 
Boldly fonnde  it.  ShaU  I,  armed  with  ?eiigettKr, 
Assault  the  purple  tyrant  in  his  camp? 
Or  wilt  thou  join  my  steps  ?  then,  in  the  front 
Of  a  brave  veteran  legion,  head  the  war, 
Seek  the  usurper  'midst  his  plumed  troopsy 
And  thus  avenge  mankind  ? 

Ter.  No ;  far  from  me. 
Far  be  the  guilt  of  meditating  aught 
Agunst  the  life  from  whence  my  bein^  sprno^ 
Let  him  oppress  me, — he's  a  parent  still : 

Rhad.  He  rives  my  heart!  Oh!  whatakxif 

mine !  S^^ 

Ter.  Not  for  myself  I  fear;  butch!  Ftamau" 

nius, 
A  lovely  captive, — ^'tis  for  her  I  tremble; 
For  A  nana,  for  that  sweet  perfertioo; 
She  is  her  sex's  boast ! — her  eentle  bosom 
Fraught  with  each  excellence !— her  form  tnd  ftn* 

tare 
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Toadied  by  the  huid  of  dennce ;  adorned 
3y  every  grace,  and  cast  in  beauty's  mould ! 
M  PtiJ^^^  meuis  to  f»vi<&  from  me. 
)uC  tliou  convey  her  hence — 'tis  all  I  ask. 

Rhad,  By  Heaven  I  will !— do  thou,  too,  join 
our  nicht; 
^nnenia  shall  be  thine,  and  that  sweet  maid 
leward  thy  goodness  with  connubial  love, 
kdom  th?  tlvone,  and  make  a  nation  ble&sed  ! 

7>r.  lliake  Anana  happy !  bear  her  hence, 
lad  save  those  bright  unviolatcd  charms 
'rom  Pharasmant^  power!   When  wished-for 

pence 
tettles  a  iarring  world,  Flamminius,  then^ 
1)60  win  I  seek  thee.    Wilt  thou  then  resign 
her? 

Rhad,  Yes,  then ;  as  pure  as  the  unsullied  snow, 
^ax  never  felt  a  sunbeam ;  then  Til  give  her 
iack  to  thy  faithful  love. 

TfT.  Thou  generous  Roman ! 
n  gratitude  I  oow — she's  here  at  hand ; 
i  moment  brings  her  to  you,  while  at  distance 
watch  each  avenue,  each  winding  path, 
'hat  none  intrude  upon  your  privacy.         [Eiit, 

Rhad,  At  IdhEth  iVe  seen  my  brother ;  luiow 
how  mocn 
le  differs  from  his  father :  he  shall  seek 
"he  Roman  tents;  111  there  disclose  myself; 
liere  will  embrace  him  with  a  brother's  love. 
Ml !  how  the  tender  transport  heaves  and  swells, 
111,  thus,  the  fond  excess  dissolves  in  tears ! 

Enter  Megistus^  leading  Zenobia. 

Zen,  Alas!  my  heart  forebodes  I  know  not 

whaL 
Meg,  Dispel  each  doubt^this  is  )our  only  re^ 

fuge. 
Zen.  Tliou  generous  Roman — ^if  distress  like 

rnine^- 


f  an  unhappy  captive  may 
Rhad.  To  me  a£[li<5tioas 


approach  thee- 


voice — ^ye  powers  of 
Heaven ! 
"hat  air  !    those  features  !    that  remembered 

glance! 
Zen,  If  thus  a  wretch's  presence  can  alarm 

you— 
Rhad,  The  music  of  that  voice !  such  once  she 

looked! 
uh)  if  I  had  not  plunged  her  in  the  streami 
could  persuade  myself-—^ 
Zea.  Those  well  known  accents ! 
Ixne  tender  soft  r^ards ! — nay,  mock  me  not ! — 
could  not  hope  to  see  thee !  tell  me^  art  thou 
"hat  once  adored ! — oh ! 

[Fainii  into  MegUtui  arms, 
Meg,  Ah !  her  strength  forsakes  her — 
upport  her.  Heaven !-— TCa/cAei  her  in  his  armi, 
Rhad*  Ye  wonder-working  gods ! 
I  tliis  illusion  all  ?  or  does  your  goodness 
ndccd  restore  her? — if  I  do  not  dream, 
f  tills  be  true^^-oh !  let  those  angel  eyes 
)peu  to  life,  to  love,  and  Rhadaimdtus. 
roL.  L 


'    Mag.  What  further  mitides  doth  Heaven  pre* 

Zen,  Forgive  my  weakness — the  air-painted 

image 

Of  my  lovedlord-— and  see !— «gain  'tis  present  \-^ 

That  look,  that  speaks  the  fond  impassioned  soul ! 

Yes,  such  he  was  !— oh !   art  thou — tell  me-* 


Art  thou  restored  me  ?^-art  thou  Rhadamistus  ? 
Rhad,  I  have  not  murdered  her  !-^beniguaat 
gods ! 
I  am  not  faulty — mv  Zenobia  lives  ! 

Zen.  It  IS  my  lord !  Oh !  I  can  hold  no  longer. 
But,  thus  delighted,  spring  to  his  embrace. 
Thus  wander  o'er  him  widi  my  tears  and  kisses* 
And  thus,  and  thus, — speak  my  enraptured  soul. 
Rhad.  She  lives!  she  lives!  what  kind  pro* 
tecting  god, 
Long  lost,  and  long  lamented,  gives  thee  back. 
Gives  me  to  view  thee,  and  to  hear  thy  voice, 
With  joyto  ecstacy,  with  tears  to  rapture  ? 
Zen,  This  gpod  old  man — ^'cwas  he  preserved 

me  for  you. 
Meg.  Oh !  day  of  charms !  Ob !  unexpected 
hour ! 
I  have  not  lived  in  vain — these  gushing  eyes    • 
Have  seen  their  mutual  transports ! 

Rhad.  Generous  friend ! 
Come  to  my  heart — Zenobia's  second  father ! 
Zen,  Thou  art  indebted  more  than  thou  can'st 
pay  him; 
Indebted  for  our  infant  babe  preser\*ed. 
The  blossom  of  our  joys !  thou  can  st  not  think 
How  much  he  looks,  and  moves,  and  talks  like 
thee. 
Rhad,  Oh !  mighty  gods !   it  is  too  much  of 
bliss, 
Too  exQuisite  to  bear !  these  barbarous  hands 
Had  well  nigh  murdered  both  my  wife  and  child ! 
Wilt  thou  forgive  me !  Oh !  my  best  delight. 
Wilt  thou  receive  a  traitor  to  your  arms  ? 
Wilt  thou,  Zenobia? 

Zen,  Will  I  f  gracious  Heaven ! 
Thou  source  of  all  my  comfort ! 

Meg,  Ha!  beware. 
Beware  my  prince !  but  now  with  hasty  step 
I  saw  Tigranes  ctrcliug  yonder  tent 

Rhad.  The  ambassador  of  Rome  he  seeks,  on 
business 
Of  import  high-^I  will  prevent  his  speed — 
And  must  I,  then,  so  soon  depart,  Zenobia  ? 
Zen.  Hence,  quickly  hence !  anon  well  meet 

again— 
Rhad,  Yes,  we  will  meet;  the  gods  have  ^ven 
thee  tome. 
And  they  will  finish  their  own  holy  woik.  f  £r'r« 
Meg,  My  prayers  are  heard  atlength — Zeno- 
bia still 
Shall  be  Armenia's  queen* 

Zen.  Oh !  good  Megistus, 
Heaven  has  been  bounteous,  and  restored  any 
lord. 
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VTiih  him  III  fly,  wrapt  in  the  ^oom  d*  night; 
And  thou,  Me^stus,  tnoa  shalt  join  our  flisbt ; 
Placed  near  lus  throne,  thy  generous  zeal  shall 
share 


The  bright  reward  of  all  dr^  toil  i 
While  1«  redeemed  at  length  from 
Forget  my  woes  io  Rfaaduaistiia^ 


[Ennl. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Rhadamistus  and  Teribasvs. 

Ter,  Thou  art  a  friend  indeed,  thou  generous 
man! 
The  best  of  friends,  to  save  such  innocence. 
Thai  lovely  virgin  bloom !  the  pious  act 
Shall  to  remotest  time  transmit  thy  name^ 
Ennobled  by  humanity  and  virtue. 

Rhad,  Alas !  no  praise  I  merit ;  'tis  a  deed 
That  loses  virtue's  name— 

Ter.  Flamminius,  no ! 
Thou  shalt  not  derogate  from  worth  like  thine. 
But  oh !  beware,  mv  friend,  and  steel  thy  heart 
Against  the  sweet  illapse  of  gentler  passions. 
To  love  her  were  such  treachery !  By  Heaven ! 
It  were  a  fraud  of  a  more  damned  hue— 
A  fraud  to  sacred  friendship !  but  my  soul 
Rejects  the  mean  suspicion — thou  art  Just, 
And  Ariana  shall  be  mine  again ! 

Rkad,  If,  when  the  tumult  of  the  war  is  pas- 
sed, 
Tou  then  persist  to  claim  her 

Ter,  Then  persist ! 
When  I  do  not  pcr»st — ^whene'er  my  heart 
Forgets  the  fond  idefr=^^4ia !  take  heed — 
Your  colour  dies  by  fits,  and  now,  anin. 
It  flushes  o^er  your  cheek — if  beaotiys  power   ^ 
Can  waken  soft  desire — and  sure  such  beauty 
May  warm  the  breast  of  stoic  apathy — 
If  thou  can'st  love,  resign  the  trust  at  once. 
For  Oh !  to  lose  her,  to  behold  those  charms, 
•That  all-perfection  yielded  to  another, 
Were  (he  worst  agony,  the  keenest  stab 
That  ever  pierced  a  lover  to  the  soul. 
The  thougnt,  the  veiy  thought  inflames  to  mad- 
ness ! 

Rhad,  [Atide,]    Not  till  the  fever  of  his  mind 
subsides, 
Must  I  reveal  me--the  disclosure,  now, 
Would  to  his  phrenzy  ^ve  a  whirlwind's  wing, 
And  bury  ail  m  ruin-^let  her,  then. 
Yes,  Tenbazus,  let  the  blooming  maid, 
Still  in  this  camp,  a  volantary  captive— 
Since  you  will  have  it  so— since  weak  mistrast 
Can  taint  a  noble  spirit— let  her  here 
Teach  that  rare  beauty  to  display  its  charms^ 
Its  various  graces ;  bid  those  radiant  eyes 
Dart  their  quick  glances  to  the  t^rrant^s  soul, 
Inflame  his  hot  de»res,  and  halt  absolve  them. 
Xer.  Madness  and  horror !  no !  haste,  fly,  be- 
gone. 
And  give  her  hence  safe  conduct;  I  can  trust 
To  Roman  continence— your  Scipio's  praise 


da 


fiQD  all,  he 


Shall  be  the  theme  of  fame^  eternal  fip! 
Rkad.  Thou,  too,  attend  her  stieps;  «aicki3 

her  ways; 
When  we  have  reached  die  Roman  suidavT, 
Then  ^all  such  wonders  to  thy  listenai  car— 
The  web  which  fate  has  woye       bcife  ay 

friend — 
Tigranes  comes — ^what  would*st  thoo,  sir? 

Enter  Tiorahe&. 

Tig.  The  king 
Grants  you  one  parley 

way 
He  bends  his  stepi 

means 
To  hold  a  private  conference— 

Rkad.  Rome's  ambasmdor 
Attends  his  pleasure.  [Stit  7%rna. 

Ter.  I  must  hence,  Flanuninina^— 
Farewell !  yet,  ere  thou  goesc,  I  still  must  cose 
Another  interview — farewell !  remember. 
My  love,  my  life,  my  all,  depeod  on  tbee.  [£itf . 
Rkad,  An !  ■  luckleas  prince !    bow  lost  a  tt- 
ror*s  maze ! 
Blindly  he  wanders,  and  love's  sweet  debwn 
Infuses  its  enchantment  throtig{h  his  heart ! 
But  when  removed  from  Pharasmanes'  power. 
He  learns  my  prior  claim,  his  generoas  (006- 

ship 
Will  bound  with  transport  at  a  brother's  jun 
And  with  a  warmth  ot  sympatby  partake  tkiB. 
But  ha!    My  father!    Grant  me  streqgtfc,* 

powers. 
To  meet  the  dread  encounter  I 

Enter  Puar  asm  auks. 

Pkar.  Oncea^n, 
Ere  you  depart,  if  Pharaamanes  deam 
To  treal,  and  thus  expostulate  with  Keme^ 
Tis  to  thy  prayers  I  grant  it. 

Rkad.  Rome  had  rather 
Persuade  than  conquer;  her  weO-babBoed  js^ 

tice — 
Pkar.  No  more  of  Roman  juatioe      bhaw 

not' 
Virtues  you  ne'er  have  practised       aidi  ^ 

name^ 
The  specious  name  of  love  for  hoaMB  kiad, 
You  sanctify  the  insatiate  rage  of  cooqaes^ 
And  where  the  sword  has  made  a  soliMe, 
That  you  proclaim  a  peace.     Eren  now  w* 

views 
Stand  manifest  to  sisht — Co  thee  'tis  kasfirn 
That  Rhadamistiis  lives ! 
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RhU  Hoir,Sir!  can 
Docs  that  unhappy  prince — 

Phar.  Thou  faue  diesembler ! — 
fes,  io  dnr  heart  the  fiital  secret's  lodged ! 

RkatL  Sir,  if  youi'  aoo — if  you  will  search  his 
heart — 

Pkar.  From  certain  fugitives  I  have  learned  it 
all— 
h  yonder  can^  concealed  from  vulgar  eyes^ 
To  war  against  his  father  still  he  lives  ! 
•Vhy  dost  thou  droop  dejected  ?  something  lurks 
ieoeath  that  burning  blush — 

Rhad,  That  bnmmg  blush 
^lows  on  m^  cheek  for  tliee — I  know  your  son, 
Ind  know  him  unsusceptible  of  guilt 

Pkar,  Then,  Roman,  mark  my  words;  would'st 
thou  prevent 
lie  carnage  fate  prepares  on  yonder  plains^ 
)o>  tell  Paulinus  I  will<treat  of  terms 
Vith  hun,  who  brings  me  Rhadamistus'  head. 

Rhad,  Your  own  son's  head ! 

Pkar.  Why  dost  thou  gaze  so  earnest  ? 
Vhy  those  emotions  stniggling  for  a  vent  ? 

Ahad.  AmazeraeDt  checks  my  voice,  and,  lost 

in  wonder, 
view  the  unnatural  father,  who  would  bathe 
lis  bands  in  blood,  in  a  son's  blood — a  son 
\rho  pants,  with  ardour  pants,  on  terms  of 

peace, 
0  sheathe  tlie  sword,  and  with  a  filial  hand 
*o  throw  a  veil  over  a  father's  crimes. 

Pkar.  By  Heaven  'tis  false— 4ias  he  not  dared 

to  league 
Vith  ray  determined  foes  ?  even  to  the  senate, 
0  every  region  where  his  voice  could  pierce, 
las  he  not  fled  with  the  delusive  story  r 
Vith  grief  and  loud  complaints  indamed  the 

world? 
Ind  even  now,  does  not  the  stripling  come 
o  the  Aranesi'  banks  with  Rome  in  arms  f 

Rhad.  Thougb  urged  by  dire  constraint,  yet 
Heaven  can  witness 
lis  strong  reluctance. 

Phar.  Let  the  rebel  know 
le  never  shall  ascend  Armenia's  throne. 

Rhad.  And  shall  destruction,  with  her  horrid 
train, 
Italk  o'er  the  land  ? 

Phar.  Yes !  let  destruction  loose ! 
ris  Pharasmtaes*  glory. 

Rhad.  Can  the  rage, 
Ind  the  wild  tumult  of  desttuctive  havoc 
Administer  delight  f  alas !  the  day 
list  deluges  the  land  with  human  blood, 
s  that  a  day  of  glory  ? 
« sir,  have  travened  o'er  the  field  of  death, 
V^herewarhadspentitorage.   Had'st  thou bdield 
liat  scene  of  horror,  where  unnumbered  wretches, 
n  mailed  heaps,  lay  weltering  in  their  gore; 
Vhere  the  food  father,  in  the  mp  of  death, 
ATept  for  his  duldroi ;  where  the  lover  sidhed 
For  her,  whom  never  more  his  eyes  ahoula  view; 


Where  various  misery  seat  foHh  its  groans : 
Had'st  thou  bdield  that  sceQe»   the   touch  of 

nature 
Had  stirred  within  thee,  and  the  virtnoos  drop 
Of  pity  gushed  unbidden  from  thy  eye. 

Phar.  Enervate  slave !  here  ends  all  further 
parley. 
Go  tell  your  general,  tell  your  Roman  chiefs^ 
The  father  claims  his  son. — Have  we  not  heard 
How  your  own  Brutus  to  the  lictoKs  sword 
Condemned  his  children }  and  would  Rome  dis- 
pute 
A  king's  paternal  power  ?  let  them  yield  up 
The  treacherous  boy,  or,  terrible  in  arms, 
Shall  Pharasmanes  overwl^elm  their  legions, 
Mow  down  their  cohortf,  and   their   mangled 

limbs 
Give  to  the  vulture's  beak. 

Rhad.  And  yet  reflect — 

Phar,  Roman,  no  more. 

Rhad.  Unwilling,  I  withdraw ; 
A  fiither's  stem  resolve  the  son  shaU  mourn. 
And  with  a  pang  of  nature  shall  behold 
The  Roman  eagle  dart  like  thunder  on  thee. 

[Exit. 

Phar,  Away,  and  leave  me,  slaire !  to-morrow's 
sun 
Shall  see  mv  great  revenge    mean  time,  I  giva 
The  gentle  hoiuv  to  love  and  Ariana. 
Wliat^  ho !  Tigranes ! 

Enter  Tiorakes. 

Phar.  Does  the  subbom  fair 
Yield  to  my  ardent  vows  ? 

Tig.  She  mocks  your  passion. 
And  gives  to  Teribasus  all  her  smiles. 

P/Mrr.  By  Heaven !  even  love  itself  shall  be 
my  slave  I 
Yet  love  like  mine  requires  her  soft  consent. 
And  will  not  riot  o'^r  ner  plundered  charms. 
Quids,  bring  her  father  to  me  > 

Tig.  By  your  orders 
At  hand  Megistus  waits  your  sovereigp  will. 

{Exit. 

Phar.  Bring  him  before  us— wise  and  prudent 
age 
Will  plead  my  cause^  itod  second  my  desires. 

Enter  Megistus. 

Meg.  Dread  tk — a  blameless,  a  distressed 
old  man, 
Of  guilt  unoonsctotts— 

Phar.  Whatsoe'er  thy  fpjolty 
A  smile  from  Ariana  expmtes  alU 

Meg.  Believe  me,  sir,  I  never  have  offended ; 
She  Was  my  sble  delight ;  my  age's  comfort ; 

For  her  I  felt  more  than  a  parent's  love 

But  'midst  the  troubles  that  distract  the  land 
I  lost  her.    In  despair,  with  yearning  heart, 
I  ranf;ed  the  country  round  in  foud  pursuit. 
This  IS  my  crime ;  sure  'tis  no  crime  to  io>e 
Such  blooming  innocence ! 
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Fhar,  Dispel  thy  feaFS, 
Thy  love  for  Ariana  speaks  thy  virtue. 
That  eraceful  form,  that  symmetry  of  shape. 
That  oloom,  those  features^  those  love-darting 

eyes, 
All,  all  attract,  that  there  each  fond  admirer 
Could  ever  gaze,  enamoured  of  her  charms. 

Meg,  Alas !  'whatever  the  symmetry  of  shape, 
Whate'er  tlie  grace  that  revels  in  her  features^ 
Glows  in  her  bloom,  or  sparkles  in  her  eye, 
Thev  all  arc  transient  beauties,  soon  to  fade, 
And  leave  inanimate  that  decent  form. 
Inward  affliction  saps  the  vital  frame, 
Incurable  affliction  !  fixed  in  woe 
lier  eyes  for  ever,  motionless  and  dim. 
Gaze  on  the  fancied  image  of  her  husband. 

Phar,  Her  husband  ! 

Meg,  Yes;  a  husband  severed  from  her 
By  fatol  chance  !  him  she  for  ever  sees 
With  fancy's  gushing  eye,  and  seeks  him  still 
In  fond  excursions  of  delusive  thought. 
She  pines  each  hour,  and  ei-en  in  blooming  dies ; 
As  orooping  roses,  while  the  worm,  unseen. 
Preys  on  their  fragrant  sweets,  still  beauteous 

look. 
And  waste  their  aromatic  lives  in  air. 

Fhar,  The  rose,  transplanted  to  a  warmer  sky. 
Shall  raise  its  languid  head,  and  all  be  well. 

Meg,  Her  husband  still  survives,  and  far  remote 
He  wanders  in  Armenia's  realm 

Thar,  No  more 
To  call  her  his !  by  all  my  promised  joys, 
His  doom  is  fixed !  do  thou  straight  seek  thy 

daughter, 
My  loveliest  Ariana ;  in  her  ear 
Breathe  the  mild  accents  of  a  father's  voice, 
And  reconcile  her  heart  to  love  and  mc. 

Meg.  Your  pardon,  sir;  it  were  not  fit  my 
voice 
Should  teach  her  to  betray  her  holy  vows. 

Phar,  When  Pharasmanes  speaks — 

Meg.  My  life  is  his, 
And  when  he  mils  it,  'tis  devoted  to  him-^— 
But,  sir,  though  poor,  my  honour  still  is  mine; 
Tis  all  that  Heaven  has  given  me,  and  that  gift 
Hie  gods  expect  I  never  should  resign. 

Phar.  And  dost  thou  hesitate  ?  what,  when  a 
crown 
Invites  tliy  daughter  to  imperial  splendour ! 

Meg,  Oh  !  not  for  me  such  splendour !  I  have 
lived 
My  humble  days  in  virtuous  poverty. 
To  tend  my  flock,  to  watch  each  rising  flower, 
^ch  herb,  each  plant  that  drinks  the  morning 

dew, 
And  lift  my  praise  to  the  just  gods  on  high — 
These  were  my  habits,  these  my  only  cares ; 
These  hands  sufficed  to  answer  my  desires, 
yVnd  having  nought,  yet  nought  was  wanting  to 
me. 

phar.  Away,  thou  slave !  I  would  not  quite 
despise  thee   * 


Or  yield  your  daughter,  or  my  gwiftett       _ 
Falls  on  thy  hoary  head — a  monarch's  love 
Shall  seize  her  trembling  to  his  eager  arooa. 
Then  «pum  her  back  a  prey  to  wan  despair. 
Till  bitter  anguish  blase  each  withered  <dunii. 
And  rave  in  vain  for  love  and  empire  aoomed! 

[Eat 
Meg.  Fell  monster,  go !  inexorable  tjmit ! 
Perhaps  I  should  have  soothed  his  lioa 
With    feigned  complianoe— -ha  ! — whj 
thus 

Enter  Zenobia, 

Zefi«  The  important  hour,  Megistos^ 
preaches. 
Lo !  the  last  blushes  of  departing  day 
But  feebly  streak  yon  chm  norizon's  verge. 
My  Rhadamistus  comes  to  guide  my 
Through  devious  paths  seek  thou  Zopiron's  teai; 
Thus  we  shall  lull  suspicion, 

Meg.  I  obey ; 
May  guardian  angeb  spread  their  wiitts  around 
thee!  [EiH. 

Zen.  Yes,  the  blessed  gods,  who^  throfagli  ^e 
maze  of  fate. 
Have  led  us  once  again  to  meet  in  life. 
Will  prove  the  friends  of  virtoe  to  the  last. 
Ha !  Teribazus  comes ! 

Enter  Tkbibazus. 

Ter,  And  is  it  given 
Once  more  to  see  3iee  here ?  dost  thou  avoid  oie? 
Dost  thou  despise  me  in  this  tender  moment. 
When  my  soul  bleeds  with  anguish  at  the 
Of  parting  with  thee  ?  Ariana ! 

ien.  Oh ! 
Unhappy  prince  1  Oh !  fly  me ;  shun  me ; 
And  ruin  follow — one  short  moment^  stay 
Will  ronze  your  fadier's  rage. 

Ter,  My  father's  rage 
Already  has  undone  me— ah  j  in  tears ! 
And  do  they  fall  for  me  ?  does  that  soft  dgh 
Heave  for  the  lost,  afflicted  Teribazus? 

Zen.  Yes,  the  tear  falls,  and  die  si^  faeaie^ 
for  thee; 
Thy  elegance  of  mind,  the  various  graces 
That  bloom  around  thee,  and  adorn  the  hero, 
Nay,  other  ties  there  are  whidi  strongly  plead^ 
And  bid  me  tremble  for  thee. 
And  yet — sad  recompense  for  all  thy  friendsbip^ 
To  warn  thee  hence,  to  bid  thee  shun  my  wajs. 
Is  all  the  gratitude  I  now  can  offer. 

Ter.  Thus  must  we  part  ? 

Zen.  A  rival  is  at  hand. 
Here  in  the  camp— an  unexpected  rtval. 
Sent  by  the  gods — the  idol  of  my  soul ! 

Ter.  What  say'st  thoa,  Ariana  ?  has  anotha 
Usurped  thy  heart?  Unkind,  relentless  maid ! 
Since  first  thy  beauty  dawned  upon  my  sighl^ 
How  have  I  loved,  repented,  yet  lovedf  oo ! 
Even  against  you,  against  myself  I  stnoig^edT- 
,  Present  I  fled  you— absent  I  adoredr- 


Murphy.] 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


86d 


I  fled  for  refuge  to  the  forett^s  gloom, 

But  in  the  forest^s  g^oom  thy  image  met  me ! 

The  shades  of  night,  the  lustre  of  the  day, 

AU,  all  retraced  ray  Ariami's  fonn. 

Thy  fonn  pursued  me  in  the  battle's  nge^ 

'Midst  shouts,  and  all  the  clangor  of  the  war. 

It  stole  me  from  myself!-  my  lonely  tent 

Re-echoes  with  mv^roans^  and  in  the  ranks 

rhe  wondering  soldier  hevs  my  voice  no  more. 

Zen.  Yet  leave  me,  Teribazus--^enerous  yonth ! 
Reroembranoe  oft  shall  dwell  upon  thy  praise ; 
But,  for  my  love,  'tis  all  anothers  claim. 

Ter.  Another's  claim !  why  wilt  thou  torture 
thus 
K  fond,  despairine  wretch  ?— oh !  not  for  me 
Hioae  sorrows  fall— they  are  another^s  tears  ;— 
Another  daims  them  from  me— name  this  rival, 
rhat  my  swift  fury-^tell  me,  has  Flamminius, 
^as  the  base  Roman  broke  his  promised  faith  f 
N'lU  not  the  barbarous  man  afibrd  you  shelter? 

Ztn,  Why  wilt  thou  force  me  speak  f  the  fato 
ofaft, 
rhine,  Teribaxos— mine— the  fate  of  one, 
iVbom,  were  he  knowiv-^thy  heart  holds  ever 

dear, 
s  now  concerned — Flamminius  claims  my  love ; 
!iong  since  he  won  my  heart 

Ter,  Vindictive  gods ! 
namminius  claims  thy  love!  not  Cssai's  self 
ihall  dare  to  wrest  thee  from  me— Ariana ! 
fhus  on  my  knees— would  I  could  perish  here, 
rhat  even  m  death  I  still  might  gaze  upon  thee, 
TtU  the  last  pang  divide  thee  from  mylieart. 

Enter  Rhadamistus. 

Rkad,  It  was  the  yoice  of  anguish  and  despair ! 
V'hy  thus,  illustrious  prince 

Ter,  [Starting  up.J  Thou  treacherous  Roman ! 
^ho  com'st  to  violate  each  sacred  tie, 
lie  laws  of  honour,  and  the  laws  of  love ! 
^ho  com'st  beneath  the  mask  of  public  faith 
b  do  a  robber's  work ! 

AAdd  When  to  your  camp 
bring  a  heart  that  longs  to  serve  you^  prince, 
Vhy  this  intemperato  rage  ? 

Ter,  To  do  the  work 
X  perfidy  and  freud !  but  first  by  rapine, 
ty  violated  maids,  your  city  grew; 
;nd  do  you  come  to  emulate  your  rires^ 
Unwilling  to  degenerate  in  vice  ? 

RhatL  Mistaken  youth  !«— Oh !  if  you  did  but 

know  me! 
r  vou  but  knew  the  justioe  Rome  intends— 

^er.  Justice  and  Kome !  and  dost  thou  dare 

to  join 
wo  names  so  opposite  ?•— have  we  not  heard 
^  frugal  consuls,  and  of  stoic  chiefs, 
i^ho  soon  forgetting  here  their  Sabine  farms, 
lade  war  a  Mle,  and  then  returned  to  Rome, 
lich  with  the  plunder  of  the  rifled  east? 
wn  some  new  Lucullus  leads  them  on, 
ired  with  the  lore  of  rapine. 


Rkad.  Fired  with  tul 
To  break  a  nation's  chains— wonld'st  tho«bot 

hear  me- 
lt is  a  friend  implores-— 

Zen.  A  generous  friend ! 
Then  listen  to  him — let  these  streaming  eyes, 
These  earnest  prayers^  this  supplicating  form— 

Ter,  Leagued  with  my  foe,  behold  her ! 

mighty  gods ! 
Have  I  deservra  it  of  her? 

Rhad,  Yet  be  calm 

Yet  listen  to  me — Oh !  I  could  unfold 

Yet  stay — TH  prove  myself  a  brother  to  thee. 

Ter,  Roman,  eipect  me  in  the  battle's  front — 
Instant  depart — but  leave  diy  prey  behind; — 
Dare  not — ^I  charge  thee  dare  oo^  tempt  her; 

hence! 
ToHDorrow's  sun  shall  see  me,  clothed  in  terror, 
Pursue  thy  steps  through  all  the  ranks  of  war. 
Till  my  spear  nz  thee  quiveting  to  die  ground. 

[Exit, 
Zen,  Yet,  Rhadamistus^  call  him— let  him 

know 
Rhad,  Thou  lovely  trembler!  banidi  eveiy 

The  time  now  bids  us  hence — and  lo !  the  moon 
Streams  her  mild  radiance  on  the  rustling  grove. 
I  will  conduct  thee — ha !  Zopiroi^-^ 

Enter  Zopikov. 

Come, 

Thou  best  of  men!  letmeonoe  more  embrace  diee. 
Zap,  Oh !  speed  thee  hence — each  moment's 

bicwitli  death— 
RAa/.  Farewell !  farewell !  when  Fve  escaped 

your  camp. 
Seek  diou  my  brother ;  soothe  his  troubled  spirit ; 
Explain  these  wonders ;  tell  him  Rhadamistns 
Esteems  and  loves,  and  honours  all  his  virtues. 
Farewell,  Zopiron  I — in  Armenia's  court 
Thy  king  shall  thank  thy  goodness— my  Zenobia, 
Oh !  let  me  guide  thee  from  this  place  of  danger, 
To  life,  to  love,  to  liberty  woAwj, 

J  Exit  with  Zenobia, 
e  with  gentlest  a»- 
J»ect  on  them ! — 
m  serene,  that  everv  planet  sheds, 
To  light  their  steps — ^this  dU  setherial  mildness, 
Is  sure  the  token  of  encircling  gods, 
That  hover  anxious  o'er  the  soleom  scene ! 

Enter  Phabasmanes,  TioKkvts /oUowing. 
Phar,  Let  Teribaxus  straight  attend  our  pre- 


Tig,  Bt)t  now,  with  glaring  eye  and  fierce  de- 


meanour. 


He  entered  yonder  tent 

Phar,  Bid  him  approach  us. 
Then  do  thou  rouno  the  midniriit  watdi,  and  see 
That  Rome's  ambassador  has  left  ro3r  camp. 

[Exit  ligranei. 
This  war,  Zopiron,  shall  be  soon  extinguished 
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In  Roman  blood,  and  yield  Armenia  to  me. 

Zop.  Armenia^  air,  still  obstinately  mourns 
Lost  MithridateSy  fatber  of  his -people. 
Her  hardy  sons,  with  one  consenting  Toioey 
Demand  a  king  from  Bome;    all  leagued  and 

sworn 
Never  to  croocb  beneadi  the  oonqoeror^s  yoke. 
P4uw.  Buty  when  the  Roman  eagle  bites  the 

ground. 
They'll  shrink  aghast,  and  own  iny  sovereign 

sway. 

Enter  Teribazus. 

Phar.  Tbon  base  confederate  witib  thy  father's 
fees! 

Ter.  The  aocnsationt  ab^  if  proof  support  it^ 
Gives  you  my  forfeit  life,  and  I  resign  it. 
Freely  sesigii!— if  destitute  of  proof, 
It  is  a  stab  to  bonour,  and  the  ohaige 
Shaakl  net  be  lightly  annd. 

P/br.ThisaSopnoT 
That  dKctaD^  to  a  laiher — - 

Ter.  Tis  the  spirit 
Of  injured  innpoenoe— 4f  Pharasmanes 
Suspect  my  truth,  send  me  where  danger  calls ; 
Bid  ne  this  moment  cany  <fes(th  and  slaughter 
To  rage  ia  jtmAee  auap ;  yes,  then,  your  son 
Shall  mark  Ins  batred  of  tne  Roman  name. 

Pkar,  Hast  thou  not  dared  to  thwart  my  ten- 
derest  passion. 
And  to  seduce  my  Ariana's  love  ? 

Ter.  Andy  if  this  yqnthiul  huat,  too  pnme  to 
melt 
At  beauty's  ray,  received  die  gentle  flame, 
*Tis  past-— the  diarm  is  o*er--«o  longer  now 
I  walk  a  captive  in  her  haughty  triumph ! 


In  vain  Ae  now -may  erill  forth  aD  hcr^aoe^ 
Instruct 'her  eyes  to  roll  with  biddaifitts 
And  practise  all  the  wonders  ofhff  &oe. 
Amlntion  calls,  and  lights  a  fioUerr 


Enter  Tigranes. 

7^.  The  ambassador  of  Rame^  aaitbt  oU 
traitor, 

The  false  Megtstos 

PAer.  Speak ;  unfold  thy  purpose. 
7^.  Together  left  thecamp^  andin^hartsui 
Bear  Ariana  with  them 

Ter.  Ariana! 
Have  the  skives  dared — detested  trcachen ! 
Now,  now,  my  father,  now  approve  mj  ksI  ! 
Pkar.   Haste!   fly!   poraoe  her!  bni%fk 

traitress  bac^ ! 
Ter.  My  r^pid  vengeance  ahall  o'ertaks  te 
flight, 
And  bring  tbe  Rooiao  nkinderer  booad  ia  daai 

Pkar.  Do  thoo,  Tigranea,  with  a  chosn  bal 
Circle  yon  hills,  and  inleroept  their  amch. 
And  tiioQ,  Zopiion,  send  my  swiftest  bone 
To  range  ^be  wood,  and  sweep  along  the  vik. 

[JEiil  'HgnML 
Zop.  Ye  goaidian  ddties^  now  lend  your  «d! 

[Ext. 

Pkar.  [Ahue.]  Has  te  perfi<fioas»  yet  sdod 
deceiver. 
Thus  has  she  left  me?  from  a  nionardi's  nk, 
Fled  with  a  lawless  ravi^er  from  Rome? 
Oh !  give  me  vmyaoe ;  9,ve  Flamminins  tone. 
That  he  may  die  m  agony  unheard  of. 
The  tnutress,  then — spite  of  each  winmof^  art, 
Spite  of  her  guilt,  she  triam{^  ia  lay  heint 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Vkarabuavvs. 

Pkar.  Not  yet  returned !   I  am  tortured  on 

the  rack — 
By  Heaven,   to-morrow*8  tiawn— ^-^iistracting 

diougfat ! 
Ere  that,  tm  Roman  ravajger  enjoys 
Her  heaven  of  bHss,  and  riots  in  delight 
My  soul's  tm  fir&--tltts  night  111  storm  his  camp, 
And  dash  his  promised  joys ;  let  loose  my  rage, 

[AJUmrish  oftrumpet$. 
And  bory  aH  ia  rain — ha !  what  means 
This  new  alann  ? 

£nfer  Ter  IB  AZtrs,  Soldieri,SfC. 

Ter.  The  treacherous  sbive  is  taken ! 
My  speed  outstripped  him,  and  this  ann,thatfleiBed, 
Hath  well  aecured  the  traitor. 

Pkar^  Great  revenge, 
"The  measure  of  thy  joys  is  full ! 

Ter.  At  first 


Thef  naide  a  feeble  stand ;  bnt^besnafidaitMBi 
And  dose  encircled  by  the  SOBS  of  Asia, 
They  saw  death  threatening  at  each  J8ida'> 

point 
I  rushed  upon  Flamminiva— oMich  be  coated 
A  secret  parley,  but  my  soul  **^«^™^ 
All  further  conference--he  and  his  cnmfJnttpr, 
The  base  Megistus^  with  the  fair  deautu, 
Remeasure  iMck  their  stepe^  and  daok  lbs 

diains 
In  bitterness  of  heart. 

Pkar.  A  father's  thanks, 
Shall  well  requite  thee~lo !  the  HailonoaBK. 


Enter  RHAnAMiSTtrs,  Zekobia,  MficisTn^ 

fa  ckains. 


petfidii 


Pkar.    Thou  base 
plunderer ! 

RAadL  I  do  not  mean  to  wage  a 
Repent  ihee  of  this  insult,  of  these 
On  him,  who  represents  a  people  here* 


IboaltilaB 
of  voids. 
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Pkar,  Anon  thoolt  sea  how   I  respect  thai 
people. 
My  jiut  revenge  shall  tell  thee ;  on  thy  head 
4oa  thinei  Megistu^  sudden  vengeance  ftils. 

Meg,  Alas !  worn  out  with  age  and  miseiyv 
[  long  to  lay  me  in  the  shroud  of  death. 

Pkar»  I  grant  tl^  wish— what  words^  fair  fu- 
gitive, 
Tan  colour  thy  deceit? 

Zffi.  Tlie  heart  resolved* 
^ants  no  escose,  no  colouring  of  words. 
[  found' my  husband,  flew  to  his  embrace ; 
[hia^  this  is  he !  the  lord  of  my  desires 
iVith  him,  content,  Fll  traverse  o*er  the  world. 

Phar,  Dost  thou  avow  it  too  ? 

Zen.  Do  I  avow  it  ? 
(es,  I  exult,  I  glory  in  it — Think'st  thou 
11  prove  so  meanly  false  to  honour's  cause, 
Is  to  apologize  for  being  faithful  ? 

Ter,  I  see  Flamminiushas  already  schooled  her 
[n  Roman  mazim»—— 

RkoiL  Miserable  prince ! 
will  not  answer  thee — too  soon  thy  heart 
'or  this  last  feat  will  bitterly  reproach  thee ! 

Ter,  Away  with  thy  delusive  arts— if  ever 
[  form  alliance  with  that  haughty  people^ 
rhose  ravagers  of  earth,  if  e'er  again 
hold  communion  with  thee,  may  the  gods— 
tf ay  Pharsamanes — but  it  cannot  be— 
4y' heart,  high-beating  in  mv  country's  cause, 
k'ows  an  eternal  enmity  witn  Rome.  [^^^' 

Rkad,  Thee,  Pharasmanes,  thee  my  voice  ad- 


rtiou  know'st  m^  title  to  her — Hymen's  rites 

^ng  since  umted  both ^Tben  loose  these 

chains; 
Tis  in  the  name  of  Rome  I  ask  it 

PAor.  Slave ! 
fliy  title,  by  the  rights  of  war,  is  now  eitin- 

guislied. 
Taptivity  dissolves  her  former  ties, 
Vnd  now  the  laws  of  arms  have  made  her  mine. 
Zen.  And  are  there  laws  to  change  the  human 
heart  f 
To  alter  the  affections  of  the  soul } 
(now  that  my  heart  is  ruled  by  other  laws, 
[1)6  laws  of  truth,  of  honour,  and  of  love, 
riiis  is  my  husband !  source  of  all  my  comfort ! 
Vith  him  FU  live — ^with  him  will  dare  to  die ! 
Phar.  By  Heaven,  some  mystery — thou  treach- 
erous fair ! 

^lark  well  my  words unfold  thy  birth  and 

rank — 
^Iv  mind,  uncertain,  wanders  in  conjecture 
Vho,  and  what  art  thou  f  Vain  is  eveir  gu< 
IcMilve  my  doubts,  or  else  the  Roman  s  doom 
ihnll  be  determined  straight-^ 

Zen.  And  ray  resolve, 
iyrant,  is  fixed  to  share  ray  husband's  fate, 
fnat  I  unfold — that  sentiment  reveal — 
To  Heaven  and  earth  reveal  it— for  the  res^ 
iucss  if  you  can,  determine  if  you  dare. 


Phar,  Quick,  drag  Flamminios 

Rhad.  Slaves,  hold  your  hands — 
My  character  protects  me  here^— - 

Phar.  Dispatch! 
Instant  dispatch,  and  mat  Ifegistos,  loo ! 

[AgiUms  i$  Udoffl 

Zen.  Horror !  call  back  the  word— it  shall  not 


Here  will  I  hold  him^harbarous  ruffians  liold^ 
Murder !  my  life!  my  lord !  my  husband !  oh ! 

\Rhadamithu  is  dragged  off. 
Phar.  Give  him  the  torture ;  lee  your  keen- 
est pangs 
Extort  eaoi  secret  from  him       ■ 

Zen,  Pharasmanes! 
Thus  lowly  humbled,  prostrate  in  the  dust^ 
Washing  your  feet  witn  tears — have  mercy!  this 
Will  be  the  blackest,  worst  of  all  your  murders. 
PAar.  There's  but  one  w«y  to  mitigate  his  doom. 
Zen.  Give  me  to  know  it — spare  him— spare 

hu  life. 
Phar.  Abjure  the  slave,  and,  by  connubial 
vows, 
This  instant  make  thee  partner  of  my  throne. 

Zen.  My  faith,  mv  love,  my  very  life  is  hi^— 
My  child  is  his— oh  :  think  thou  see*st  my  infant 
LifHng  his  little  hands — 

PAar.  ni  hear  no  more; 
Or  yield  this  moment,  or  the  traitor  dies. 

[Kxit  Pharasmanei. 
Zen.  [Ahne.']  Inhuman  tyrant !  madness  seize 
my  brain ! 
Swallow  me  earth !   here  shall  these  desperate 

hands 
Strike  on  thy  flinty  bosom,  here  my  voice 
Pierce  to  thy  centre,  till,  with  pity  touched. 
Your  caverns  open  wide  to  hide  a  wretch 
From  hated  men,  from  misery  like  this. 

Enter  Teribazus. 

Ter.  Afflicted  mourner,  raise  diee  from  the 

earth. 
Zen.  What  voice  is  that?  I  know  thee  well— 
thou  art 
That  fiend  accurst,  the  murderous  Teribazus ! 
Yes,  thou  art  welcome !  [Ruing.]  Thou  delight'st 

in  blood— 
I  am  your  willing  victim ;  phinge  your  sword 
Deep  in  my  heart ;  I'll  thank  thee  forthe  stroke. 
Since  thou  hast  murdered  all  my  soul  held  dear. 
Ter.  Assuage  this  storm  of  grief,  nor  blame  a 
lover 

That  dotes,  like  me could  I  behold  that  form 

Snatched  from  my  arms? 

Zen.  You  know  not  what  you've  done — 
Your  blameless  brother — 
Ter.  How ! 

Zen.  You've  murdered  him 
Your  brother  Rhadamistus 
Ter.  Rhadamistus! 

Zen.  By  thee  he  dies— that  is  your  splendid 
deed— 
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Ter,  What  sa/st  thou  ?  he  my  brother — ui^ 
me  not 
To  instant  madness — is  he — tell  me — say — 
Art  thou  Zenobia  ? 

Zen.  Yes,  that  fatal  wretch  1 
Ter.  If  this  be  so        what  had  I  done,  ye 
powers! 
To  ment  this  extremity  of  woe — 
Why  did'st  thou  hide  we  awful  secret  from  me? 
Zen.  Could  I  betray  him— -could  I  trust  your 
father, 
Whose  fell  ambition,  whose  relentless  rage, 
Has  fixed  a  price  on  our  devoted  heads  ? 

Ter.  Then  shall  this  hated  being — ^no !  Til  live 
To  save  a  brother  still — :he  shall  not  die — 
Oh !  let  me  seek  him,  throw  me  at  his  feet. 
Implore  forgiveness,  and  protract  his  dt^. 

[Exit  Tpribazus. 
Zen.  It  is  in  vain — ^he's  lost — ^we  both  must 

perish 

And  then  my  child — ^who  theii  shall  guard  his 

youth  f 
No  more  these  eyes  shall  see  him — my  sweet 

boy 
Will  break  his  heart,  and  unregarded  die ! 

Enter  Zopiron. 

Zop,  Airs  lost !  all  ruined ! — to  the  cave  of  death 
Even  now  the  guards  lead  Rhadamistus  forth. 

Zen.  Thou  see'st  the  sad  reverse ! — immortal 
spirits. 
Ye  winged  virtues,  that,  with  pitying  eye. 
Watch  the  afflicted  !  will  ye  not  inspire 
In  this  sad  hour,  one  great,  one  glorious  thought, 
Above  the  vulgar  flight  of  common  souls, 
To  save,  at  once,  my  husband  and  my  child  ? — 
The  inspiration  comes !  the  bright  idea 
Expands  my  heart,  and  charms  my  glowing  soul. 

Zop.  Mv  gracious  queen,  let  not  a  blind  des- 
pafr 

Zen.  Talk  not,  Zopiron,  when  the  god  inspires ! 
The  god !  the  god ! — my  heart  receives  him  all — 
My  lord,  my  Rhadamistus  still  shall  live.   [Exit. 

Zop.  Yet,  I  conjure  thee,  hear  thy  faithful 
slave  !  [Fallowt  Ker  out. 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Rhadamistus  and  Guards, 

^ad.  Say,  whither  do  you  lead  me?— does 
your  tyrant 
Repent  this  horrid  outrage  ? 

Enter  Teribazus. 

Ter.  Guards,  withdraw 
To  a  remoter  ground.  [Exeunt  Soldiers. 

Rhad.  Mistaken  prince ! 
My  heart  bleeds  for  thee 

Ter.  Oh !  too  well  I  know 
The  depth  of  guilt  in  which  the  fates  have  plun- 

gec^me. 
I  oapnot  look  upon  thee. 

Jihad.  Oh !  ^y  brother. 


Thus,  let  me,  even  in  ruin,  thus  embrace  thee. 
Ter.  Dost  thou  forgive  me? — could  le'erhaie 
thought 
To  see  thee  here  ?  my  rashness  has  undone  tfaee! 
Rhad,  No,  thou  art  innocent — ^the  gaik  a 
mine. 
The  guilt  of  mean,  ungenerous  policy, 
Of  selfish  wisdom,  disingenuous  art^ 
That  from  a  friend  kept  back  the  fatal  secret, 
When,  with  the  ardour  of  unbounded  confideooe, 
I  should  have  rushed  with  transport  to  thy  anss. 
Unbosomed  all,  aud  wrapt  thee  m  my  beut 
Ter.  Alas !  I've  heaped  these  horrors  oo  300^ 
head — 
IVe  sealed  thy  doom — ^that  is  a  brother's  ^t— 
The  first  essay  of  Teribazus'  friendship ! 
But  I  am  doomed  to  be  a  wretch  abhorred, 
Of  men  and  gods  abhorred !  doomed,  like  mj  &• 

ther. 
To  drench  these  murderous  hands  in  hrod«^s 
blood ! 
Rhad.  Embitter  not  the  pangs  that  rive  107 
soul — 
Where  is  Zenobia? — unrelenting  powers! 
Was  it  for  this  your  persecuting  wrath 
Gave  me  to  meet  her,  gave  that  angel-sweeUKS 
To  these  deliglited  eyes,  these  eager  anns? 
Ter.  Ill  give  you  freedom  still — ^by  HeaTCs  I 

will — 
Rhad.  Was  she  but  given  me  to  afflict  her 
more? 
To  wake  in  tliat  dear  breast  a  gleam  of  jov, 
A  mockery  of  joy — joy,  scarce,  ye  powers: 
Divided  by  the  moment  of  delight 
From  blade  despair,  from  agonj  and  death? 
Ter.  I  will  protect  her,  will  restore  ber  c» 
thee, 
Or  do  a  deed  shall  strike  mankind  with  horror! 
Not  even  a  father  shall  retard  my  sword— 
In  his  own  blood  HI  drench  it. 

Rhad.  Ha! 

Ter.  This  hand. 
Ere  thou  shalt  fall  a  victim  to  his  fury, 
Shall  to  the  heart,  the  inhuman  heart  of  hini 
Who  dares — 

Rhad.  No  more  of  that— can  I  consent. 
That  a  brave  generous  youth,  a  much-loved  bnh 

ther. 
For  every  virtue  famed,  shall,  thus  debase, 
By  an  atrocious  deed,  his  fair^renown. 
And  perpetrate  a  dark  insidious  work? 
Oh !  I  snould  well  deserve  the  worst  of  iI2»— 
I  then  should  justify  a  father's  cruelty ! 

Ter.  He  has  undone  thee,  has  undone  as  a]l» 
But  yet  thou  shalt  not  die — ^by  Heaven  I  svear- 
Yes,  take  me,  horror !  pour  into  my  heart 
Thy  blackest  purpose — nerve  my  lifted  am 
To  dash  him  headlong  from  his  glittering  tfarooev 
A  terrible  example  to  the  world. 
Rhad.  Beware,  beware,  my  brother— jf^  ^ 
fleet— 
You  would  strike  vice  with  terror-*teU  mt^  tl>9» 
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Would  not  the  ad  of  ruh  inlMiioas  Mdl, 
Would  not  the  eiample  aim  Uie  raflian's  hand  ? 
Thj  virtue  thus  inflames  thy  generous  ardour— 
But  oh !  my  brother^  let  it  not  be  saidy 
llist  virtue  tver  held  the  murderer's  knife  I 
Ter.  Gods  I  have  I  ruined  such  unheard-of 
goodness? 
Swift  rU  dispatch  a  message  to  PaulinuSy 
Aod  call  his  legions  to  assault  the  camp. 

Enter  Tigaavbs,  mnd  GumU. 

2^.  Guaitlsi  seiie  your  pnsooer-^  a  dnn^ 
gcon^s  gloom 
Plunge  him  sequestered  from  the  li^t  of  heaven^ 
Tis  i'harasmanes^  will-— ^ 

Ter,  Thou  meddling  fiend ! 
[  will  attend  his  steps;  will  still  protect  him 
Prom  men  like  thco 

Rhad,  Should  Pharasmanes  dare 
To  violate  the  rights  of  public  law, 
iome  is  at  hand,  and  wul  have  ample  vengeance. 

[Exit  with  TerUfam. 

Tig,  My  thirst  of  vengeance  shall  be  sated 
first. 
Tes,  guard  him,  prince;  it  makes  thy  ruin  sure ! 
piy  Ariana,  too,  while  fate  is  busy, 
>haJl  meet  her  doom,  and  leave  my  road  to.  glory 
Ul  smooth  and  level  to  ambition's  wish. 

Enter  Zopiron. 

Zop.  'Gainst  Rome^s  ambassador,  the  king, 

Ticranes^ 
uspends  his  sentence  till  his  further  ordeni 
lie  queen  commands  it,  too. 
Tig,  The  oueen !  what  queen  ? 
Zop,  The  oeaafeeons  Anana;  now  your  sove> 

reign. 
71^.  Has  she  relented  ?  is  she  married  to  him? 
Zop,  She  is — the  scene  with  various  passions 

burned! 
^er  tresses  all  unbound,  with  faded  charms, 
et  k>vely  even  in  sorrow^  throu|h  the  ranks 
ager  she  flew,  with  shneks,  with  outstretched 

ivoking  everv  ^pd !  the  wondering  soldier, 
^idi  softened  smews,  dropt  the  sword  to  earth, 
nd  gazed,  with  mizcxl  emotions,  as  she  passed, 
rone  to  the  ground,  at  Pharasmanes^  feet 
ic  fell — he  raised  her  soon,  and  smiled  con- 


>  the  king's  tent  she  piessed  with  eager  speed — 
ie  exulting  monarch  called  his  priests  around 

od  soon,  with  solemn  march  and  festive  son^ 

I  his  pavilion  sought  the  blooming  bridot 

Tig,  This  sodden  change,  Zopuoi^  this  rash 

ike  it  not. 

Zop,  Nor  If  Tignoes :  doubt, 

spidon,  fear,  and  wonder,  and  mistms^ 

se  in  each  uxioai  thought. 

Vou  L 


Tig.  But,  didst  thon  see 
The  ceremony  closed  ? 

Zop*  I  did :  at  first 
All  pale  and  trembling  Ariana  stood : 
Then,  more  collected,  with  nn^fsinttd  step^ 
She  to  the  altar  bore  the  nuptial  cup. 
There  reverent  bowed,  and  '  hear,  ye  gods  !'  she 

said, 
'  Hear!  and  record  the  purpose  of  my  soul !' 
With  trembling  lips  then  kissed  the  sacred  vase. 
And,  as  our  country's  solenm  rites  require, 
Drank  of  the  hallowed  liquor*    From  her  hand 
The  kin^  received  it,  and,  with  eager  joy, 
As  to  his  soul  he  took  the  nectared  draught, 
With  stedfisst  eye  she  viewed  him,  whilst  a  smile 
Of  sicklv  ioy  gleamed  faintly  o'er  her  visage. 

Tig*  Weu,  she's  our  queen— *~the  diadem  is 
her's-^ 

Zop,  How  long  to  wear  it,  Heaven  abne  can 
telL 

SC£N£  tl^Tke  back  ecene  drawi,  and  ditto- 
ven  the  kinf^s  paviUon^  writK  on  oUotr  ondf.re 
blazing  on  it;  atfi  munc  ii  pl^edy  ond  they 
eomejormord. 

Enter  Pharasmenes  and  Zekobia. 

Fkor,  At  length  my  Ariana^s  soft  compliance 
Endears  the  present  bliss,  and  gives  an  earnest 
Ofjoy,  to  britthten  a  long  train  of  years. 

Zen.  Alas  \  fond  man  expatiates  oft  in  fancy^ 
Unconscious  of  the  fates,  and  oft,  in  thought^ 
Anticipates  a  bliss  he  ne'er  enjoys. 

Phor.  Away  with  gloomy  care,  for  thou  art 
mine; 
Thou,  Ariana !  all  our  future  days 
Shall  smile  with  gay,  with  ever-young  desire, 
And  not  a  cloud  o'er-cast  the  bright  serene. 

Zen.  And  does  thy  penetrating  eye  pervade 
What  time  has  vet  m  store  ? 

Pkar.  Why  dost  tliou  ask? 

Zen.  I  have  been  used  to  grief-^ — ^release  the 
Roman, 
And  give  him  hence  safe  conduct  to  his  friends ; 
I  then  shall  be  at  neacc. 

Phor,  Beware,  beware ! 
Nor  rouse  again  the  pangs,  that  fire  a  soul. 
Which  fiercely  doats  like  mine. 

Zen,  Dismiss  him  hence ; 
Give  him. his  life— it  was  your  marriage  vow 
He  should  not  suficrr— let  me  see  him  first ; 
Grant  me  one  interview,  one  little  hour ; 
In  that  poor  space  I  can  crowd  all  that's  left  me 
Of  love,  and  tenderness,  and  fond  concern, 
Before  we  part  for  ever-^ 

Pkar.  Fond  concern!  ' 
And  love,  and  tenderness  I  and  shall  the  Roman 
Usurp  a  monarch's  due  ?  that  look  betrays 
The  secret  workings  of  a  heart  estranged  ! 
And  shall  the  man,  who  dares  dispute  my  love, 
Shall  the  slave  breathe  a  moment  ?  Haste,  Ti* 
granesi 
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And  see  immediate  ezecotion  oti  him. 

tExit  Tigr0ne94 
^.     „  arbarous  man, 

recall 
The  horrid  mandate—— 

Phar,  Bj  immortal  lore, 
f  Bee  the  slave  still  triamphs  in  ^our  heart. 
Zen,  Oh !  spare  him,  spare  hmi !  by  the  vital 
air, 
Bjjfow  own  promised  fidth —      [Kneeis  to  Mm. 

Phar,  Since  loved  by  thee, 
Ris  doom  is  doubly  sealed. 

Zen,  You  shall  not  fly  me— 
Now  tear  me,  drag  me,  grovelling  in  the  dust, 
Tear  t>ff  these  hands— teaiy  tear  me  piece-meal 
first— 
Phar,  Nay,  then,  since  force  must  do  it — 

[Shakes  her  offl 
Zen,  Barbarous  tyrant ! 

[She  Uet  ttretched  on  the  ground, 
Phar,  I  go  to  see  the  minion  of  your  heart 
£xpire  in  pangs  before  me — ^ha !  what  means 
llus  more  t^m  winter's  frost  that  chills  my 
veins? 
Zen,  [Looking  up,']    That  groan  revives,  and 

calls  me  back  to  life  ! 
Phar.  I  cannot  move — each  vital  function's 
lost — 
The  purple  current  of  my  blood  is  stopt — 
I  freeze — I  bum — Oh !  tis  the  stroke  of  death — 

[Falls  on  the  ground, 
Zen,  [Rising,]    Yes,  tyrant,  yes;    it  is  the 
.  stroke  of  death, 
And  I  inflict  it — I  have  done  it  all — 
Phar,  Pernicious  traitress !  thou  ! 
Zen,  My  vengeance  did  it — 
Zenobia's  vengeance !  'tis  Zenobia  strikes ! 
Zenobia  executes  her  justice  on  thee ! 
Phar,  Oh !  dire,  accurst  event !  art  tliou  Ze- 
nobia? 
Zen,  Yes,  thou  fell  monster,  know  me  for  Ze- 
nobia! 
Know,  the  ambassador  is  Rhadaroistus ! 
Haste  thee,  Zopiron,  and  proclaim  him  king. 

tExit  Zopiron, 
ee— Oh !  I 
die!  ' 
And  racks  and  wheels  disjoint  me — 

Zen,  Writhe  in  tonnent. 
In  fiercer  pangs  than  my  dear  father  knew. 
But  I  revenge  his  deatl^—l  dashed  the  cup 
With  precious  poison  ! — [AJiourish  of  trumpets] 

—ha !  now,  tyrant,  wake, 
And  hear  those  sounds — my  R!mdamistus  reigns ! 
Phar,  What,  and  no  help  !  it  is  too  late-^the 
fates, 
The  fiends  surround  me — more  than  ^Etna's  fires 
Burn  in  my  veins — yet  Heaven — no— 'tis  in  vain — 
I  cannot  rise — my  crimes — my  ten-fold  crimes — 
They  pull  me  !  oh  ! —  [Dies. 

Zen,  rhcre  fled  the  guilty  spirit ! 
Shade  of  my  father^  view  your  daughter  now ! 


Behold  her  straggliiig  in  a  righteous 

Behold  her  conquering  in  the  tyran^a  camp! 

Behold  your  murderer  levelled  in  the  duat ! 

[A  second  Jlomrigk  efirwmpeU. 
Rhad.  [Within  the  scenes.]    Where  is  Zeno- 
bia? 
Zen,  Rhadambtus,  here ! 

Enter  Rhadamistus,  Teribazxts,  Mficx9TC% 

Zopiron,  ^c. 

Rhad,  Oh !  let  me,  let  me  thus— thus  poor  wtf 

soul. 
Thus  speak  my  joy — ^thus  melt  withm  thy 
Zea.  My  lord!  my  life!   my 
come, 
Grow  to  my  heart— that  bounds  and  spring  to 
meet  thee. 
Rhad,  Once  more  rei'ived,  and  snatched  ^ia 
from  death, 
Thus  do  I  see  thee  ?  these  are  speediless  jonn^ 
And  tears  alone  express  them — 

Z«a.  Have  I  saved  thee  ? 
AU-gracions  gods !  'tis  rapture  in  the  eatxeme! 
Rhad,  My  sweet  deliverer !  mj  all  of  biisft! 
Zen,  Oh !  it  is  joy  too  ex<jui«le !  and  jet 
Grief  will  embitter  ecstacy  hke  this ! 
There  lies  your  father ! 
Rhad.  All  his  crimes 
B^  buried  with  him !  nature  will  have  waj. 
And  o'er  his  corse  thus  sheds  the  filial  cear. 
Ter,  Oh !   that  my  tears  could  wash  mwmj  lis 

stains! 
Zen,  Wilt  thou  forgive  his  murderer  ? 
Rhad,  For  thee, 
Beset  with  wrongs,  and  injured  as  thou  vrerf^ 
hi  every  region  fame  shall  clap  her  wines^ 
And  the  recording  muse  applaud  thy  virtue. 
Zen,  If  tliou  forgiv'st  me,  I  am  blessed  in- 
deed! 
Now  we  shall  part  no  more — ^Megistos,  too  ! 

Thou  good  old  man !  Let  me  embrace  thee 

Ha! 
Meg.  The  blood  forsakes  her  cheek — her  eyes 

are  fixed ! 
Zca.  Support  me — ^hclp  me — Oh!   I   die — ^I 
die —  [Falls  in  Megistus*  arms. 

Rhad.  She  faints — lier  colour  dies.     Revive, 
Zenobia  I 
Revive,  my  love  I  thy  Rhadamistus  thos. 
Thus  calls  yonr  fluttering  spirit  back  to  life  ! 
Zea.  It  will  not  be — the  toil  of  life  is  o'* 
My  Rhadamistus —  [AnAs  donn  an  the 
Rhad,  Must  I  lose  thee,  then? 
Zen,  Oh  I    the  envenomed  cup !  the 
rites 
Required  that  I  should  drink  it  first  myself — 
There  was  no  other  way — I  did  it  freely 
To  save  thy  life — to  save  thee  for  my  dukl.— 
Rhad,  Art  thou  a  vicdm  for  a  wretch  like  o 
Is  there  no  antidote  to  stop  the  course 
Of  this  vile  poison } 
Zen,  None— it  rages  now— > 
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It  n^  thnnigli  my  veni       my  ejes  grow  f  Ghe  me  some  instint  nnns  of  deaths  my 


Thej  are  lott  in  darknesa— oh !  I  camot  see 


^Vhere  art  thouy  Rhadamutiu  ?  moat  I  bfeatbe 
Longer  IB  life,  and  never  aee  thee  more ! 
And  are  my  eyea  forbid  one  dear  farewell  ? 
Db !  ornel  itars !  must  they  not  &c  on  thee 
rhe  last  expiring  gJanoe  f 

Rhad.  HelenUeM  powers ! 
rhere  lies  Zenobw !  round  diat  pallid  beauty 
?all your  stherial  host,  each  wii^^ed  virtue; 
Tail  every  angel  down;  bid  them  behold 
rhat  matchless  eiceUenoe,  and  thm  refuse 
H>rt  pity  if  diey  can ! 

Zen,  MMstu%  seek  my  child, 
iod  bring  mm  to  his  father — Rhadamistos, 
iVilt  thou  protect  him }  My  sweet  orphan-babe« 
'.  leave  thee,  too !— oh !— irain  him  up  in  vir> 


Vilt  thou  be  fond  of  him — a  mothei^s  fondness 
dy  child  should  meet    oh  !  raise  me,  Rhad»- 


liveme  thy  hand— my  little  infant— <%  ^ 

[Dies. 
Mad.  Tears,yottd9  well  to  stop— your  wretch- 
ed drops 
kre  unavaihng  at  a  sicfat  like  this  ! 
Lnd  art  thou  gone  ?  ah !  thus  defaced  and  pale^ 
lios  do  I  see  thee  ?  is  that  ghastly  form 
Lll  that  is  left  me  of  thee?  give  me  daggen^ 


That  I  may  throw  this  load  of  life  away, 
.\nd  let  our  hearts  be  bo^  inumed  together ! 
Ter,  Live,  live  my  brother,  for  your  infant 


m 


Let  him  ^ 

XAodL'Inhuman  that  thou  art! 
rhink  you  111  stav  imprisoned  here  in  life, 
When  there- "benold  her— how  she  smiles 

death!— 
When  there  that  form— >think  ye  FU  linger 

here? 
Dead,  dead  Zenobia  !  stilll  have  thee  thus— 
You  ne'er  shall  part  us       this  at  least  FU  hold. 
And  ding  for  ever  to  these  nale,  pale  charms; 
Here  brnthe  my  last,  and,  taithfol  stall  in  death. 
Love  shall  unite  us  in  one  peaceful  grave. 

Meg,  Now,  old  Megistus,  gods !  has  lived  too 
lonf;! 

Ter,  firing  every  aid,  all  medicinal  skill» 
To  caU  a  wretched  brother  back  to  life. 
And  give  each  lenient  balm  to  woes  like  his. 
From  thee,  ambitkin,  what  misfortunes  flow  f 
To  thee,  what  varied  ills  weak  mortals  owe  \ 
Twas  tins  for  years  laid  desolate  the  land. 
And  armed  against  a  son  the  father's  hand; 
To  black  despsir  poor  lost  Zenobia  drove ; 
The  hapless  victim  of  disastrous  love  !— 
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MEN. 

DiovTSiirSy  usurper  ofSyraaae. 
EvANDER,  the  depottd  king. 
PnocfON,  husband  to  Euphrasia. 
Melantbox,  friend  to  Evander, 

j^ciT^^  }  <»y^«3Kf»  &^^^e  Etmder. 
Greek  f[erdd. 


I  Calipfu8»  mt^owi  tff  fAe 
Greek  SoUi$r. 
Qfieer 


WOMEN. 

EorrHmASTA,  daughter  ef 
EsiXENEy  her  eUiendeuU, 


Scene — Sjfraeuie^ 


ACT    L 


SC^NE  I. 

Enter  Melanthox  and  Phi  lotas. 

Melon,  Yet,  a  momeDt;  hear,  Philotaa^  hear 
me. 

PhiL  No  more ;  it  must  not  be. 

MeUtn.  Obdurate  man ! 
Thu&  wilt  thou  spurn  me,  when  akiq;  diatiened, 
A  good,  a  \irtuous,  venerabie  kin^ 
The  father  of  his  people,  from  a  throne. 
Which  long,  with  every  virtue  he  adornedy 
Tom  by  a  ruffian,  b?  a  tyrants  hand, 
Groans  in  captivity  ?  In  ikis  own  palace 
lives  a  sequestered  piisooer  }  On !  Philota^ 
If  thou  hast  not  renounced  humanity, 
Xiet  me  behold  my  sovereign ;  once  agginr 
Admit  me  to  his  presence ;  let  me  see 
My  roval  master. 

'PhU  Uiige  thy  suit  no  farther; 
Thy  words  are  fruitless;  Dionyaui^  Ofden 


Forbid  aooesa;  he  n  oar  utnatipi 
Tis  his  to  give  die  law,  mine  to  obey. 

Me/aa.  Thou  can'st  not  mean  k:  his  Is  B«f 

thekw! 
Detested  spcnler ! — Us !  m  viie  oaniper ! 
Have  we  forgot  the  dder  Dioimios^ 
Sumamed  the  iTyrant?  To  Sidba's  throne 
The  monster  waded  tfaroi^  whole  seM  of  blooi 
Sore  groaned  die  land  ^^''■^T^di  bis  iron  rod, 
1111,  roused  at  lengdi,  Evandercaaoe  foaaGffCfft 
like  Freedom's  genius  came^  and  sent  the  tfo^ 
Stripped  of  the  crown,  and  to  fail  hnaiUe  m 
Once  more  reduced,  to  roam,  far  vile  sokosi- 

ence, 
A  wandering  sophist   through   IJba  icdn  ^ 

Greece. 
PIttL  Melandnn,  yes:  foU  deariylicMibr 
The  sDlendid  day,  when  all  rejoida^  Skdl 
Hailea  her  deliverer. 
Mekn.  Shalt  dw  ^fnatTo  son 
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[)edttoe  ft  tide  from  the  fatfaer^f  guilt? 
?hilotu»  thou  weit  once  the  frirad  of  goodness ; 
rhoaartaGreek;  fair  Corintb  gave  thee  birth; 
[  marked  thy  growing  youth;  I  med  not  tell, 
iVith  what  an  equal  sway  Evander  feigned, 
low  just,  how  upright,  generous,  and  good ! 
P'rom  eveiy  repon  baids  and  sages  came ; 
Aliate'er  of  science  Egypt  stored, 
i\\  diat  the  east  had  treasured,  all  that  Greece 
)f  mortal  wisdom  taught,  and  Plato's  voice, 
¥a$  heard  in  Sicily.    Shall  Dionysius 
Mngnish  eveiy  virtue  from  the  land, 
low  to  his  yoke  the  necks  of  freebom  men, 
knd  here  perpetuate  a  tyiantfs  reign  ) 

Phil  Whatever  his  rights  to  him,  in  Syracuse, 
ill  bend  the  knee ;  his  the  supreme  dominion, 
knd  death  and  torment  wait  bis  sovereign  nod. 

Melam,  But  soon  that  power  shall  cease :  be- 
hold his  walls 
*fow  close  encircled  by  the  Grecian  bands; 
rimoleon  leads  them  on ;  indignant  Corinth 
ieods  her  avenger  ford),  arrayed  in  terror. 
To  hurl  ambition  from  a  throne  usurped, 
Lnd  bid  all  Sicily  resume  her  rights. 

FkiL  Thou  wert  a  statesman  once,  Melanthon ; 


now. 


jrown  dim  with  age,  thy  eye  pervades  no  more 
rhe  deep-laid  schones  which  Dionysius  plans. 
Cnow  then,  a  fleet  from  Carthage  even  now 
kerns  the  roug^  billow ;  and,  ere  yonder  sun, 
rhaty  now  dedining,  seeks  the  western  wave, 
ihall  to  the  shades  of  ni^t  resign  the  worid, 
rhoult  see  the  Punic  sails  in  yonder  bay, 
Vhoie  waters  wash  the  waUs  of  Syracuse. 

Mekm.  •  Art  thou  a   stranger  to  Timoloon's 
name? 
Jrtent  to  plan,  and  circumspect  to  see 
Ul  possible  events,  he  rushes  on 
ienstless  in  his  course !  Your  boasted  master 
icaroe  stands  at  bay ;  each  hour  the  strong  block- 
ade 
lems  him  in  closer,  and,  ere  long,  dMHi^t  view 
)ppressioiifs  iron  rod  to  fragments  shivered ! 
fbe  good  Evander  then 

PkiL  Aks  J  Evander 
^iil  ne'er  behold  the  golden  time  you  look  for ! 

Melon.  How!  not  behold  iti  Say,  Philotas, 
speak; 
las  the  fell  Qrrant,  have  his  felon  murderers-^ 

PkiL  As  yet,  my  friend,  Evander  lives. 

Meian,  And  yet, 
rhy  dark  half-hmted  purpose  ■  lead  me  to  him ; 
[f  thou  hast  murdered  him 

PkiL  By  Heaven,  he  lives ! 

MeUm,  Then  bless  me  with  one  tender  inter- 
view ! 
rhrioe  has  the  sun  gone  down,  since  last 


Have  seen  the  good  old  king;  say,  why  is  this } 
Whenian  debarred  his  presence?  Thee,  Philo- 


rhe  troops  obs^i  ifaalguiirdthe  royal  prisoner; 


Each  avenue  to  thee  is  open ;  thou 

Can'st  grant  admittance ;  let  me,  let  me  see  him ! 

PkiL  Entreat  no  more ;  the  soul  of  Dionysitts 
Is  ever  wakeful ;  rent  widi  all  the  pangs 
That  wait  on  consdous  guilt. 

Melmn.  But  when  dun  night— ^ 

PkiL  Alas!  it  cannot  be:  but  mark  my  words. 
Let  Greece  urge  on  her  general  assault 
Dispatch  some  friend,   who  may  o'erleap  the 

walls, 
And  tell  Timoleon,  the  good  old  Evander 
Has  lived  three  days,  by  Dionysius*  order. 
Locked  up  fronr  every  sustenance  of  imture. 
And  life,  now  wearied  out,  almost  expires. 

Meimn,  If  any  spark  of  virtue  dwells  widii^ 
thee. 
Lead  me,  Philotas,  lead  me  to  his  prison. 

PkiL  The  tyrant's  jealous  care  hath  moved 
him  thcmoe. 

Melon.  Ha  b  moved  him,  sajf'st  thou  ? 

PkiL  At  the  midnight  hour. 
Silent  conveyed  him  up  the  steep  ascent, 
To  where  tlie  elder  Dionysius  formed. 
On  the  sharp  summit  of  the  pointed  rock. 
Which  overhangp  the  deep,  a  dungeon  drear : 
Cell  within  cell,  a  labyrinth  of  horror. 
Deep  cavemed  in  the  diflf^  where  many  a  wretch. 
Unseen  by  mortal  eye,  has  groaned  in  anguish. 
And  died  obscure,  unpitied,  and  unknown. 

Melon.  Clandestine  murderer  !  Yes^  there's 
the  scene 
Of  horrid  massacre.    Full  oh  Fve  walked. 
When  all  diiop  lay  iuileep  «>d  d«fci>ei.  luub- 

ed. 
Yes  oh  I've  walked  the  lonely  sullen  beach. 
And  heard  the  mournful  sound  of  many  a  oprse 
Plunged  from  the  rock  into  the  wave  beneath. 
That  murmurs  on  the  shore.   And  means  he  dius 
To  end  a  monarch's  life  ?  Oh !  grant  my  prayer; 
My  dmely  succour  may  protect  his  days; 
The  guard  is  yours 

PkU.  Forbear ;  thou  plead'st  in  vain ; 
And  though  I  fed  toh  pity  throbbing  here. 
Though  eadi  emobon  prompts  the  generous  deed, 
I  must  not  yield ;  it  were  assured  destrncdon. 
Farewdl !  dinpatch  a  message  to  the  Greeks; 
ril  to  my  stadon ;  now  thou  know'st  the  worst 

[Erit. 

3Man,  Ob,   lost  Evander!   Lost  Eup1irasi» 
too! 
How  will  her  gentle  nature  bear  the  shock 
Of  a  dear  fotl^r,  thus  in  lingering  pangs 
A  nrcy  to  famine,  like  the  veriest  wretch, 
Wboin  the  hard  hand  of  misery  hath  griped  ! 
In  vain  she'll  rave  with  impotence  of  sorrow ; 
Perhaps  provoke  her  fate :  Greece  arms  in  vain; 
All's  lost;  Evander  dies ! 

Enter  Calippus. 

CoL  Where  b  die  king? 
Our  troops,  that  sallied  to  attack  the  foe, 
Retire  disordered ;  to  the  eastern  gat« 
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The  Greeks  pursue ;  Timoleon  rides  in  Uood ! 
Ann,  arm,  and  meet  dieir  fury. 

Melan.  To  the  citadel 
Direct  thy  footsteps ;  Dionysius,  there. 
Marshals  a  chosen  band. 

CaL  Do  thou  call  forth 
Thy  hardy  veterans ;  haste,  or  all  is  )ost !  [Exit. 

[Warlike  music. 

Mclan,  Now,  ye  just  gods !  now  loak  propiti- 
ous down ; 
Now  give  tlie  Grecian  sabre  tenfold  edge, 
And  save  a  virtuous  king !  [WtirUke  musie. 

Enter  Euphrasia. 

Euph,  War  on,  ye  heroes, 
Ye  great  assertors  of  a  monarch's  cause ! 
Let  the  wild  tempest  rage.    Melanthon,  ha ! 
Did'st  thou  i)0t  near  the  vast  tremendous  roar } 
Down  tumbling  from  its  base,  the  eastern  tower 
Burst  on  the  tyrant's  ranks,  and  on  the  plain 
lies  an  extended  ruin. 

Melan.  Still  new  horrors 
Increase  each  hour,  and  gather  roaod  oor  heads. 

Euph.  The  ^orious  tumult  lifts  my  towering 
soul. 
Once  more,  Melanthon,  once  again,  my  father 
iShall  mount  Sicilia's  tlirone. 

Melan.  Alas  I  that  hour 
Would  come  with  joy  to  every  honest  heart, 
Would  shed  divinest  blessings  irom  its  wing ; 
But  no  such  hour  in  all  the  round  of  time, 
I  fear,  the  fates  averse  will  e'er  lead  on. 

Euph.  And  still,  Melanthon,  still  does  pale 
despair 
Depress  thy  spirit  ?  Lo !  Timoleon  comes, 
Amifd  with  the  power  of  Greece;  the  brave, 

the  just, 
God-like  Timoleon !  ardent  to  redress, 
ile  guides  the  war,  and  gains  upon  his  prey. 
A  little  interval  shall  set  the  victor 
Within  our  gates  triumphant. 

Melan.  Still  my  fears 
Forebode  for  thee.    Would  thou  had'st  left  this 

place. 
When  hence  your  husband,  the  brave  Phocion, 

Aed, 
Fled  with  vour  infant  son  ! 

Euphi  In  duty  fixed, 
Here   I  remained,  while   my  brave    generous 

Phocion 
Fled  with  my  child,  and  from  his  mother's  arms 
Bore  my  sweet  little  one.   Full  well  thou  know'st 
The  pangs  I  suflfered  in  that  trying  moment. 
Did  1  not  weep  ?  Did  I  not  rave  and  shriek. 
And  by  the  roots  tear  my  dishevelled  hair  ? 
Did  I  not  follow  to  the  sea-heat  shore. 
Resolved  with  him,  and  with  my  blooming  boy. 
To  trust  the  winds  and  waves  ? 

Melan.  Deem  not,  Euphrasia, 
I  e'er  can  doubt  thy  constancy  and  love. 

Euph.  Melanthon,  bow  I  loved  1  the  gods,  who 
saw 


l^h  secret  imilge  that  flay  iwDcy  ibfiBed, 
The  gods  can  witness  how  I  loved  mv  PhocicHL 
And  yetl  went  not  with  him.    Could  I  «lo  it? 
Could  I  desert  my  father }  Could  I  leave 
Tlie  venerable  man,  who  gave  me  betii^ 
A  victim  here  in  Syracuse^  nor  stay 
To  watc^  his  fisfte,  to  visit  his  affiiotiooy 
To  cheer  his  priscm  hours,  and,  with  tlie  tear 
Of  filial  virtue,  bid  even  bondage  smile  } 

Melan,  The  pious  act,  whote'er  the  fiiiBi  wt' 
tend, 
Shall  merit  heart-felt  praise;     ' 

Euph,  Yes,  Phocion,  go; 
Go  widi  my  child,  torn  nam  this  laotwiu  laeas^ 
This  breast  that  still  should  yield  its  nartiire  lo 

him, 
Fly  with  mj  infant  to  some  happier 
If  he  be  fafe,  £i^>hrasia  dies  oootent. 
Till  that  sad  close  of  all,  the  task  be  nuae 
To  tend  a  father  with  delated  care^ 
To  smooth  the  pillow  of  declimng  ige^ 
See  him  sink  fradual  into  mere  decay. 
On  the  last  vetge  of  life  wotdi  every  look. 
Explore  each'  fond  unotterafale  wisb. 
Catch  his  last  breath,  and  dose  his  ^es  in  pi 

Melan.  I  would  not  add  to  my  afflictiQns;  yet 
My  heart  mis^ves;  Evandei's  fatal 

Euph,  Still  is  for  off ;  the  gods  Imve 
lief. 
And  once  again  I  shall  behold  him  king. 

Mdan.  Alas!  those  glittering  hopes  bat  kod 
a  ray 
To  gild  the  douds,  that  hover  o*er  your  lieod. 
Soon  to  rain  sorrow  down,  and  plunge  jou  ~ 
In  block  despair. 

Euph,  The  sfurit-sdrring  virtue. 
That  glows  within  me,  ne^er  shall  know 
No,  I  will  trust  the  gods.    Desponding  ™^ ' 
Hast  thou  not  heard  with  what  reiistles 
Tim<deon  drives  die  tumult  of  the  war  } 
Hast  thou  not  heard  him  thundering  at  our 

gates? 
The  tyrant's  pent  up  in  his  last  retieat; 
Anon  thoult  see  his  battlements  in  dustp. 
His  walls,  his  ramparts,  and  his  towers  in  nda; 
Destruction  pouring  m  on  every  aide ; 
Pride  and  oppression  at  their  utmost  need; 
And  nought  to  save  him  in  his  hopeless  hoor. 

[AfiimmkcfU 

Melon.  Ha !  the  fell  tyrant 
his  rage, 
And  o'er  your  sorrows  cast  a  dawn  of : 


Enter  Dionysius,  Calippus,  Offirtn^  fc 

Dion.  Hie  vain,  presumptaoas  Greek!  Ui 
hopes  of  conquest, 
like  a  gay  dream,  are.  vanished  into  air. 
Proudly  elate,  and  flushed  with  easy  triomph 
O'er  vulgar  warriors,  to  the  gjates  or  Syracnse 
He  urged  the  war,  till  Dionysius'  ann 
Let  slaughter  loose,  and  taught  his  dastard  irab 
To  seek  their  safety  by  ingkwioBS  iiglht 
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Empk.  O  DbiijfMiMy  if  (Bfltracdiii  ftws 
Alann  this  throbbing  bosom,  you  wiU  pardon 
A  frail  and  tender  aex.    Should  ruthlesi  war 
Rflam  through  our  streets,  and  riot  here  in  blood, 
Where  shall  the  lost  Euphrasia  find  a  shelter  ? 
lo  vitin  sbe*ll  kneel,  and  clasp  the  sacred  altar. 

0  let  me,  then,  in  merer,  let  me  seek 

The  gloomy  mansion,  where  my  father  dwells; 

1  die  content,  if  in  his  arms  I  perish. 

Dion,  Thou  lovely  trembler,  hush  thy  fears 
to  rest, 
rhe  Greek  recoils ;  like  the  impetuous  surge 
rhat  dashes  on  the  rock,  there  breaks,  and  roams, 
^d  badLward  rolb  into  the  sea  again* 
^11  shall  be  well  in  Syrapise :  a  &et 
Appears  in  view,  and  brinn  the  chosen  sons 
Oi  Carthage.   From  the  hiU  that  fronts  the  main, 
[  saw  their  canvass  sweUing  with  the  wind, 
^hile  on  the  purple  wave  the  western  son 
[^lanced  the  remains  of  day. 

Euph,  Yet  tiU  the  fury 
yf  war  subside,  the  wild,  the  horrid  interval, 
n  safety  let  me  soothe  to  dear  delight 
n  a  loved  father's  presence :  from  bis  sight, 
''or  three  long  days,  with  specious  t'eignedeicuse 
Tour  guards  debamd  me.    Oh !  while  yet  he 

lives, 
ndulge  a  daughter's  love :  worn  out  with  age, 
Hion  most  he  seal  his  eyes  in  endless  night, 
ind  with  his  converse  charm  my  car  no  more. 

Dion,  Why  thus  anticipate  misfortune  ?  Still 
i^vander  mooLS  the  injuries  of  time. 
Talippus,  thou  survey  the  ci^  round ; 
Station  the  centinels,  that  no  surprise 
invade  the  unguarded  works,  while  drowsy  night 
•Veighs  down  the  soldier's  eye.    Afflicted  fair. 
Thy  couch  invites  thee.    When  the  tumult's  o'er, 
rhou'lt  see  Evander  with  redoubled  joy. 
Phough  now,  uneoual  to  tlie  cares  of  empire, 
lis  age  seouester  nim,  yet  honours  high 
ihall  gild  tne  evening  m  his  various  day. 

Euph.  For  this  benignity,  accept  my  thanks, 
rhey  gush  in  tears,  and  my  heart  pours  its  tri- 
bute. 

Dion^   Perdiocas,   ere  the  mom's  revolving 
light 
J n veil  the  face  of  things,  do  thou  dispatch 
i  well-oared  galley  to  Hamilrar's  fleet ; 
U  the  north  point  of  yonder  promontory, 
jct  some  selected  officer  instruct  him 
i  o  moor  liis  ships,  and  issue  on  the  land. 
Then  may  Timoleon  tremble  t  vengeance,  then, 
thai  I  overwhebn  bis  camp,  pursue  his  bands, 
Vith  fatal  bavock,  to  the  ocean's  margin, 
Vnd  cast  their  limbs  to  glut  the  vulture's  famine, 
n  mangled  heaps,  upon  tlie  naked  shore. 

[Exit  Dionytius, 

Eupk.  What  do  I  bear?  Melanthon,  can  it  be? 
f  ( Carthage  comes,  if  her  perfidious  sons 
!j^t  in  his  cause,  the  dawn  of  freedom's  gone. 

Mclan,   Woe,  bitterest  woe  impends;  thou 
would'st  not  think—— 


Emph.  Ilowr— Speak!  unfold! 

Melon,  My  tongue  denies  it&  office. 

Empk,  How  is  my  father  ?  Say,  Melanthon— •> 

Melon,  He, 
I  fear  to  shock  thee  with  the  tale  of  horror ! 
Perhaps  he  dies  rhi^  moment    Since  Timoleon 
First  formed  his  lines  round  this  beleaguered 

dty. 
No  nutriment  has  touched  Evander^s  lips. 
In  the  deep  caverns  of  the  rock  imprisoned^ 
He  pines  in  bitterest  want 

Eupk,  To  that  abode 
Of  woe  and  horror,  that  last  stage  of  lifc^ 
Has  the  fell  tyrant  moved  bim  ? 

Melon,  There  sequestered, 
Alas !  be  soon  must  perish. 

Eupk,  Well,  mv  heart. 
Well  do  your  vital  drops  forget  to  flow  ! 

Melon,  Enough  his  sword  has  reeked  with 
public  slaughter ; 
Now,  dark  insidious  deeds  must  thin  mankind. 

Kupk,  Oh  !  night,  that  of^  hast  heard  my  pier* 
dug  shrieks 
Disturb  thy  awful  rilenoe ;  oft  has  heard 
Each  stroke  these  hands,  in  frantic  sorrow,  gav<^ 
From  this  sad  breast  resounding ;  now  no  more 
f  mean  to  vent  complaints;  I  mean  not  now 
With  bu^  memory  to  retrace  the  wrongs 
Hie  tyrant  heaped  on  our  devoted  race. 
I  bear  it  all ;  with  calmest  patience  bear  it: 
Resigned  and  wretched,  desperate  and  lost. 

Melon.  Despair,  alas !  is  all  the  sad  resource 
Our  fate  allows  us  now. 

Eopk,  Yet,  why  despair  ? 
Is  that  the  tribute  to  a  father  due  ? 
Blood  is  his  doe,  Melanthon ;  yea,  the  blood. 
The  rile,  black  blood,  that  fills  the  tyrant's  vein% 
Would  graceful  look  upon  my  dagger's  point. 
Come,  \'engeance,  come !  shake  off  this  feeble  sei^ 
Sinew  my  arm,  and  guide  it  to  his  heart. 
And  thou,  O  filial  piety  !  that  rul'st 
My  woman's  breast,  turn  to  rindictive  rage  ; 
Assume  the  port  of  justice;  shew  mankind 
Tyrannic  guilt  had  never  dared  in  Syracuse^ 
Beyond  the  reach  of  virtue. 

Melon,  Yet  beware ; 
Controttl  this  frenzy  that  bears  down  your  rea< 

son. 
Surrounded  by  his  guards,  the  tyrant  mocks 
Your  utmost  tury;  moderate  your  leal. 
Nor  let  him  hear  these  transports  of  the  sou^ 
These  wild  upbraidings. 

Eupk,  Shall  Euphrasia's  voire 
Be  hushed  to  silence,  when  a  father  dies  ? 
Shall  not  the  monster  hear  his  deeds  accurst  f 
Shall  he  not  tremble,  when  a  daughter  comes, 
Wild  with  her  ^efs,  and  terrible  with  wroofps 
Fierce  in  despair,  all  nature,  in  her  cause, 
Alarmed  ana  roused  with  horror?  Yes,  Melan- 
thon! 
The  man  of  blood  shall  hear  me;  yes  I  my  voice 
Shall  mount  aloft  upon  the  whirlwuMfs  wmg. 
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IMerce  yon  blue  vault,  and  at  the  throne  of  Heaven 
Call  down  red  vengeance  on  the  murderer^s  head. 
Melanthon,  come ;  my  wrongs  will  lend  me  force; 
The  weakness  of  my  sex  is  gone ;  this  arm 
Feds  tenfold  strength ;  this  arm  shall  do  a  deed 


For  heaven  and  earthy  lornaiaiid  gods^  tn 

derat! 
This  arm  shall  vindicate  a  £M]ier*a  cause. 

[Ewatt 


ACT   IL 


SCENE  I. — A  wild  rmnahiic  scene  amidst  over- 
hanging rocks ;  a  cavern  on  one  side. 

Arc  AS.  [With  a  spear  in  his  hand.^ 

The  gloom  of  nic^ht  sits  heavy  on  the  world ; 

And  o'er  the  solemn  scene  suich  stillness  reigns, 

As  'twere  a  pause  of  nature ;  on  the  beach 

No  murmunng  billow  breaks ;  the  Gredan  tents 

Lie  sunk  in  ^leep ;  no  gleaming  fires  are  seen ; 

All  Syracuse  is  hushed :  no  stir  abroad. 

Save  ever  and  anon  the  dashing  oar, 

That  beats  the  sullen  wafe.    And  hark  !-^Was 

■     •      that 

The  ^oan  of  anguish  from  Evander's  cell, 

Pierang  the  midnight  gloom  ? — ^It  is  the  sound 

.Of  busung  prows,  that  cleave  the  briny  deep. 

iPerhajis,  at  this  dead  hour,  Hamilcar's  fleet 

Rides  in  the  bay. 

Enter  Ph  f  lot  as,  yrom  the  cavern* 

FhU.  What  ho !  brave  Areas !  ho ! 

Arc  Why  thus  desert  thy  couch  ? 

PhiL  Methought  the  sound 
Of  distant  uproar  chased  aflfrighted  sleep. 

Arc,  At  intervals  the  oar's  resounding  stroke 
Comes  echoing  from  the  main.  Save  that  report, 
A  death-like  silence  through  the  wide  expanse 
Broods  o'er  the  dreary  coast 

PhiL  Do  thou  retire. 
And  seek  repose ;  the  duty  of  thy  watch 
Is  now  performed ;  I  take  thy  posL 

Arc,  How  fares 
Your  royal  prisoner  ? 

PhiL  Areas,  shall  I  own 
A  secret  weakness  ?  My  heart  inward  melcs 
To  see  that  sufiering  virtue.    On  the  earth. 
The  cold,  damp  earth,  the  royal  victim  lies ; 
A^id  while  pale  famine  drinks  liis  vital  spirit, 
He  welcomes  death,  and  smiles  himself  to  rest 
Oh !  would  I  could  relieve  him!  Thou  withdraw; 
Thy  wearied  nature  claims  repose ;  and  now 
The  watch  is  mine. 

Arc,  May  no  alarm  disturb  thee.  [Exit, 

Phil,  Some  dread  event  is  labouring  into  birth. 
At  close  of  day  the  sullen  sky  held  forth 
Unerring  signals.    With  disastrous  glare 
The  moon's  full  orb  rose  crimsoned  o'er  with 

blood; 
And  lo  !  athwart  the  gloom  a  falling  star 
Traila  a  long  tract  of  fire ! — What  daring  step 
Sounds  on  the  flinty  rock  ?  Stapd  there !  what  ho! 
Speak,  ere  thou  diu'st  advance  I  Unfold  thy  pur- 
pose: 


Who  and  what  art  thon? 

Enter  Euphrasia,  bearing  a  light  in  herhmi 

Euph,  Mine  no  hostile  step ; 
I  bring  no  valour  to  alarm  thy  fearsi 
It  is  a  friend  approacbea. 

PhiL  Ha!  whatmean 
Those  plaintive  notes  ? 

Euph,  Here  is  no  ambushed  Greek, 
No  warrior  to  surprise  thee  on  the  .watdL 
An  humble  suppliant  comes :  Aiaa !  bit  sttof^ 
Exhausted,  quite  forsakes  this  weary  name; 

PhiL  What  voice  thus  piercing  throqgli  ik 
gleam  of  nk^t— 
What  art  thou  ?  what  thy  errand  ?  quickly  wj 
What  wretch,  with  what  mtent,  at  this  dead  boir- 
Wherefore  alarm'st  thou  thus  our  peaoefid  vialcU 

Euph,  Let  no  mistrust  a£Bright  thee— Loi  • 
wretch, 
The  veriest  wretdi  that  ever  groaned  in  stmad^ 
Conies  here  to  grovel  on  the  earth  before  wtt, 
To  tell  her  sad,  sad  tale,  implore  thy  aid*- 
For  sure  the  power  is  thine,  thou*canst  idieie 
My  bleeding  neart,  and  soften  all  raj  woes. 

PhiL  Ha !  sure  those  accents — 

[Takes  the  light frm  kr. 

Euph,  Deign  to  listen  to  me« 

PluL  Euphrasia! 

Euph,  Yes;  the  lost,  undone  Eophrasia; 
Supreme  in  wretchedness;  to  the  inmost  soue^ 
Here  in  the  quickest  fibre  of  the  heart, 
Wounded,  transfixed,  and  tortured  to  disbactioa 

PhiL  Why,  prinoesB,  thus  anticipate  die  dvm? 
Still  sleep  and  silence  wn^i  the  weanr  wodd; 
The  stars  in  mid  career  usurp  the  pole; 
The  Grecian  bands^  the  winds>  che  waves  sif 

hushed; 
All  things  are  mute  around  us;  aU  botyoa 
Rest  in  oblivious  slumber  from  tfaeir  caics. 

Euph,  Yesy  all;  all  rest:  tbe  \vj  msriaf* 
sleeps; 
Guilt  is  at  rest:  I,  only,  wake  to  misery. 

PhiL  How  did'st  thou  gam  the  sumoiitof  Ae 
rock? 

Euph,  Give  me  my  father ;  here  yoafaoldbia 
fettered; 
Oh !  give  him  to  me !— in  the  food  porsut 
All  pain  and  peril  vanish ;  love  and  duty 
Inspired  tbe  thought ;  despair  itself  pieoBdn^ 
I  climbed  the  hani  ascent;  with  pamfiil  toil 
Surmounted  cragj^  diBk,  and  noioled  rocb-* 
What  will  not  misery  attempt? — If  ever 
The  touch  of  nature  throbbed  within  vovbitii^ 
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%dinit  me  to  Evander ;  in  these  caves 
[  know  be  pines  in  want ;  let  me  convey 
M>nic  charitable  succour  to  a  father! 

PAiV.  Alns  !  Euphrasia,  would  I  durst  comply  I 

Euph.  It  will  be  virtue  in  thee.    Thou,  like 
me, 
Vert  bom  in  Greece : — Oh !  by  our  common  pa- 
rent— 
^ay,  stay ;  thou  shalt  not  fly ;  Philotas,  stay ; 
^>u  have  a  father  too ;  thinlc,  were  his  lot 
lard  as  Evander^s,  if  by  felon  hands 
'haincd  to  the  earth,  with  slow  consuming  pangs 
{e  felt  sharp  want,  and  with  an  asking  eye 
mplored  relief,  yet  cruel  men  denied  it, 
Vouldst  thou  not  burst  through  adamantine  gatcs^ 
'hrough  walls  and  rocks,  to  save  him  ?  Think, 

Philotas, 
)f  thy  own  aged  sire,  and  pity  mine, 
^hink  of  the  i4;onies  a  daughter  feels, 
Vhcn  thus  a  parent  wants  the  common  food. 
The  bounteous  hand  of  nature  meant  for  all ! 

PhiL  Twere  best  withdraw  thee,  princess ;  thy 
assistance 
■^-ander  wants  not ;  it  is  fruitless  all ; 
liy  tears,  thy  wild  entreaties  are  in  vain. 

Euph,  Ha ! — thou  hast  murdered  him ;  he  is 

no  more  ;— 
understand  thee ; — ^butchers,  you  have  shed 
he  precious  drops  of  life ;  yet,  e^en  in  death, 
xt  me  behold  him ;  let  a  daughter  close, 
Vith  duteous  hand,  a  father's  beamless  eyes ; 
Mnt  her  last  kisses  on  his  honoured  hand, 
Uid  lay  him  decent  in  he  shroud  of  death ! 

PhiL  Alas !  this  frantic  grief  can  nought  avail. 
Retire,  and  seek  the  couch  of  balmy  sleeps 
n  this  dread  hour,  this  season  of  repose. 

Euph,   And  dost  thou,  then,  inhuman  that 
thou  art, 
Vdyise  a  wretch,  like  me,  to  know  repose  ? 
This  is  my  last  abode :  these  caves,  tnese  rocks, 
>haJl  ring  for  ever  with  Euphrasia's  wrongs; 
Vll  Sicily  shall  hear  me ;  yonder  deep 
^all  echo  back  an  injured  daaghter^s  cause; 
l^te  will  I  dwell,  and  rave,  and  shriek,  and  give 
These  scattered  locks  to  all  the  passing  winds ; 
-^al!  on  Evander  lost ;  and,  pouring  curses, 
Vnd  cruel  gods,  and  cruel  stars  invoking 
>tand  on  the  cliff  in  madness  and  despair ! 

PhiL   Yet  calm  this  violence !    reflect,  Eu- 
phrasia, 
yith  what  severe  enforcement  Dionysius 
Flxncts  obedience  to  his  dread  command. 
If  here  thou'rt  found- 

Euph.  Here  is  Euphrasia's  mansion, 

[FalU  upon  the  ground, 
Elcr  fixed  eternal  home;  inhuman  savages, 
(hre  stretch  me  with  a  father's  murdered  corse ! 
l^n  heap  your  rocks^  your  mountains  on  my 

head! 
U  will  be  kindness  m  you ;  I  shall  rest 
tlntombed  within  a  parentis  arms. 

PhiL  By  heaven,  ^ 

Vol.  I. 


My  heart  in  pity  Ueeds. 

Euph.  Talk'st  thou  of  pity  } 
Yield  to  the  generous  insunct ;  pant  my  prayer ; 
Let  my  eyes  view  htm,  gaze  their  last  upon  nim, 
And  shew  you  have  some  sense  of  human  woe ! 
PhiL  lier  vehemence  of  gnef  overpowers  me 
quite. 
My  honest  heart  condemns  the  barbarous  deed. 
And  if  I  dare— 

Euph,  And,  if  you  dare !  Is  that 
The  voice  of  manhood !  Honest,  if  you  dare ! 
'Tis  the  slave's  virtue  !  'tis  the  utmost  limit 
Of  the  base  coward's  honour.    Not  a  wretch, 
There's  not  a  villain,  not  a  tool  of  power, 
But,  silence  interest,  extinguish  fear, 
And  he  will  prove  benevolent  to  man. 
The  generous  heart  does  more :  will  dare  to  all 
That  honour  prompts.    How  dost  thou  dare  to 

murder  ? 
Kespect  the  gods,  and  know  no  other  fear. 

PhiL  No  other  fear  asauls  this  warlike  breast 
I  pity  your  misfortunes;  yes,  by  Heaven, 
My  heart  bleeds  for  you.    Go<u !  youVe  touch- 
ed my  soul ! 
The  generous  impulse  is  not  given  in  vain, 
r  feel  thee,  Nature,  and  I  dare  obey. 
Oh !  thou  hast  conquered.    Go,  Euphrasia,  go^ 
Behold  thy  father. 

Euph,  Raise  me,  raise  me  up ; 
rU  bathe  thy  hand  with  tears,  thou  generous 
man! 
PhiL  Yet  mark  my  words;  if  aught  of  noo- 
rishnifent 
Thou  wouldst  convey,  my  partners  of  the  watch 
Will  ne'er  consent. 

Euph.  I  will  observe  your  orders : 
On  any  terms,  oh  I  let  me,  let  me  see  him! 
PhiL  Yon  lamp  will  guide  thee  through  the 

caverned  way. 
Euph,  My  heart  runs  o'er  in  thanks;  the  pi- 
ous act 
Timoleon  shall  reward ;  the  bounteous  gods, 
And  thy  own  virtue,  shall  reward  the  deed. 

(Oot$  into  the  cave. 
^  ^  virtue !  Thou  sub- 

duest 
The  stubborn  heart,  and  mould'st  it  to  thy  purpose. 
Would  I  could  save  them !  But  though  not  for 

me 
The  glorious  power  to  shelter  innocence, 
Yet  lor  a  moment  to  assuage  its  woes, 
Is  the  best  sympathy,  the  purest  Joy, 
Nature  intended  for  the  heart  of  man. 
When  thus  she  gave  the  social  generous  tear. 

SCENE  n.— 3%e  innde  of  the  cavern. 

Enter  Arcas  and  Euphrasia. 

Arc  No ;  on  my  life  I  dare  not. 
Euph.  But  a  small, 
A  wretched  pittance ;  one  poor  cordial  drop 
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To  renovate  exhausted  droo{Hxig  age. 
I  ask  no  more. 

Arc.  Not  the  smallest  store 
Of  scanty  nourishment  must  pass  these  walls. 
Our  lives  were  forfeit  else :  a  moment's  parley 
Is  all  I  grant ;  in  yonder  cave  he  lies. 

Exfan.   [Within  the  cell.]   Oh,  struggling  na- 
ture !  let  thy  conflict  end. 
Oh !  give  me,  give  me  rest 

Euph.  My  father^s  voice ! 
It  merces  here !  it  cleaves  mv  very  heart 
I  snail  expire>  and  never  see  him  more. 

Arc.  Itepose  thee,  princess,  here ;  [Drawi  a 
couch^  here  rest  thy  limbs, 
Till  the  returning  blood  shall  lend  thee  firmness. 

Euph.  The  caves^  the  rocks>  re-€cho  to  his 
groans! 
And  b  there  no  relief? 

Arc.  All  I  can  grant 
You  shall  oommano.    I  will  unbar  the  dungeon, 
Unloose  the  chain  that  binds  him  to  the  rock, 
And  leave  your  interview  without  restraint 

[Opens  a  ceU  in  the  back  tcene. 

Euph.  Uold,  hold,  my  heart !  Oh !  how  shall 
I  sustain 
The  agonizing  scene?   [Kisei.]   I  must  behold 

him; 
Nature,  that  drives  me  on,  will  lend  me  force. 
Is  that  mv  father  ? 

Arc,  I'ake  your  last  farewell. 
His  vigour  seems  not  yet  exhausted  quite. 
You  must  be  brief,  or  ruin  will  ensue  ?       [-&>'• 

Evan.  [Raising  himse^.']  Oh !    when  snail  I 
get  free  ?  These  hngerins  pang9 — 

Euph.  Behold,  ye  powers,  Uiat  spectacle  of 
woe! 

Evan.  Dispatch  me,  pitying  gods,  and  save 
my  child  ! 
I  bum,  I  burn ;  alas !  no  place  of  rest ! 

[Ri$ei  and  comes  out. 
A  little  air ;  once  more  a  breath  of  air ; 
Alas !  I  faint— I  die. 

Euph.  Heart-piercing  sight ! 
I^t  me  support  you,  sir. 

Evan.  On  I  lend  your  arm. 
Who'er  thou  art^  1  thank  thee :  that  kind  breeze 
Comes  gently  o'er  my  senses;  lead  me  forward : 
And  is  diere  left;  one  charitable  band 
To  reach  its  succours  to  a  wretch  like  me  ? 

Euph.  Well  ma/st  thou  ask  it     Oh,  my 
breaking  heart  I 
Tlie  hand  of  death  is  on  him. 

Evan.  Still  a  little, 
A  little  onward  to  the  air  conduct  me; 
rris  well ;  I  thank  thee ;  thou  art  kind  and  good. 
And  mudi  I  wonder  at  thb  generous  pity. 

Euph.  Dost  thou  not  know  me,  sir? 

Evan.  Methinks  I  know 
Tfiat  voice :  art  thou — alas  I  my  eye!  are  dim ! 
Each  object  swims  before  me ;  No,  in  truth 
I  do  not  know  thee. 

Euph.  Not  your  own  Euphrasia  ? 


Evan,  Art  thou  my  daoghter  ? 
Euph.  Oh,  my  honoured  sire  ! 
Evan,  My  daughter,  my  EupfarMt? 
close 

A  father's  eyes !  Given  to  tnj  last  esbraoe ! 
Gods !  do  I  hold  her  once  aeain  ?  Toor  ineicn 
Are  without  number.  \FaUM  on  tki  amd. 

This  excess  of  bliss 

O'erpowers ;  it  kills ;  Euphrasia—coold  I  hof«  it } 
I  die  content    Art  thou,  indeed,  my  daughter 
Thou  art ;  my  hand  is  moistened  with  tfay  ton: 
I  pray  you  do  not  weep ;  thou  art  my  duld : 
I  thank  you,  gods  !  in  my  last  dying  moiDeiiti 
You  have  not  left  me.    I  would  pour  my  pnise ; 
But,  oh,  your  goodness  overfsomes  me  qmte ! 
You  read  mv  heart ;  }[ou  see  what  pas«s  there. 

Euph.  Alas,  he  faints;    the  gushing  tkk  ai 
transport 
Bears  down    each  feeble  sense:    restore  hisE, 
Heaven ! 

Evan.  All,  my  Euphrasia,  all  wiU  soon  be 
well. 
Pass  but  a  moment,  and  this  busy  globe, 
Its  thrones,  its  empires,  and  its  ba^og  milfiai^ 
Will  seem  a  speck  in  the  great  void  of  SMCt. 

Yet  while  I  stay,  thou  darling  of  my  age . 

^Nay,  dry  those  tears. 

Euph.  I  will,  my  father. 

Evan.  Where, 

I  fear  to  ask  it where  is  virtuous  Fhodoo? 

Euph.  Fled  from  the  tyrant's  power. 

Evan.  And  left  thee  here 
Exposed  and  helpless  ? 

Euph.  He  is  all  truth  and  hooour : 
He  fled  to  save  my  child. 

Evan.  My  young  Evaoder ! 
Your  boy  is  safe,  Euphrasia?  Oh,  my  heart! 
Alas  !  quite  gone;  worn  out  with  mauy; 
Oh,  weak,  decayed  old  man ! 

Euph,  Inhuman  wretches ! 
Will  none  relieve  his  want  ?  A  drop  of  water 
Might  save  his  life,  and  even  that's  denied  him ! 

Evan.  These  strong  emotions^— Oh !  tbt 
eager  air — 
It  is  too  much— assist  me ;  bear  me  hence, 
And  lay  me  down  in  peace. 

Euph.  His  eyes  are  fixed ! 
And  those  pale  qmvering  lips !   He  da^  bj 

liand: 
What,  no  assistance !  monsters,  will  you  thos 
Let  him  expire  in  these  weak  feeble  arms? 

Enter  Phi  lotas. 

PhiL  Those  wild,  those  piercing  shricb  «iil 

give  the  alarm ! 
Euph.  Support  him ;  bear  him  heaoe;  "ds  ail 

I  ask. 
Evan.  [As  he  is  carried  cjf^  O  death  f  vfaoc 
art  thou  ?  Death,  thou  dread  of  leuilt ! 
Thou  wish  of  innocence,  affliction's  friciid. 
Tired  nature  calls  thee;  come,  in  mercy  0)is«» 
And  lay  me  pillowed  in  eternal  rest 
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My  child — where  art  thou  ?  give  m^— reach  thy 

hand— - 
IVhy  dost  thou  weep  ?  My  eyes  are  dry — alas ! 
}uite  pardied,  my  Kps^— quite  pardted,  they 
cleave  toother. 
Emph.  Now  Judge,  ye  powers,  in  the  whote 
round  of  time, 
f  e*cr  you  viewed  a  scene  of  woe  like  this ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Arcas. 

Arc.  The  grey  of  mom  breaks  through  yon  eas- 
tern clouds, 
fwere  time  this  interview  should  end :  the  hour 
iow  warns  Euphrasia  hence :   what  man  could 

dare, 
have  indulged — ^Philofas !  ha !  the  cell 
^h  void  !  Evander  gone !  What  may  this  mean? 
^hilotas,  speak ! 

jEa^erPHiLOTAS. 

FhH  Oh !  vile,  detested  lot, 
[ere  to  obey  the  savage  tyrant's  will, 
ind  murder  virtue,  that  can  thus  behold 
ts  executioner,  and  smile  upon  him. 
Iwt  piteous  sight ! 
Arc.  She  roust  withdraw,  Phtlotas ; 
>elay  undoes  us  both.    The  restless  main 
rlows  with  the  blush  of  day.    Timoleon*s  fleet, 
liat  passed  the  night  in  busy  preparation, 
lakes  from  the  shore.     On  the  high  craggy 

point 
^f  yonoer  iutting  eminence,  I  marked 
heir  haughty  streamers  curling  to  the  wind. 
le  seeks  Hamilcar's  fleet.    The  briny  deep 
ball  soon  be  dyed  with  blood.    The  nerce  alarm 
/ill  rouse  our  slumbering  troops.    The  time  re- 
quires, 
i^ithout  or  further  pause,  or  vain  excuse, 
hat  she  depart  tliis  moment 
PhiL  Arcas,  yes; 

ly  voice  shall  warn  her  of  the  approaching  dan- 
ger. \Exit. 
Arc,  Would  she  had  ne'er  adventured  to  our 

guard! 
dread  the  event ;  and  hark !  the  wind  conveys 
1  clearer  sound  the  uproar  of  the  main, 
he  fates  prepare  new  havock  ;  on  the  event 
)ep€nds  tlie  fate  of  empire.     Wherefore  thus 
>ciays  Euphrasia  ?  Ha !  what  means,  Philotas, 
bat  sudden  haste,  that  pale  disordered  look  ? 

Enter  Pui lotas. 

Phil.  Oh!   I  can  hold  no  more;   at  svcir  a 

sight 
.ven  the  hard  heart  of  tyranny  would  melt 
o  infant  softness.     Areas,  go,  behold 
he  pious  fraud  of  chanty  and  love ; 
k'hold  tliat  unexampled  goodness ; 
ce  the  expedient  sharp  necessity  has  taught 

her ; 
by  heart  will  buni|  will  melt,  will  yearn  to  view 


A  child  like  her. 

Arc,  Ha !  Say  what  mystery 
Wakes  these  emotions? 

PhiL  Wonder-working  virtue ! 
The  father  fostered  at  his  daughter's  breast ! 
O,  filial  piety !  The  milk  designed 
For  her  own  o&prin^  on  \|)e  parent's  tip 
Allays  the  parchmg  lever. 

Arc.  That  device 
Has  she  then  formed,  eluding  all  our  care^ 
To  minister  relief ! 

Phil.  On  the  bare  earth 
Evander  lies;  and  as  his  laneuid  powers 
Imbibe  with  ea<:er  thirst  the  kind  refreahment| 
And  his  looks  speak  unutterable  thanks, 
Euphrasia  views  him  with  tlie  tenderest  glance, 
Even  as  a  mother  doating  on  her  child : 
And,  ever  and  anon,  amidst  the  smiles 
Of  pure  delight,  of  exquisite  sensation, 
A  silent  tear  steals  down ;  the  tear  of  virtue. 
That  sweetens  grief  to  rapture.    All  her  lawa 
Inverted  quite,  great  nature  triumphs  stilL 

Arc.  The  tale  unmans  my  soul. 

PhiL  Ye  tyrants,  hear  it ! 
And  learn,  that  while  your  cruelty  prepares 
Unheard  of  torture,  virtue  can  keep  pace 
With  your  worst  efforts,  and  can  try  new  mode% 
To  bid  men  grow  enamoured  of  her  charms. 

Arc,  Pliilotas,  for  Euphrasia,  in  her  cause, 
I  now  can  hazard  all.    Let  us  preserve 
Her  father  for  her. 

PhiL  Oh  !  her  lovely  daring 
Transcends  all  praise.    By  Heaven  he  shall  not 
die ! 

Arc,  And  yet  we  must  be  waiy;   I  will  go 
forth. 
And  first  explore  each  avenue  around. 
Lest  the  fixed  centinel  obstruct  otr  purpose. 

^Exit. 

PhiL  I  thank  thee.  Areas ;  we  will  act  like 
men 
Who  feel  for  other  woea-^she  leads  him  forth, 
And  tremblingly  supports  lus  drooping  age. 

[Goe$  to  auist  him* 

Enter  Euphrasia  and  Evakoer. 

Evan,  "Euphrasia,  oh,  my  child  !  returning  life 
Glows  here  about  my  heart.    Conduct  me  fur- 
ward: 
At  the  last  gasp  preserved  !  Ha !  dawning  light ! 
Let  me  behold ;  m  faith  I  see  thee  now ; 
I  do  indeed :  the  father  sees  his  child  ! 

Euph.  I  have  relieved  him — Oh !  the  joy's  too 
great; 
Hjs  speccMess  rapture ! 

Evan.  Blessings,  blesangs  on  thee  ! 

Euph,  My  father  still  shall  live.    Alas !  Phi- 
lotas, 
Could  I  abandon  that  white  hoary  head, 
That  venerable  form !  Abandon  him 
To  perish  lirre  in  misery  and  famine  ? 

PhiL  Thy  tears,  thou  mirs%;le  of  goodness ! 


884 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


[Mdkpht. 


Have  triumphed  o'er  me;   these  round  gushing 
drops 

Attest  your  conquest    Take  him,  take  your  fa- 
tber; 

Convey  him  hence ;  I  do  release  him  to  you. 
Evan.    What  said  Philotas  ?    Do  I  fondly 
dream? 

Indeed  my  senses  are  imperfect ;  vet 

Methought  I  heard  him  f  Did  Ite  say,  release  me? 
PhiL  Thou  art  my  king,  and  now  no  more  my 
prisoner ; 

Cro  with  your  daughter,  with  that  wondrous  pat- 
tern 

Of  filial  piety  to  after  times. 

Yes,  princess,  lead  him   forth;    111  point  the 

Whose  soft  declivity  will  suide  your  steps 
To  the  deep  vale,  which  these  o'er- hanging  rocks 
Encompass  round.    You  may  convey  him  thence 
To  some  safe  shelter.    Yet  a  moment's  pause ; 
I  must  conceal  your  flight  from  every  eye. 
Yes,  I  will  save  them---Oh,  returning  virtue ! 
How  big  with  joy  one  moment  in  thy  service ! 
That  wretched  pair !  Til  perish  in  their  cause. 

[Exit. 

Evarii  Whither,  oh!   whither  shall  Evander 
go? 
I  am  at  the  goal  of  life ;  if  in  the  race 
Honour  has  followed  with  no  lingering  step, 
But  there  sits  smiling  with  her  laurelled  wreath 
To  crown  my  brow,  there  would  I  fain  make  halt. 
And  not  inglorious  lay  me  down  to  rest.. 

Euph.  And  will  yoja  then  refuse,  when  thus 
the  gods 
Aflbrd  a  reniee  to  thee  ? 

Evan.  Oh  T  my^  child  \ 
There  is  no  refuge  for  me. 

Euph.  Pard4|ii,  sir : 
Euphrasia's  care  has  formed  a  safe  retreat ; 
There  may'st  thou  dwell;   it  will  not  long  be 

wanted. 
Soon  shall  Timoleon,  with  resistless  force, 
Burst  yon  devoted  walls. 


Evan,  Timoleon ! 

Euph.  Yes, 
The  brave  Timoleon,  with  the  power  of  Gftece ; 
Another  d^  shall  make  the  dty  his. 

Evan.  Timoleon  come  to  vindicate  mjng^s! 
Oh  !  thou  shalt  reign  in  Sicily !  my  child 
Shall  grace  her  father's  throne.     Indulgent  Ha- 
ven ! 
Pour  down  your  blesangs  on  this  best  of  dan^ 

ters; 
To  her  and  Phocion  give  Evandcr's  crown ; 
Let  them,  oh  !  let  them  both  in  virtoc  wear  i^ 
And  in  due  time  transmit  it  to  their  boy ! 

Enter  Philotas. 

FhiL  All  things  arc  apt ;  the  drowsy  oentiDei 
Lies  hushed  in  sleep ;   I'll  marshal   thee  the 

way 
Down  the  steep  rock. 

Euph.  Oh !  let  us  quicklj  hence  ! 

Evan.  The  blood  but  loiters  in  these  fnnai 

veins. 
Do  you,  whose  yquthful  spirit  glows  with  life^ 
Do  you  go  forth  and  leave  this   moaMerii^ 

corpse. 
To  me  had  Heaven  decreed  a  longer  date. 
It  ne'er  had  suffered  a  fell  monster^s  reign. 
Nor  let  me  see  the  carnage  of  my  people. 
Farewell,  Euphrasia ;  in  one  loved  eoinrace 
To  these  remains  pay  the  last  obsequies^ 
And  leave  vie  here  to  sink  to  silent  dust. 

Euph.  And  will  you,  then,  on  seli^<lestnictiaa 

bent. 
Reject  my  prayer,  nor  \xMfSt  your  fate  with  me? 
Evan.  Trust  thee,  Euphrasia?   Trust  in  tfaec^ 

my  child  ? 
Though  life's  a  burden  I  could  well  lay  down, 
Yet  I  will  prize  it,  since  bestowed  by  thee. 
Oh !  thon  art  good ;  thy  virtue  soars  a  flight 
For  the  wide  world  to  wonder  at ;  in  thee — 
Hear  it  all  nature,  future  ages  hear  it — 
The  father  finds  a  parent  in  his  child !  [Exemt. 


ACT  m. 


SCENE  L — A  rampart  near  the  harbour. 

Enter  Melanthom  and  Philotas. 

Melan.  And  lives  he  still? 

FhiL  He  does ;  and  kindly  aliment 
Renews  the  springs  of  life. 

Melan.  And  doth  he  know 
The  glorious  work  the  destinies  prepare  ? 

Phil.  He  is  informed  of  all. 

Melon.  That  Greek  Timoleon 
Comes  his  deliverer,  and  the  fell  usurper 
Pants  in  the  last  eitreme? 

PhiL  The  glorious  tidings 
Have  reached  bis  ear. 

Mekn*  Lead  on,  propitioas  powers^ 


I 


Your  great  dedgn !  second  the  Grecian  arms, 
And  whelm  the  sons  of  Cartlia^  in  the  deep. 
PhiL  This  hour  decides  their  doom;  and  b! 

Euphrasia 
Stands  on  the  jutting  rode,  that  rock,  where  oft 
Whole  days  she  sat  m  pensive  sorrow  fiied. 
And  swelled,  with  streaming  tears,  the  restkss 

deep. 
There,  now  with  other  sentiments  eiate^ 
She  views  Timoleon,  with  victorious  prow. 
Glide  through  the  waves,  and  sees  the  a^ttered 

navy 
Of  Carthage  fly  before  him. 

Mefan.  Blest  event ! 
Evander;  if  thou  mock'st  me  not,  shall  live 
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>Dcc  more  to  see  the  justice  of  the  gods, 
tut  wilt  thou  still  protect  my  royal  master  ? 
Vilt  thou  admit  me  to  his  wished-for  presence  ? 

PAiTL  Let  it  suffice  that  no  assassin's  aim 
Jan  now  assault  him :  I  roust  hence,  Melanthon; 
now  inust  mingle  with  the  tyrant's  train, 
md,  with  a  Sf^mblance  of  obsequious  duty, 
)clude  suspicion's  eye :  My  friend,  farewell. 

[Exit. 

Mclan.  If  he  deceive  me  not  with  specious 
hopes, 

shall  benold  the  sovereign,  in  whose  service 
*hcse  temples  felt  the  iron  casque  .of  war, 
ind  these  white  hairs  hai'e  silvered  o'er  my  head. 

Enter  Euphrasia. 

Euph.  See  there ;  behold  them ;  lo !  the  fierce 
encounter ! 
[e  rushes  on;  the  ocean  flames  around 
STith  the  bright  flash  of  arms ;  the  echoing  hills 
lebeilow  to  the  roer. 

Melan,  The  gods  are  with  us» 
Lnd  victory  is  ours. 

Euph,  High  on  the  stem 
lie  Grecian  leaders  stand :  they  stem  the  surge; 
Auiicbed  from  their,  arm  tlie  missive  lightnings 

Lnd  the  Barbanc  fleet  is  wrapt  in  fire, 
ind  lo !  yon  bark,  down  in  the  roaring  gulph ; 
ind  there,  more,  more  are  perishing— &hold ! 
liey  plunge,  for  ever  lost. 

Me  Ian,  So  perish  all, 
Vho  from  yon  continent  unfurl  their  sails, 
o  shake  the  freedom  of  this  sea-girt  isle  ! 

Euph.  Did  I  not  say,  Melanthon,  did  I  not 
*re«a|i;e  the  glories  of  Tirooleon*s  triumph ! 
Vhere  now  are  Afric's  sons?   The  vanquished 

tyrant 
hall  look  aghast;  his  heart  shall  shrink  appalled, 
lnd  dread  his  malefactions!   Worse  taan  fa* 

mine, 
)espair  shall  fasten  on  him ! 

Enter  Dionysius,  Calippus,  4<^ 

"DioH.  Base  deserters ! 
^ursc  on  tlieir  Punic  faith  !   Did  they  once  dare 
To  grapple  with  the  Greek  ?  Ere  yet  the  main 
Vas  tinged  with  blood,  they  turned  their  ships 

averse, 
^f a^r  storms  and  tempests  follow  in  their  rear, 
lnd  dash  their  fleet  upon  the  Libyan  shore ! 

Enter  Calippus. 

CaL  My  liege,  Timoleon,  where  the  harbour 
opens, 
las  stormed  the  forts,  and  e\'en  now  his  fleet 
'ursues  its  course,  and  steers  athwart  the  bay. 

Dion.  Ruin  impend^ ;  and  vet,  if  fall  it  must, 

bear  a  mind  to  meet  it,  undismayed, 
.'ncunquercd  even  by  fate. 

CaL  Through  every  street 
[)e^pair  and  terror  fly.    A  panic  spreads 


From  man  to  man,  and  superstitioQ  sees 
Jove  armed  with  thunder,  and  the  gods  against 
us. 

Dion.  With  sacred  rites  their  wrath  most  be 
appeased. 
Let  instant  victims  at  the  altar  bleed ; 
Let  incense  roll  its  fragrant  clouds  to  heaven, 
And  pious  virgins,  and  the  matron  traiui 
In  slow  procession  to  the  temple  bear 
The  image  of  their  gods. 

Euph.  Ua ! — Does  the  tyrant 
Dare,  vrith  unhallowed  step^  with  crimes  and 

guilt, 
Approach  the  sacred  fane  ? — Aha !  my  fadier, 
Where  now  thy  sanctuary?  What  place  shall 

hide 
Thy  persecuted  virtue?  [AMe, 

btan.  Thou,  Euphrasia, 
Lead  forth  the  pious  band.    This  very  moment 
Issue  our  orders. 

Euph.  With  consenting  heart, 
Euphrasia  goes  to  waft  her  i»rayers  to  Heaven. 

[ExU. 

Dion.  The  solemn  sacrifice,  the  virgin  tmong. 
Will  gain  the  popular  belief,  .and  kindle 
In  the  fierce  soloiery  religious  rage. 
Away,  my  friends,  prepare  the  sacred  rites. 

[Erit  CaUppUif  ift. 
Philotas,  thou  draw  near :  now  fares  your  pri- 
soner? 
lias  he  yet  breathed  his  last  ? 

FhiL  life  ebbs  apace ; 
To-morrow's  sun  sees  him  a  breathless  corse. 

Dion.  Curse  on  his  lingering  pangs !   Sicilians 
crown 
No  more  shall  deck  his  brow ;  and  if  the  sand 
Still  kuter  in  the  glass,  thy  hand,  my  friend. 
May  shake  it  thence. 

PAiY.  It  shall,  dread  sir ;  that  task 
Leave  to  thy  faithful  servant 

Dim.  Oh !  Philotas, 
Thou  little  know'st  the  cares,  the  pangs  of  eoa- 

pire. 
The  ermined  pride,  the  purple,  that  adorns 
A  conqueroi's  breast,  but  serves,  my  friend,  to 

bide 
A  heart  that's  torn,  that*s  mangled  with  remorse. 
Each  object  round  me  wakens  horrid  doubts ; 
The  flattering  train,  the  oentinel  that  guards  me, 
The  slave  that  waits,  all  give  some  new  alarm. 
And  from  the  means  of  safety  dangers  rise. 
Even  victory  itself  plants  anguish  here. 
And  round  my  laurels  the  fell  serpent  twines. 

PAiV.  Would  Dionysius  abdicate  his  crowi^ 
And  sue  for  terms  of  peace  ? 

Dion.  Detested  thought ! 
No,  tliough  ambition  teem  with  countless  ills, 
It  still  has  charms  of  power  to  fire  the  soul. 
Tliough  horrors  multiply  around  my  head, 
I  will  oppose  them  all.    The  pomp  of  sacrifice^ 
But  now  orciained,  is  mockery  to  Heaven. 
'Tis  vain,  'tis  fruitless ;  then  let  daring  guilt 
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Be  my  inspirer,  and  consummate  all. 

Where  are  those  Greeks,  the  captives  of  my 

sword. 
Whose  desperate  valour  rushed  within  our  wa]lsy 
Fought  near  our  person,  and  the  pointed  lance 
Aimed  at  my  breast  ? 

PML  In  chains  they  wait  their  doom. 

Dion.  Give  me  to  see  them ;  bnng  the  slaves 

before  me. 
PhiL  What,  ho !  Melanthon  !  this  way  lead 
your  prisoners. 

Enter  M elantho^t,  with  Phocton,  cUsguised 
at  a  Greek  Officer,  and  SoldUrg, 

Dion,  Assassins,  and  not  warriors!  do  ye  come, 
When  the  wide  rage  of  battle  claims  your  sword, 
Thus  do  you  come  against  a  single  lif^ 
To  wage  the  war  ?  Did  not  our  buckler  ring 
With  ul  your  darts,  in  one  collected  volley, 
Showered  on  my  head  ?   Did  not  your  swords  at 

once 
Point  at  nay  breast,  and  thirst  for  regd  blood  P 
Cheek  Offi  We  sought  thy  life.    I  am  by  birth 

a  Gfreek. 
An  open  foe,  in  arms,  I  meant  to  slay 
The  toe  of  hunuua  kind.    With  rival  ardour 
We  took  the  -field ;  one  voice,  one  mind,  one 

heart; 
All  leagued,  aU  covenanted :  in  yon  camp 
Spirits  there  are  who  aim,  like  us,  at  glory. 
Whene'er  you  sally  forth,  whene'er  the  Greeks 
Shall  scale  your  walls,  prepare  thee  to  encounter 
A  like  assault    By  me  the  youth  of  Greece 
Thus  notify  the  war  they  mean  to  wage. 

Dion,  Thus,  then,  I  warn  them  of  my  great 

revenge. 
Whoe'er  in  Intde  shall  become  our  prisoner, 
In  torment  meets  his  doom. 

Greek  OffL  TTicn  wilt  thou  see 
How  vile  the  body  to  a  mind  that  pants 
For  genuine  glory.    Twice  three  hundred  Greeks 
Have  sworn,  like  us,  to  hunt  thee  through  the 

ranks; 
Ours  the  first  lot ;  we've  failed ;  on  yonder  plain 
Appear  in  arms,  the  faithful  band  will  meet  thee. 
Dion.  Vile  slave,  no  more.     Melanthon,  drag 

them  hence 
To  die  in  misery.    Impaled  alive, 
The  winds  shall  parch  them  on  the  craggy  cliff. 
Selected  from  the  rest,  let  one  depart 
A  messenger  to  Greece,  to  tell  the  fate 
Her  chosen  sons,  her  first  adventurers  met. 

[Esit. 
Melon.  Unhappy  men!   how  shall  my  care 

protect 
Your  forfeit  lives  ?  Philotas,  thou  conduct  them 
To  the  deep  dungeon's  gloom.    In  that  recess, 
Midst  the  wild  tumult  of  eventful  war. 
We  may  ward  oflf  the  blow.     My  friends,  fare- 
well : 
That  officer  will  guide  your  steps. 

[All follow  FhilotaSf  except  Fkocion. 


Pho,  Disguised 
Thus  in  a  soldier^s  garb,  he  knows  me  not 
Melanthon ! 

Melon.  Ha ! — Those  accents ! — ] 

Pho.  Yes,  Phocion  here !   Speak,  qoicklj  ttU 
me,  say. 
How  fares  Euphrasia  P 

Melon.  Ha  1  beware — ^PhilotaSy 
Conduct  those  prisoners  hence ;  this  soldier  here 
Shall  bear  the  tidings  to  Timoleon's  campt. 

Pho.  Oh!  satisfy  my  doubts;   how  mres  £•- 
phrasia? 

Melon.  Euphrasia  livesy  and  fills  the  anxiciBi 
moments 
With  every  virtue.    \Vhereforc  Ventarc  hither? 
Why  with  rash  valour  penetrate  oar  gates  ? 

Pho.  Could  I  refrain  ?  Oh !  could  I  tandj 
wait 
The  event  of  lingering  war  ?  With  patience  cmat 
The  lazy-padng  hours,  while  here  in  Syracose 
The  tyrant  keeps  all  that  my  heiflrt  holds  dcarf 
For  her  dear  sake,  all  dangers  sink  before  me; 
For  her  I  burst  tlie  barriers  of  the  gate. 
Where  the  deep  cavemed  rocks  afford  a  pass^ 
A  hundred  chosen  Greeks  pursued  my  steps; 
We  forced  an  entrance ;  the  devoted  guard 
Fell  victims  co  our  rage ;  but,  in  that  moment, 
Down  from  the  walls  superior  numhers  came. 
The  tyrant  led  them  on.     We  rushed  upon  hin^ 
If  we  could  reach 'his  heart,  to  end  die  war. 
But  Heaven  thought  otherwise.  Melanthon, sav— 
I  fear  to  ask  it — lives  E\-ander  still  } 

Melon.  Alas !  he  lives,  imprisoned  in  the  rock. 
Thou  must  withdraw  thee  neooe ;  r^ain  odcb 

more 
Timoleon's  camp;  alann  his  slumbering n^; 
Assail  the  walls ;  thou,  with  thy  phalanv,  seek 
The  subterraneous  path ;  that  way  at  ni^t 
The  Greeks  may  enter,  and  let  in  destruction 
To  the  great  work  of  vengeance. 

Pho.  Wouldst  thou  have  me 
Basely  retreat,  while  my  Euphrasia  trembles 
Here  on  the  ridge  of  peril  ?  She,  perhaps^ 
May  fall  unknown,  unpitied,  undistinguished, 
Amidst  the  general  carnage.    Shall  I  leave  her 
To  add  that  beauty  to  the  purple  heap  ? 
No ;  I  will  seek  her  in  these  wbMs  accurst. 
Even  in  the  tyrant's  palace  ;  save  that  life, 
My  only  source  of  joy;  that  life,  whose  loss 
Would  make  all  Greece  complotter  in  a  murder, 
And  damn  a  righteous  cause. 
Melon.  Yet  hear  the  voice 
Of  sober  age.    Should  Di  j*mius'  spies 
Detect  thee  here,  ruin  involves  us  all : 
Twere  best  retire,  and  seek  Timoleoo's  tents; 
Tell  him,  dismay  and  terror  fill  the  city; 
Even  now  in  Syracuse  die  tyrant's  will 
Ordains  with  pomp  oblations  to  the  gods. 
His  deadly  hand  still  hot  with  recent  blood, 
The  monster  dares  approach  the  saored  altar: 
Thy  voice  may  rouse  Timblcon  to  the  assult, 
And  bid  him  storm  the  works. 
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Fko,  By  heaven  I  will ; 
4y  breath  shall  wake  his  rage ;  this  very  night, 
•Vlien  sleep  sits  heavy  on  the  slumbering  city, 
Iben  Greece  unsheathes  her  sword,  and  great 

revenge 
^hall  stalk  with  death  and  horror  o'er  the  ranks 
)f  slaughtered  troops,  a  sacrifice  to  freedom ! 
)ut  first  let  me  behold  Euphrasia. 

Melon,  Hush 
fhy  pent  up  valour :  to  a  secret  haunt 
'11  guide  thy  steps :  there  dwell,  and  in  apt  time 
'11  bring  Euphrasia  to  thy  longing  arms. 

Fho.  Wilt  thou  ? 

Melon,  By  Heaven  I  will ;  another  act 
)f  desperate  fury  might  endanger  all. . 
1ie  tyrant's  busy  guards  are  posted  round  ; 
n  silence  follow ;  thou  shalt  see  Euphrasia. 

PAo.  Oh  !  lead  me  to  her;  that  exalted  virtue 
Vith  firmer  nerve  shall  bid  me  grasp,  the  jave- 
lin, 
hall  bid  my  sword,  with  more  than  lightning's 

swiftness, 
ilaze  in  the  front  of  war,  and  glul  its  rage 
Vith  blows  repeated  in  the  tyrant's  veins. 

[Exeuni, 


SCENE  TL—A  Temple,  with  a  tnanument  in 

the  middle. 

Znter  Euphrasia,  Erixene,  and  other  female 

attendants, 

£uph.  This  way,  my  virgins,  this  way  bend 
your  steps. 
/) !  the  sad  sepulchre,  where,  hearsed  in  death, 
lie  pale  remains  of  my  dear  mother  lie. 
rherc,  while  the  victims  at  yon  altar  bleed, 
knd  with  your  prayers  the  iwilted  roof  resounds, 
liere,  let  me  pay  the  tribute  of  a  tear, 
i  weeping  pilgrim  o'er  Eudocia's  ashes. 
Urix.  (orbeiEir,  Euphrasia,  to  renew  your  sor- 
rows. 
£uph.  My  tears  have  dried  their  source ;  then 
let  me  here 
'ay  tliis  sad  visit  to  the  honoured  clay 
^hat  moulder^  in  the  tomb.    These  sacred  vi- 
ands 
11  bum,  an  offering  to  a  parent's  shade, 
knd  sprinkle  with  thb  wine  the  hallowed  mould, 
'hat  duty  paid,  I  will  return,  my  virgins. 

[She  goes  into  the  tomb, 
Erix,  Look  down,  prop^ous  powers  I  behold 
that  virtue, 
ind  heal  the  pangs  that  desolate  her  soul. 

Enter  Pni lotas. 
Phil,  Mourn,  mourn,  ye  virgins;   rend  your 
scattered  garments; 
kime  dread  calamity  hangs  o*er  our  heads, 
n  vain  the  tyrant  would  appease  with  sacrifice 
The  impending  wrath  of  ill-rrquitcd  Heaven. 
11  omens  hover  o'er  us :  at  the  altar 
I  he  victim  dropt,  ere  tlic  divining  seer 


Had  gored  his  knife.    The  brazen  statues  trem* 

ble. 
And  from  the  marble  drops  of  blood  distiL 

Erix,  Now,  ye  just  gods,  if  vengeance  yoa 
prepare. 
Now  find  tnc  guilty  head ! 

Phil,  Amidst  the  throng 
A  matron  labours  with  tlic  inspiring  gpd ; 
She  stares,  she  raves,  and,  witn  no  mortal  sound. 
Proclaims  around — *  Where,  Pha'bus,  am  I  borne? 

*  I  see  their  glittering  spears ;  I  see  them  charge ; 
'  Bellona  wades  in  blood ;  tliat  mangled  body, 

'  Deformed  witli  wounds  and  weltering  in  its 
gore, 

*  I  know  it  well;  Oh !  dose  the  dreadful  scene  ! 
'  Ilelieve  me,  Phoebus!  I  have  seen  too  much.' 

Erix,  Alas !  I  tremble  for  Evander's  fate. 
Avert  the  omen,  gods,  and  guard  his  life ! 

Enter  EuPRRASiAyroni  the  tomb, 

Euph,  Virgins,  I  thank  you — Oh !  more  light- 
ly now 
My  heart  expands ;  the  pious  act  is  done^ 
And  I  have  paid  my  tribute  to  a  parent. 
Ah  !  wherefore  does  the  tyrant  bend  this  way  ? 

PhiL  He  flies  the  altar ;  leaves  the  unfinished 
rites. 
No  God  there  smiles  propitious  on  his  cause. 
Fate  lifts  the  awful  balance;  weighs  his' life. 
The  lives  of  numbers,  in  the  tremblinf^  scale. 

Euph.  Despair  and  horror  nmrk  his  haggpnt 
looks. 
His  wild,  disordered  step— He  rushes  forth ; 
Some  new  alarm  demands  him !  Even  now 
He  issues  at  yon  portal !  Lo !  see  there. 
The  suppliant  crowd  disperses ;  wild  with  fear. 
Distraction  in  each  look,  the  wretched  thron||^ 
Pours  through  the  brazen  gatcs-^Do  you  retire. 
Retire,  Philutas  ;  let  me  here  remun. 
And  give  the  moments  of  suspended  fate 
To  pious  worship  and  to  filial  love. 

PhiL  Alas !  I  fear  to  yield :  awhile  111  leave 
tliee, 
And  at  the  temple's  entrance  wait  thy  comine. 

Euph.  Now,  then,  Euphrasia,  now  thou  may*st 
indulge 
The  purest  ecitacy  of  soul.    Come  forth. 
Thou  man  of  woe,  thou  man  of  every  virtue ! 

Enter  EvANDSRyrom  the  n^onument, 

Evan,  And  does  the  g)rave  thus  cast  me  up  a* 
gain. 
With  a  fond  father's  love  to  view  thee  ?  Thus 
To  mingle  rapture  in  a  daughter's  arms  ? 

Eftph,  How  fares  my  father  now  ? 
•  Evan,  Thy  aid<  Euphrasia, 
Has  given  new  life.    Thou,  from  this  vital  stream 
Derivest  thy  being ;  with  unheard-of  duty 
Thou  hast  repaid  it  to  thy  native  source. 

Euph,  Sprung  from  Evandeo  if  a  little  portioi| 
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OfaO  his  goodness  dwell  within  my  hearty 
Thou  wilt  not  wonder. 

Evan,  Joy  and  wonder  rise 
In  mixed  emotions !  Though  departing  hence. 
After  the  storms  of  a  tempestuous  life, 
Tliough  I  was  entering  the  wished-for  port. 
Where  all  is  peace,  aU  bliss,  and  endless  joy, 
Yet  here  contented  I  can  linger  still, 
To  view  thy  goodness,  and  applaud  thy  deeds, 
Thou  author  of  my  life !  Diet  ever  parent 
Thus  call  his  child  before  ?  My  heart's  too  full ; 
My  old  fond  heart  runs  o*er ;  it  aches  with  joy. 

Euph.    Alas,  too  much  you  over>rate  your 
daughter; 
Nature  and  duty  called  me — Oh !  my  father. 
How  didst  thou  bear  thy  long,  long  suferings  ? 

How 
Endure  their  barbarous  rage  ? 

Evan.  My  foes  but  did 
To  this  old  frame,  what  Nature's  hand  must  do. 
In  the  worst  hour  of  pain,  a  voice  still  whispered 

"*®'  ... 

Rouse  thee,  Evander ;  self-aoquitting  conscience 

Declares  thee  bhimeless,  and  the  gods  behold 

thee. 

I  was  but  going  hence,  by  mere  decay. 

To  that  futurity  which  Plato  taught. 

Where  the  immortal  spirit  views  the  planets 

Roll  round  the  mighty  year,  and,  wrapt  in  bliss, 

Adores  die  ideas  of  the  eternal  mind. 

Thither,  oh!  diither  was  Evander  going, 

But  thou  recall'st  me ;  thou ! 

Euph.  Timoleon  too 
Invites  thee  back  to  life. 

Evan.  And  does  he  still 
Ui^  on  the  siege  ? 

Euph,  His  active  genius  comes 
To  scourge  a  guilty  race.    The  Punic  fleet, 
Half  lost,  is  swallowed  by  the  roaring  sea. 
The  shattered  refuse  seek  the  Dbyan  shore. 
To  bear  the  news  of  their  defeat  to  Carthaje^. 

Evan.  These  arc  thy  wonders,  Heaven  I  Abroad 
thy  spirit 
Moves  o'er  the  deep,  and  mi^ty  fleets  are  vanished. 

£ttpA..Ha! — hark! — ^wbat  noise  is  that?  It 
comes  this  way ; 
Some  busy  footstep  beats  the  hallowed  pavement. 
Oh !  Sir,  retire — ^Ye  powers ! — ^Philotas ! — ^ha ! 

Enter  Phi  lotas. 

PhiL  For  thee,  Euphrasia,  Dionysius  calls. 
Some  new  suspicion  goads  him.    At  yon  gate 
I  stopt  Calippus,  as  with  eaeer  haste 
He  bent  this  way  to  seek  thee. — Oh !  my  sove- 
reign, 
My  king,  my  injured  master,  will  you  pardon 
The  wrongs  I've  done  thee  ?  [Kneels  to  Evat^r. 

Evan.  Virtue  such  is  thine. 
From  the  fierce  trial  of  tyrannnic  power, 
Shines  forth  with  added  lustre. 

PhiL  Oh!  forgive 
My  ardent  seal ;  there  is  no  time  to  waste. 


You  must  withdraw;  tmst  to  your  faidifii!  fiieo^. 
Pass  but  another  day,  and  Dion^ns 
Falls  from  a  throne  usurped. 

Evan.  But  ere  he  pays 
The  forfeit  of  his  crimes,  what  strouns  of  Uood 
Shall  flow  in  torrents  round  !  Metfainb  I  mi^ 
Prevent  this  waste  of  nature — ^ill  go  forth, 
And  to  my  pe:>ple  shew  their  riehdbl  bog. 

Euph.  Banish  that  thought ;  rochear;  me  nab 
attempt 
Were  fatal  to  our  hopes ;  oppressed,  dismiTed, 
The  people  look  aghast,  and,  wan  nidi  fctr, 
None  will  espouse  your  cause. 

Evan.  Yes,  all  will  dare 
To  act  like  men ; — their  king,  I  gare  myxlf 
To  a  whole  people.    I  made  no  reserte ; 
My  life  was  theirs ;  each  drop  about  mr  heait 
Pledged  to  the  public  cause ;  devoted  to  it : 
That  was  my  compact ;  is  the  subject's  less? 
If  they  are  all  debased,  and  willing  slaves, 
The  young  but  breathii^  to  grow  grej  in  booil- 

age,    ,     . 
And  the  old  sinking  to  ignoble  graves, 

Of  such  a  race  no  matter  who  is  king. 
And  yet  I  will  not  think  it ;  no !  my  people 
Are  brave  and  generous;  I  will  trust  thorn- 
lour. 

Euph.  Yet  stay;  yet  be  advised. 

Phil.  As  yet,  my  liege. 
No  plan  is  fixed,  and  no  concerted  measure. 
The  fates  are  busy  :  wait  the  vast  eveot 
Trust  to  my  truth  and  honour.    Witness,  gods^ 
Here,  in  the  temple  of  Olympian  Jore^ 
Philotas  swears 

Evan.  Forbear :  the  man  like  thee^ 
Who  feels  the  best  emotions  of  the  bwrt, 
Truth,  reason,  justice,  honour's  fine  exdteuKpcs 
Acts  by  those  laws,  and  wants  no  other  sbdcooe. 

Euph.  A^n  the  alarm  approaches;  sure  desr 
tructmn 
To  thee,  to  all,  will  follow  : — ^haik !  •  foond 
Comes  hollow  murmuring  through  die  TiolKd 

aisle. 
It  gains  upon  the  ear.    Withdraw,  my  hshta ! 
Airs  lost  if  thou  art  seen. 

PhiL  And,  lo !  Calippus 
Darts  with  the  lightning  speed  across  the  vdt 

Evan.  Thou  at  the  senaterhouse  coovene  mj 
friends. 
Melanthon,  Dion,  and  their  brave  associates, 
Will  shew  that  liberty  Jias  leaders  still. 
Anon  111  meet  them  there :  my  diild,  fareffcfl; 
Thou  shalt  direct  me  now. 

Euph.  Too  cruel  fate  ! 
The  tomb  is  all  the  mansion  I  can  give; 
■My  mother's  tomb  !    [Evander  enters  tke  toA 

PhiL  You  must  be  brief;  the  alann 
Each  moment  nearer  comes.    In  every  somni 
Destruction  threatens.     Ha  !  by  HesTeo  tbii 

way 
Callppuscomes—— Let  me  retard  hbspeeH. 
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JBmpk  [CcminMformm'd,]  How  my  dwtracted 
heart  durwM  wild  with  fear ! 
Vhat  bringi  Cahppus  ?  wherefore  ?  save  me 
Heaven! 

Emter  Calippvs* 

Co/L  Thii  soUen  manng  in  these  drear  abodes 
k.lanns  suspicion :  the  king  knows  tb^  plottiogs, 
rhy  rooted  hatred  to  the  state  and  hun. 
lis  sovereign  will  oonunands  thee  to  repair, 
liis  moment^  to  his  presence* 


EuplL  Ha !  what  roean^ 
The  tyrant !— -I  obey  [EiU  Calipput  J  and,  oil ! 

ye  powers, 
Ye  ministers  of  Heaven !  defend  my  father ; 
Support  his  drooping  dg^ ;  and  when  anon 
Avenging  justice  shakes  her  crimson  steel. 
Oh !  be  the  grave,  at  least,  a  place  of  rest ; 
That,  from  his  covert  in  tlie  htmr  of  peace, 
Forth  he  may  come  to  bless  a  willing  people, 
And  be  your  own  just  image  here  on  earth. 

[Exit 


ACT    m 


SCENE  t 


Enter  Melanthon  aa(/pHiL0TAS. 

Jife/L  AwAT !  no  more ;  pernicious,  vile  dis- 
sembler! 
PkiL  Wherefore  this  frantic  rage  ? 
Altian.  Thou  canst  not  varnish, 
Vith  thy  per6(Kous  arts,  a  crime  like  this, 
climbed  the  rugged  diff";  but,  oh !  tliou  trai- 
tor, 
Vbere  is  Evander!  Through    each  dungeon's 

gloom 
sought  the  good  old  king :  the  niilt  is  thine; 
day  vengeance  wait  thee  for  it  f 

PhiL  StiU,  Melanthoo, 
/ct  prudence  guide  thee. 
Melon*  Thmi  hast  plui^ed  thee  down 
ar  as  the  lowest  depth  ofhell-bom  crimes ; 
'boa  hast  out-gone  all  registers  of  ftuilt ; 
teyond  all  fable  hast  thou  sinned,  Philotas. 
PkiL  By  Heaven  thou   wrongest  me :   didst 

thou  know,  old  man    - 
Meiam.  Could  not  his  reverend  age,  could  not 
his  virtue, 
lis  woes  unnumbered,  soften  thee  to  pity? 
liou  hast  destroyed  my  king. 

PhiL  Yet  wilt  thou  hear  me  ? 
''our  king  still  lives* 

Meltin*  Thou  vile  deceiver ! — lives ! 
lut  where!  Away;  no  more.    I  charge  thee, 
leave  me. 
PhiL  We  have  removed  him  to  a  sure  asy- 
lum* 
Melon.  Removed  i-^Thou  traitor !  what  dark 


pnvacy— — 
Vhy  move  him  thenoe  ?  The  vile  assassin^s  stab 
las  closed  his  dayt— calm,  unrelenting  villain  1 
know  it  alL         , 
PkiL  By  every  power  above, 
Evander  lives ;  in  safety  lives.    Last  night, 
Vhen  in  his   dark  embrace  sleep  wrapt  the 

world, 
uiphrasia  came,  a  spectacle  of  woe ; 
3arvd  to  approach  our  guard,   and  with  her 

^*ith   vehemence   of  grief,    she  touched  my 
heart. 
Vol.  I. 


I  gave  her  father  to  her. 

Melon*  How,  Philotas ! 
If  thou  dost  not  deceive  me— 

PhiL  No,  by  Heaven  ! 
By  every  power  above — But  hark !  those  notes 
Speak  l5ionysius  near :  anon,  my  friend, 
ril  tell  thee  each  particular  :  thy  king. 
Mean  while,  is  safe— but  lo !  the  tyrant  comes; 
With  guilt  Uke  his  I  must  equivocate. 
And  teach  even  truth  and  honour  to  dissemble. 

Enier  DtOKtsius,  Calippus,  4rc. 
Dion.  Away  each  vain  alarm ;  the  sun  goes 
down. 
Nor  yet  Hmoleon  issues  front  his  fleet. 
There  let  him  linger  on  the  wave-worn  beadi ; 
Here,  the  vain  Greek  shall  find  another  Troy, 
A  more  than  Hector  here.  Though  Carthage  fly, 
Ourself,  still  Dionysius  here  remains. 
And  means  the  Greek  to  treat  of  terms  of  peace? 
By  Heaven,  this  panting  bosom  hoped  to  meet 
ms  boasted  phalanx  on  the  embattled  plain. 
And  doth  he  now,  on  peaceful  councils  bent, 
Di^MOch  his  herald?— Let  the  slave  approach. 

Enter  the  Herald. 
Dion.  Now,  speak  thy  purpose ;   what  doth 

Greece  impart  ? 
Her.  Timoleon,  sir,  \vhose  gitat  renown  m 

arms 
Is  equalled  only  by  the  softer  virtues 
Of  mild  humanity,  that  sway  his  heart. 
Sends  me,  hb  delegate,  to  ofler  terms. 
On  which  even  foes  may  well  accord ;  on  which 
The  fiercest  nature,  though  it  spurn  at  justice. 
May  sympathise  with  his, 

DUm,  Unfold  thy  mystery; 
Thou  shalt  be  heard. 

Her.  The  generous  leader  sees, 
With  pity  sees,  the  wild  destructive  havodr 
Of  ruthless  war ;  he  hath  surveyed  around 
The  heaps  of  slain  that  cover  yonder  field. 
And,  touched  with  generous  sense  of  human  woe, 
Weeps  o'er  his  victories. 

Dwn.  Your  leader  weeps ! 
Then,  let  the  author  of  those  ills  thou  speak'st  ol, 
Let  the  ambitious  factor  of  destruction, 
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Timely  retreat,  and  close  the  scene  of  blood. 
AVhy  doth  affrighted  peace  behold  his  standard 
Upreared  in  Sicily?  and  wherefore  here 
The  iron  ranks  of  war,  from  which  the  shepherd 
Retires  appalled,  and  leaves  the  blasted  hopes 
Of  half  tlie  year,  while  closer  to  her  breast 
The  mother  clasps  her  infant? 

Her,  Tis  not  mine 
To  plead  Timoleon's  cause ;  not  mine  the  office 
To  justify  the  strong  the  righteous  motives, 
That  urge  him  to  the  war :  the  only  scope 
My  deputation  aims  at,  is,  to  fix 
An  interval  of  peace,  a  pause  of  horror, 
That  they,  whose  bodies  on  the  naked  shore 
Lie  weltering  in  their  blood,  from  either  host 
May  meet  the  last  sad  rites  t6  nature  due, 
And  decent  lie  in  honourable  graves. 

Dion.  Go  tell  your  leader,  his  pretexts  are  Tain. 
Let  him,  with  those  tliat  live,  embark  for  Greece, 
And  leave  our  peaceful  plains;  the  mangled  limbs 
Of  those  he  murdered,  from  my  tender  care 
Sliall  meet  due  obsequies. 

Her,  The  hero,  sir. 
Wages  no  war  with  those,  who  bravely  die. 
Tis  for  the  dead  I  supplicate ;  for  them 
We  sue  for  peace :  and  to  the  living,  too^ 
Timoleon  would  extend  it ;  but  the  groans 
Of  a  whole  people  have  unslieathed  his  sword. 
A  single  day  will  pay  the  funeral  rites. 
To-morrow^s  sun  may  sec  both  armies  meet 
Without  hostility,  and  all  in  honour ; 
You,  to  inter  the  troops,  who  bravely  fell ; 
We,  on  our  part,  to  give  an  bumble  sod 
To  those,  who  gained  a  footing  on  the  isle, 
And  by  dicir  death  have  conquered. 

Dion.  Be  it  So ; 
I  grant  thy  suit :  soon  as  to-morrow's  dawn 
Illume  the  world,  the  rage  of  wasting  war 
In  vain  shall  thirst  for  blood :  but  mark  my  words; 
If  the  next  orient  sun  belnld  you  here, 
That  hour  shall  see  me,  terrible  in  arms. 
Deluge  yon  plain,  and  let  destruction  loose. 
Thou  kuow'st  nw  last  resolve,  and  now,  farewell. 
Some  careful  officer  conduct  hiin  forth. 

J  Exit  Herald, 
_^  ,  t6  my  swdrd 

An  easy  prey ;  a  sacrifice  to  glut 
My  great  revenge.    Calippus,  let  each  soldier, 
This  night,  resign  liis  weaned  limbs  to  resti 
That  ere  the  dawn,  with  renovated  strengtn, 
On  the  unguarded,  unsuspecting  foe, 
Disarmed,  and  bent  on  superstitious  rit^s,, 
From  every  quarter  we  may  rush  undaunted. 
Give  the  invaders  to  the  deathful  steel. 
And,  b^  one  carnage,  bury  all  iii  niih. 
My  variant  friends,  haste  to  ydbr  several  post^ 
And  let  this  night  a  calm  unruffled  spirit 
Lie  hushed  in  sleep :  away,  my  friedds,  ^ispet^ ! 
Philotas,  waits  Euphrasia,  as  we  ordered  ? 

FhiL  Shc*s  here  at  hand. 

Dion.  Admit  her  to  our  presence. 
Rage  and  despair,  a  thouiumd  warttng  ptisisions, 


All  rise,  by  tAms,  and  pi^^MMai  rttrfVay^ — 
Yet  every  means^  all  measims  ttask  \m  uiedi. 
To  sweep  the  Greei«n  spmiet  frotk  tte  b*^ 
And  fix  the  crown,  unshaken,  on  ra^  htfow. 

Enter  EepHRASfA. 

Euph.  What  sudden  caiMe  reqaaieh 
presence? 

Dion.  Approadi,  fair  moanier,  mm 
fears^ 

Thy  grief,  thy  tender  dnCy  tx>  thy  ladwr. 
Has  touched  me  nearly.    In  his  lone  reCm^ 
Respect,  attendance,  every  lenient  care 
To  soothe  affliction,  and  extend  his  life, 
Evander  has  commanded. 

Euph.  Vile  dissembler ! 
Detested  homicide !  lAside.}—And  has  thy  bent 
Felt  for  the  wretchea  ? 

Dion.  Urgencies  of  state 
Abridged  his  liberty ;  but,  to  has  person 
All  honour  hath  been  paid. 

Euph,  The  righteous  gods 
Have  marked  thy  ways,  and  will  m  tiaae  repKf 
Just  retribution. 

Dion.  If  to  see  your  father. 
If  here  to  meet  him  in  a  fond  «mbnice« 
Will  calm  thy  breast,  and  dry  chose 

tears, 
A  moment  more  shall  bring  httn  to  ^ 

Euph.  Ha !  lead  him  hither !  9if,  ca  lauvehiB 
now, 
Aged,  infirm,  ^oni  out  with  toil  and 
No,  let  me  seek  him  rath^ — ^If  soft  pity 
Has  touched  your  heart,  oh !  96nd  laa, 
to  him ! 

Dion.  Contnml  this  wild  alarm ;  whh 
care 
Philotas  shall  conduct  him ;  her6  I  grant 
The  tender  interview. 

Euph,  Disastrous  fate ! 
Ruin  impends ! — ^This  will  disMvef  all ; 
rii  perish  first ;  provoke  hin  dhoDSt  twgjb.  TJadt. 
Though  inuch  I  languish  to  behold  my  Jather, 
Yet  now  it  were  not  fitH-*lhe  soh  goes  dawn ; 
Ni^t  falls  apace ;  soota  as  retitrtuag  day — 

Dion.  This  night,  thb  very  hour,  yoa  both  i 
meet 
Tog^ther^  yoa  may  serve  the  stale  and  i 
Thoii  see'st  the'  havock  6f  wid«  wMMns 
And  n^ore,  full  well  you  know,  are  8lUl  la  bleed. 
Thdfi  tnay*st  brevflit  their  ftit«. 

Euph.  Oh]  giv^  flie  nkten, 
And  I  will  bless  thee  for  it. 

Dion.  From  a  Gheefi, 
Tonh^nts  hdkve  wniiig  the  trlitlL    Thv 
Phodolt— 

Euph.  Oh !  say.  speak  of  my  Phocion! 

Dion,  He;  tbhe 
Hath  lirtdled  up  this  war;  with  CrcachWo 
Inflamed  the  states  of  Greece,  and  now  (he  trai- 
tor 
Comes,  with  a  foreign  aid,  to  wrest  i»y 
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Ettpf^  And  dcMS  mj  Pfaoc^qn  share  Timoleoa's 
glory? 

Dion.  With  him  inv^fts  oar  walla^  and  bids  re* 
beilion 
Brect  iier  9tiwid»rd  here. 

Euph,  Oh !  bless  him,  |;Qda ! 
^here^er  my  hexo  teei^  the.paths  of  war. 
List  OD  his  side ;  agaioat  the  hostile  javelin 
Jprear  hiamigbliy  oMckler;  to  his  sword 
i^ndthe^iftifie  whivlwiod's  cage,  that  he  may 


come 


•Vith  wreaths  of  triomph,  and  with    conquest 

crowned, 
Vnd  his  £uphra«a  spring  with  rapture  to  liiro, 
delt  in  his  mnoBf  and  a  whole,  nation's  voice 
\pplaud  aqr-he^  vdth  a  low  like  mine*! 

X>ioN.  Uncealefal  lair !  Has  i^  our  sovereign 
will 
>n  thy  desoandi^kts  fixed  Sicilia's  crown  ? 
iave  I  not  vowed  pcolootioo  to  your  boy? 

EupL  From  thee  the  oa>im !  xrom  tl^ee  !  £u- 
phcasia's  chifdoen 
ihall  on  a  nobler  basis  found  their  rights ; 
>n  their  own  virtue,  And  -apf^ople's  choice. 

Dunu  Mtsf^indad  ivoman ! ' 

£i»i4.  Ask  rof  thee  ^rdtcction ! 
rhc  father's  valqor  shall  protect  his  boy. 

2>ian..  Bosh  mot  .on.  sdreideatrUciion;  ore  too 
late, 
Icoept  ournroflered  grace.  The  terms  ane  these : 
nstaht  send  fofdi  a  message  to  your  husband ; 
}id  him  draw  off  his  Greeks^  unmoor  his  Aeet, 
ind  measure  back  his  way.    full  well  he  knows 
ron  and  your  father  are  my  hostages; 
ind  for  his  treason  both  may  answer. 

Euph,  Think'st  thou,  then, 

k»  meanly  of  my  Phocion  ? ^Dost  thou  deem 

him 
^oorty  wound  up  to  a  mere  fit  of  valour, 
'o  melt  away  in  a  weak  woman's  tear? 
>h !  thou  dost  little  know  him :  know'st  but  little 
>f  his  exal^  souL    With  generous  ardour 
till  will  he  uige  the  great,  the  glorious  plan, 
knd  gain  the  ever  honoured,  bright  reward, 
Vhich  fame  entwines  around  'Che  patriot's  brow, 
knd  bids  for  ever  flourish  on  his  lomb, 
*or  nations  f^eed,  and  tyrants  Uiid  in  dust. 

Ditm.  Bf  Hoaveol  this  night  Evander  breathes 
hisnat!         « 

£upk.  Better  for  him  to  sink  at  once  to  rest, 
*han  linger  thus  beneath  the  ^ripe  of  fisunine, 
n  a  vile  dungeon,  scooped,  with  barbarous  skill, 
>eep  in  the  fbnty  rock ;  a  monument 
^f  that  fell  malice,  and  that  bhick  suspicion, 
liat  marked  your  fadier's, reign;  adungedndrear- 
Vcparcd  for  mnocence ! — Vice  lived  seeurr, 
t  flourished,  triumphed,  pateful  to  his  heart; 
fwas  virtue  only  could  ppve  umbrage ;  then, 
11  that  black  period,  to  be  great  and  good 
Vbs  a  state  crime ;  the  powen  of  genius,  then, 
Verp  a  constructive  treason. 

DioH,  lift!  bevfarc» 


Nor  with  vile  calumny  provoke  my  rage. 

Euph.  Whatc'er  was  laudable,  whatc'cr  was 
worthy. 
Sunk  under  foul  oppression ;  frcebom  men 
Were  torn  in  private  frum  their  household  Cflds, 
Shut  from  the  liglit  of  heaven  in  caverncd  cells, 
Chained  to  the  grunsel  e(\ge,  and  left  to  pine 
In  bitterness  of  soul;  while,  in  the  vaulted  roof. 
The  tyraut  sat,  and,  through  a  secret  riianiiel, 
Collected  every  sound ;  heard  each  complaint 
Of  martyred  virtue ;  kept  a  register 
Of  sighs  and  groans  by  cruelty  extorted ; 
Noted  die  honest  language  of  the  heart ; 
Then  on  the  victims  wreaked  his  murderous  rage, 
For  yielding  to  the  feelings  of  tlieir  nature. 

Dion.  Obdurate  woman  !  obstinate  in  ill  f 
Here  ends  all  parley.    Now  your  fathcr*s  doom 
Is  fixed,  irrevocably  fixed. 

Euph.  Thy  doom,  perhaps, 
May  first  be  fixed  -.  the  doom  that  ever  waits 
The  fell  oppressor,  from  a  throne  usurped 
liuded  headlong  down.    Think  of  tjiy  father's 

fate 
At  Corinth,  Dionysius ! 

Dion.  I  la!  this  night 
£vander  dies  ;  and  thou,  detested  fair ! 
Thou  shalt  behold  him,  while  inventive  cruelty 
Pursues  liis  wearied  life  through  every  ner\e. 
I  scorn  all  dull  delay.    This  very  night 
Shall  sate  iny  great  revenge.  [Exit, 

Euph.  This  night,  perhaps, 
Shall  wnehn  thee  down,  no  more  to  blast  creation. 
My  father,  who  inhabit^t  with  the  dead, 
Now  let  me  seek  thee  in  tlie  lonely  tomb. 
And  tremble  there  with  anxious  hope  and  fear. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IL—The  imide  of  the  Temple. 

Enter  PhociOn  and  Melantron. 

Pho.  Each  step  I  move,  a  grateful  terror  shakes 
My  frame  to  dissolution. 

Meiun.  Summon  all 
Thy. wonted  firmness;  in  that  dreary  vault 
A  living  king  is  numbered  with  the  dead. 
I'll  take  my  post,  near  where  the  pillared  aisle 
Supports  toe  central  dome,  that  no  alarm 
Surprise  you  in  the  pious  act.  [Exit. 

Pho.  If  bete 
They  both  are  found ;  if,  in  Evander's  arms, 
Eupnrasia  meets  ray  search,  the  fates  atone 
For  all  my  sufferings,  all  afflictions  past. 
Ye^  I  will  seek  them — ha ! — the  gaping  tomb 
Invites  my  stepfr— Now  be  pnipitious.  Heaven ! , 

[He  enten  the  tomb. 

Enter  Euphrasia. 

Euph,  All  hail,  ye  caves  of  horror ! ^In  tliis 

gloom 
Divine  content  can  dwell,  the  heartfelt  tear. 
Which,  as  it  falls,  a  father's  trembling  hand 
WiU  ^itch^  and  wipe  the  sorrows  from  my  eye* 
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Thou  Power  supreme  ?  whose  all  pervadiog  mind 
Guides  this  great  frame  of  things;  who  now  be- 

^  hold'st  me, 
Who,  in  that  cave  of  death,  art  full  as  perfect 
As  in  the  gorgeous  palace,  now,  while  night 
Brrjods  o'er  the  world,  I'll  to  thy  sacred  shrine, 
And  supplicate  thy  mercies  to  my  father. 
Who's  there? — Evaqder? — ^Answer — tell  me— 
speak-T — 

Enter  PnocioVyfrom  the  Tomb, 

Pho.  What  voice  is  that  ? — Melanthon  ! 
Kuph,  Ha  !  those  sounds 
Speak  of  Eyander !  tell  me  that  he  lives, 
Or  lost  Euphrasia  dies. 

Pho.  Heart-swelling  transport ! 
Art  thou  Euphrasia  ?  'Tis  thy  Phocion,  love ; 
Thy  husband  comes. 

Euph*  Support  me  !  reach  thy  hand ! 

Pho,  Once  more  I  clasp  her  m  this  fond  em- 
brace! 

Euph.  What  miracle  has  brought  thee  to  me? 

Pho.  Love 
Inspired  my  heart,  and  guided  all  my  ways. 

Euph.  Oh  !  thou  dear  wanderer  !    But  where- 
fore here  ? 
Why  in  this  place  of  woe  ?  My  tender  little  one, 
Say,  is  he  safe  ?  oh  !  satisfy  a  mother ; 
Speak  of  my  child,  or  I  grow  wild  at  once  ! 
Tell  roe  his  fate,  and  tell  me  all  thy  own. 

Pho.  Your  boy  is  safe,  Euphrasia;   lives  to 
reign 
In  Sicily ;  Timoleon's  generous  care 
Protects  him  in  his  camp ;  dispel  thy  fears ; 
The  {^ds  once  more  win  give  him  to  thy  arms. 

Euph,  My  father  lives  sepulchred,  ere  his  time, 
Here  in  Eudoda's  tomb ;  let  me  conduct  thee. 

Pho.  I  came  this  moment  thence. 

Euph,  Apd  saw  Evandcr  ? 

Plw.  Alas  !  I  found  him  not. 

Euph.  Not  foand  him  there  ? 
And  have  they,  then — ^have  the  fell  murderer*— 
Oh !  [Faintt  aamy. 

Pho.  I've  been  too  rash ;  revive,  my  love,  re- 
vive ! 
Thy  Phocion  calls ;  the  gods  will  guard  Evander, 
And  save  him,  to  reward  thy  matchless  virtue. 

Enter  Evander  and  Mel4NTHON, 

Evan,  Lead  me,  Melanthon,  guide  my  aged 
steps ! 
Wherf-  is  he  ?  Let  me  see  him. 

Pho,  My  Euphrasia! 
Thv  father  lives ! — Thou  venerable  man ! 
Behold — I  cannot  fly  to  thy  embrace ! 

Euph.  These  agonies  must  epd  me ;  ah,  my 
father ! 
Again  I  have  him ;  gracious  Powers !   again 
1  clasp  his  hand,  and  bajhe  it  with  ray  tears  ! 
Evan.  Euphrasia!  Phocion  too !  Yes,  both  are 
here ; 
(3h !  let  me  thus,  thus  strain  you  to  my  heart. 


Pko.  Protected  by  a  daiachtei't  tender  caic^ 
By  my  Euphrasia  saved  !  Tnat  sweet  reflccdwi 
Exalts  the  bliss  to  raptare. 

Eupk  Why,  my  father. 
Why  thus  adventure  forth?  The  strong  alvn 
O'erwhelmed  my  spi|itB. 

Evafi.  i  went  fordi,  my  dii!<i^ 
When  all  was  daiik,  and  awfbl  silence  roand, 
To  throw  me  prostrate  at  the  altar's  foot. 
And  crave  the  care  of  Heaven  for  tfaeeand 
Melanthon  there 

Unter  Philotas, 


Euph,  Philotas !  ha !  what  mi 
PhiL  Inevitable  ruin  hovers  o'er  yoa  ! 
The  tyrant's  funr  mounts  into  a  hlaie ; 
Unsated  yet  witb  blood,  he  calls  alood 
For  thee,  Evander ;  thee  his  nige  faadi  ordered 
This  moment  to  his  presence. 

Evan*  Lead  me  to  him : 
Hispresence  hath  no  tenor  for  Evander. 
Eufh,  Horror!  it  must  not  be. 
PhU,  No;  never,  never  I 
rU  perish  rather.    But  the  time  demands 
Our  utmost  visour ;  with  the  lightnin|f s  ^ 
Decisive,  rapid.    With  the  scorpion  stings 
Of  conscience  lashed,  de^iair  and  homr 

him. 
And  guilt  bat  serves  to  goad  his  tortared 
To  blacker  crimes.    His  policy  has  granted 
A  day's  suspense  from  arms ;  yet  even  now 
His  t:roops  prepare,  in  the  dead  midmebt  hoar. 
With  base  surprise,  to  storm  Timoleoirs  csnipL 
Evan,  And  doth  he  grant  a  false,  inridicww 
truce. 
To  turn  the  hear  of  peace  to  blood  and  liomr  i 
Euph.  I  know  the  monster  well :   when  ^pe- 
dods  seeming 
Becalms  his  looks,  tbe  rankling  heart  within 
Teems  with  destruction.    Like  oar  mount  .£ta^ 
When  the  deep  snows  invest  hb  hoary  head, 
And  a  whole  winter  gathers  on  his  brow. 
Looking  tranquillity ;  even  then,  beneath, 
llie  fuelled  entrails  soramon  all  their  ragje. 
Till  the  affirighted  shepherd  round  him  sees 
The  sudden  ruin,  the  vuloano's  burst. 
Mountains  hurled  up  in  air,  and  molten  rocks, 
And  all  the  land  witn  desolation  covered. 
Melan.  Now,  Phockin,  now,  on  thee  onr  hope 
depends. 
Fly  to  Timuleon ;  I  can  gpant  a  passport : 
Rouze  him  to  vengeance ;  on  the  tyranfe  tam 
His  owp  insidious  arts,  or  all  is  lost. 
Pho,  Evander,  thoo,  and  thou,  mj  best  £■- 
phrasia. 
Both  shall  attend  my  fli^t 
Melon,  It  were  in  vam ; 
The  attempt  would  luoard  alL 

Euph.  Toisether,  hei^ 
We  will  remain,  safe  in  the  cave  of  death  ; 
And  wnit  our  freedom  from  thy  conqqeriqg 
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JSmii.   Ohl  wooid  the  gods  n^  back  the 
atfffin  of  tioMy 
A.im1  give  this  aim  the  sinew  that  it  boasted 
^t  TauitMneniiim,  when  its  force  resistless 
Uowad  down  the  nuik.  of  war;  I  then  migbt 

guide 
rhe  battlers  rage,  and,  ei>s  Evander  die, 
\dcl  still  another  laurel  to  my  brow. 

Eupk  Eooogh  of  laurolled  victory  your  sword 
[iath  reaped  b  earlier  days. 

Evan.  And  shall  my  sword, 
iVhen  the  great  cause  of  liberty  invites^ 
(lemain  inactive,  unperforming  quite } 
ifouthy  second  }roath  rekindles  in  my  veins : 
rhough  worn  with  age,  this  arm  wiU  know  its  of- 
fice; 
iViil  shew  that  vietory  has  not  forgot 
ioquMntanoe  with  this  hand.  And  yet— O  shame! 
It  will  qot  be :  the  momentary  blaze 
nnks,  aind  eifwres :  I  have  survived  it  all ; 
^rvived  mv  reign,  my  people,  and  myself. 
Eupk  Fly,  Phooon,  fly ;  Mehuithon  will  con* 

duct  thee. 
Afeilss.  And  when  the  assault  beipnsy  my  faith- 
ful cohorts 
Shall  form  their  ranks  around  this  sacred  dome. 
Fho,  And  my  poor  captive  friends,  my  brave 
companions 
Taken  in  battle,  wilt  thou  guard  their  lives  ? 
Melon.  Trust  to  my  care :  no  dang^  shall  as- 
sail them. 
Pho,  By  Heaven,  the  glorious  expectation  swells 
This  pantm^  bosom !  1^  Euphrasia,  yes ; 


Awhile  I  leave  you  to  the  care  of  Heaven. 
Fell  Dionysius,  tremble !  ere  the  dawn 
Timoleon  thunders  at  your  gates ;  the  nge, 
The  pent-up  rage  of  twenty  thousand  Graeks, 
Shall  burst  at  once,  and  the  tumultuous  roar 
Alarm  the  astonished  world.    The  braien  gates 
Asunder  shall  be  rent ;  the  towers,  the  ramparts, 
Shall  yield  to  Grecian  valour ;  deadi  and  rage 
Through  Uie  wide  city's  round  shall  wade  in  gore. 
And  guilty  men  awake  to  gasp  their  lasL 
Melanthon,  come. 

Evan,  Yet,  ere  thou  goest,  voung  man, 
Attend  my  words :  though  guilt  may  oft  provoke. 
As  now  it  does,  just  vengeance  on  its  head, 
In  mercy  punish  it    Hie  rage  of  slaughter 
Can  add  no  trophy  to  the  victor's  triumph ; 
Bid  him  not  shed  unnecessary  blood. 
Conauest  is  pioud,  inexorable,  fierce ; 
It  is  humanity  ennobles  alL 
So  thinks  Evander,  and  so  tell  Timoleon. 

Pho.  Farewell ;  tlw  midnight  hour  ahall  pve 
you  freedom* 

[£ril  tnth  Melanthon  and  Philoia$. 

Euph.  Ye  gpardian  deities,  watch  all  his  wavs. 

Evan.  Come,  my  Eonhrana,  in  thb  interval 
Together  we  will  seek  the  sacred  altar, 
And  thank  the  god,  whose  presence  fills  the 

dome. 
For  the  best  gift  his  bounty  ooold  bestow. 
The  virtue  he  has  given  ihee ;  there  we  will  poor 
Our  hearts  in  praise,  in  tears  of  adoration, 
For  all  the  wondrous  goodness  lavished  on  us. 

[ExemU. 


ACT    V, 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Dionysius  and  Calippus, 

i>um.  Eeb  the  day  dosed,  while  yet  the  busy 
eye 
flight  view  their  camp,  their  stations,  and  their 

guards, 
rheir  preparations  for  approaching  nigbt, 
>idst  thou  then  mark  the  motions  of  tj^  Greeks? 

CaL  From  the  watch-tower  I  saw  them :    all 
things  spoke 
i  foe  seenre,  and  discipline  relaxed, 
lieir  arms  thrown  idly  by,  the  soldiers  strayed 
.^o  one  another's  tents  \  their  steeds  no  more 
»tood  near  at  h«nd  caparisoned  for  war; 
knd  from  the  lines  nnmbers  poured  out,  to  see 
The  spot  where  the  besieged  had  sallied  forth, 
Lnd  the  fierce  battle  raged;  jto  view  the  slain, 
liat  lie  in  heaps  upon  the  crimson  beach, 
rhere,  the  fona  brother,  the  afiSicted  father, 
knd  the  friend,  sought  some  vestige  of  the  fisee 
>f  him  who  died  in  battle ;  night  came  on ; 
^me  slowly  gained  their  tents :  dispersed  around 
Vbole  parties  loitered,  touched  with  deep  tt^ 


War,  and  its  train  of  duties,  all  forgot 

Dion.  Their  foUy  nves  them  to  my  sword ;  are 
all 
My  orders  issued  ? 

Col.  All. 

Dkm.  The  troops  retired, 
To  gain  recruited  vigour  from  repose  ? 

CaL  The  dty  round  lies  hushed  in  sleepu 

Dion.  Anon 
Let  eadi  brave  officer,  of  chosen  valour, 
Fomke  his  couch,  and,  with  deliberate  spirit^ 
Meet  at  the  dtadel.    An  hour  at  farthest 
Before  the  dawn,  'tis  fixed  to  storm  their  camp; 
And  whelm  their  men,  thdr  arms,  and  steeds 

and  tents, 
In  one  prodigious  ruin.    Haste,  Calippus, 
Fly  to  ttiy  poet,  and  bid  Euphrasia  enter. 

[Exit  CaUppui. 
Evander  dies  this  night :  Eu^uasia,  too, 
Shall    be    disposed    of.      Curse  on  Phodon's 

fraud. 
That  from  my  power    withdrew  their   infant 

boy. 
In  him  the  seeds  of  future  kind's  were  crushed. 
And  the  whole  hated  linesit  ouce  extinguished. 
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EnUr  Euphrasia.  . 

Dion.  Oioe  more  {tpfMrvaoh-wid  ibeardae;  kis 
not  iww 
A  tim  to  jurwHeiofthe  yain  ivjir  oi^  noids. 
A criflisbii^AKitbJiorror  k •  al Imid.  j 

I  neafttO'Sfsue  idM  stream  tifblttDdy  that  wmm ' 
Shall  delH^e  ynader.  fitaauk    Mf  iaii.proposalB 
Thy  ha«gM|r  «*iritthaafvith  Mm  mjeoted. 
A nd  no>v«>h|i  Hsaartgk,. bcoe^ifli lAi^ .very- sight, 
Evandcr  breathes  his  last. 

EupL-  a%e  toce^fMihafttgranieil* 
Svspeods  <iie.fage.af'war :  BieaiitaBe,  asodiaith 
The  oaifca»  of  peace  with  •Uveci^noied. 
Timoleon^  gpod  aad  just,iaod  eror- willing 
To  confmer  jxrther .  i^  penuasiipe  Irachy 
Than  by  devdHvkig  ihmghmBj.wm  e^^we 
In  friendly  parky  itaaaBerkiuB^tightSy 
And  compromise  the  war. 

Dion.,  afbod'ouist  L«ue 
Bor^teraM  «fcpeaciB?.To'8a  intBMlBr  ame? 
Since  you,  the  fiend  of  Syracine  aacLGbeece, 
Since  70U  >hns'ii^ga.iBc<cm«to4ie8perate  daring, 
YoDf  fa*faer:  ficifr-^of  ham  VA  be  aasiised — 
Youn&nher.fltteeCs  his  ^EOe. 

Euph.  If  jpt  there's  wanting 
A  crime  to £U-thci  measure  ^f  thy  «uilty 
Add  that  black  murder  to  the  dreadful  list ; 
With  that  complete  the  hovrorft  of  i^  |«ien. 

^ion.  W«raan^  >beware  t  Phiietas  ia  at  haad, 
And  to  our  presence  leads  Esander.    All 
Thy  dark  oompiottingSyaod  thy  treaoherous  aUs, 
Ume  proved  abortive. 

Euph,  Ha !  What  new  event  ? 
And  IS  Philotas  false  ?  Has  he  betrayed  him  ? 

[Adde. 

Dion.  Evander's  doom  is  sealed — What,  ho ! 
Philotas; 
Naw^  sfaalt.  tfaoQ<  se*  him  die  ia  pangs  before 
thee. 

Enter  Philotas. 

Euph,  How  my  heaot  sinks  ^withinime ! 

Dion.  Where%TO«rtpEisoner? 

P/ii/.  Eivander  lis  no-mote. 

Dion'  Ha !  death  has  robbed  me 
Of  half  my  'great  revenge. 

BMl,  Warn 'Out 'with  anguish, 
I  saw  lifeiebbsapace.    With  studied  art, 
We  gave  eacbcordial  drop,.akis,I  in  arain ; 
He  heaved  a,eigh;  umnok^dJbistlaughter's  name^ 
Smiled,  and  expired. 

Dioru  (Bring  methis^hoaryifaead. 

FhiL  You'll  pardon^  six^.my.«rp»«hasty  seal. 
I  gave  the  body  to  the  foaming  surge, 
Down  the  steep 'foek,  despised. 

Dwa*  J^ow  rave  and  shriek. 
And  rend  your  scattered  hair.    No  onre  Evan- 
der  ' 

Shall  sway  Sicilians  sceptre. 

Euph,  Mighty  gods ! 
The  hardened- heart,  theiman-eUte  with  pride, 


Vaswwidi  canpaayonl  Tajdie^ad  eBtend 
Some  portion  of  your  mercy;  cnmit^uod  blood 
Have  madsjtheir  soale  aaeat  of  denktaon. 
Of  woe,  despixyOBd  ixKror  {  Tiua  to  tbem 
An  eye  of  pity :  ..vdom  your  bounty  fonned 
To  truth,  to  goodness,  and  to  generoosi  ~ 
On  them  jM>t  laaee  iiDin  yens  Jvigbt 

bliss 
You  iieed.,di<pBiise:   llisir  virtue  siiU 
them. 

Dion,  Now,  then^tfaoa  faeiest  mj 

Euph,  &kkyiait; 
Exult  and  trioniph.    Hie. worst  sboft  is. 
Yet  arill  the  uBflOBqiiered. mind  iMn 

With  the  calm  sunshine  of  the  breast 
Thy  power  iifqir^'  to  sbU)os  tbe  eoiil. 
Which  virtue /fbniiedy.oBd  whidi 
tect 
Dion.  Pbibtas,*  bear  bar  beooe;  .alio  aboil 
Jive. 
This  moment  Jiear  her  henoe;  yoa  kjoow^fat 

rest. 
Go,  see  lOur  will  obe^nd ;  Ant  done,  witk  aU 
A  warrior's  speed,  attend  me  at  the  citodei  ; 
There  meet  the  heroes,  wbbm  litis  ni^  daB 

lead 
To  freedom,  victory,  to  glorious  havoc^ 
And  the  destruction  of  the  Grecian 
EiqjL  Accept  say  tbanka^- Philotas  ; 
man! 
These  tears  attest  the  emotions- of  my  beart. 

But  oh!  should  "Greece  defer 

PhiL  Dispel  thy  fears  ;- 
Phocion  will  bring  relief;  or  should  the  tyrant 
Assault  their  camp,    he'll  meet  a  mardialhd 

foe. 
Let  me  conduct  thee  to  the  eilent  tomb. 

Euph,  Ah !   there  Evander,  paked  .and  Ssr 
armed, 
Deienoeless  quite,  may  jneet  some  niffian  stroke. 
PhiL  Lo  !  here's  a  weapon :  bear  tins  dagger 
to  him. 
In  the  drear  monument  should  hostile  steps 
Dare  taapprooch  Idm,  they  mnst  eater  singly; 
This  guaids  the  passage ;  soan  by-man  tbey  <fie. 
There mi^st tthou  dv^amidst^fae sold  commo- 
tion. 
Euph,   Ye  |M^ng  gods,  protect  aqr  £Mher 
there !  -  (T 

,  .«C]WB  U^Tke  CUmdtL 

Cakjvpvs  end  uveraiOfioert, 

1st,  QffL  Wlmt  imw  event  tbos 

.  together? 
Cal,  ImigreotooeaMonoalls-j  Timoleon'so^ 
dour 
Comes  rushing  on;  his  woiks  rice  high  in  air^ 
Advance  eadv  diiy,«nd'tQwer.-ebove  our  walk 
One  brave  e;(ploit  may  free  os— Lo  \  tbe  kiog . 
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Enter  Diovy^ius. 

Ye  brave  aaaocktesy  who  so  oft  have 
shared 
)iir  toil  and  'daager  in  the  Md  of  glorjr, 
lij  felkyw-warriora^  whafrfio  gud  coukl  pfomise^ 
*oitinie  hath  gi^^en  us.  «Io  hb  dtfrk  cmhfaoe 
JO !  sleep  envelops  the  whole  Greciail  camp;, 
igainst  a  foe,  die  ooica^tl  of  their  countiyy 
'reeDoovers  roving  m  pcn'sintot  pftyf 
tuccess  bv  war,  or  covert  stiataeem, 
Uike  is  glorions.   Then,  mj  galknt  friendB, 
Vhat  need-of  words )  The  generous  aill  of  free- 

roar  wives,  your  chfldren,  ^roar  invaded  rightSi 
Ul  that  can  steel  the  patriot  breast  with  valour, 
expands  and  rouses  in  the  swelling  heart 
''ollow  the  impillsire  ardour ;  follow  me, 
four  kingf  yout  leader ;  in  the  friendly  gloom 
Jf  nij^t,  assault  their  camp ;  your  country's  love, 
Vnd  fame  eternal,  shall  stttcnd  the  men, 
»Vho  marched  throagh  blood  and  horror,  to  re- 
deem, 
^rora  the  invader's  power,  their  native  land. 
CaL  Lead  to  the  onset ;  Greece  shall  find  we 
bear 
learts  prodigal  of  blood,  when  honour  calll, 
iesoWed  to  conquer  or  to  die  in  freedom. 
Dion,  Thus  rve    resolved:  wh«i    the  decli- 
ning moon 
[lath  veiled  her  orb,  our  silent  march  begins, 
riie  order  thus : — Calippus,  thou  lead  forth 
beria's  sons,  with  the  Kunudian  bands, 
\nd  line  the  shore.    Perdiccas,  be  it  thine 
To  march  diy  cohorts  to  the  mountain's  foot, 
kVht  re  the  wood  skirts  the  valley ;  there  make 

halt, 
rill  brave  Amtntor  stretch  along  the  vale, 
iurself,  with  the  embodied  caviihy 
?iad  in  their  mailed  cuirass,  will  ciirde  round 
To  where  their  camp  extends  its  furthest  line ; 
Unnumbered  torches  there  shall  blase,  at  once. 
The  signal  a(  the  charge ;  then',  oh !  my  friendft, 
Jn  every  side  let  the  wild  uproar  loose; 
3id  massacre  and  carnage  stalk  around, 
Jusparing^  unrelenting ;  drench  your  swordft 
[n  hostile  blood,  and  riot  in  destruction* 

Enter  an  Officer, 

[la  I  speak ;  unfold  thy  purpose. 

OJL  instant  arm ; 
To  arms,  my  fiege ;  the  foe  brbaki  irt  upon  us ; 
The  sobtet'raneous  path  is  thdrs ;  that  way 
ilieir  band  invades  the  city,  sunk  in  sleep. 

Dion,  Treason's  at  work ;   detested,  treacher- 
ous villains ! 
Is  this  their  promised  truce  ?  Away,  my  friends, 
Kouse  all  the  war ;  fly  to  your  several  poatty 
And  instant  brmg  all  Syfacose  in  arms. 

[Exeuntj^WurUkc  music. 


Enter-  fifttiif  rnoir. 

CmL  BlelaAthoB,  now   collect  your  faithful 

hands* 
Mehn*  Do  thou  pursue  the  king ;  attend  his 

Timoleon  lords  it  in  the  captive  city. 

[EMUCmU^fuk 

Enter  Fbilotas. 

Mtkau   PhilotaSi  rengeaaoe  has  began   its 

work, 
PAiX  The  gods  fattre' sent  relief;  dismay,  and 
terror. 
And  wiM  amaaei  inddbath  io  aveiy  shape, 
Fill  the  affrigfaCed  diy. 
MeUm,  Tyrant^  now 
The  inevitable  hour  of  fate  is  cosae. 
Philotas,  round  the  dome  that  holds  finwder 
We  will  airange  our  men ;  thehe  fix  our  post. 
And  guard  that  spot,  till,  like  some  god,  Hwo* 

leon 
Still  the  wild  uproar,  and  bid  slaughter  cease. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Dionysius. 

Dion,   Why  sleep   the.  coward   slaves  ?  All 

things  conspire ; 
The  gods  arc  leagued  ;   I  see  them  raze  my 

towers 
My  walls  and    bulwerks  fall;  and  Neptunc*s 

trident 
From  its  foundation  heaves  the  solid  rock. 
Pallas  directs  the  storm ;  her  gocgon  shield 
Glares  in  my  view,  and  from  the  fleet  she  calls 
Her  Greeks  enraged.   In  arms  111  meet  them  all. 
What,  ho !  my  guards;  mite,  or  wake  no  more. 

.  Enter  Calippus. 

Ca/«  This  way,  my  liege ;  our  fricndsi  a  valiant 
band) 
Assemble  here; 

Dion,  Give  rae  to  meet  the  Greek ! 
Our  only  safetgr  lies  in  brave  despair.     [Eseunt. 

SCENE  in.— rA«  inside  of  the  temple.    A  mo- 
numeni  in  the  middle. 

Enter  Euphrasia,  Erixene,  andjemale 
Attendants. 

Eupk,  Which  way,  Erixate,  which  way,  my 
vircins, 
Shall  we  direot  our  steps  ?  What  sacred  altar 
Clasp  on  our  knees  f 

ErijT,  Alaa  I  the  btrrld  tanwlt 
Spreads  the  destruotiOn  wide.    On  every  side 
Ine  victor's  shouts^    the  groaas  of  murderde 

In  wild  cotifttsion  rise.    Once  more  descend 
Eudocia's  tomb;  there  thou  may'st  find  a  shelter. 

Eupk,  Aooa^  Erixene^  I  mean  to  visit, 
Perhaps  for  the  last  time,  a  motlicr's  urn. 
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This  daggef  there,  this  instrument  of  death, 
Should  fortune  prosper  the  fell  grant's  atrns. 
This  dagger,  then,  nya^  free  me  mnn  his  power. 
And  that  drear  vault  mtomb  us  all  in  peace. 

[Puts  up  the  dagger. 
Hark !  how  the  uproar  swells !  Ahis !  what  uum- 

bers 
ta  Dionysius'  cause  shall  yield  their  throats 
To  the  destructive  sword !  Alofl  I  climbed 
The  temple's  vaulted  roof;  the  scene  beneath 
Is  horrible  to  sight ;  the  domes  and  paJaces 
Blaze  to  the  sky ;  and  where  the  flames  forbear, 
The  Greeks,  enraged,    brandish  the    glefOning 

sword. 
From  the  high  foofs^  to  shun  the  raging  fire, 
Wretches  precipitate  their  fall.    But,  oh  ! 
No  pause,  no  mercy ;  to  the  edge  of  the  sword 
They  give  their  bodies;  butchered,  gashed  with 

wounds. 
They  die  in  mangled  heaps,  and,  with  their  limbs, 
Cover  the  sangume  pavement. 
Erix.  Hark! 
Euph,  The  din 
Of  arms  with  clearer  sound  advances.    Hark ! 
That  sudden  burst !  Again !  They  rush  upon  us ! 
The  portal  opens ;  lo !  see  there ;  behola ! 
War,  horrid  war  invades  the  sacred  fane ; 
No  altar  gives  a  sanctuary  now.  [Warlike  music. 

Enter  Dionysius  and  Calippus,  with  several 

Soldiers. 

Dion.  Here  will  I  mock  their  sieg^ ;  here  stand 
at  bay. 
And  brave  them  to  the  last 

CaL  Our  weaiy  foes 
Desist  from  the  pursuit. 

Dion.  Though  all  betray  me. 
Though  every  god  conspire,  I  will  not  yield. 
If  I  must  fall,  the  temple's  ponderous  roof, 
The  mansion  of  the  gods  combined  against  mte, 
Shall  first  be  crushed,  and  lie  in  ruin  with  me. 
Euphrasia  here  \  Detested,  treacherous  woman ! 
For  my  revei^  preserved !  By  Heaven  'tis  well; 
Vengeance  awaits  thy  guilt,  and  this  good  sword 
Thus  sends  thee  to  atone  the  bleeding  victims, 
This  niglit  has  massacred. 

Cal  [Holding.Dionysius^s  arm."]  My  liege,  for- 
bear; 
Her  life  preserved  may  plead  your  cause  with 

Greece, 
And  mitigate  your  fate. 

Dion.  Presumptuous  slave ! 
My  rage  is  up  in  arms;  by  Heaven  she  dies ! 

Enter  "Evavvvlk  from  the  tomb. 

Evan.  Horror!  forbear!  Thou  murderer,  hold 
thy  hand ! 
The  gods  behold  thee,  horrible  assassin ! 
Restrain  the  blow;  it  were  a  stab  to  Heanren; 
All  nature  shudders  at  it !  Will  no  friend 
Arm,  in  a  cause  like  this,  a  father's  hand  ? 
Strike  at  th^s  bosom  rather.    Lo !  Evaader 


Prostrate  and  grovelling  on  ^  earth  before  ifaee; 
He  begs  to  die ;  exhaust  the  scanty  drops 
That  lag  about  his  heart ;  but  spare  my  child  ! 
Dion*  Bfander! — ^Do  my  eyes  once  morete- 
hold  him  ? 
May  the  fiends  seize  Philotas!  TVeacfaerous  slave! 
*Ti9  well  thott  liv'st;  thy  death  were  poor  icrowy 
From  any  band  but  mine.  [(^fen  to  strike^ 

Euph.  Noy  tyrant,  no^; 

[Rushing  before  Evmnder. 
I  have  provoked  your  vengeance ;  tfaroagli  iks 

bosom 
Open  a  passage ;  first  on  me,  on  me 
Exhaust  your  fury ;  every  power  above 
Commands  thee  to  respect  that  aged  bead  ; 
His  withered  frame  wants  Uood  lo  glitt  tfaj  nige; 
Strike  here ;   these  veins  are  f uU ;   here's  bloodi 

enough; 
The  purple  tide  will  gosh  to  glad  thy  sig^t 
Dion.   Amazement  blasts  and  neeaes  every 
power! 
They  shall  not  live.    Ha !  the  fierce  tide  of 

[AJiourish 
This  way  comes  rusliing  on. 

^Ooes  to  the  $too  of  the  siogt. 
Euph.  [Embracing  Evander.^  Oh !  thus,  sy 
fattier. 
We'll  perish  dins  together^ 

Diott.  Bar  the  gates; 
Close  every  possagc,  and  repel  their  force* 
Evan.  And  must  I  see  thee  bleed  ?  Oh !  for  a 
sword! 
Brings  bring  me  daggers ! 

Dion.  [Advancing  ]  Guards,  seize  the  sbre^ 
And  give  him  to  my  rage. 

Evan.  [Seized  by  the  guards."]  Oh !  spare  her , 
spare  her! 
Inhuman  \nllains ! 

Euph4  Now,  one  glorious  efibrt  I 

Dion.   Let  me  dispatch;  thoo  trakor,  thus 

my  arm 

Euph.  A  daugliter*s  arm,  feli  monster,  strikes 
the  blow.  [Stabahim. 

Yes,  first  she  strikes ;  an  injured  daughter's  araa 
Sends  thee  devoted  to  the  infernal  gwls. 

[He/alb. 
Dion.  Detested  fiend!    Tluis  by  a  wonan's 

hand ! 
Euph.  Yes,  tytant,  yes;   in  a  dear  fadiei^s 
cause, 
A  woman's  vengeance  towers  above  her  sei. 
Dion.  May  curses  blast  thy  aim !  BlayiEtoi's 
fires 
Convulse  the  land ;  to  its  foundation  shi^e 
The  groaning  isle !  May  civil  discord  bear 
Her  flaming  brand  throng^  all  the  Eeahns  of 

Greece; 
And  the  whole  race  expire  in  pamn  like  mine ! 

[JKct 
Euj4l  Behold,  all  Sicily,  behold !  The  pomt 
Glows  with  the  tyrant's  blood.    Ye  sUms^  [2^ 
the  guardi.]  look  there ! 

3 


MUBPRT. 


BRITISH  DRAMA. 


897 


Kneel  to  your  rightful  king :  the  blow  for  free- 
dom 

Gives  you  the  rights  of  men  !  And  oh  !  my  fa- 
ther. 

My  ever  honoured  sire,  it  gives  thee  life. 
Eitan.  My  child !  my  daughter  !  saved  again 
by  thee  !  [Embraces  her, 

AfloHfUk  of  Trumpett, — Enter  Phocion,  Mb- 

LANTHON,  Phi  LOTAS,  SfC, 

Pho.  Now,  let  the  monster  yield.    My  best 

Euphrasia ! 
Euph,  My  lord!   my  Phocion!   welcome  to 
my  heart, 
jo  f  there  the  wonders  of  Euphrana's  arm ! 
Fho.  And  is  the  proud  one  fallen !  The  dawn 
shall  see  him 
V  spectacle  forpublic  view.    Euphrasia! 
^vander  too !  Thus  to  behold  you  both— — 
£van.  To  her  direct  thy  looks ;  there  fix  tliy 
praise, 
Ijid  gaze  with  wonder  there.    The  life  I  gave 

her, 
^h,  she  hw  used  it  for  the  noblest  ends ! 
b  fill  each  duty ;  make  her  father  feel 
he  purest  joy,  the  heart-dissoiving  bliss 
b  have  a  grateful  child.    But  has  the  rage 
'f  slaughter  ceased  ? 
PAo.  It  has. 

Ktan,  Where  is  Tlmoleon  ? 
J*ho,  He  guards  the  citadel ;  there  ^ves  his 
orders 


To  calm  the  uproar,  and  recall  from  carnage 
His  conquering  troops. 

Euph.  Oh !  once  again,  my  father. 
Thy  sway  shall  bless  the  land.    Not  for  hunself 
Timoleon  conquers ;  to  redress  the  wrongs 
Of  bleeding  Sicily  the  hero  comes. 
Thee,  good  Melanthon,  thee,  thou  generous  man^ 
His  justice  shall  reward.    Thee,  too,  Philotas^ 
Whose  sympathizing  heart  could  feel  the  touch 
Of  soft  humanity,  the  hero's  bounty. 
His  brightest  honours,  shall  be  lavished  on  thee. 
Evander,  too,  will  place  thee  near  his  throne ; 
And  shew  mankino,  even  on  this  shore  of  beings 
That  virtue  still  shall  meet  its  sure  reward. 

Phil,  I  am  rewarded  :  feelings  such  as  mine 
Are  worth  all  dignities;  my  heart  repays  me. 

Evan.  Come,  let  us  seek  Timoleon;    to  his 


care 


I  will  commend  ye  both :  for  now,  alas ! 
Thrones  and  dominions  now  no  more  for  me. 
To  thee  I  give  ray  crown  :  yes,  thou,  Euphrasia, 
Shall  reign  in  Sialy.    And  oh  !  ye  powers, 
Tn  that  bright  eminence  of  care  and  peril. 
Watch  over  all  her  ways ;  conduct  and  guide 
The  goodness  you  inspired ;  that  she  may  proves 
If  e'er  distress  like  mine  invade  the  land, 
A  parent  to  her  people;  stretch  the  ray 
Of  filial  piety  to  times  unborn. 
That  men  may  hear  her  unexampled  virtue. 
And  learn  to  emulate  the  Grecian  Daughter  ! 

[Exeunt  amne$. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONA 


MEN. 

MoRCAly  earl  of  Mercia. 
Edwim,  earl  of  Northumberland. 
Si  WARD,  Morcar^s  friend. 
Officers,  SfC, 


WOMEX. 


Matilda,  aprutmer  in  the  camp  qfJJerca' 
Bertha,  her  friend. 


Scene—'Morcar's  camp,  and  the  entinmi  near  Nattingh 


ACT    I. 


SCENE  l^Maiilda't  tent,  with  a  view  of  the 

distant  country, 

Matilda,  Bertha. 

Alat.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Bertha,  for  thy  good- 
ness; 
If  aught  could  soothe  the  an^ish  of  niy  soul, 
Or  raise  it,  from  the  horrors  of  despair, 
To  hope  and  joy,  'twould  be  thy  generous  friend- 
ship: 
But  I  am  sunk  so  deep  in  misery, 
Tliat  oonifort  cannot  readi  me. 

Ber,  Talk  not  thus. 
My  sweet  Matilda ;  innocence,  like  Uiine, 
Must  be  the  care  of  all-direct iiitr  lieavcn. 
Already  hath  tlic  interf)Ohinc  hand 
Of  Prmidence  redeemed  tiiee  from  the  rage 
Of  savage  war,  and  sheltered  thee  within 
This  calm  asylum.     Mercians  potent  earl. 
The  noble  Aforcar,  will  protect  thy  virtues ; 
And,  if  I  err  not,  wishes  but  to  share 
liis  conquests  with  thee. 

Mat.  O  my  friend,  oft  times 
The  flowery  path,  that  tempts  our  wandering 

steps, 
But  leads  to  misery ;  what  thou  fondly  deem*st 
My  lours  best  comfort,  is  its  bitterest  woe. 


u,^ 


Earl  Morcar  loves  me.    To  the  ^ciieious  mirJ 
The  heaviest  debt  is  that  of  gratitude. 
When  'tis  not  in  our  power  to  repay  iL 

Ber.  Oft  have  I  beard  thee  say,  to  him 
owest 
Tliy  honour  and  thy  life. 

Mat,  I  told  thee  truth. 
Beneath  my  father's  bootable  roof 
I  spent  my  earlier,  happier  days,  in  peace 
And  safety :  When  the  Norman  conqueror  csrre. 
Discord,  thou  know'st,  soon  lit  her  fatal  torcL 
And  spread  destruction  o'er  this  wretched  iaini. 
The  loyal  Ranulph  flew  to  William's  aid. 
And  left  me  to  a  faithful  peasant's  care. 
Who  lived,  sequestered,  in  the  fertile  plains 
Of  rich  Northumbrian  There,  awhile^  I  dwf  :r 
In  sweet  retirement,  when  the  savage  MaLkvvXL 
Rushed  on  our  borders. 

Ber,  I  remember  well 
The  melancholy  hour.    Confusioo  raged 
On  e>'ery  side,  and  desolatian  spread 
Its  terrors  round  us.    How  didst  thou  escape ' 

Mat,  A  crew  of  desperate  ruffians  seized  liht 
me, 
A  helpless  prey :  For,  O !  he  was  not  there, 
W^ho  best  could  have  defended  his  Matilda. 
Then  had  I  fallen  a  wretched  sacrifice 
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To  bnital  rage,  and  lawless  violenoe, 

lad  not  the  generous  Morcar  ioterposed 

fo  save  me :  Though  he  joined  the  guilty  cause 

)f  foul  rebellion^  yet  his  soul  abhorred 

>uch  violation.    At  his  awful  voice, 

rhe  surly  ruffians  left  me,  and  retired. 

ie  bore  me,  half  eipiring,  in  his  arms, 

kck  to  his  tent;  with  every  kind  attention 

ilicre  strove  to  soothe  my  griefs,  and  promised, 

soon 
U  fit  occasion  offered,  to  restore  me 
To  my  afflicted  father. 

Ber.  Something,  sure, 
Vas  due  to  generous  Morcar  for  his  aid, 
10  timely  given. 

Mat,  No  doubt :  Bot  mark  what  followed, 
n  my  deliverer,  too  soon  I  found 
in  ardent  lover,  sighing  at  my  feet 

Ber,  And  what  is  there  the  proudest  of  our  sex 
]'ould  wish  for  more  ?    To  be  the  envied  bride 
)f  noble  Morcar,  first  of  England's  peers 
D  fame  and  fortune. 

Mat.  Never  trust,  my  Bertha, 
^o  outward  shew.  HTis  not  the  smiles  of  fortune, 
rhe  pomp  of  wealth,  or  splendour  of  a  court, 
?an  make  us  happy.    In  the  mind  alone 
tests  solid  joy,  and  true  felicity, 
Vhicfa  I  can  never  taste :  For,  oh,  my  friend ! 
i  secret  sorrow  weighs  upon  my  heart. 

her.  Then  pour  it  in  the  bosom  of  thy  friend ; 
^t  roe  partake  it  with  thee. 

Mat.  Generous  maid ! 
CncYw,  then,  for  nought  will  I  conceal  from  thee, 

honour  Mercia's  earl,  revere  his  virtues, 
Ind  wish  I  could  repay  him  with  myself: 
jut,  blushin)^  I  acknowledge  it,  the  heart 
ii^  vows  solicit,  is  not  mine  to  give. 

Ber.  Has,  then,  some  happier  youth 

Mat.  Another  time 
Ml  tell  thee  all  the  story  of  our  loves. 
)ut,  oh,  my  &rtha  !  didst  thou  know  to  whom 
Sly  virgin  faith  b  plighted,  thou  wouldst  say 
[  am,  indeed,  unhappy. 

lier.  Could  Matilda 
f)e$tow  the  treasure  of  her  heart  on  one 
J  n worthy  of  her  choice  ? 

Afnt,  Unworthy!  No. 

^lory  in  my  passion  for  the  best. 
The  loveliest  of  his  sex.    Oh !  he  wais  all 
rhat  bounteous  nature,  prodigal  of  charms, 
[3id  on  her  choicest  favourite  e*er  bestow. 
IK  graceful  form,  and  sweet  deportment,  spoke 
rho  fairer  beauties  of  his  kindred  soul, 
kVhere  every  grace  and  every  virtue  shone. 
Flut  thou  wilt  tremble,  Bertlm,  when  I  tell  thee, 
[le  is  earl  MorcaPs  brother. 

Her,  Ha !  his  brother ! 
rhe  noble  Fxiwin !    Often  have  I  heard 
My  father 

Mat.  Did  lord  Edrick  know  him,  then  ? 

Her,  He  knew  his  virtues,  and  his  fame  in  arms, 
^d  often  would  lament  the  dire  effects 


Of  civil  discord,  that  oould  thus  disaohre 
The  ties  of  nature,  and  of  brethren  make 
The  bitterest  foes.    If  right  I  learn,  lord  Edwin 
Is  William's  firmest  friemi,  and  still  supports 
His  royal  master. 

Mat.  Yes,  mv  Bertha,  there 
I  still  find  comrort :  Edwin  ne'er  was  ttained| 
As  Morcar  is,  with  foul  disloyalty. 
But  stands  betwixt  his  sovereign  and  the  rage 
Of  rebel  multitudes,  to  guard  his  thitine. 
If,  nobly  fighting  in  his  country's  cause. 
My  hero  falls,  I  shall  not  weep  alone; 
The  king,  he  loved  and  honoured,  will  lament 

him. 
And  grateful  England  mix  her  tears  with  mine. 
Ber.  And  dotn  earl  Morcar  know  of  Edwin's 

love? 
Mat.  Oh,  no!  I  would  not,  for  a  thotiaand 
worlds, 
He  should  suspect  it,  lest  his  fiery  son! 
Should  catch  die  alarm,  and  kindle  to  a  flam^ 
That  might  destroy  us  all. 

Ber.  I  know  his  warmth 
And  vehemence  of  temper ;  nnrestrained 
By  laws,  and  spuming  at  the  royal  power. 
Which  he  coofiemns,  he  rules  d^potic  here. 
Mat.  Alas !  how  man  from  man,  and  brother 
oft 
From  brother,  differs !    Edwin's  tender  passion 
Is  auft  and  gentle,  as  the  balmy  breath 
Of  vernal  zephyrs;  whilst  the  savage  north, 
rhat  curls  the  angry  ocean  into  storms. 
Is  a  faint  image  of  earl  Morcar's  love : 
Tis  rage,  'tis  fury  all!    When  last  we  met, 
He  knit  his  angry  brow,  and  frowned  severe 
Upon. me ;  then,  with  wild  distracted  look. 
Bade  me  beware  of  trifling  with  h  s  passion. 
He  would  not  brook  it — trembling  I  retired. 
And  bathed  my  couch  in  tears. 

Ber.  Unhappy  maid ! 
But  time,  that  softens  every  human  woe. 
Will  bring  some  blest  event,  and  lighten  thine. 

Mat,  Alas!  thou  know^st  not  what  it  is  to  love« 
Haply  diy  tender  heart  hath  never  felt 
The  tortures  of  that  soul-bewitching  passion. 
Its  joys  are  sweet  and  poignant ;  but  its  pangs 
Arc  exquisite,  as  I  have  known  too  well : 
For,  oh,  my  Bertha !  since  the  fatal  hour 
When  Edwin  left  me,  never  hath  sweet  peace, 
Hiat  used  to  dwell,  with  all  its  comforts,  here, 
E'er  deigned  to  %i^it  this  afflicted  breast 

Ber.  Too  plain,  alas!  I  read  ifay  sorrows; 
gnef 
Sits  in  sad  triumph  oil  thy  faded  cheek. 
And  half  obscures  the  lustre  of  thy  besiuties. 

Mat,  Talk  not  of  beauty,  'tis  our  sex's  bane, 
And  leads  but  to  destruction.    I  abhor 
The  fatal  gift.  Oh !  would  it  had  pleased  Heaven 
To  brand  my  homely  features  with  the  mark 
Of  foul  deformity,  or  let  me  pam 
Unknown,  and  undistinguishc»d  from  the  herd 
Of  vulgar  formsy  save  1^  the  partial  eye 
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Of  my  loved  Edwin ;  then  had  I  been  blest 
With  charms  unenvied,  and  a  guiltless  love. 
Ber,  Where  is  thy  Edwin  now } 
Mat.  Alas  !  I  know  not. 
Tis  now  three  years,  since  last  these  eyes  beheld 
Their  dearest  object.    In  that  humble  vale. 
Whence,  as  I  told  thee,  Malcolm's  fury  drove 

me. 
There  first  we  met    Oh !  how  I  cherish  still 
The  fond  remembrance !  There  we  first  exchan- 
ged 
Our  mutual  vows ;  the  day  of  happiness 
Was  fixt ;  it  qune,  and  in  a  few  short  hours 
He  had  been  made  indissolubly  mine. 
When  fortune,  envious  of  our  happiness, 
And  William's  danger,  called  him  to  the  field. 

JBer.  And  since  that  parting  have  ye  never 
met? 

Mat.  O  never.  Bertha,  never  but  in  thought. 
Imagination,  kind  anticipator 
Of  love's  pleasures,  brings  us  oft  together. 
Oft  as  I  sit  within  my  lonely  tent, 
And  cast  my  wishful  eyes  o  er  yonder  plain. 
In  every  pasang  traveller  I  strive 
To  trace  nis  image,  hear  his  lovely  voice 
In  every  sound,  and  fain  would  flatter  me 
Edwin  still  lives,  still  lovjes  his  lost  Matilda^ 

Ber.  Who  knows  but  fate,  propitious  to  thy 
love, 
May  guide  him  hither. 

Mat.  Gracious  Heaven  forbid ! 
Consider,  Bertha,  if  the  chance  of  war 
Should  this  way  lead  l)im.  he  must  come  in  arms 
Against  his  brother :  Oh  !  'tis  horrible 
To  thjnk  on.    Should  they  meet,  and  Edwin  fall. 
What  shall  support  roe  ?    And  if  victory  smiles 
Upon  my  love,  now  dear  will  be  the  purchase 
By  Morcar's  blood  !  Then  must  I  lose  my  friend. 
My  guardian,  my  protector— every  way 
Matdda  must  be  wretched. 

Ber.  Is  there  aught 
In  Bertha's  power  ? 

Mat.  Wilt  thou  dispatch,  my  friend, 
Some  trusty  messenger  with  these  ? — Away. 

[Gives  her  letters. 
ni  meet  thee  in  my  tent — Farewell. 

[Exit  Bertha. 
Mean  time, 

One  hope  remains,  the  generous  Siward — ^he 
Might  save  me  still.    His  sympathetic  heart 
Can  feel  for  the  afflicted. — I  nave  heard, 
(Such  is  the  magic  power  qf  sacred  friendship) 
When  the  impetuous  Morcar  scatters  fear 
And  terror  round  him,  he,  and  he  alone. 
Can  stem  the  rapid  torrent  of  his  passion,* 

And  bend  him,  though  reluctant,  to  his  will 

And  see,  in  happy  hour,  he  comes  this  way. 

Now  fortune,  be  propitious !  if  there  be, 

As  I  have  heard,  an  eloquence  in  grief, 

And  those  can  most  persuade,  who  are  most 

wretched, 
I^hall  not  pass  unpitied. 


Enter  Siwabd. 

Sim,  Ha !  in  tears, 
Matilda !  What  new  grief,  what  crod  ibe 
To  innocence  and  beauty,  thus  could  vei 
Thy  gentle  spirit  ? 

Mat.  Canst  thou  ask  the  cause. 
When  thou  behuld'st  roe  still  ia  ^anefal  bcw^ 
A  wretched  captive,  friendless  and  foriom, 
Without  one  ray  of  hope  to  soothe  my  sonov^? 

Siw.  Can  she,  whose  beauteous  fonn  and  im 
demeanour 
Charm  eveiy  eye,  and  conquer  every  bean, 
Can  she  be  wretched  f  can  she  want  a  hiad, 
Whom  Siward  honours,  and  whom  Morcar  kwes? 
Oh  !  if  thou  knew'st  with  what  onoeBsuig  ardoar, 
What  unexampled  tenderness  and  tnid^ 
He  doats  upon  thee,  sure  thou  mightst  be  wtok^ 
At  least  to  pity. 

Mat.  Urge  no  more,  my  lord. 
The  ungrateful  subject ;  but  too  w^  I  know 
How  much  thy  friend  desen*es,  how  much,  aJas» 
I  owe  him ! — If  it  be  earl  Morcar's  wish 
To  make  me  happy,  why  am  I  detained 
A  prisoner  here ;  ^ite  of  his  solemn  proouse 
He  would  restore  me  to  my  royal  master. 
Or  send  me  back  to  the  desiring  arms 
Of  the  afBicted  Ranulph,  who,  in  tears 
Of  bitterest  anguish,  moums  his  long-lost  dscig^ 

ter? 
Surely,  my  lord,  it  ill  becximes  a  soldier 
To  forfeit  thus  his  honour  and  his  word. 

Siw»  I  own  it;  yet  the  cause  pleads  strosflj 
for  him. 
If,  by  thy  own  too  powerful  charms  misled, 
He  deviates  from  the  paths  of  rigid  honour, 
Matilda  might  forgi%'e.    Thou  know'st  he  hvn 
Hut  in  thy  smiles;  liis  love-enchanted  soul 
Hangs  on  those  beauties,  he  would  wish  to  keep 
For  ever  in  his  sight. 

Mat.  Indulgent  Heaven 
Keep  roe  for  ever  from  it !  Oh,  my  lord ! 
If  e'er  thy  heart  with  generous  pity  glo«-ed 
For  the  distressed ;  if  e'er  thy  honest  leaJ 
Could  boast  an  influence  o'er  the  man  vaa  lore: 
Oh  !  now  exert  thy  power,  assist,  direct^ 
And  save  thy  friend  froro  ruin  and  Matilda. 
There  are,  my  lord,  who  most  ofifend,  where  nMit 
They  wish  to  please.    Such  often  is  the  hte 
Of  tiiy  unhappy  friend,  when  he  pours  forth 
His  ardent  soul  in  vows  of  tendercst  passion; 
Tis  with  such  rude  and  boisterous  Tioknoe 
As  suits  hut  ill  the  hero  or  tlic  lover. 

Siw.  I  know  his  weakness^  know  his  foUi»  ilL 
And  feel  them  but  too  well :  He  lo«es  with  eras- 
sport. 
And  hates  with  fury.  Wanned  with  fierce  dcsifi 
Or  strong  resentment,  his  impetuous  soul 
Is  hurried  on,  till  reason  quits  ber  seat, 
And  passion  takes  the  hxkscly-flouing  ran; 
Then  all  is  rage,  confu»on,  and  despair. 
And  vet,  when  cool  reflection  hath  nrmoitd 
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The  veil  of  error,  he  will  weep  his  fiuilts 
Vith  such  a  sweet  contrition,  as  would  melt 
lie  hardest  heart  to  piQr  and  foreiveness. 
)h !  he  has  virtues  tmtt  may  well  atone 
*or  all  his  venial  rashness,  that  deserve 
I  sovereign's  love,  and  claim  a  nation's  praise ; 
'irtues,  £at  merit  happiness  and  thee. 
Vhy  wUt  thou  thus  despise  my  noble  friend  ? 
lis  birth  and  fortune,  with  tfaie  rank  he  bears 
Lroong  the  first  of  England's  peers,  will  raise  thee 
Is  far  above  thy  sex,  m  wealth  and  power. 
Is  now  thou  art  in  beauty. 

Mat.  Oh,  mj  lord ! 
ris  not  the  pnde,  the  luxury  of  life, 
lie  splendia  robe  and  glittering  gem,  that  knits 
rhe  lasting  bonds  of  mutual  happiness : 
tVhere  manners  dififer,  where  aitections  jar, 
ind  will  not  kindlj  mix  together,  where 
rhe  sweet  harmonious  concord  of  the  mind 
s  wanting,  all  is  misery  and  woe. 

iS<  V.  By  Heaven !  tliou  plead'st  thy  own  and 
virtue's  cause, 
Vith  such  bewitching  eloquence,  the  more 
liy  heart,  alarmed  by  dimdence,  still  urges 
Igainst  this  union  with  my  friend,  the  more 
wish  to  see  him  blest  with  worth  like  thine. 

MaL  My  lord,  it  must  not  be ;  for  grant  him  all 
rhe  fair  perfections  you  already  see, 
knd  I  could  wish  to  find,  there  is  a  bar 
rhat  must  for  ever  disunite  u»-»Born 
)f  Norman  race,  and  from  my  earliest  years 
Utached  to  William's  cause,  I  love  my  king, 
iud  wish  my  country's  peace:  That  king,  my 

lord, 
Vhom  Morcar  wishes  to  dethrone ;  that  peace, 
Vhich  he  destroys :  Had  he  an  angel's  form, 
Vith  all  the  virtues  that  adorn  his  sex, 
Vith  all  the  riches  fortune  can  bestow, 
\  would  not  wed  a  traitor. 

Sioc.  Call  not  his  errors  by  so  harsh  a  name; 
le  has  been  deeply  wronged,  and  souls,  like  his, 
^ui»t  feel  the  wounds  of  honour,  and  resent 

them. 
Vlas  !  with  thee  I  weep  my  country's  fate, 
May  wish,  perhaps,  as  well  to  William's  cause, 
\nd  England's  peace,  as  can  the  loyal  daughter 
>f  gallant  Ranulph ;  aud  would,  therefore,  joy 
To  see  Matilda  lend  a  gracious  ear 
To  Morcar^s  suit    Thy  reconciling  charms 
flight  soothe  his  troubled  soul,  might  heal  the 

wounds 
)f  bleedinc  England,  and  unite  us  all 
n  one  bright  duun  of  harmony  and  love. 
The  gallant  Edwin  too 

Mat,  Hal  what  of  him? 
[Cnow'st  thou  that  noble  youth  \ 

Sim,  So  many  years 
Fiave  past  since  last  we  met,  by  difierent  views 
And  our  unhappy  feuds  so  long  divided, 
[  should  not  recollect  him ;  but  report 
■Speaks  loudly  of  his  virtues.    He,  no  doobt^ 
[f  yet  l)e  liv< 


\     Mat.  Yet  lives !  why,  what,  my  lord? 

Sim.  You  seem  much  moved. 

Mat.  Forgive  me,  but  whene'er 
This  sad  idea  rises  to  my  mind. 
Of  brother  against  brother  arnied,  my  soul 
Recoils  with  liorror. 

Siw.  nris  a  dreadful  thought : 
Would  I  could  heal  that  cruel  breach !  but  then, 
Hiou  might'st  do  much ;  the  task  is  left  for  thee. 

Mat.  For  me  ?  Alas !  it  is  not  in  my  power. 

Siw.  In  thine,  and  thine  alone.    O  mink,  Ma- 
tilda! 
How  great  thy  glory,  and  how  great  thy  praise. 
To  be  the  blessed  instrument  of  peace ; 
The  band  of  union  'twixt  contending  brothers. 
Thou  see'st  them,  now,  like  two  descendinc  floods. 
Whose  rapid  torrents  meeting  half  o'erwnelm 
Hie  neighnouring  plains :  thy  gentle  voice  might 

still 
The  angry  waves,  and  bid  their  waters  flow. 
In  one  united  stream,  to  bless  the  land. 

Mat,  That  flattering  thought  beams  comfort 
on  my  soul 
Amidst  my  sorrows ;  bear  me  witness.  Heaven ! 
Could  poor  Matilda  be  the  happy  means 
Of  reconcilement :  could  these  eyes  behold 
The  noble  youths  embracing  and  embraced 
In  the  firm  cords  of  amity  and  love. 
Oh !  it  would  make  me  ample  recompense 
For  all  my  griefs,  nor  woukl  I  more  complain. 
But  rest  me  in  the  silent  grave,  well  pleased 
To  think,  at  last,  I  had  not  lived  in  vain. 

iSiai.  Clierish  that  virtuous  thought,  illustrious 
maid! 
And  let  me  hope  my  friend  may  still  be  happy. 

Mat,  1  wish  it  from  my  soul:   but  see,  my 
lord. 
Earl  Morcar  comes  this  way,  with  hasty  stepi^ 
Across  the  lawn.    I  must  retire :  farewell ! 
You'll  not  forget  my  humble  suit 

Siw.  Oh !  no. 
I  will  do  all  that  loveliest  innocence 
And  worth,  like  thine,  deserve.    Farewell :  meaa 

time, 
Remember,  Siward's  every  wish,  the  bliss 
Of  Morcar,  Edwin's  life,  the  public  peace. 
And  Enghuid's  welfare,  all  depend  on  thee. 

[Exit  MatUda, 
There's  no  alternative  but  this ;  my  friend 
Must  quit  Matilda,  or  desert  the  cause 
We  have  Uvishly  promised  to  supporl>^  perhaps 
The  last  were  best both  shall  be  tried he 


comes. 

Enter  Morcar. 

Mor.  O  Siward  !  was  not  that 
The  fair  Matilda,  whom  you  parted  from  ? 

Siw,  It  was. 

Afor.  What  says  she  ?  the  dear,  cruel  moid ! 
Is  she  still  deaf  ?  inexorable  still? 

Siw.  You  must  not  think  ot  her. 
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Mor.  What  saj'st  thou,  Siward  ? 
Not  think  of  her ! 

iSiv.  No.    Root  her  from  thy  heart, 
And  gaze  no  more.    I  blush  to  see  my  friend 
So  lost  to  honour :  Is  it  for  a  man,t 
On  whom  the  fate  of  England  may  depend. 
To  quit  the  dangerous  pos^,  where  duty  calls. 
And  all  the  business  of  the  war,  to  sigh 
And  whine  in  comers  for  a  captive  woman  ? 
Resume  the  hero,  Morcar,  and  subdue  > 
This  idle  passion. 

Mor,  Talk  not  thus  of  love,  * 

The  great  refiner  of  the  human  heart, 
The  source  of  all  that's  great,  of  all  that's  good ; 
Of  joy,  of  pleasure — if  it  be  a  weakness, 
It  is  a  wearaess,  which  the  best  have  felt : 
I  would  not  wish  to  be  a  stranger  to  it. 

Siw.  Let  me  entreat  thee,  if  thou  valuest  life, 
Or  fame,  or  honour,  quit  Matilda.  ' 

Afor.  Yes; 
I  thank  you  for  your  counsel.    Tis  the  advice 
Of  cold  unfeeling  wisdom,  kindly  meant 
To  make  me  prudent,  and  to  leave  me  wretched : 
But  thus  it  is,  that  proud  exulting  healtli 
Is  ever  ready  to  prescribe  a  cure 
For  pain  and  sickness,  which  it  never  knew. 

&w.  There,  Uxs  thou  err'st ;  for  I  have  known 
its  joys 
And  sorrows  too.    In  early  life,  I  lost 
The  partner  of  my  soul.    £'er  since  that  hour, 
I  bade  adieu  to  love,  and  taught  my  soul 
To  ofier  her  devotions  at  the  shrine 
Of  sacred  friendship ;  there  my  vows  are  paid : 
Morcar  best  knows  the  idol  of  my  worship. 

Mor.  I  know  and  love  thee  for  it :   but  Oh ! 
my  friend, 
I  cannot  force  this  tyrant  from  my  breast ; 
E'en  now  I  feel  her  here,  she  sits  enthroned 
Within  the  foldings  of  my  heart,  and  he. 
Who  tears  her  thence,  must  draw  the  life-blood 

from  me. 
My  morning  slumbers,  and  my  midnight  dreams, 
Are  haunted  by  Matilda. 

Sko.  To  be  thus 
The  slave  of  one,  that  scorns  thee !  Oh !  'tisba.se. 
Mean,  and  unworthy  of  thee. 

Mor,  I  will  bear 
That  scorn  no  longer :  thou  hast  rouzed  me.  Si- 
ward; 
I  will  enjoy  the  glorious  prize ;  she's  mine, 
By  right  of  conquest,  mine.    I  will  assert 
A  victor's  claim,  and  force  her  to  be  happy. 

Sia,  That  must  not  be.    It  ill  becomes  the 


man. 


Who  takes  up  arms  against  a  tyrant's  power. 
To  adopt  a  grant's  maxims ;  force  and  love 
At«  terms,  that  never  can  be  reconciled. 
You  will  not,  must  not  do  it. 

ilfor.  Must  not !  who 
Shall  dare  oppose  me  ? 

Siw,  Honour,  conscience,  love. 
The  senae  of  shame^  your  virtue,  and  ygur  friend. 


Whilst  I  have  life,  or  power,  I  will  not 
Matilda  wronged. 

Mor,  You  are  her  champion,  then. 
It  seems,  her  favoured,  happy  friend,  p 
Her  fond  admirer,  too.    lU-rated  Morcar! 
I  see  it  but  too  well.    I  am  lost,  abandoned ; 
Alike  betrayed  by  friendship,  and  by  love. 
I  thank  you,  sir,  you  have  performed  yoor  o&o^ 
And  merit  your  reward. 

iSiv.  Unkind  reproach ! 
Did  I  for  this  desert  my  sovereign's  caoae^ 
My  peaceful  home,  and  all  its  joys»  to  serve 
Ungrateful  Morcar  ?  Why  did  I  rebel  ? 
The  haughty  William  never  injured  me. 
For  thee  alone  I  fought,  for  thee  I  oonqoeicd; 
And,  but  for  rhee,  long  since  I  had  employed 
My  gallant  soldiers  to  a  nobler  purpose. 
Than  loitering,  thus,  in  idle  camp,  to  hear 
A  love-sick  tale,  and  soothe  a  madman's  phremy. 

Mor,  You  could?  Away,  and  leave  me,  thai: 
withdraw 
Your  boasted  aid,  and  bid  Northumbrians  sons 
Bend  to  the  tyrant's  yoke,  whilst  I  alone 
Defend  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  my  oooniry. 
Here  let  us  part.    Remove  your  loiterers, 
And  join  the  usurper. 

Sim,  Mark  the  diflferenoe,  now. 
Betwixt  blind  pasnon  and  undaunted  frieudJiif : 
You  are  impatient  of  the  keen  reproof. 
Because  you  merit :  I  can  bear  it  all. 
Because  I've  not  deserved  it. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Of,  Good  my  lords, 
Forgive  this  rough  intmnon;  but  the  danpeer, 
I  trust,  will  plead  my  pardon.    As  I  watched 
From  yonder  tower,  a  dusky  doud  appeared^ 
As  if  from  distant  troops  advancing ;  soon 
I  saw  their  armour  glitter  in  the  sun  ; 
With  rapid  motion  diey  approached;   each  oMh 

ment 
We  must  expect  them  here. 
Siw,  Why,  let  them  come ! 
Already  I  Imve  ordered  fit  dtspoeal 
Of  all  our  little  force.    Away,  good  Osmoed, 
Be  silent  and  he  ready.  [Exit  efictr. 

Now,  my  friend. 

Thou  art  as  welcome  to  thy  SiwanTs  breast. 
As  dear  as  ever.    When  the  man  I  love 
Walks  in  the  paths  of  error,  I  reprove  hiu 
With  honest  freedom ;  but  when  danger  cooks 
Upon  him,  I  forget  his  faults,  and  flee 
With  all  a  lover^s  ardour  to  his  rescue ; 
His  sorrows  and  his  wants  alone  remembered^ 
And  all  his  follies  buried  in  oblivion. 

Mor.  Thou  hast  disarmed  me  now.    TUs 

pierces  more 
Tlian  all  the  bitter  poison  of  reproach, 
Which  thou  hast  poured  upon  me.    Oh !  'bns 

treason 
Agiinst  the  sacred  majesty  of  friendship^ 
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To  doubt  tky  honour,  or' suspect  thy  virtue  r    . 
[Iiou  wilt  foigive :    but,   when  the  wounded 

mind 
s  torn  with  pasnon,  every  touch  is  pain ; 
f  ou  sliould  not  probe  so  deeply. 

Siw,  'Twas  my  duty. 
)ut  come,  no  more  of  that    The  foe  advances. 
i  we  succeed,  as  my  prophetic  soul 


Foretells  we  shall       I  hfive  some  comfort  for 

you 

If  not,  we'll  borrow  courage  from  despair, 
And  die  like  men.    Thou  stand'st  upon  the  rodt 
Of  danger,  and  the  yawning  precipice 
Opens  before  us ;  I  will  snatch  thee  from  it. 
Or  leap  the  gulpb,  and  perish  with  my  friend. 

[£jre«fi#. 


ACTH. 


SCENE  J.'^Afortrtu  heUmging  foMoBCAK. 

Edwin  aUme  (in  chains,) 

Edw.  It  is  the  will  of  Heaven,  and  must  be 

done, 
rhe  hard-fought  field  is  lost;  and  here  I  am 
\  prisoner  in  my  brother's  camp :  alas  ! 
rhat  fortune  thus  should  guide  me  to  a  foe, 
>Vhom  most  I  wished  to  shun  !  We  little  thought 
rhe  troops,  by  Morcar  led,  had  this  way  bent 
rheir  ill-directed  course :  but  Providence 
lath  so  ordained,  perhaps,  to  heal  the  wounds 
>f  civil  discord.    Oh  !  unhappy  Edwin, 
r'or  what  art  thou  reserved  ?  No  matter  what 
Mnce  fate  deprived  me  of  my  dear  Matilda, 
iVhom  I  for  three  long  years  have  sought  in 

vain. 
Life  hath  been  irksome  to  me :  this,  perchance, 
Vlay  end  it — ^ibr,  who  knows  if  nature  yet 
Vf  ay  live  within  the  conqueror's  breast,  to  plead 
\  brother's  pardon !  Yet  he  knows  me  not, 
3ut  soon  he  must— 4ia !   who  comes  here  ?  earl 

Siward ! 
rhe  second  in  command,  to  whom,  o'erpowered 
By  circling  foes,  and  fainting  witli  my  wounds^ 
[yielded  up  my  sword.     If  fame  say  true. 
He  bears  a  mind  too  great  to  look  with  scorn 
On  the  oppressed,  or  triumph  o'er  misfortune. 

Enter  Siward. 

Siw,  Stranger,  whoe'er  thou  art,  be  comforted ; 
Thy  fate  hath  thrown  thee  into  noble  hands, 
Who  know  thy  merit    May  I  ask  thy  name  ? 

Edw,  I  am  a  poor  abandoned  wretch,  the  sport 
Of  fortune ;  one,  whose  last  affliction  is 
To  be  a  captive,  and  from  every  eye 
Would  wish  to  hide  the  story  of  mv  fate : 
Too  soon  my  name  and  sorrows  will  be  known. 

Siw,  Respect  is  ever  due  to  misery : 
I  will  not  urge  thee  further;  all,  I  hope, 
That  generous  pity  could  afford  to  sooithe 
Calamity,  like  thine,  by  my  command. 
Hath  been  extended  to  thee.    Here,  awhile, 
You  must  remain  a  prisoner.     But,  ere  long, 
I  hope  to  greet  thee  by  a  fairer  name. 
And  rank  thee  as  our  friend. 

Edw,  Your  generous  orders 
Have  been  obeyed,  and  I  acknowledge  it 
With  grateful  heart     May  I  not  ask  the  fate 
Of  him,  who  fought  so  nobly  by  my  side, 


That  brave  old  man? 

Siw,  The  gallant  Ramilph*— 

Edw.  Yes; 
My  fellow  captive. 

Siw.  He  is  safe  and  free. 

Edw,  Ha !  free  !  Thank  Heaven ! 

Siw,  The  generous  Morcar,  urged 
Bv  my  entreaties,  pardoned  and  released  him. 
Though  much  our  soldiers  murmured,  and  de- 
manded 
His  life  and  your's ;  a  sacrifice,  they  said. 
Due  to  the  manes  of  their  slaughtered  friends; 
But  mercy  has  prevailed. 

Edw.  Whate  er  becomes 
Of  an  unhappy  wanderer,  like  me. 
For  your  kind  treatment  of  the  nffsd  Ranulph, 
Accept  my  thanks ;  it  was  a  precious  boon ; 
Morcar  may  find  me  not  unworthy  of  it 
To-day  I  am  his  captive,  but,  to-morrow 
May  sec  me  his  deliverer :  for,  know, 
VIv  royal  master,  the  victorions  William, 
W^ith  eagle  swifbnesa,  soon  will  follow  me 
With  twenty  times  your  force.     As  this  shail 

prove 
Or  true  or  false,  so  deal  with  me;  remember 
I  warned  you  of  it- 

Siw.  And  remember  thou. 
That  I  with  joy  receive  the  welcome  news : 
Welcome  to  me,  for  I  am  William's  friend. 

Edw,  Thou  canst  not  then  be  mine,  or  Eng- 
land's foe : 
With  sudi  a  heart  as  thine,  so  nobly  formed 
To  feel  for  the  afflicted,  satisfied. 
For  so  thou  seemest,  of  William's  royal  rii^t, 
What  could  engage  thee  in  this  foul  revol^ 
This  base  rebellion  ? 

Siw.  What,  but  tlie  great  bond 
Of  kindred  souls,  inviolable  friendship ! 
The  only  solid  bliss  on  this  side  heaven. 
That  doubles  all  the  joys  of  human  life. 
And,  by  dividing,  lessens  every  woe. 

Edw,  Who  knows  but  tliis  day's  sad  event 
may  prove 
The  happy  means  to  heal  a  nation's  wounds. 
And  soothe  our  jarring  factions  into  peace  f 

Siw.     Had   Morcar  thought  with   me,   long 
since  tliat  end 
Had  been  obtained ;  but  Morcar  is 

Edu    Inexorable  ; 
So  I  have  heard,  and  therefore  little  hope 
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To  dunge  his  nature.    O !  could  he  be  wrought 
To  sweet  oblivion  of  his  wrongs;  to  harj 
His  deep  resentment;  mine  should  be  the  task, 
A  task,  Heaven  knows^  I  would,  with  joy,  per- 
form. 

To  reconcile  oflfended  majestr; 

To  soften  all  his  errors,  plead  his  pardon, 

And  give  my  sovereign  one  brave  soldier  more. 

Siw,  When  neit  we  meet  I  trustit  shall  be  so : 
Meantime,  let  me  prepare  him  for  the  change ; 
Retire  a  while— ere  long  well  send  for  thee, 
For  every  moment  I  expect  him  here : 
Thy  freedom  and  thy  happiness  shall  be 
My  first  concern,  for  thou  hast  well  deserved  it 

Edw.  Farewell !  Be  quick  in  your  resolves ;  the 
time 
Retjuires  it;  and  be  wise  ere  '6a  too  late. 

[Exit  Edwin. 

Sim.  [Alone.]  I  hope  tre  ahaU.    This  weU-ti- 
med  victory. 
If  right]  Y  used,  may  smooth  our  way  to  peace. 
Now,  Morcar,  all  thy  happiness  depends 
Upon  thyself  alone.    Now,  friendship^  raise 
Tny  powerful  voice,  and  force  him  to  be  happy. 
He  will,  he  must — he 


Enter  Morcar. 

_  7.  My  conqueror,  welcome ! 

Af or.  Inrioe  welcome  to  my  arms,  my  noble 
Siward; 

At  length  we  meet  in  jo}r;  the  day  is  ours; 
Thanks  to  thy  friendly  aid. 

Sim.  We  must  not  boast ; 
'Twas  hardly  purchased,  and  has  coat  us  dear : 
You  followed  them  too  close. 

Mor.  I  own  *twas  rash ; 
My  youthful  ardour  urged  the  keen  pursuit 
Too  far ;  and,  but  for  thee,  I  had  been  lost. 
In  war  diy  arm  protects  me,  and  in  peace 
Thy  counsels  guide.    O !  how  shall  I  return 
Thy  goodness?  Thou  wert   bom  to  save  thy 
friend. 

Siw.  Away !  ni  not  be  thanked.    Fve  done 
my  duty. 
And  if  thou  think'st  thyself  indebted  for  it. 
Repay  me  not  with  flatterv,  but  with  love. 
£Vr  since  my  soul  with  thine  congenial  met 
In  social  bands,  and  marked  thee  for  her  own, 
Thy  interest  and  thy  happiness  have  been 
AIv  first  ambition ;  and  when  thou  art  blest 
With  all  thy  soul  can  wish  for,  Siward,  then, 
And  then  alone,  will  have  his  full  reward. 

Mor.  O,  unexampled  faithfulness  and  truth ! 
But  say,  my  Siward,  is  our  loss  so  great  ? 

Siw.  The  flower  of  half  our  troops.    But  'tis 
not  now 
A  time  to  weep,  for  I  have  glorious  tidings, 
That  much  import  thy  hapfMneas. 

Mor.  Ha!  what? 

Siw.  Know,  that  amoi^t  our  captives,  I  have 
taen 
A  noble  prize,  will  make  us  full  amends 


For  every  losa — the  gallant  Rannlph. 

Mor,  Ha! 
Matilda's  father !  then  Fra  wati^fieH 
The  wily  ditef !  by  Heaven  he  dmll  lep^  me 
For  her  unkindnesa :  Give  him  to  my  o^ 
To  my  resentment,  to  my  injared  love. 
Whera  is  he,  Siward  ? 

Siw,  I  have  set  lum  free. 

Mor.  Ha !  f ree !  Thy  ilUioied  neny  \mh 
betrayed 
Our  cause.    The  tyrant  would  have  nmamd 

him 
With  half  his  kingdom- 

Siw.  Still  thy  rapid  paasioDS 
Overpower  thy  reason.    What  if  it  shauU  arrc 
A  better  purpose;  smooch  thy  patfaa  to  Uis^ 
And  gain  Matilda  for  thee ! 

Mor.  O,  my  friend  ! 
My  Siward,  do  not  flatter  me :  By  Heaven, 
Her  kind  consent  would  give  nay  ravished  aw! 
More  true  and  heartrfelt  happiness,  tfaaa  coald 
A  thousand  nctories  o'er  the  proud  usarprr. 

Siw,  Know, then,  I  gave  him  liberty  aad  bfe. 
On  these  conditions — ^That  be  ahould  witbdmr 
H'ls  powers  from  William's  aid,  and  never  anrr 
Assist  his  cause ;  the  time  would  OGme^  I  toU 

him. 
That  he  should  know  to  whom  lie  owed  the  boo^ 
And  how  he  might  repay  it. 

Mor,  That  was  kind. 
Indeed,  my  Siward ;  that  was  like  a  friend. 
O !  thou  reviv'st  my  drooping  heart;  battdlnev 
Did  my  MatiMa,  let  me  call  her  mine. 
Did  she  acknowledge,  did  she  diank  thee  far  k? 

iStv.  O !  I  assumed  no  merit ;  but  to  thee. 
And  to  thy  generous,  unexampled  lovc^ 
Did  I  attribute  alL    She  ^i^icd,  and  wept, 
Poured  forth  a  thousand  blessings  on  dij  hcML 

Jcfor.  And  dost  thou  think^  my  Sipaid,  dat 
one  ray 
Of  hope  remains  ? 

Siw.  The  clouds  already  vanish  ; 
The  prospect  brightens  round  diee;  haste  wd 


The  lucky  moment    Wlien  the  generous  aund 
Is  soothed  by  obligation,  soon  it  opens 
To  tlie  mild  dictates  of  humanitTy 
And  softens  into  sympathy  and  love. 

Af or.  O,  Siward !  could'st  tliou  teach  aie  bel 
to  win 


That  lovely 

Siw.  The  task  b  half  performed 
Alreadv,  and  my  friend  shall  soon  be  Uessed. 
One  thing,  and  one  alone,  rematos  to  fix 
Her  doubtful  heart,  if  yet  a  doubt  nsnaiai 

Mor.  O I  name  it,  Siward ;  if  tis  in  thepo««r 
Of  wealth  to  purchase,  or  of  victory 
In  the  fair  field  of  glory  to  acquire. 
It  shall  not  long  be  wanting. 

Siw.  It  requires 
No  price,  but  such  as  Morcar  weD  can  pvr; 
No  victory,  but  the  victory  o'er  thyself, 

3 
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And  thy  own  passions — Gire  up  thy  resentment, 
Make  peace  with  William,  and  Matilda's  Uiine. 
Mor,  Matilda  mine  !  and  must  I  purchase  her 
h  t  the  dear  price  of  honour }  with  the  loss 
3f  all  my  soul  holds  dear,  my  country's  welfare  ? 
Sly  word 

Siw.  Away !  whilst  prudence  warranted 
3ur  honest  zeal,  I  was  the  first  to  aid 
rhy  just  reveiu;e ;  but  valour  ill-advised, 
Vnd  lU-exertedin  a  hopeless  cause, 
Regenerates  into  rashness.    You  mistake 
The  oride  of  honour  for  the  pride  of  virtue. 

Mor.  And  would'st  thou  have  me  bend  beneath 
the  yoke 
3f  ignominious  slavery,  quit  the  cause 
Jf  hcaven-bom  freedom,  and  betray  my  friends? 

Sim,  Fd  have  thee  just  and  happy — We  Imvc 
been 
successful,  let  us  now  be  generous, 
iVhibt  we  have  something  to  bestow ;  nor  wait 
[111  fickle  fortune  from  our  brows  shall  tear 
rhc  blasted  wreath,  and  leave  us  nought  to  give. 
'oo  long  already  have  we  sacrificed, 
Vt  proud  Ambition's  altar,  to  revenge ; 
^ow  let  us  offer  at  the  shrine  of  Peace, 
ind  sacrifice — — 

Mor,  To  love,  and  to  Matilda  ; 
t  shall  be  so— the  stru<5»!e's  past — away, 
Jy  Siward,  haste,  and  tell  her,  I  obey ; 
ler  laws,  her  king,  her  master,  shall  be  mine ; 

hav£  no  will  but  her^s,  and  in  her  eyes 
Vill  read  my  duty — Yet  a  moment  stay — 
»Vhat  will  my  brave  companions  of  the  war, 
^ly  fellow  soldiers,  say  ?  Will  they  approve 
liis  unexpected  chan<:c  ? 

Siw.  I  know  them  ilinn 
n  their  obedience,  and  resolved  to  art 
K%  you  command---But  I  wilt  see  tlicm  straight, 
knd  urge  such  powerful  reasons  as  may  best 
lecure  them  to  our  purpose.    Fare  tliee  well. 

Mor,  Siward,  thy  kind  anticipating  care 
Prevents  my  every  wish — But  say,  my  friend, 
Vhere  is  the  gallant  chief  whom  we  subdued, 
rVho  fought  so  hardly,  and  so  nobly  fell } 

Sim.  In  yonder  tent,  a^vrctched  prisoner  still; 
-!e  counts  the  tedious  hours;  a  heavy  gloom 
Tits  on  his  brow,  as  if  some  deep-felt  sorrtnv 
>ppressed  his  noble  mind-^We  must  release 
him. 

Mor.  ThoQ  know'st,  my  Siward,  thrioe  we  had 
o'erpowered 
lis  troops,  and  thrice  his  single  valour  turned 
rhc  fortune  of  the  day :  Since  first  I  trod 
fhe  paths  of  glory,  ne'er  did  I  behold 
Kich  deeds  of  valour  wrought  by  mortal  hand ; 

almost  envied,  though  I  conquered  him. 
ie  wore  his  beaver  up,  nor  could  I  trace 
lis  features ;  but  he  bears  a  noble  form : 
{uow'st  thou  his  quality  or  name  ? 

Sm.  Not  yet; 

Ie  seems  industrious  to  conceal  them  both 
From  every  eye. 

Vol.  L 


Mor.  Some  deity  protects  liim. 
As  its  peculiar  care ;  for,  as  [  raised 
My  sword  against  him,  %vhether  the  soft  passion, 
That  triumphs  o'er  me,  had  unmanned  my  soul, 
I  know  not ;  but,  bereft  of  all  its  power. 
My  nerveless  arm  dropped  inefiectual  down, 
And  let  him  'scape  me* 

Siw.  'Tis  most  true ;  I  saw 
And  wondered  at  it.     When  you  left  the  field, 
With  desperate  ra^e  he  rushed  intrepid  on. 
And  seemed  to  court  his  fate,  till  circling  foes 
Compelled  him  to  resign,  and  yield  his  sword. 

Mor.  Away !  I  bum  with  ardour  to  foi^ivo, 
To  free,  and  to  embrace  him :  fiy,  my  Siward. 
Let  him  approach ;  he  could  not  wish  to  meet 
In  happier  nour  the  master  of  his  fate. 
For  now,  methinks,  I  could  be  reconciled 
To  every  foe.    Away,  my  Siward,  haste 
And  send  him  to  me. 

Siw.  Treat  him  tike  a  friend, 
He  may  be  useful.    Such  distinguished  merit 
Must  have  its  influence;  he  (.ommands,  no  doubt, 
The  royal  car,  and  may  procure  such  terms 
As  William  may  with  honour  yield,  and  we 
Without  a  blush  accept.  [^ti^  Sivard. 

Mor.  Farewell !  And  now, 
How  stands  the  great  account  ?  Can  I  acquit  ^ 
Myself,  or  shall  I  b^  condemned  before 
Thy  great  tribunal,  all-repaying  Justice? 
But  fair  Matilda  wipes  out  every  stain ; 
'Tis  she  commands  me  to  forgive,  and  she 
Must  be  obeyed ;  I'm  not  the  first  a|iostate 
Prom  honour's  cause  the  tyrant  love  has  made. 
My  friend  too  urged  the  change — 

Guards  bring  in  Edwin  chained. 

He's  here — Strike  off 

Those  ignominious  chains — ^he  has  desert-ed 

A  better  fate.  [Guards  unchain  him. 

Stranger,  whoe'er  thou  art,  ['l^trning  to  FAwin. 

Thy  ^lant  bearing  in  the  unequal  conflict. 

For  we  had  twice  thy  numbers,  hath  endeared 

A  soldier  to  a  soldier.    Vulgar  minds 

To  their  own  party,  and  the  narrow  limits 

Of  ^rtial  friendship,  meanly  may  confine 

Their  admiration ;  but  the  brave  will  see, 

And,  seeing,  praise  the  virtues  of  a  foe. 

Edw.  [Aude^  O,  powerful  nature,  how  thou 
work'st  witliin  me ! 

Afor.  Still  silent !  still  concealed !  perchance 
thou  fear'st. 
Knowing  thy  rank  and  name,  I  might  recal 
My  promised  pardon ;  but  be  confident ; 
For,  by  that  sacred  honour,  which  I  hold 
Dearer  than  life,  I  promise,  here,  to  free 
And  to  protect  tlice :   Didst  thou  hide  from  me 
My  deadliest  foe ;  should  William's  self  appear 
Before  mo,  he,  who  hath  so  deeply  wmnged  nic. 
So  long  opposed ;  nay,  should  1  near  the  voico 
Of  that  adventurous,  rash,  misguided  youth. 
Whom  yet  I  cannot  hate — my  cruel  brother, 
I  could  forgive  him. 
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Edw.  [diicovering  himself^  Then — behold  him 
here. 

Mor,   Edwin!   Amazement!   By  what  won- 
drous means^ 
Mysterious  Providence,  dost  thou  unfold 
Thy  secret  purposes !  I  little  thought. 
When  last  we  met,  what  heaven-protected  vio- 

tim 
Escaped  my  sword. 

Edw.  With  horror  I  recall 
That  dreadful  circumstance.     Thitmghout  the 

battle 
I  knew,  and  carefully  avoided  thee. 

ilfcir.  O,  Edwin !  now,  on  this  propitious  day. 
Have  victory,  fame,  and  friendship^  fortune,  love 
And  nature,  all  conspired  to  make  me  blest ! 
We  have  been  foes  too  longs'—Of  that  no  more. 
My  Edwin,  welcome !  Once  more  to  thy  arms 
Receive  thy  brother. 

Edw,  Yet  a  moment  stay : 
By  nature  touched,  the  same  accordant  string. 
That  vibrates  on  thy  heart,  now  beats  on  mine ; 
But  honour,  and  the  duty,  which  I  owe 
The  best  of  king^,  restrains  the  fond  embrace 
I  wish  to  share,  and  bids  me  ask,  if  yet 
In  Morcar  I  behold  my  sovereign's  roe. 
If  it  be  so,  take  back  thy  prqfiered  freedom, 
Take  back  my  forfeit  lite :  I  would  not  wish 
To  be  indebted  for  it  to — a  traitor. 

Mor,  Perhaps  t  may  deserve  a  better  name ; 
Perhaps  I  may  be  changed. 

Edw,  I  hope  thou  art; 
For  this  I  came,  for  this  I  yielded  to  thee, 
To  tell  thee  William's  strength  is  every  hour 
Increasing :  if  thou  mcan'st  to  make  tny  peace, 
Now  is  the  crisis — 

Mor,  Edwin,  stop !  nor  urge 
Such  mean  unworthy  motives  as  alone 
Could  thwart  my  purpose.    Morcar  cannot  fear, 
But  Morcar  can  be  generou9 ;  for,  know, 
Before  I  saw  thee  here,  I  had  resolved 
To  sheath  my  sword,  and  be  the  conqueror's 

friend ; 
For,  O !  there  is  a  cause  ■ 


Edw,  Whatever  the  cause- 


The  effect  is  glorious.  Now  thou  art  again 
My  brother.  Here,  let  us  once  mpre  unite 
The  loBg-dissevered  cord.  [7^^  emhrace. 

Mor,  And  never  more 
May  blind  resentment,  faction,  part^,  mgey 
Envy,  or  jealous  fear,  dissolve  the  tie ! 
And  now,  my  Edwin,  blushing,  I  confess, 
Not  to  thy  tender  care  for  Morcar's  safety. 
To  friendship's  council^  or  to  reason's  voice. 
Owe  we  this  wished-for  change.    A  female  hand 
Directs  and  wills  it. 

Edw,  Ha !  a  woman ! 

Mor,  Yes, 


If  such  I  ou^  to  call  that  fonn  £vine, 
Which  trium{>hs  here,  who  rales  my  evei^dion^ 
My  every  action  ^des.    In  yonder  tot 
A  beauteous  captive  dwells,  who  hath  eadned 
Her  conqueror:  She  demands  the  ncnkt; 
She  would  not  ^ve  her  hand  to  William'i  foe, 
And  therefore,  only,  Morcar  is  hcb  friend. 

Edm,  I  OQuld  have  wished,  that  this  importnt 
change 
Were  to  the  hero,  not  the  lover,  dne. 

Mor,  I  am  above  deceit^  and  own  my  vesk* 
ness; 
But  thou  shalt  see  her— Yes,  my  Edwin,  dioa 
Shalt  bear  the  welcome  tidings  to  mj  loi«. 
Thy  presence  will  bear  witness  to  die  chsoge; 
Thy  freedom,  and  the  ioyful  news  dwa  fanni'at 
Of  our  blest  union  will  confirm  it  to  her, 
Wilt  thou,  my  Edwin?— 

Edw,  Do  not  ask  me  what 
I  must  refuse.    I  would  do  moch  to  serve 
A  friend  and  brother;  but  a  task  of  m 
III  suits  a  soul  oppressed  with  griefs  tike  nme, 
O !  I  could  tell  thee— but  'twould  be  unkkid, 
When  thou  art  entering  on  the  paths  of  Uis^ 
To  stop  thee  with  my  melanciioly  tale. 

Mor,  Whate'er  thy  grie£i,  I  pity,  andkitaf* 
ter 
May  find  the  means  to  lessen  or  remove  tbca; 
Mean  time,  this  tender  office  may  ctivctt 
Thy  sorrows ;  nay,  if  thou  deniest  me,  Edvio, 
I  shall  not  think  oar  union  is  sincere. 

Edw,  llien  be  it  so, 

Mor,  I'll  send  a  trusty  slave, 
That  shall  conduct  thee  to  her.    Soon  I  men 
To  follow  thee — away — begone  and  prosper. 
But,  O,  my  brother !  if  thou  hast  a  heart, 
That  is  not  steeled  with  stoic  apathy 
Against  the  magic  of  all-conquering  lovCi 
Beware  of  beaut's  power;  for  she  has  cbsnns 
Would  melt.the  froien  breast  of  boaiy  sge^ 
Or  draw  the  lonely  hermit  from  hb  cell 
To  jpze  upon  her. 

Edw,  Know,  thy  fears  are  vain; 
For  long,  long  since,  by  bonoar's  sacred  de^ 
United  to  the  loveliest  of  her  sex, 
Edwin,  like  Morcar,  is  to  one  alone 
Devoted,  and  my  heart  is  fixed  as  thkie. 

Jlfor.  Then  I  am  blest.  Thy  sympadxticBool, 
With  warmer  feelings,  shall  express  mv  pnsoo, 
Waked  by  the  fqnd  remembrance  of  thy  o«a. 
Go,  then,  thy  kind  returning  friendship  pro^Cf 
Gro»  plead  with  all  the  eloouenoe  of  love, 
And,  as  thon  dost  thy  brotoer's  aqguisb  tell. 
Still  on  di^  hps  may  soft  persuasion  dwell ! 
Urge  mylfona  suit  with  energy  divine, 
Nor  cease  till  thou  hast  made  ihe  lorcly  a^^ 
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ACT  IIL 


SCENE  L-*MATiLt>A^ft  tenif  with  a  duttmt 
viem  of  the  camp, 

Matilda  9nd  Bkrtha. 

Mat.  O,  Bertha!  I  hav«  had  such  frightfal 
dreams! 
They  harrowed  op  nrf  8onl« 

Ber.  It  is  the  work 
Of  busy  fancy  in  thy  trembled  miod } 
Grre  it  no  heed. 

Mai,  O !  it  was  more,  much  more 
Than  fancy  ever  formed ;  'twas  rf»il  all; 
It  haunts  me  still,  and  every  circumstance 
Is  now  before  me ;  but  Fll  tell  thee  all. 
Scarce  had  I  closed  my  eyes,  to  seek  that  rest, 
MThich  long  had  been  a  stranger,  when  methought 
Alone  I  wandered  through  a  mazy  wood. 
Beset  with  thorns  and  briars  on  every  side; 
The  mournful  image  of  my  wretched  state : 
AVhen,  from  a  winding  walk,  the  beauteous  form 
Of  my  loved  Edwin  seemed  to  glide  across, 
And  ran  with  haste  to  meet  me :  But,  behold ! 
A  typr  rushed  between,  and  seized  upon  him : 
I  shrieked  aloud. 

jBer.  Twas  terrible. 

Mai.  But  mark 
AVhat  followed ;  for  a  gleam  of  lif^t  broke  in. 
And  saved  me  from  despair:  When  cross  the 

glade 
A  generous  lion,  as  with  pity  moved 
At  the  unequal  conflict,  darted  forth, 
And  sprung  with  vengeance  on  the  spotted  beast| 
Who  turned  with  fury  on  his  natural  foe, 
And  loosed  my  Edwin ;  he  escaped,  and  Aed : 
I  waked  in  agonies. 

Ber.  Be  comforted ; 
The  dream  presages  good :  Some  generous  friend 
Shall  save  him  from  the  perils  of  the  war, 
And  give  him  to  thy  longmg  arms  again. 

Mai.  O  never,  never! 

Enier  an  Officer. 

Offi,  NoUe  lady,  one 
From  William's  campi  by  Morcar*8  orders  sent, 
Would  crave  a  minute^s  conference,  and  says 
He  bears  some  news  that  may  be  welcome. 

Mai.  Ha  I 
From  William's  camp  I  O,  flattering  hope !  who 

knows 
But  he  may  bring  some  tidings  of  my  love ! 
Tidings  nmaps,  I  may  not  wish  toiiear. 
Perhaps  he  comes  to  speak  of  Edwin's  death) 
Or  Edwin's  falsehood — Be  it  as  it  may, 
I  cannot  be  more  wretched  than  I  am. 
Conduct  him  hither.  [ExU  Officer. 

O,  my  fluttering  heart ! 
Look  yonder !  how  imagination  forms 
What  most  we  wish  for ;  sec !  he  comes!  It  is^ 


It  is  my 


me.  Bertha !  O !— ^ 
[As  he  enterij  $he  faint  i. 


Enter  Edwiv. 


Edm.  What  do  I  see?  Matilda  here!   she 
faints! 
Am  I  deserted,  then  ?  abandoned,  lost^ 
Betrayed  by  her  I  love !  She  breathes,  she  lives ! 
But  not  for  me-^for  Morcar !  for  my  brother ! 

Mat.  [7b  Bertha.]  Where  is  her  O !  it  was 
delusion  all ; 
The  form  deceived  me.    Had  it  been  my  love, 
He  would  have  flown  with  rapture  to  me— See, 
He  stands  far  off,  and  will  not  look  upon  me. 

Edw.  I  dare  not. 

Mat.  Is  it  thus  we  meet  again  f 
Is  this  the  kind,  the  tender,  faithful  Edwin } 

Edw.  Art  thoQ  Matilda?  Speak — for  I  am  lost 
In  wild  astonishment.    It  cannot  be. 
In  Morcar's  camp !  Is  this  the  lovely  captive, 
That  I  should  meet  f 

Mat,  All^seeiog  Heaven, 
Bear  witness  for  me :  If,  from  that  sad  hour 
When  last  we  parted,  this  devoted  heart 
Hath  ever  wandered,  ever  cast  one  thought, 
Or  formed  a  wish  for  any  bliss  but  thee, 
Despise  me,  Edwin ;  sligfat  me,  cast  me  off 
To  mfamy  and  shame. 

Edm.  I  must,  I  must 
Believe  thee ;  yet  'tis  strai^e— >when  thou  shalt 

know 
From  whom  I  came,  and  what  mv  errand  here. 
Thou  wilt  not  call  me  cruel  or  unkind, 
When  I  shall  tell  thee  I  am  come' to  claim 
Another's  risht— -O  heaven !  another^s  right 
To  my  Matnda !  to  request  thy  hand 
For  Morcar. 

Mat.  For  thy  brother ! 

Edw.  Yes,  even  now 
We  parted.    Here,  he  told  me,  I  should  meet 
A  beauteous  captive ;  little  did  I  think 
It  was  Matilda,  whom  he  long  had  wooed  s. 
Whose  generous  heart,  he  hoped,  would  now  ac^ 

cept 
A  convert  made  to  lovaltv  by  love; 
She  only  waited  for  that  blest  event. 
With  mutual  ardour  to  return  his  passion. 
Can  it  be  thus  ?  Alas !  thy  presence  here 
Confirms  it  but  too  well. 

Mat.  Appearance  oflL 
By  strann\lmits  and  causeleas  jealousy, 
Confounds  the  Kuiltv  with  the  innocent. 
But  sure  my  Edwin  s  noble  mind  disdains 
To  dierish  low  suspicion;  Yis  a  vice 
Abhorrent  to  thy  nature,  and  Matikia 
Will  never  practise  it  on  thee.    True  love 
Knows  not  distnist,  or  diffidence,  but  rests 
On  its  own  faith  secure,  and  hopes  to  meet 
The  truth  it  meritsi 
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Edw.  Can  this  be  the  voice 
Of  falsehood  ?  Can  those  lips 

Mat.  Mistaken  man  ! 
Could'st  thou  e'er  credit  the  delusive  tale  ? 
Could'st  thou  believe  I  had  so  soon  forgot 
My  plighted  faith  ?  But,  since  I  am  suspected^ 
Return,  and  bear  this  answer  back  to  Morcar. 
Pirst  say,  I  thank  him  for  the  choice  he  made 
Of  thee  to  be  the  herald  of  his  love : 
For  what  is  there  Matilda  can  refuse 
That  Edwin  could  request? 

Edw.  O  !  that  recalls 
A  thousand  tender  thought^*— 

Mat.  Go  tell  him  too, 
Wbate'er  I  rashly  promised,  but  to  gain 
A  few  short  moments,  to  preserve  my  king^ 
And  save  a  father's  life,  I  never  meant 
To  feign  a  pasaon,  which  I  could  not  feel ; 
For  I  was  destined  to  another's  arms; 
To  one,  who  now  regardless  of  his  vows 
To  poor  Matilda,  after  three  long  years 
Of  cruel  absence  from  her,  comes,  at  last« 
To  doubt  her  honour,  and  suspect  her  love4 

Edw.    O  I   never,  never  ! Sooner  will   I 

doubt 
The  powers  of  nature,  and  believe  these  eyes 
Can  misinterpret  every  object  here, 
Than  think  thee  false.   O I  take  me  to  thy  arms, 
And  bury  all  my  doubts.    Canst  thou  forgive 
llie  jealous  warmth  of  agonizing  passion  ? 

Mat.  I  can ;  I  must    But  say,  to  what  blest 
> chance 
Am  I  indebted  for  this  happy  moment  ? 

Edw.  The  chance  of  war.    I  am  a  prisoner 
here. 
And  but  for  thee— — 

Mat.  When  I  shall  tell  thee  all 
That  I  have  sufiered,  since  we  parted  last, 
Thou  wilt  not  blame,  but  pity  poor  Matilda. 
Meanwhile  be  calm ;  it  is  not  now  a  time 
For  idle  doubts  and  visionary  fears^ 
When  real  dangers  threat    I  see  already^ 
By  thy  imperfect  tale,  what»misery 
Must  soon  await  us,  when  the  fiery  earl 
Shall  know  this  strange  event 
•    Edw.  And  wherefore  know  it  ? 
Why  not  conceal  our  passion,  till  some  means 
Of  freedom  oflfer  ? 

Mat.  I  abhor  the  thought 
No,  Edwin,  no.    The  crisis  of  our  fate 
Approaches.    Never  let  us  stain  our  loves 
With  crooked  fraud  and  base  dissimulation. 
Hark !  didst  thou  hear  a  voice  in  yonder  grove  f 
Siward  in  conference  with  the  haughty  earl ; 
Behold  them^— see— they  part — and  Morcar 

hastes, 
With  quick  impatient  step,  to  know  his  fate. 
Now,  summon  all  thy  powers. 

Edw,  I  am  prepared. 
He  comes :  a  few  short  minutes  will  detcro^ine 
Whether  Matilda  plays  the  hvpocrite, 
Or  is  deserving  of  ner  Edwin  s  love. 


Enter  Morcar. 

Mor.  At  length,  I  hope,  Matilda's  satisfied 
Edwin  has  told  thee  what  a  sacrifice 
My  heart  hath  made.    Ambitioii,  glorv,  piik. 
And  fierce  resentment  bend  beneath  tay  povpcr. 
And  yield  the  palm  to  all-snbduing  lore. 
Yes,  thou  hast  conquered.  I  am  Willism's  fiiend; 
The  struggle's  past    I  have  perfbimed  the  tadk 
Assigned,  and  come  to  claim  my  just  reward. 

Mat.  By  virtuous  acts  the  seff-i^iivainogiidMl 
Is  amply  paid,  nor  seeks  a  recoinpesse 
From  aught  beside.    Yon  have  redeemed  jov 

honour, 
Turned  to  the  paths  pf  duty,  and  disdiaiged 
The  debt  you  owe  your  country,  and  yoor  king: 
England  and  William  will  be  grateful  for  it 
What  canyou  wish  for  more  ? 

Mor.  There  is  a  prize. 
More  welcome  far,  bevond  whate*er  a  king 
Or  kingdom  can  bestow-— *-4fay  love 

Mat.  My  lord ! 

Mor.  If,  to  have  saved  thee  from  the  bmtal 

Of  pitiless  ruffians ;  if,  to  have  renounced 
A  victor's  claim,  and  be  myself  the  slave 
Of  her  i  conquered  ;  if  to  have  released 
My  bitterest  foe,  because  allied  to  thee ; 
If,  after  all  my  cruel  wrongs,  to  accept 
Tlie  proud  oppressor's  hand,  can  ment  acigfat, 
I  am  not  quite  unworthy  of  the  boon. 

Mat.  1  ne  good  and  just,  my  lord,  demand  oar 
praise. 
And  generous  deeds  will  claim  the  tribute  doe, 
The  debt  of  humble  eratitude ;  but  love^ 
Love,  that  must  mark  the  colour  of  our  days 
For  good  or  ill,  for  happiness  or  woe, 
'Tis  not  the  gift  of  fortune,  or  of  fame, 
Nor  earned  by  merit,  nor  acquired  by  virtue. 
All  the  rich  treasures,  which,  or  wealth  or  pover 
Have  to  bestow,  can  never  purchase  that. 
Which  the  free  heai%  alone  itself  must  g^ve. 

Mor,  Give  it  with  freedom,  then,  to  hini,  wko 
most 
Hath  studied  to  deser^'e-^— 

Mat.  You  talk,  my  lord, 
As  if  the  right  of  conquest  could  bestow 
A  rieht  more  precious,  and  a  dearer  claim ; 
But  know,  for  now  'tis  dme  to  throw  aside 
The  veil,  that  long  hath  hid  from  Morau^s  eyof 
The^secret  of  my  soul ;  and  say,  at  las^ 
I  never  can  be  thine. 

Mor.  Ha !  never  !  Oh, 
Recall  that  word ! 

Mat.  I  must  not :  Edwin  knows 
There  is  a  bar  of  adamant  betweeii, 
lliat  must  for  ever  part  us. 

Mor.  Ha!  forever! 
Distraction !  can  it  be  ?  Take  heed,  Matikh, 
I  am  not  to  be  mocked  thus.    Oh,,  my  brotiieri 
Didst  thou  not  hear  her  ?    But  astonishment 
Has  closed  thy  lips  in  silence — ^Never  nine ! 
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And  wherefore  not  be  mine  ? 

[Taming  to  MtUUda. 

Mat,  Because  I  am 
Another^s — Well  I  kiiow  our  hapless  sex 
(So  cu»tom  wills,  and  arbitrary  man), 
Is  taught,  in  fearful  silence,  to  cono^ 
Htc  honest  feelinj^  of  a  tender  heart : 
Else,  wherefore  should  Matilda  blush  to  own 
A  virtuous  passion  for  the  best  of  men  ? 

Mor.  A  virtuous  passion  !  grant  me  patience^ 
Heaven ! 
I  am  betrayed,  abandoned,  lost    Another's ! 
Some  fawmug  slave,  some  Norman  plunderer. 
Rich  with  the  ravished  spoils  of  English  valour, 
Hath  snared  her  easy  heart,  and  tortured  miue. 
But  I  will  drag  him  from  his  dark  abode ; 
Where'er  he  Turks,  he  shall  not  'scape  my  ven- 
geance. 
Thou  hearest  her,  Edwin. 

Edm.  Aye :  Who  would  not  wish 
Fo  hear  the  voice  of  nature,  and  of  love. 
Thus  nobly  pleading  by  the  lips  of  truth  ? 

Mor.  Amazement !   Thou  art  linked  with  the 
vile  slave, 
Fhat  hath  usurped  my  right    All,  all  conspire 
To  make  me  wretched. 

Edw.  Why  should  Morcar  think, 
That  lovely  maid  would  act  beneath  herself, 
^nd  make  so  mean  a  choice  ?  Now,  on  my  soul, 
i  doubt  not  but  the  object  of  her  love 
Flath  earned  the  glorious  prize,  and  will  be  found 
Descrying  of  it 

Mor.  Thou  know'st  him,  then  ? 

Edw.  I  do ; 
Know  him  as  brave,  as  noble  as  thyself: 
!)ne  who  would  scorn,  howe*er  the  outward  act 
Vf  ight  seem  unworthy  of  him,  to  do  aught 
rhat  should  disgrace  his  family  and  name. 
\  man  he  is  of  vet  untainted  honour, 
3f  birth  and  vafour  equal  to  thy  own, 
fhough  fortune  frowns  upon  him. 

Alor.  Now,  by  Heaven, 
3ut  that  I  know  thy  eyes  were  never  blest 
^Vith  my  Matilda's  charms,  I  should  suspect 
fhou  hadst  betrayed  the  sacred  trust  reposed 
!n  thy  false  heart,  by  unsuspecting  friendships 
Ind  wert  thyself  the  traitor. 

Edw.  Think  so  still, 
jet  fancy,  ever  busy  to  torment 
I'he  jealous  mind,  abirm  thee  with  the  thought 
)f  S4rcing  him,  whom  thou  hast  thus  reviled. 
»tand  forth  and  dare  the  proof;  suppose  him  here 
icfurc  thee,  ready  to  assert  his  claim, 
iis  prior  right,  to  all  the  joys  that  love 
ind  fair  Matilda  can  bestow ;  Then  look 
hi  nie,  and  know  thy  rival  in — thy  brother. 

Mor,  Confusion!  horror!  misery !  O,  Heaven! 
Tan  St  thou  behold  such  complicated  guilt, 
>uch  unexampled  perfidy,  and  yet 
rVithhold  thy  vengeance?     Let  thy  lightnings 

blast 
Flic  base  betrayer !  Oh,  Matilda !  false, 


Deceitful,  cruel  woman ! 

Mat,  Tis  the  lot 
Of  unprotected  innocence  to  meet 
The  cruel  censure,  which  to  guilt  alone 
Is  due.  I've  not  deceived,  I've  not  betrayed  thee; 
And,  wouldst  thou  listen  to  the  artless  tale 
I  could  unfold 

Mor,  Away !  I  will  not  hear. 
Nor  see,  nor  think  of  thee.    Deceitful  villain  f 
Was  this  thy  kind  concern  for  Morcar's  safety  ? 
Was  it  for  this,  that  subtle  Edwin  came 
A  willing  captive  ?  Boasted  William's  strength. 
And  lured  me  to  a  base,  inglorious  peaces 
That,  like  a  midnight  ruffian,  he  might  stent. 
Unseen  and  unsuspected,  on  my  love^ 
And  rob  me  of  Matilda? 

Edw.  1  abhor 
A  thought  so  mean ;  the  bare  sosfncion  stains, 
With  such  foul  blot,  my  honour  and  my  name, 
I  will  not  deign  to  answer  thee.    My  birth 
Alone  might  prove  to  any  sense  but  thine, 
That  I  disdain  it :  'Tis  enough  to  say, 
I  am  earl  Morcar^s  brother. 

Mor,  I  disclaim 
All  ties  of  nature,  or  of  friendship,  with  thee. 
And  henceforth  hold  thee  as  my  deadliest  foe : 
As  such,  I  will  pursue  thee,  slave ;  for,  know, 
Thou  art  my  prisoner  stilL«— Who  waits  there  f 

Seise 
And  guard  this  traitor 

[Guards  tntery  and  aeiu  an  Edwin, 

Mat,  [Kneeling  to  Morcar,]  Oh,  my  lord !  if 
e^r 
Sof^  pity  touched  thy  breast,  if  e'er  thy  heart 
Felt  the  warm  glow  of  sympathetic  gnef 
For  the  unhappy,  do  not  let  the  rage 
Of  thoughtless  passion  urge  thee  to  a  deed 
Of  horror,  whicli,  too  late,  thou  wilt  repent 
Oh,  spare  a  guiltless  brother !  spare  thyself 
The  bitter  pangs  of  sad  remorse,  that  soon 
Shall  harrow  up  thy  soul,  when  radiant  truth 
Shall  flash  conviction  on  thee.    Oh !  forgive 
And  pity 

Edw,  Rise,  Matilda:  Tis  beneath 
The  dignity  of  innocence  to  kneel 
Before  proud  guilt,  and  supplicate  a  tyrant 

Jdat,  [Rising,]  I  feel  the  just  reproach — Foi^ 
give  me,  Edwin ; 
Henceforth,  I  never  will  disgrace  thy  love. 
By  mean  submission,    Morcar,  if  thou  hop'st 
For  future  peace,  or  pardon,  set  us  free. 

Mor,  I'll  hear  no  more ;  convey  her  to  her 
tent 

Mat.  Edwin,  adieu !  If  honour,  virtue,  truth. 
And  mutual  love,  protect  the  innocent. 
We  yet  shall  meet  in  happiness — Farewell ! 

[Exit  Matilda^  guarded. 

Mor,  Let  none  have  entrance  there,  but  faith- 
ful Siward. 
Would  he  were  here,  that  I  might  pour  my  sorrows 
Into  hb  friendly  bosom !    Oh,  Siward ! 
Where  art  thou  ? — Ha,  he  comes ! 
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Enter  Siwabd. 


Siw,  M]r  lord,  the  troops, 
Flushed  with  their  late  socoeiSy  refiiie  all  terms 
Of  peace  with  William,  and  cry  oot  for  war 

And  Teneeanoe 

JIfor.  They  shall  have  it    Now,  by  Heaven ! 
Thou  brinfrfst  me  glorious  tidings — ^Well,  what 
more? 
Siw.  They  have  discovered  that  the  noble  pri- 
soner, 
Who  had  surrendered,  is  thy  brother  Edwin : 
This  hath  alarmed  them ;  they  suspect  you  both ' 
Of  vile  collusion,  to  betray  their  cause, 
And  yield  them  to  the  tyrant    If,  they  say. 
You  mean  them  fisir,  let  Edwin  be  confined. 
And  answer  for  the  treason  with  his  life. 

Mar,  And  so  he  shall :  Th^  could  not  ask  a 
boon. 
Which  Morcar  would  more  readily  bestow; 
Already  their  request  is  granted.'--See, 
The  traitor  is  secured.    AU-seeing  Heaven  ! 
Thou  seest  how  justice  will  overtake  the  wicked  I 
iStv.  What  can  thb  mean?    Since  last  I  saw 
my  friend. 
How  the  fair  day,  that  shone  so  bri^  upon  us, 
Is  suddenly  overcast ! 

Mar.  Alas,  my  Siward ! 
When  thou  shalt  know — but  'tis  enough  to  say 
la's  false,  and  Edwin  is — ^a  villam ! 


Matilda's  false, 

Siw.  Aniasement !  can  it  be  ? 

Mor.  It  is  too  true ; 
And  I  am  lost  for  ever.    Oh,  Matilda ! 
Deceitful  woman ! 

Siw,  Tis  not  now  a  time 
For  idle  plaints :  consult  your  safety :  fly 
This  moment  to  the  camp— your  presence  there. 
And  that  alone,  may  quell  the  rismg  storm : 
Leave  Edwin  to  my  care. 

JIfor.  I  go,  my  siward. 
Safe  in  thy  friendship ;  I  entrust  to  thee 
My  just  revenge.    Yon  moss-grown  tower,  that 

hanes 
0*er  die  deep  flood — *6s  under  thy  command — > 
Place  double  guard — he  must  not  *acwpe — his 

fate 
Shall  be  determined  soon.    Whatever  it  prove, 
It  cannot  be  more  wretched  than  my  own. 

\£xti  Morear, 

Bdm.  [Pointing  to  tke  guardi.]  Where  is  my 
dungeon?  my  conductors  here 
Waiibtttyoor  orders;  gpve  them  their  commission ; 


For  you,  it  seems,  sir,  are  to  etecute 
The  friendly  office :  do  it,  and  be  hmpfj. 
Siw.  Guards,  set  your  prisoner  free^-thoa  ikr 

tleknow*8t 
Of  Siward's  soul,  to  think  it  ioys  in  ma^ 
That  nves  another  paiik    I  have  leant  too  ««B, 
In  sad  aflUction's  hard,  but  wholesome  school, 
The  lesson  of  hmnanii^. 

Edw.  O  generous  &w«rd,  if  tfaoohsstaheat 
To  feel  for  other^  nuseries,  pity  mine, 
And  poor  Matilda's :  she  has  not  deserred 
A  fate  like  this. 

Siw.  Alas !  it  rives  my  sool 
To  see  the  tender  bonds  of  amity 
Thus  torn  asunder,  by  the  verr  means, 
I  fondly  thought  for  ever  would  unite  tfaem ; 
And  the  fair  structure,  which  my  hopes  U 

raised. 
Of  love  and  friendship,  in  a  nvMnent  shrank 
From  its  weak  base,  and  buried  all  in  nan. 
If  thou  can'st  prove  thy  innocence;,  as  yet 
I  hope  thou  wilt,  for  in  that  noble  mien  ' 

I  read  a  conscious  pride,  that  would  not  stoop 
To  aught  that^s  base— still  may  I  hope  to  beal 
These  bleeding  wounds,  and  soothe  him  to  ns^ 

^veness. 
Mean  time  be  free.    Give  me  dir  sacred  imdi 
The  soldier's  oath,  thou  vrilt  be  nrand  wheneff 
I  call  upon  thee ;  and  yon  tent  alone 
Shall  be  thy  prison ;  free  to  range  around, 
Far  as  my  guard  extends. 

Edw.  Accept  my  thanks, 
The  humble  tribute  of  a  giatefal  heart ; 
'Tis  all  I  have  to  eive.    The  time  may  cone, 
When  Edwin  shall  repay  thee  as  he  oogbc 
Siw.  Is  there  aught  more,  which  hoooor,  ni 

the  duty 
I  owe  my  friend,  permits  me  to  bestow. 
That  thou  woold'st  ask  ? 

Edw.  Oh !  grant  me  to  behold 
Tliat  injured  maid,  to  take  ooy  last  farepell ! 
Then  act  as  fate  and  Morcar  shall  deteraune. 
I  give  the  pledge  of  safety  thou  reqnir'st, 
AAd  will  be  found -^peak,  vnjt  thou  listen  ts 

me? 
Siw.  Of  that  we  will  talk  hereaAer-cow- 

within 
ni  hear  thv  story— thou  but  know'st  me  yet 
As  Morcar  s  friend ;  hereafter  thou  may st  find 
I  am  still  more  the  friend of  tnilh  and  nf 

tue. 
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€£KE  L— ilii  apturiment  bekmpng  to  Siwakd,  I 
opening  to  a  wood,  \ 

Enter  Eowiii  and  Matilda. 

Edw»  Thamxs  to  the  noble  SiwanTs  generous 
pity 
^or  the  (fistressed;   onoe  more  we  meet,  Ma- 

tUda, 
lut  only  mee^  alas !  to  moim  our  fate, 
.^o  feel  each  others  woes,  and  to  be  wretdied. 

Mat,  Eternal  blessings  wut  on  him,  who  thos 
^ould  sweeten  sorrow's  bitter  drau^t,  and  make 
xaptivity  a  blessing !  Oh,  my  Edwm ! 
k.  few  short  moments,  spent  with  those  we  love, 
s  worth  an  age  of  common  life. 

£db.  With  thee, 
ndeed,  it  is ;  but  we  are  on  the  verge 
>f  a  dark  precipice,  and  every  step 
s  dangerous.    If  Morcar  should  retuni, 
knd  find  us  here  together,  we  arc  lost 
'or  ever ;  thou  hast  seen,  and  seen  with  horror, 
lie  desperate  rage  of  his  tumultuous  soul ; 
jet  us  avoid  it,  let  us 

Mat.  What,  my  love  ? 
liou  art  my  gnicfe,  protector,  euardian,  all 

have  to  bout  on  earth.    Oh  1  teach  me  where 
fo  find  some  blest  asylum  for  my  woes, 
knd  guide  my  footsteps  to  the  paths  of  peace. 

Edw,  Let  me  entreat  thee,  tnen 

Mat,  Oh,  speak !  thou  know'st 
[  have  no  will  but  thine. 

Edw,  Then  leave  me,  leave 
rhis  hated  roof :  I  have  a  friend  within, 
^ho  shall  conduct  thee  to  the  royal  camp 
n  safety ;  bear  this  signet  to  the  king ; 
ic  will  protect  thee,  and  whatever  fate 
[>ecrees  for  me,  Matilda  may  be  happv. 

Mat.  Oh!  never,  never:   safety  (jwells  with 
thee, 
\nd  thee  alone.    Without  my  faithful  Edwin, 
die  peopled  city,  and  the  crowded  court, 
tVould  be  a  desert  to  me.    No,  my  love, 
rVc  will  not  part :  the  same  benignant  power, 
rhat  led  thee  hither,  that,  beyond  my  hopes, 
brought  my  lost  Edwin  to  these  arms  again, 
Vill  still  protect  that  virtue,  which  it  loves, 

Edw.  Uid'st  thou  not  tell  me,  that  this  very 
mom 
liou  had'st  determined,  as  the  only  means 
"o  shun  my  brother's  love,  on  sudden  flight  ? 

Mat.  But  then  I  should  Imve  fled  in  search  of 
thee. 

Edtc.  Thou  winning  softness !  how  shall  I  re- 
ward 
»uch  unexampled  tenderness  and  truth ! 

Aiat.  By  nyiog  with  me.     Come,  my  love, 
lead  on ! 
^1  follow  thee  to  dangers  and  to  death; 
<or  perils  shall  affright,  nor  labours  tire, 


When  thou  art  with  me. 

Edm,  No :  It  most  not  be. 

Mai,  Why?  What  should  keep  thee  here? 

Edw,  The  ties  of  honour. 

Mai,  And  are  they  stronger  than  the  bonds  of 
love? 

Edw.  To  Siward's  kind  indulgence,  well  thoa 
know'st, 
I  owe  this  little  interval  of  peace. 
This  transient  gleam  of  happinees  with  thee; 
And  should  I  break  my  sacred  word,  his  life 
Mig^t  answer  for  it ;  would'st  dioa  have  me  thoa 
Repay  his  kindness?  No,  my  love ;  I  may 
Be  wretched,  but  1  camot  be  nngratefal. 

Mat,  Must  thoa  return,  then,  to  that  hateful 
prison. 
When  Morcar  oomet  ? 

Edw,  I  must    Oh !  think,  when  I 
Am  pent  within  a  loathsome  dungeon,  who 
Shall  shelter,  then,  thy  improleclad  virtue  ? 
No  Edwin  there  to  succour  thee :  who  knows 
What  brutal  lust  and  power  may  dare  to  act, 
On  a  deserted,  beauteous,  friendless  woman? 
Distracting  thought!   A  monarch's  vengeance 

then 
Would  come  too  late;  would  make  me  poor 

amends 
For  my  Matilda's  violated  charms. 

Mat,  He  cannot  be  so  mean,  so  base  of  soul; 
Or,  if  he  should,  I  have  a  dagger  here 
To  save  me  from  dishonour. 

Edw.  What!  by  death? 
Dreadful  alternative !  Oh!  hanrdnot 
Thy  precious  lif(^  but  seise  the  lucky  moment. 
Which  fortune  gives  us,  ere  it  be  too  late. 

Mai,  Uige  me  no  more ;  already  I  have  felt. 
Too  deeply  felt,  the  pangs  of  absence  from  thee : 
Another  separation  wouul  be  worse 
Than  deaUu  and  all  its  terrors.    No,  my  love; 
We  are  embarked  on  a  tumultuous  sei^ 
And  must  abide  the  fury  of  the  storm. 
The  waves  of  angry  fortune  may  o'erwhelm, 
But  shall  not  part  us :  we  will  stem  the  torrent. 
Brave  the  proud  ocean's  rage^  and  gun  the  har^ 

hour 
Of  peace  and  happiness,  or  sink  together. 
Edw,  Thou  hast  foretold  the  tempest,  and  be- 
hold 
Itrusheson  us. 

Enter  Morcar  and  Harold. 

Mai.  Ha !  earl  Morcar  here ! 

Mor.  Harold,  I  thank  thee ;  thy  intelligenoe 
Was  but  too  true. 

Traitor !  who  set  thee  free  ?  [Turning  to  Edwin, 
They  would  have  eso^ed-my  vengeance — false 

Matilda! 
Tis  thus  I  am  rewarded  for  mv  love. 
My  ill-timed  mercy  to  a  thankless  brother. 
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Back  to  thy  dungeon,  slave !   guards,  drag  him 

hence. 
To  prison,  and  to  death !  [To  the  soldiers, 

^w.  Or  death,  or  life, 
Are  equal  to  me,  if  I  must  be  torn 
From  my  Matilda.    But,  whatever  thy  purpose. 
Be  speedy  in  thy  vengeance,  nor  delay 
The  cruel  work ;  for  Snow,  thy  master  comes;, 
William  approaches — to  revenge  my  cause. 

Mor.  But  not  to  save  thee. 

Edw.  Then,  farewell,  Matilda, 
Perhaps  for  ever — ^if  we  meet  no  more, 
Thou  wilt  remember— but  I  will  not  doubt 
Thy  honour,  or  thy  love.    I  know  thy  truth ; 
Know  thou  wilt  act  as  best  becomes  thy  fate, 
Whatever  it  be,  and  worthy  of  thyself. 

Mat,  Of  thee,  my  Edwin,  rather  say,  of  thee. 
Yes;  I  will  copy  well  thy  bright  example ; 
ril  not  disgrace  thy  love  with  woman's  weakness^ 
But  part  without  a  tear.    I  will  but  stay 
To  tell  thy  tyrant  brother  how  I  hate. 
How  I  despise  him,  and  then  follow  thee. 

Afor.  ni  hear  no  more— begone !  away  with 
him.  [Exeunt  guards  with  Edwin, 

Mat.  What  for  me  remains 
I  know  too  well ;  thy  odious  love,  reproach 
Unmerited,  and  threats,  which  I  despise, 
lliou  think'st  I  have  deceived  thee — think  so  sdll. 
Enjoy  thy  error.    Thou  believ'st  us  guilty; 
Twill  make  thee  happy  now.  "Perchuxse,  to  find 
Us  innocent,  may  be  thy  punishment  hereafter. 

Afor.  Aye,  'twas  a  proof  of  innocence  to  fiy. 
Thou  and  thy  paramour  together. 

Mat.  No; 
I  scorn  a  thought  so  mean.    Could  I  have  lef^ 
My  Edwin,  long  ere  this  I  might  have  been 
Beyond  the  reach  of  tyranny ;  beyond 
Thy  hated  power;  and  safe  beneath  the  wing 
Of  sacred  majesty,  in  William's  care. 

Mor.  In  William's  care ! 

Mat.  Thy  conqueror's — for  know 
The  hero  comes — to  scatter  blessing  round  him, 
To  heal  his  country's  wounds,  chastise  rebellion, 
And  punish  false  perfidious  slaves  like  thee. 

Mor.  By  Heavens !  she  braves  my  wrath,  in- 
sults my  weakness, 
And  triumphs  o'er  her  slave. 

Mat.  There  was  a  time. 
When,  with  an  eye  of  pity,  I  beheld 
Thy  hopeless  love ;  when  T  concealed  my  passion 
For  the  dear  idol  of  my  hearty  because 
I  feared  'twould  make  thee  wretched ;  but  thy 

Thy  cruel  treatment  of  a  guiltless  brother. 
Has  cancelled  all. 

Mor,  Then,  mark  me :  If  thou  hop'st 
For  Edwin's  freedom,  shake  off  this  vile  passion; 
Yield  thy  proud  heart  to  him,  who  best  deserves 

it, 
And  meet  me  at  the  altar — ^Two  hours  hence, 

I  shall  expect  thee  there — Beyond  that  time. 

He  may  not  live  to  thank  tlicc  for  thy  bounty. 


Mat.  Tben  let  him  perisb— glut  tliy  tyratt 
soul 
With  vengeance :  bathe  it  in  a  brother's  btood. 
All  ruffian,  all  barbarian,  as  thou  art. 
Thou  canst  not  murder  his  immortal  fame ; 
Thou  canst  not  rob  him  of  Matilda's  love. 
But  know — when  he,  for  whom  alone  this  poise 
Would  wish  to  beat,  this  lazy  blood  to  flow 
Within  my  veins— when  he  shall  be  no  nsore^ 
Another  life  shall  satiate  thy  revenge; 
Another  victim  shall  attend  thy  triuniph. 

Afor.  Thou  talk'st  it  nobly — *6s  the  ooannOB 
trick. 
The  afiectation  of  thy  sex,  to  boast 
A  fancied  firmness,  which  ye  never  knew  ; 
But  with  affrighted  nature  thou  wooldst  shrink, 
When  death  approaches. 

Mat.  Put  me  to  the  proof. 
If  thou  wouldst  punish  Edwin,  know  he  iires 
Within  this  breast — strike  home^  and  pierce  him 
there. 

Mor.   Imperious  woman!    thou  defV*st  my 
power. 
And  let  it  crush  thee.    If  thy  country  bleeds 
In  every  vein ;  if  peijured  Edwin  falls. 
As  soon  he  shall,  a  victim  to  my  rage ; 
Thou  art  the  murderer ;  thou  the  parricide. 
I  stand  absolved ;  the  guilt  is  all  thy  own. 

Mat.  If  it  be  guilt  to  sufier  keen  reproach. 
Pain,  persecution,  terror,  chains  and  death. 
For  him  I  love,  rather  than  stain  my  soul 
With  foul  disloyalty,  I  am  indeed 
The  guiltiest  of  my  sex,  and  well  deserve 
The  panes  I  feel. 

Alor.  Thou'st  driven  me  to  the  mt 
Of  black  despur,  and  I  will  dras  mee  down. 
To  share  the  dreadful  ruin  thou  hast  made. 

Mat.  I  know  thy  savage  purpose ;  hut,  remeni- 
ber, 
The  hour  approaches,  when  thou  shalt  repent 
This  baac,  unmanly  triumph.    William  oomes : 
Hear  that  and  tremble,    thpu  unnatural  bro- 
ther! 
Nor  rocks,  nor  caves,  shall  hide  thee  finom  fab 

vengeance; 
Inglorious,  and  unpitied,  slialt  thou  fiill. 
And  after  ages  shall  consign  thy  name 
To  endless  scorn,  and  infamy  immortal. 

[Exit  Matilda. 

Mor.  Inexorable  judge  !  I  stand  condemned, 
And  shall  await  my  doom ;  but  not  alone. 
Or  unrevenged,  shall  Morcar  hll — henceforth 
I  bid  adieu  to  love,  and  all  his  traip 
Of  fond  delusions.    Vengeance !  I  am  thine, 
And  thine  alone :  Thou  daughter  of  despair ! 
Destructive  goddess !  come,  possess  my  soul 
With  all  thy  terrors — Yes ;  it  shall  be  so. 
A  few  short  hours  are  all  that  ni^ard  fate 
Will  deign  to  spare  me;  Fll  employ  them  well. 
For  I  will  crowd  into  the  narrow  circle 
A  little  age  of  misery  and  horror. 
I{a !  Siward  here !  what  brought  thee  hither? 
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Enter  SiWAEO. 


Siv.  Pitj 
For  the  distressed.    I  knew  thoa  wert  unhappji 
Ind  came  where  duty  called,  to  pour  the  balm 
>f  friendship  in,  and  heal  thy  wounded  heart 

Mar.  O,  they  have  pierced  too  deep;  even 
thou,  my  friend, 
rhoa  hast  betrayed  me :  was  it  not  unkind 
To  set  my  prisoner  free ;  to  let  him  meet 
tfatilda,  and  conspire  asainst  my  life  ? 

Siw,  Impossible !  by  Heaven,  the  artful  story 
le  told,  so  wrought  upon  my  easy  soul, 
'.  thought  him  innocent. 

Jlf  or.  Hast  thou  not  heard — 

Siw.  From  Harold  only  an  imperfect  tale; 
k)  strange  I  could  not  ciedit  it. 

Mar.  Alas! 
lis  all  too  true :  I  am  the  veriest  slave. 
The  meanest  wretch,  that  e'er  was  trampled  on 
)v  an  imperious  woman ;  O,  my  friend  f 
Ay  Siward !   I  have  nought  on  earth  but  thee : 
ihiouldst  thou  forsake  me  m  this  hour  of  terror ! 
)ut  sure  thou  wilt  not ! 

Siw.  No :  whate'er  the  will 
>f  wayward  fortune  may  determine  for  u% 
Jehold  me  ready  to  partake  thy  fate, 
f  we  must  sue  for  peace,  let  Siward  bear 
Phe  olive  for  thee :  if  once  more  we  cast 
The  desperate  dye  of  battle,  let  me  perish 
)y  Morcar's  side.    Come,  let  us  on  together; 
(hake  off  this  load  of  unavailing  sorrow, 
knd  seek  the  field ;  there,  if  we  fall,  we  fall 
Vith  honour :  if  we*  rise,  we  rise  to-— glory. 

Mar.  Talk  not  of  glory  to  a  wretch  like  me, 
iereft  of  evenr  hope.    There  was  a  time, 
Vhen  that  enlivening  call  would  have  awaked 
4y  active  spirit,  and  this  drooping  heart 
k>unded  with  joy ;  but,  my  Matilda  loti^ 
ievenge  alone 

Enter  a  Messenger  to  Siward  with  letters, 

Siw.  From  Walstcoff  these? 
Fis  well — retire.  [Exit  Messenger. 

Reads.] How's  this?  then  all  is  lost. 

le  writes  me  here,  that  William's  fiune  in  arms, 
^pite  of  his  cruel  and  oppressive  laws, 
iath  raised  him  friends  m  every  part :  already 
'he  northern  rebels  are  dispersed,  and  thousands 
'^lock  to  the  royal  standard.    To  resist 
Ycre  madness. 

Mar.  And  to  yield  were  cowardice 
iriore  shameful. 

Siw.  What  must  we  resolve  on? 

Mar.  Death : 
rhe  wretch's  only  hope,  the  wisfaed-for  end 
>f  eveiT  care :  but  I  would  meet  him  cloathed 
n  all  his  terrors,  with  his  reeking  spear, 
)ipt  in  the  blood  of  an  ungrateful  mistress, 
ind  a  false  happy  rival:  Then,  my  Siward, 
•halt  thou  behold  me  welcome  the  kind  stroke, 
ind  smile  in  agpny. 

Vol.  I, 


Siv.  Unhappy  ydoth ! 
The  storm  beats  hard  upon  thee ;  but  cor  fato 
Will  soon  be  fixt,  for  William  oomes  tonnorrow. 

Mar.  To-morrow!  ha!  then  something  must 
be  done. 
And  quickly  too.    If  William  comes,  he  comes 
To  triumph  over  us :  then,  my  Siward,  who 
Shall  punish  Edwin?  who-^sdall  wed  Matilda? 
I  cannot  bear  it-^If  thou  lov'st  me,  Siward-^ 
For  now  I  mean  to  tiy  thy  virtue— swear 
By  all  the  powers,  that  wait  on  injured  honoiuv 
Whate'er  my  anxious  soul  requests  of  thee, 
Thou'lt  not  refuse  it. 

Siw.  By  the  hallowed  flame 
Of  sacred  friendship,  that  within  this  breast, 
Since  the  first  hour  I  sealed  thee  for  ray  Owi^ 
With  unremitted  ardour  still  hath  glowed, 
I  will  not-^peak,  my  Morcar,  here  I  swear 
To  aid  thy  purpose. 

Afor.  Tis  enough;  and  now 
Come  near,  and  nuirk  me :  Thou  command^st  the 

tower 
Where  Edwin  is  confined* 

Siw.  I  do. 

Afor.  Methinks 
It  were  an  easy  task-^you  understand  me-^ 
Justice  is  slow,  and  William  comes  to-morrow. 
Thy  friendly  hand 

&ir.  My  lord ! 

Mar.  Thou  tremblest — -^Well,  another  dme, 
my  Siward, 
Well  talk  on  it-^hall  we  not?  Thou  mean'st  to 

do 
As  thou  hast  promised  ? 

Siw.  Certainly. 

Mar.  Then  speak, 
And  do  not  trifle  with  me. 

Siw.  Sure,  my  lord. 
You  cannot  mean  to     ■      * 

Afor.  Is  he  not  a  villain? 

Siw.  I  fear  he  may  be  so* 

Afor.  A  hypocrite  ? 

Siw.  He  Iwth,  perh^s,  deceived  yott,  and  de- 
serves 

Afor.  To  perish. 

Siw.  No ;  To  suffer,  not  to  die ; 
Or,  if  to  perish,  not  by  Morcar^s  hand* 
Or  Siward's-Oh !  'tis  horrible  to  shed 
A  brother's  blood 

Afor.  A  rival's. 

Siw.  Nature        ■  « 


Afor.  Love- 


Siw.  Humani^- 
Afor.  Matilda- 


Siw.  [Aside.]  Gracious  Heaven  I 
That  passion  thus  should  root  up  every 
Of  good  and  evil  in  the  heart  of  man, 
And  change  him  to— a  .monster ! 

3for.  Hence!  away! 
And  leave  me — From  this  moment  I  will  herd 
With  the  wild  savage  in  yon  l^fless  desert. 
Nor  trust  to  fricndship-^but  another 
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Siw.  [Mtaing.]  Ha !  that  alanns  me — ^theo  it 
must  be  so; 
And  ytt  bow  far 

Mor,  YoufNUue. 

Siw.  I  am  resolved—^ 

Mor,  On  wbat  ? 

Siw.  To  serre,  to  honour,  to— obey  yon. 
Edwin  shall  ne'er  disturb  tfay  peace  apun. 

Mar,  O  f^oriouk  instance  of  eialted  triendship ! 
My  other  self,  my  best,  my  dear-4oved  Siward — 
Gnnscienoe !  thou  busy  nMMittor,  away 
And  leave  me— Siward,  when  shall  it  be  done  ? 
To-night,  my  Siward,  shall  it  not  i 


Siw,  Or  never. 

Mor.  Let  me  but  see  the  proud  Malikfaneey; 
Let  me  bat  hear  the  music  of  her  gjrouae^ 
And  sate  my  tool  with  vengeance — ^For  ds  rest 
^is  equal  sJl.     But  tell  me,  Siwrnrdy  say. 
How  shall  1  know  the  bloody  moment  f   Wbi 
Shall  be  the  welcome  signal? 

Siw,  When  thou  hearest 
The  solemn  curfcu  sound,  ooodnde 
The  business  done — ^FarewelL     When  I  retsn, 
With  tears  of  joy  thou  shalt  my  seal  oonunecd, 
And  own,  that  Siward  was  indeed  tfay  frioid. 

[£icnt 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  L-^A  Gothic  halL 

Enter  Mo&car  and  Harold. 

Afor.  Treason  and  foul  rebellion  in  my  camp! 
But  I  was  bom  to  be  for  ever  wretched, 
The  sport  of  fortune.    These  base  mutineers — 

Har.  Your  presence  on  the  battlements,  my 
lord, 
Dispersed  them  soon;  theyhnng  tfaeir  heads  in 

silence, 
And  all  is  peace. 

Jtfor.  [^n'cif .1  It  is  not  so  within. 
Would  it  were  done,  or 

H4a',  What,  my  lord  ^ 

Mor,  No  matter. 
What  urrod  my  soldiers  to  rebel } 

Har,  Tis  thought 
The  gallant  captiye  did,  by  secret  means, 
Excite  them  to  revolt. 

Mor,  It  must  be  SO. 
By  Heaven !  thou  makest  me  happy  with  the  ti- 
dings: 
His  head  «ia]I  pay  the  forfeit. 

Har,  Whilst  he  lives 
We  are  not  safe. 

Mor.  No  more  we  are,  good  Harold ; 
^is  fit  he  perish,  is  it  not  ?    What  say'st  thou  ? 

Hur,  Prudence  demands  his  life  to  save  your 
own. 

Mor,  Oh !  thou  hast  given  sudi  comfort  to  my 
soul 


Har,  My  lord- 


Mor.  Be  watchful :  Bring  me  t^arly  notice 
Of  every  motion.     Go.  [Exit  Harold. 

Or  I  must  fall, 

Ot  Edwin. — Hence !  ye  visionary  fears ; 
Te  vain  chimems,  hence  ! — it  is  no  matter : 
Conacienee,  I  heed  thee  not ;  'tis  self-defence. 
Nature's 'first  law,  and  I  mnst  stand  acquitted. 
The  prudent  Siward  seemed  to  hesitate, 
As  if  he  wished,  but  knew  not  how  to  shun 
The  office.     He,  who  oould^  heboid  my  tortures 
With  all  that  cold  tranquillitv,  would  ne'er 
Have  vvolared  to  remove  them.  But  I've  trusted 


The  sword  of  vengeance  to  a  safer  hand. 
What  ho!  Who  waits? 

Enter  an  Ojfieer. 

That  soldier,  whom  thou  saw*st 
In  private  conference  widi  me,  is  he  gone 
As  I  directed  him  ? 

OffL  My  lord,  even  now 
I  saw  him  hastenii^  toward  the  tower. 

Mor,  Tls  well. 
When  he  returns,  conduct  lum  to  ne — Sbrr; 
If  Siward  comes  dus  way,  Tm  not  at  leime : 
I  will  not  see  him  {Startt}.    Hark !  dbbt  cboa 

not  hear 
The  solemn  curfeu  ? 

OffL  No,  my  lord. 

Mor,  Not  hear  it ! 
It  shocks  my  Soul  with  horror — Hark !  again ! 
Hollow  and  dreadful !  Sure  thy  lacnlties 
Are  all  benumbed. 

OjffL  Indeed,  I  heard  it  not. 

Mor.  Away !  and  leave  me  to  myself. 

[EniOficir. 
Methought 

r  heard  a  voice  cry — ^stop— it  b  thy  brodicr ! 
We  loved  each  other  well ;  our  early  yean 
Were  spent  in  mutual  haptnness  together : 
Matiida  was  not  there — ^I  do  remember 
One  day,  in  sportive  mood,  I  rashly  pimped 
Into  the  rapid  flood,  which  had  well  nip^ 
O'erwhelmed  me ;  when  the  brave,  the  gaOaal 

Edwin 
Rushed  in,  and  saved  me. — SbaU  I,  in  recuxn, 
Destrojr  my  kind  preserver  ?    Horrid  thoo^  \ 
Forhid  it,  Heaven  !  rpaajes.]  I  am  myarlf  a;u& 
All  powerful  nature !  once  more  I  am  duac. 
He  shall  not  die — Who's  there  f 

Enter  an  €^jker. 

My  Oswald !  fly. 

Fly  to  the  tower  this  moment,  haste  and 

My  brother — Some  base  ruffian 

Offi,  If,  my  lord. 
You  mean  tKe  noble  prisoner  there,  I  feu 
It  is  too  late :  This  moment,  as  1  pasMd 
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rbe  citadel,  I  saw  a  mangled  cone 
Drawn  forth  by  Siward's  order  ■ 

Jior.  Slave,  thou  liest ! 
iwaj  this  moment  bring  me  better  news 
}n  peril  of  thy  life !  [EsU  OjffUer. 

iVho  kDOw%  but  Heaveni 
[n  gradoua  pi^,  still  may  mterpose, 
Vnd  save  me  from  the  guilt  ?    It  is  not  done ; 
ft  shall  not— must  not  be— All's  quiet  yet; 
:  have  not  beard  the  signal.  [The  beU  ialii. 

iaik  !  he's  dead : 

blv  brother's  dead! — Oh !  cover  me,  ye  shades 
)f  everlastins  night !  Hide,  if  ye  can, 
V  murderer  mm  himself.    Ha !  see,  he  comes : 
lis  wounds  are  bleeding  still !  his  angry  eyes 
^bure  full  upon  me !   Speak — what  wouldst  thou 

have? 
ilatilda  shall  be  thine — ^He  smiles,  and  leaves 


[He  pauses^  and  recover$  htmseff. 
Fwas  but  the  error  of  my  troubled  souL 

Oh !  guilt,  guUt,  guilt  r  [Thrw$  kmmtfdown. 
lere  will  I  lav  me  down, 
ind  end  my  days  in  bitterness  and  anyiish. 


Enter  Si  ward. 


[RUet, 


Vho's  there }    Ha !  Siward  here ! 

jpeak,  murderer,  speak ! 

vbere  b  my  brother?    Villain,  thou  hast  snared 

ily  soul ;  my  honou/s  stained,  my  fame  destroyed, 

knd  my  sweet  peace  of  mind  is  lost  for  ever! 

Sim.  Matilda  will  restore  it. 

Mar,  Never,  never ! 
rhe  price  of  blood !  No :  Could  Matilda  bring 
rbe  vanquished  worid,  in  dowrv  with  her  charms, 

would  not  wed  her.  O  !  could  I  recall 
>ne  hasty  moment,  one  rash,  cruel  act — 
lot  'twas  thy  savage  hand  that 

8iw.  I  received 
four  orders :  Twas  my  duty  to  obey  them. 

Mor.  Where  slept  ttiy  friendship  then?  Thou 
know'st  despair 
Ind  madness  urgea  me  to  it— but  for  thee— 
liy  callous  heart  had  never  felt  the  pangs, 
rhe  agonies  of  disappointed  love ; 
1k>u  did'st  not  know  Matilda---Cur8ed  obedi- 
ence! 
low  often  has  thv  insolence  opposed 
ilij  master  and  tny  prince  !  how  often  dared 
'o  thwart  mv  will,  and  execute  thy  own  : 
hit,  when  I  bade  thee  do  a  deed  of  horror, 
Lnd  shed  a  brothec^s  blood — thou  could'st  obey 
me. 

^w.  Away !  this  is  the  trick  of  self-delusion, 
rhe  common  cant  of  hypocritei^  who  rail 
it  others*  niilt,  to  mitigate  their  own. 
've  been  the  mean,  the  servile  instrum^t 
)f  thy  base  vengeance ;  but  thou  had'st  prepared 
Vnothcr,  a  low  rulBaD,  to  perform 
rhe  bloody  office;  I  detest  thee  for  it» 
despise,  abhor  thee. 

Mor.  Thou  wert  once  my  friend. 


Sim,  Henceforth  I  am  thy  foe— Thou  bait  de- 
stroyed 
The  best  or  brothen,  and  the  best  of  men. 
Mor,  Despised  by  Siward— -then  my  cup  of 

sorrow 
Is  full,  indeed— But  this  shaH-- 

[AttempU  to  kiU  himulf,  Simrd  wrui$  lAe 

pBordfivm  Ami.] 
Ha !  disarmed ! 

But  coward  guilt  is  weak  as  infancy ; 
It  was  not  so  before  I  murdered  Edwin. 
Sim,  The  murderer's  punishment  should  be  to 

live, 
And  shall  be  thine;  thou  know'st  not  half  thj 

ffuilt. 
Nor  hau  thy  sorrows:  I  shall  read  thy  soul. 
Prepere  thee  for  another  deeper  wound. 
And  know  that  Edwin  lo?ed  thee !  In  his  haad^ 
Whilst  mine  was  lifted  up  for  hb  destruction, 
I  found  tliis  paper ;  'tis  the  counterpart 
Of  one  he  hnd  dispatched  to  William :  read  it, 
And  tremble  at  thy  complioited  guilt. 
Mor.  [taking  tU  jm^.I  WWs  here?  Ub 

plends  my  paroon  witn  the  king. 
Ascribes  my  frantic  seal,  in  Edgar's  cause, 
To  ill-advised  warmth,  and  recommends 
His — murderer  to  mercy !  Horrid  thought ! 
I  am  the  vilest,  most  abandoned  slave. 
That  e'er  disgraced  hamanity— O  Siward ! 
If  thou  hast  vet,  among  the  dying  embers 
Of  our  long  friendship,  one  renuuning  spark 
Of  kind  compassion  for  the  wretched  Morcar, 
Lend  me  tlw  aid,  to  shake  off  the  sad  load 
Of  hated  lile,  that  presses  sore  upon  me. 
Sim,  Though  thou^rt  no  longer  worthy  of  my 

friencGhip, 
Deaf  to  the  cries  of  nature,  and  the  voice 
Of  holy  truth,  that  would  have  counselled  thee 
To  better  deeds,  yet  hath  my  foolisli  heact 
Some  pity  for  thee— After  crimes,  like  thcse^ 
There  is  but  one  way  left  Sfty,  wilt  thou  patient 

wait 
Till  I  return  ? 
Mor.  I  will 
.    Sim.  Remember,  Morcar, 
You  promised  me — I  have  a  draught  within. 
Of  wondrous  power,  that  in  a  moment  lulls 
The  tortured  soul  to  sweet  forgetfulncss 
Of  all  its  woes :  I'll  haste  and  brins  it  thee; 
*Twill  give  thee  rest  and  peace.      lEjril  Siward, 

Mor,  I  hope  for  ever. 
But  Where's  the  lost  Matilda  ?  who  shall  com* 

fort 
That  dear  unhappy  maid,  whom  I  have  robbed 
Of  every  bliss.    O,  save  ine  from  the  sight. 
Ye  pitying  powers ! 

Enter  Matilda. 

She  comes— distraction ! 

Mat.  Oh ! 
My  lord,  permit— 

Afor.  Away— I  know  thee  not. 
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From  thae  poUated  liaiidi^  one  preckms  gift  f 
Twill  make  thee  full  emends  for  all  thy  wrongk 
Accept  her,  and  be  happy. 

[Hejoimitke  iUmdi  cfEdmim  tmd  Matiida, 
then  tumiug  to  Simardf 
That  Tile  slave 
vvhom  1  cmplojed— » 

Siw,  1  guessed  his  horrid  purpose. 
Watched  ereiy  step^  and  as  the  viUun  aimed 
His  poniard  at  the  piiltkss  Edwin's  breast, 
Turned  sudden  roumL  and  plunged  it  in  his  own. 
Tlie  bloodv  corse  was  dragged— 

Afor.  llmow  the  rest 
Oy  Siward !  from  what  weig^it  of  endless  woe 
Hath  thy  blest  hand  preserved  me ! 

Edm.  O,  my  BlatiMa !  how  shall  we  nptj 
Our  noble  benefactor?  Much  I  owe 
To  gallant  Siward,  but  to  Morcar  more : 
Thou  gav'st  me  life,  but  my  kind,  generous  bro- 
ther 
Enhanced  the  nft,  and  blessed  me  widi  MatOda. 
Mat.  [7b  Morcar,']  Words  are  too  poor  to 
tmnk  thee  as  I  ou^t ; 
Accept  this  tribute  of  a  gratefbl  heart. 
These  tears  of  joy ;  and,  O !  may  every  curse 
My  frantic  grief  for  Edwin  poured  upon  thee. 
Be  changed  to  dearest  blessings  on  tny  head ! 
Mor.  Alas!  thy  blessings  cannot  reach  me. 
Guilt 
May  plead  for  pardon,  but  can  never  boast 
A  claim  to  happiness :  I  only  ask 
A  late  forgiveness.    If  a  life  of  sorrow. 
And  deep  remorse,  can  wash  my  crimes  away, 
Let  them  be  buried,  widi  me^  in  obBvion, 
Aod  da  not  curse  the  memonr  of  Morcar. 

[Jkmk^  to  Edmin, 


O,  Edwin !  wKf^  canst  thoa  fonive  the  crime 
Of  frantic  love,  of  madness  and  demair  ? 

Bdw,  As  in  my  latest  hour  from  Heaven  I  hope 
Its  kind  indulgence  for  my  errors  nasl^ 
Even  so^  my  brother,  from  my  soul,  I  pardon 
And  pi^  thee. 

Mor.  Then  I  shall  die  in  peace. 

JBcAv.  Talk  not  of  death,  my  brother;  thou  must 
live 
To  see  our  h^jpinem  complete,  to  hear 
My  sweet  Matilda  pour  forth  all  her  heart 
In  rapturous  thanks  to  the^  and  to  diy  friend ; 
And  grateful  Edwin  bless  thee  for  thy  bountiesL 

if  or.  It  must  not  be :  I  know  too  much  al- 
ready, 
Of  Morcar's  weakness,  and  Matilda^s  power; 
They  are  not  to  be  tnuted.    No^  my  Edwin, 
Morcar  shall  never  interrupt  thy  ioysL 
Far  from  thy  si^ht,  and  from  tMlmants  of  men, 
In  some  deep  distant  solitude  retired. 
To  pious  sorrow  will  I  dedicate  ^ 
My  short  remains  of  wretched  life,  and  strive 
To  make  mypeaoe  vrith  Heaven  and  wronged 


And  if,  perdumoe^  in  afteiHimes,  some  bard^ 
Struck  with  the  native  horrois  of  my  tale. 
Should  bid  the  historic  muse  record  it— let 
Bj  mv  example^  teach  a  future  age 
The  cure  effects  of  looser  unbridled  r^e; 
Teadi  dioudbtless  men  Uieir  passions  to  cod* 

troul. 
And  curb  this  sallies  of  the  impetuous  soul. 
Lest  thev  experience  wone  than  Morcar's  woe^ 
Nor  finci  a  Snrard— to  prevent  the  blow. 


END  OF  VOL.  FIRST. 


